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YEZAD, A ROMANCE

CHAPTER 1
THE PRICE OF PROGRESS

Carm prevailed. It was a day of glorious sunshine.
Fleece-like clouds lazily floated across the sky—banking
’'way to the South. The drowsy music of a near-by
stream lulled all nature into a midday peace. Even the
birds had hushed their singing of the earlier hours.

“You are right, little wife. It is dangerous, but the time
is at hand when aviation will have become perfectly safe.
The reason he fell? Well, who knows? He was at so great
a height, that none could see what happened. But, he
might have been careless. Fortunately, I’ve never had
a serious accident, as you know.”

“No, John, you have never had, otherwise, we might not
be conversing now, and »

“QOh, shucks, Julia. People are killed on railroads,
steamboats, and in a thousand ways, yet that doesn’t elim-
inate business. Killing is sometimes necessary to progress.
No accident occurs without some additional safeguard
arising to prevent its repetition.”

“But, you just said, he was so high in the air that no
one knew what caused the accident.”

“QOh, of course, the majority of us die without adding

knowledge to the world. What I want you to understand
1
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is, that all progress is at the expense of some sacrifice,

or self abnegation.”

“But you have discovered many new points, John,
”

and

“Yes, but others try them out too. Not all have proved
successes, if they had, two fine fellows would be here to-
day. But why harp upon this matter? You knew Paul
and I were going out to the field to-day. I promise you,
I’'m not going to touch my ’plane. It’s going to remain in
the hangar until I make certain repairs and more or
less important improvements.”

“Look here, Dad, if you don’t hurry, we’ll be late. Say,
Mother, why don’t you and sister Ellen make ready and
come along with us? You’ve got just about time enough,”
said Paul, glancing at his watch.

“No, Paul. You and your Father can hurry along.
Don’t miss your train. You know it’s nearly a mile to
the depot. Ellen and I are both sick at heart. The
tragedy of that poor aviator falling a mile through the
air was too appalling. Though more than a week past,
I seem not to rid myself of the shock. That’s why I want
you to give aviation up, John” ;—and my wife tenderly
laying her head upon my shoulder, gave me an affectionate
embrace.

“Please don’t worry, Julia. I’m not going up to-day.
I promise you that, although my name appears in all the
papers.—‘John Bacon will attempt to beat his own record
for high flying to-day.” But for once, 'm going to fool
them. T hold the record, as you know, of having ascended
to a greater height than any living pilot, so I’'m well
advertised. I’ve made money at it, yet I'm not going to
throw myself away without care or calculation. The
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National Scientific Society has made me a liberal offer,
if I obtain certain facts at high altitudes. Still, ’ve
got till next June before I make the try. I'm going to
rest through the coming Fall and Winter. And now,
I’ll give you my solemn word, Julia, ’twill be my last
trip.”

“Oh, I am so glad, John, to hear you say that,” re-
turned my wife; then starting up, I observed a slight
pallor overcast her face. For a moment her eyes closed
and, bowing her head, she was silent.

Paul and I left her standing on the old front porch,
her eyes wistfully following our retreat as we hurried
down the dusty path toward the old New England village.
The afternoon train, soon due, would take us to the
aviation field.

As I turned to wave her a parting adieu, I suddenly
became conscious of my abrupt remarks. As if she cared
for or thought of money! Poor little wife, it was I of
whom she was thinking. There she stood, silently and sad,
watching us as we hurried down the old familiar road—
the road over which we had journeyed together for more
than a generation to and from our old-time comfortable
country home.

It was a quaint old town—far away from the “madding
crowd.” For many years past, as the young people grew
old enough, away to the city they went to seek their
fortunes, leaving for the greater part behind, the old
and worn out. Good fortune smiled upon us quite early
in life, for my wife and I had been back for years from the
city’s strife and swirl. The glamor of its lonesome crowds
and artificial life had no further attractions. After we
had gathered up no small portion of the gold that the
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hurrying and thoughtless had thrown away, we harked
back to the still life of the country where things are real
and interests are human.

A few years later, there sprang up an aviation field
but a few miles away. Naturally I took a deep interest
in the project, as not a few of my former city acquaint-
ances were among the promoters. My interest deepened
and soon I owned a couple of aeroplanes, together with
a national reputation as a “high flyer.” Success supplied
an added confidence, almost to the point of recklessness.
My fellow aviators called it “luck.” Most of those who
started with me are dead. Each one sacrificed his life,
consciously or unconsciously, for the sake of progress.
When thoroughly investigated, each accident was found
to arise, in part, from unscientific construction. Hence,
the sacrifice of life seemed a necessary factor to each
solution. Always some trivial improvement resulted.

So, it remains a question of how many lives must yet
be sacrificed, ere aviation becomes moderately safe—the
old rule of Progress, applying to the new.

It goes without saying that the perilous element in
flying has deterred me from inviting my family and friends
on these aerial ventures.

The numerous tragedies of the field, witnessed at times
by my wife and children, cured the family of any lingering
ambition to fly.

For. my own part, the tense excitement, and exalted
sensation of soaring in the air, high above clouds, passing
over country, villages and cities, over lakes and rivers,
t'ra.cmg each sparkling stream below, running in its thread-
like course through great Patches of green, like brilliant
emerald and silver mixed—a]] this gave flying its zest.
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Far below, everywhere the people seemed to move like
tiny ants. At times, I tried to hear their cries and shouts
above the mingled burr of engine and propeller, but gen-
erally failed until near alighting. Then, the approving
cries imparted new inspiration to the flyer.

Once, my son and I sat in the quiet seclusion of our
hangar, looking out upon the great crowds who had come
from far and near, to witness flights of these wonderful
bird-men. I could not help noticing that as the time came
for the crowd to leave, and their cheers of encouragement
grew less, the aviators were correspondingly affected by
the change, in their seeming loss of enthusiasm. Indeed,
I mused, this is truly “Nosmnbdsgrsutt—the land of fly-
ing men and women.” High above me, so far up that it
was next to impossible to trace their movements, were
a dozen or more men and women aviators. The awe
inspiring sight seemed to electrify the spectators, and
produce alternately, periods of absolute silence and noisy
demonstrations of approval. These great human birds,
maneuvering and soaring like eagles, transfixed the be-
holders until released from the strain by some apparently
false movement. Had there been no peril to these air
men, few of the crowd would have paid for entrance to
the grounds. They did so on purpose to patiently stand
and crane their necks, and with bated breath, strain
their eyes in fear of some horrible accident. Eliminate
the danger, I thought, and the interest largely lags.

As Paul and I sat there, frequent outbursts came, of
“Where’s Bacon? We want John Bacon.”

“Paul,” said I, “you hear them calling for me?”

“Yes, Dad. You seem to be the most famous aviator

alive.”
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“I have become so notorious, Paul, that we shall have
to wait the last train out of here, or be absolutely mobbed.
If people knew I was here, they’d break through the
lines, and overwhelm me with flattery and noise. Of this
I feel sure.”

“But, you were very anxious to get your name before
the public in the beginning, were you not?”—Paul quickly
asked.

“Yes, I was. People began to talk about me after
I had made one of my higher ascents. The advertising
grew until I became notorious, not famous. Unless I can
discover some scientific truth, I may never be really noted.
Success and failure are but a step apart. That is the
reason I intend working so hard to accomplish some-
thing on my next ascent. If I dare fly the highest, I may
learn some important truth for the National Scientific
Society. I intend making a determined effort, and ac-
cordingly, shall take plenty of time to prepare.”

“But suppose you fail, Dad, what then?” asked Paul,
anxiously.

“Most anybody will go to a hanging—the more noto-
ricus the victim—the larger the crowd. I’'m sure to
draw well, Paul, and I shall be cheered as long as I last.
If I fall, it will bury me and my notoriety together.”

“Cheer up, Dad, you’re taking yourself too seriously,”
said Paul.

Indeed, accidents on the field had now become so fre-
quent, that my sense of pity, in no way lessened, became
more and more blunted. Accidents were necessary to
progress, and seemed to pave the way to greater achieve-

ments, and carry us nearer to perfection. “Surely,” 1
thought, “out of evil cometh good.”
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Paul and I waited until the crowd had departed, before
attempting our homeward trip. On reaching home, a
half dozen men and one woman were waiting in the parlor
to see me. They were each there on the same errand.
Some one had found out that I had been employed to
make a fresh attempt to break my highest record, and that
I had been engaged at tremendous expense, to obtain
certain data for the National Scientific Society. Each
of my visitors begged to accompany me in the flight.

“Just so that I can tell my friends, and my name will
be in the papers. You know, Mr. Bacon—you under-
stand.”

“My name and yours, side by side,” said one with
enthusiasm.

“But, my dear Madam, the venture is decidedly dan-
gerous. You might be killed.”

“I am perfectly willing to take the risk. Oh, I should
love to go. If you deny me, then I shall have to remain
just as I am, all my life. This is my great chance, Mr.
Bacon. I know where I can get a position in vaudeville,
almost as soon as I touch the ground.”

“That is, if we should be fortunate enough to come
down and live,” said I.

“Qh, Mr. Bacon, that would make no difference—ab-
solutely. I am willing to die for art,” said she as the
tears streamed down her face.

I explained to them all, that my ’plane would carry sev-
eral pounds of scientific apparatus on the trip, and that
with this, the load would reach its limit. I knew, that a
refusal upon any other grounds would be taken as an
inconsiderate denial or personal insult.

“I’m so glad you’ve decided to give up that dangerous
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sport,” quietly remarked my wife, th‘ft same evening.

“Dad’s going to make one more trip, next Spring,
Mother.” ) . ’

“I know that, Paul—and I hope no accident will occur,
nervously replied my wife with a deep sigh.

“P’ll end it then for your sake and the children’s,”
said 1.

“Youw'll certainly end it, if you happen to take a
tumble,” remarked Ellen.

“QOh, I’ll come back, even if I do drop,” I said with a
show of confidence.

“Come back with your machine, or we’ll never know
where to look for you,” replied Ellen.

“Where did you get that idea? You often say, ‘I’ll
come back again.” What do you mean, John?” asked my
wife.

“Just what I say, of course. Did I ever tell you about
my old friend Doctor Klouse?”

“I have often heard you mention him. Who was he,
and where did he live?” asked Ellen.

“Just a moment—Ellen. Tl tell you in few words,
about one of the greatest men I ever met. He was a
noted physician, and lived here in our village. He has
been dead many years, having lived to be over ninety.
He married very late in life. Though becoming ac-
quainted only a few years before he passed away, I learned
to love and respect him. Dr. Peter Klouse, you must
know, took an intense interest in experimentation and the
investigation of more or less popular ideas,—especially
those relating to our presumed “future existence.’

“Apart from his profession, his character was unknown
to the populace. He studiously avoided making himself
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conspicuous; indeed, he made the acquaintance of few
people, and had no confidants. Even I, who knew him
perhaps better than any one outside of his own family,
had little knowledge concerning his past.

“I enjoyed his society—any one would—for he was
the most lovable man I ever knew. I miss him, even now.
Often, I have sat by the hour without speaking, just to
catch his beautiful words and original thoughts. He
told me that his early life was spent in much research.
He established a ‘Home’ he called it, in the far West. I
would have named it an Institution for Experimental Re-
search. He never informed me in just what part of the
West it was located, but I gathered, somehow, that it
was in the vicinity of the Yosemite Valley. There he built
a great structure devoted to experiment and investigation.
After twenty years of research, he returned here, only
to find, however, that conditions were not ripe to give
the world the results of his discoveries, so he reluctantly
withheld all explanation.

“I believe he made a record of a few experiments.
Doubtless his only child, a daughter formerly living in
Washington, has preserved them, for she must have real-
ized their value. Once I told him, that I thought him
too timid in not publishing the results of these costly and
interesting data.

““The people are not ready yet,” he answered. ‘If I
should publish these things, they’d mob me, call me a fool,
or both. I have no money to waste. When the time comes,

some one else will take my place and publish the re-

sults.”

“Did he suggest the thought of sacrifice being neces-
sary to progress?” interrupted my wife.
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“Yes, he first suggested the idea to me, but, of course,
that was not original with him. He frequently declared
that lives were often sacrificed in the interest of very
small or insignificant ideas. He believed that the human
race was progressing rapidly toward perfection. That
so soon as the individual wears out one body, he returns
in a new one—never changing personality. The better we
live one life, the more advanced we become in the next, and
so on, until perfection is reached. He believed that life
was continuous and everlasting, and as we increase in
knowledge and goodness, we lengthen the span of each
separate existence. Also, memory of previous existences,
constantly and progressively increases as we reach out
toward perfection. Hence, as we approach that condi-
tion, our knowledge of our own bodies and Nature’s laws
will have so advanced, that we shall be enabled to prolong
the life of the body indefinitely. Death will be almost un-
known, and never feared. Indeed, he thought many would
seek it, if they desired a new body.”

“Then, in accordance with Doctor Klouse’s theory,
he’s back here now, in a new body?” suggested Paul.

“Certainly. According to his researches, he claims to
have proved that we come back, repeatedly,—or, until we
are perfect,” I replied.

“Into the same family?” asked my wife.

“Not necessarily in the same family, and perhaps, not
even on the same planet,” I answered.

“In what manner or wa i

y might we know P

asked Paul. b peren
“By a study of the personality. The last generation

really knows very little regarding the personalities of
those preceding it.”
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“Then an old man might find some of the companions of
his youth back again?” suggested Ellen.

“Yes, but the Doctor’s theory was that each per-
sonality, or body, was dual, and contained two souls;
the Bonality, representing the good in us, and a second,
Malality, representing the evil. That they came here but
once together. The Bomality,* or good, is presumed to
dominate, and not to be influenced by the evil one within
us, but rather to teach the latter self-control, that both
might return, each with still more improved companions.
Since the dual inhabits the same body, Malality is con-
stantly seeking the opportunity to dominate, and should
this evil succeed, then Bonality, or good, will become again
Malality in the next life; if, on the other hand, the evil
be mastered, both shall be advanced towards perfection.

“Declared the Doctor—*There is sunshine somewhere
from within, beaming forth from the blackest life.” ”

“Then life is continually evolving into longer spans, in
proportion as human intelligence increases?” suggested
Paul.

“Certainly,” I replied, “and our planet is evolving
and ripening, as we live with it. Our Earth represents
life. It begins as do our lives, and continues in all the
same successive stages, just as we are born, live and die,
to be re-born again, so the planet upon which we live,—
the process is the same.

“Disintegration is the last step before a new and
glorious birth. Time, through its short duration, deters
us from seeing this change in one life’s span. Civilizations
and peoples rise and fall, in the same way. The future

* The Doctor had chosen the terms Bonality as portraying the
good, and Malality as indicative of evil in the dual nature of man.
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is constantly being built upon the ashes of the past. An
empire lives only as long as it perceives the truth, and
practices justice.”

“Did Doctor Klouse believe that those ideas would not
be accepted in his day?” asked my wife.

“Yes, even now, his ideas will be considered revolution-
ary. People’s minds mature too quickly, by which I
mean, too early in life. He often said,—f‘the less there
was to anything, even to a man’s mind, the quicker it
matured.” ”

“Great minds grow slowly, and so with thought.
Small thought, or the commonplace grows quickly, and
as readily dies out. Therefore, he deemed himself too old
to advance ideas which would take so long to be under-
stood. Again, he would have had to suffer the sneers of
the critical, and to stand abuse.

“Advanced in age before he had prepared his more
mature thought, he elected to remain quiet and un-
known.

“To combat even the broadest theory, nowadays, as
to the origin of man, the view that man has evolved step
by step from the lowest forms of life, would have meant
an advance that his age would not have permitted.

“He contended that man had a soul, and was created
with one. Nothing else living, he contended, had soul.
If.' fa,ll life was mainly animal, how could we Justify the
killing and eating of our brothers and sisters, the beasts?
It was to these questions, that early in life, the Doctor
d?manded ?f Some one an answer. Later, it resulted in
his determlnai':ion to investigate, and though the task
shou}d part hlnfl from civilization and from friends, and
require the relinquishment of many comforts, yet, the
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best of his life was to be given to the solution, if possible,
of these problems.

“Is man and the animal related? That mystery has
baffled the brightest minds of all ages. The human mind
repels the idea of first starting from the lowest form of
known life,—the protoplasm,—and then forward to the
fish, through ages and ages of evolution. From the flying
fish to the bird, by countless changes, into countless dif-
fering species, finally evolving the four-legged brute.
Then, through unknown stretches of time, to the highest
form of chimpanzee, and through the ages, slowly and
painfully, up to the wonderful being—man.

“You should have heard the Doctor press home his
thought upon that subject. ‘If this theory be correct,” he
would say, ‘at what step in his upward evolution did man
receive his soul?” ‘What will his next form be?” “The
truth is, we, doubtless, came here from some other planet,’
he declared. ‘If I were a fish,” said he, ‘I am sorry that I
did not stay one. Why was I not permitted to remain
fish? What was the reason for making a monkey out of
me later on?’”

“Then he believed that our Bonality might not immedi-
ately return, unless we lived up to our highest ideals?”
inquired Paul, showing an increased interest.

“Yes. Good was the dominant spirit in every life.
No matter to what degree the evil spirit, or Malality,
had overcome, held possession of and dominated the will
of good, an appeal to kindness might put the evil one
to flight.”

“Then, if a man has mastered and improved himself,
over the secondary or evil self, he would certainly return
a better man?”’ Paul persisted.
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«Yes, or woman, either,” I replied.

“There goes the front door bell,” suddenly exclaimed
Ellen, as she made haste to answer it.

«I wonder who it can be, at this late hour,” mused my
wife with a suppressed tone. “It’s a quarter to ten now.
Hope nobody’s died suddenly ‘round here. What would
I do if there was a funeral of one of my friends,—and
my best black silk ripped up. I ought to have waited a
week or two later, before parting it.” Then she nervously
awaited Ellen’s return.

Ellen soon appeared and bluntly announced: ‘“Man
in the parlor, Dad, Dutchman I think. Oh, he’s so fat,—
no room left in his clothes.”

“What’s he want? Why didn’t you tell him I had
retired? Confound these night owls! What name did he
give, Ellen?”

“Y didn’t understand. I thought he said ‘Poison.” ”

“‘Poison,” hey. Well, I will if he bothers me,” I re-
plied, making my way into the parlor.

In the dimly lighted room, I could only outline the
figure of a man. He was of immense proportions, and
sat leaning back in a large morris chair. As I entered
the room, I saw him make two futile efforts to gain his
feet, before he succeeded. I excused the dimly lighted
room, and proceeded to turn up the light.

“Mr. Pacon, I pelieve?” said the stranger, speaking
with a strong German accent.

“Yes, sir, I am John Bacon. Who have I the pleasure

of greeting?”—As I stepped forward with outstretched
hand.

As we both shook hands, he replied,—“Adolph Von
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Posen.” After a slight pause, he continued, “An aviator,
you are, I hear, und »

“Kindly be seated,” said I, pointing toward the chair
from which he had just risen.

“I vill keep you, Mister Pacon, von minute. Chust till
I exblane my new, like air, you call it vot—inventions.
Chust now I send it, last Friday, to Vashington.”

“What did you send to Washington?” said I some-
what impetuously.

“My new inventions. A wery vine vlying machine of
my own gonstrugtion. I am a great study of air cur-
rents. Ull my life vas to berfect the air current idea.
Sume air is dedt. To moving podies, air sdicks. In an
open drolley, a pug is zafe to vly vithoudt peing plown
avay, is it not so? Nicht wahr? To the gar the air
sticks like clue. Dedt is dot air, nicht wahr? Now, to
you I vill exblane my prinzibles new, aboud my inven-
tions.

“Der to-day aeroblane can lift up twenty-seven bounds
each voot square of zurface, ven one blane is used only.
Add anoder blane, over directly der udder. It lifts it
not, but a liddle more, nicht wahr? If gapable is one
blane to lift each voot square of zurface, twenty-seven
bound, vhy not iss two blanes, vone rright over head of
oder, gapable in bounds to lift as much as twice,—yah, or
no?”’

“Yes, Mister Von Posen, I have often wondered if a
single plane has a lifting capacity of twenty-seven pounds
to the square foot of surface, why it does not increase
or nearly double the lifting capacity when another plane
is added. If we could discover the reason, we might im-
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prove the aeroplane so that by increasing the plar:e’s sur-
face, we could lift unlimited weights, and: ?

“Vait a minute. I tell you, in a hurry. I study the
pirds,—the air. Why zoar the pirds I exblain, qu.ick, if
you but vait a liddle,” replied Adolph Von Posen excitedly,
and with great energy. “A segret I vill geif you. Alreaty
I exblain dot bodies moving make dedt de air. Der air on
one blane single, brushes off, but two blanes the air holds
between, dedt, yes?”

“You mean to say, that the reason the biplane has only
a very little more lifting power than the monoplane, is,
because the air between the two planes is what one might
term dead air?” ‘

“Dot is it, mein vriend,” said Von Posen, smiling.

“The dead air then, is carried along between the two
planes; therefore, both the upper and lower planes lose
a large percentage of their lifting capacity. Well, that
looks reasonable enough, but, how do we get rid of the
dead air?” I inquired with increasing interest.

“I exblain, I exblain, Mister Pacon, to you. Now,
der air dot is dedt, is not made. You do not rid yourself
of dedt air, dot is not made alreaty.”

“How’s that?” said I bewilderedly. “Do you mean to
say, by your method there is no dead air? Then the
planes are not opposite one another,” I suggested.

“Dot is right. You are wery smart, Mister Pacon, a
wery smart man. I talk mit you, mit delight,” said he.

“How do you arrange the planes, Mister Von Posen?”

' “I vill you tell. T blace der blanes in steps of stairs
hke.—each blane a pird fedder represents. Did you efer
a pird notice? Its vings it spreads, mit each fedder abart
und efery fedder back a leedle from der udder von, so
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it makes bossible for him to soar. Nefer could he do, oder-
vise,—nicht wahr?”

“I see. You would place the planes over and a little
back of one another, like steps of stairs. How wide
would you make each plane, and how long?” I asked.

“Not ofer eighteen inches wide each. Der blane fordy
feed long could pe, yes, und downvard curved each side,”
he explained.

“The whole thing would certainly resemble, then, great
successive steps. How many people might that sized
plane carry?”

“Vell, it all debends how many der blanes. Dree
blanes, fordy feed long, each side, makes surface aboud
dree hundret feed sqvare. Dot vould susdain nine dou-
sand sefen hundret und dwenty bounds, und carry easy
—ryes? Bud of steel I should buildt it, mit engines nefer
less den two or more, for zafety—yes?”

It was approaching one A. M. before my enthusiastic
friend broached the added reason for his visit.

“Mister Pacon,” said he confidentially, “a loan must I
get. You will loan me fife hundret? A model must 1
make, you know. Lost vill it pe foreffer, uddervise,” and
he hung his head in apparent dejection, and was silent for
the first time in hours.

The man’s incessant bombardment of broken English,
backed by tremendous energy and a strong, deep voice,
had worn upon my nerves. Yet, his ideas were new to me,
and had taken possession of my imagination. Therefore,
when he spoke of constructing a model, and requested a
loan, I seized the opportunity to learn more about my
visitor. Assuring me that he had been a student of air
currents all his life, and was without friends, he aroused



18 YEZAD, A ROMANCE

my sympathy and I readily promised him assistance.

“My machine vill tousands of lifes safe—und maype,
some day,—yours,” he said. .

“Build a model for me, Adolph,” said I, familiarly,
“and have it ready by next Spring. Then, I shall be glad
to try it out. If it works ”

“Vork it vill—lofely,” he broke in, “mag-mag-ficent!”
he shouted with enthusiasm.

“If it works well, Adolph, I will make my trip in your
>plane, in the interest of science. That would afford us
both fame and fortune! It would put you on your feet
so that you would never have to work again, except you
desired,” said I reflectively.

“Qch,” he replied, leaning back and closing his eyes—
“Vould der day pe velcome. Rested I am not. Now,
Mister Pacon, I vill promise to hire der empdy vactory
mit der large douple doors, to-morrow. Dot vill pe large
enough in vich to gonstrugt a mottel.”

“All right,” I replied. “Only yourself shall be per-
mitted to enter, even I will not disturb you. I will see
to the expense. When you have finished, and feel sure of
the machine’s working, let me know. I will meet cost of
material, and all other expenses. You shall board in
the village.”

These arrangements being assented to readily with all
but tears of gratitude, he thanked me again and again,
and agreed to begin work on the model immediately.
All the details of construction, we agreed to hold secret.

Explaining that he should need no help in the con-
struction, it was past two o’clock that morning, before

Adolph departed, leaving me to surmise the result of our
venture,
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As I ascended the stairs leading to my room, I was
startled, not a little, to hear some one speak; stopping,
I listened.

“It’s I, Dad,” said Paul, as he stepped from his room
into the dimly lighted hall. “I’ve been watching a light
moving from room to room, in the old Klouse Mansion
across the road. Though it has disappeared now, it
seems to me, some one may have broken into the house.”

“You are mistaken, Paul. While out on the field to-day,
your mother informed me that a young couple had moved
into the Doctor’s house. I wonder who they can be, to
fancy the old, damp mansion, for years vacant.”

“Gee, I’m glad we’ve secured some kind of new neigh-
bors. By the way, I’ll ask Jasper, in the morning,—he’s
almost sure to know who they are.”

“Possibly,” I replied, though a new thought possessed
me.



CHAPTER 1I

THE GHOST

It was the twilight of an Autumn evening. Swallows
flitted overhead, swiftly dove and arose again. The voice
of the village gossip, Perkins, was in the wind, and sud-
denly one heard—

“Well, Ellen, guess yer father ain’t a-comin’ out yet.
Nearly seven neow. Perhaps I’d better come over ag’in.
Don’t like t* go hum when it’s tue dark.”

“Oh, don’t go yet, Mister Perkins,—it’s somewhat ro-
mantic, you know, to sit here and talk with you. This
old piazza gives one an exceptional view of Nature in its
near virgin state. At Vassar, our young ladies longed
for the country, and they would have been pleased to have
joined us here. If you remain, Mister Perkins, father
will be here soon. I see, that while you are old in years,
you don’t seem to have lost the intrepidity of youth.”

“Qh, I ain’t afraid of no dark—if yer mean thet, Ellen.
I don’t believe in ghosts, no, sir-ee. But b’ gosh, thet
colledge eddication at Vassarlene gives yer some purty
smart idees. It’s kinder interestin’ t’ hear an eddicated
critter speak—even if ye don’t know sartin what she’s
talkin’ of. But I kinder side in with simple things meself.
Anything simple—simple folks, an’ simple—interest even.

None of yer compound kinds fer me. No, sir-ee”—and
20
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Jasper brought his cane down with a thud, to emphasize
his words.

“Your metaphors are really good, Mister Perkins,”
said Ellen, “they remind me so much: »

“Well,” broke in Perkins, “I’ve heerd of them mento-
fers, but have never seen wan of ’em.”

“But, who’s thet a-comin’ in the gate, Ellen?” queried
Jasper—interrupting himself.

“Why, i1t’s Mister Cummings.”

“Do yer mean Silas? It don’t look like him. Either
me eyes are dim, or he’s shaved his whiskers off.”

“You’re mistaken, Mister Perkins. His beard is still
in place.”

“Yes, Miss Ellen, yit, to me he looks like a cross-eyed
moth. I believe, too, he’s comin’ in here.”

“Good evening, Mister Cummings! Will you join us in
our little conference?”

“No, no. Much obleeged—jest had supper. Every-
body well, I s’pose? Nobody sick, hey? What’s yer
father a-doin>—is he in? Who’s thet, sittin’ there with
yer?—Got a beau, Ellen?”

“Why, only your old friend, Mister Perkins.”

“Then, b’ gosh, yer must be sittin’ alone! Ha, ha, ha,
thet’s a gud un. Yit, when I come t’ look—who’s thet
old bald head, dressed like a dude, sittin’ ther’ like a hen
on a roost? Ellen, I’m surprised yer should be keepin’
compney with so old a rooster as thet.” These remarks
were uttered with a quizzical shake of the head as Silas
joined them on the porch.

“What cher ’bout, ther’, Silas Cummings! Mud sling-
in’ ag’in, air yer? Tryin’ t’ immitat thet dum poly-tish-
shun, Jim Landis, air yer? Better yer shet up. Can’t
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yer be-have fer once?”—shouted Jasper with a decided
show of feeling.

“Let not thy angry passions rise,” said Ellen, citing
the rhyme, reprovingly. “You should not slander, you
know,” she added.

“Why don’t yer take a cheer, Silas? Plenty of ’em.”

“Hain’t abeen invited yit,” he replied peevishly.

“Then, I invite you now, Mister Cummings,” said
Ellen, moving a chair in his direction.

“Tf thet’s ther case, I’ll jine yer,” returned the visitor.

“Hain’t seen yer in some time, Si, where yer bin?”

“Hain’t bin nowhere, but I was agoin’ deown to th’
po-lit-ti-cal mee-tin’,—begins ’bout eight, they say.
Started airly, so t’ git ther’, an’ git a gud seat. Then I
turned in here, as I seen a jack-rabbit cross th’ road rite
in front of me—a sure sign of tic-douloureux. Nancy’s
got th’ tic’ neow.”

“Yer don’t tell me? Well, she’s goin’ t’ prayer meetin’
every nite—thet accounts fer’t,” dryly remarked Jasper.

“Don’t yer scandalize, Jasper,” bawled Silas threat-
eningly, though Jasper paid no attention to his remark.

“Si, yer th’ fust Cummings, I ever knowed, to take
enny intrest in poly-ticks. Yit yer only awastin’ yer
time! What be yer thinkin’ on? Of all th’ critters on
airth, a polytishun is th’ most useless. Like a weather
vane, he points, with his mouth wide open, toward the
strongest wind. If he don’t blow over, give him time,
an’ he’ll be on every side of every question. I was
deown teown last nite, an’ heer’d one of ’em talk—all hot
wind, an’ no kind of growin’ weather !’

“You ware?”

“Yes, I ware. An’ I’m ashamed ¢’ say’t. I heered thet
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Jim Landis talk. He sounds like a hot gale, Si. I sot
deown front, but by ginger, I bet a chew of ’backey, thet
I could a heerd him *way hum.”

“Then, he’s quite loquacious, rather vain-glorious and
spread-eagle in his style?” suggested Ellen.

“He’s nothin’ of th’ kind, Ellen. He is a flippant,
flamboodled, up-to-date, vain and flatfooted liar. Thet’s
what I knows,” replied Jasper, thumping his cane on the
floor.

“Then, he is very voluble, is he not?” persisted Ellen.

“Nothin’ very valu’ble about him, ’cept to an under-
taker. I listened to him till he got wind-broke. Then
he came over where I set. Says he, ‘How did yer like it,
Jasp?’ Says I, ‘Jim, yer sounded like th’ ting, tang, tong
of a critter drummin’ on a pan, an’ tryin’ £’ induce a
swam of bees t’ settle. Thet ting, tang of yours orter
settle some of ther bills thet yer owe. How about the bill
of Widder Durmot, for ther cord of chestnut she let yer
hev? An’ hev yer paid Hank Smith fer yer last winter
overcut yit?’ says I. ‘Jim,” says I, ‘yer can’t stampede
me by yer bellerin’. Yer ain’t no newspaper huxter.
They’re th’ only human critters thet’s got th’ divine rite
ev kings t’ beller.” My friends a-listenin’ said, ‘Good!
Good! Jasp.’”

“What did Landis say?” asked Silas eagerly.

“He said, ‘Gud evenin’,’ an’ skipped—thet’s all.”

“Jest look at them swallows,” said Silas, pointing his
stick in front of him. “See how low they’re flyin’. Never
saw ’em dip and fly lower. Thet’s a sure sign of bad
weather.”

“Why, here comes ‘Paw-paw,” as our English cousins
say,” suddenly exclaimed Ellen.
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Neither of the old men moved, my daughter’s allusion
being lost on both. Suddenly seeing me step out on the
piazza, they both arose.

“Gud evenin’, John!” broke in Jasper. “We're tucken
possession, yer see.”

“Good evening, boys. Keep your seats and make your-
selves comfortable. I'm glad to see you both looking
so well. I call you ‘boys® because we’ve known each other
so long. A life-time indeed. You’re as familiar, and as
much a part of our town, as the great elms across the
road. Let’s see, you’re both about the same age.”

“I’'m a gud deal older then Jasper,” said Silas, with a
touch of pride in his tone.

“Yes, I remember now; you are about three months
older than Jasper. You’re eighty-seven. Let’s see, how
old is Nancy?”

“She’s jest past eighty-six, an’ sprintin’ on t’ eighty-
seven,” replied Jasper.

“Thet’s rite, but thet’s a race where we all sprint alike,”
said Silas with a slight sigh.

“Where is Nancy, to-night, boys?” I asked.

“T° prayer meetin’,” they answered in unison.

“Yer see, she bot a new bonnet last Spring. The durn
thing sits on her head so high, she got cold in her cheeks,
an’ it turned inter th’ tic. Neow she goes t’ prayer meetin’
every nite t’ git rid of it,” drawled Jasper.

“An’ th’ feather on her bonnet come out of th’ tail of a
bird as big as a hoss, they say,” added Silas.

“They call the thing a bloom, an’ say it come from
Eurip. It hangs down so low from her bonnet thet it
tickles her cheeks an’ agitates her tic’. But, she’s bound
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to wear it thet way, ‘cause it’s the style,’” explained
Jasper.

“Eurip must be quite a teown. They can git more dif-
ferin’ kinds of critters out en it, than flees on a goat.
We’ll never git ther’, Jasper. It takes several generations
of hard workers to produce a crop of Eurip-pean tu-rists.”

“Well, you never worked very hard, Si, ’cept t’ keep
compney with Nancy,” remarked Jasper tauntingly.

“Neow, don’t yer say thet ag’in, Jasper Perkins!
You’ve been tryin’ t’ cut me out fur sixty odd years. Yer
ain’t succeeded yit, hev yer? No, ner yer won’t nether.
By gosh, I’'m a good mind t'"——

“There, there, boys, that will do. Sit down, Silas!
Put down your cane. The idea! You wouldn’t strike
Jasper, would you? You’re both too old to quarrel. Just
imagine it, you old bachelors, without a ‘chick or child’
in the world, to be fighting over Nancy since you were
boys together. Yes, just think of it, Nancy’s been waiting
nearly seventy years for one of you to propose. Neither
of you seem to possess the first spark of courage.”

“We had spunk enough, John, but we never had th’ heart
to cut t’other out. ’Bout a year ago, I told Silas he was
free to purpose an’ if Nancy would hev him, I’d take my
chance in marryin’ his widdy. ’Twas th’ fust time in
sixty odd years, thet I consented to thet. I never be-
lieved in second-hand goods, but, I’d take her if she’d
hed nine husbands—thet is if she’d hev me,” said Jasper,
his voice slightly falling with emotion.

“You can hev her, Jasper,” murmured Silas, as if he
had lost hope.

“No, you take her, Silas,” said Jasper with evident
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emotion, and then brightening up, he turned to Ellen
and asked, “What do you advise, Miss Ellen? You’re
younger then we, an’ orter know?”

“Qh, Mister Cummings, how very interesting, yet, I'm
not sure if I can easily answer you. I admit that one
must exercise one’s sympathies occasionally”—and Ellen
looked as if her reply might give relief.

“I exercise my symp’s every day, rain or shine,” re-
marked Silas solemnly, while Jasper looked puzzled.

“You know, of course, what old Doctor Klouse would
have told you both?” said I.

“Doctor Klouse, did you say? Doctor Klouse!’ said
Silas, rising quickly. “Yes, yes, that was him! That
was him! I must be goin’, however, I must be goin’.
Yes, yes, I must! Good-by, all. Good-by, I must go—
for it’s late.”

As I looked up, in astonishment, at the speaker, I
noticed that his face had suddenly paled. I felt sorry for
him immediately, and arose to steady his tottering frame.
My first impression, that some sudden illness had seized
him, impelled me to request Ellen to bring a little brandy.
Returning, she handed the old man a liberal portion
which he swallowed eagerly. His cheeks slowly resumed
their color, and his manner became calm.

“What’s the matter, Silas?” I inquired in a rather
agitated tone, as the occurrence had somewhat unnerved
me. “You are trembling. Don’t you feel well? If you
will, I’ll have you driven home. The horse is ready.”

He made no reply, but when I offered him another por-
tion of brandy, he said, “Thet’s fine brandy.”

“Be seated, Silas, and tell us what the matter is, won’t
you?” and again I urged him toward the chajr.
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“Yis, do sit down and behave yourself,” was Jasper’s
rather bluff comment.

“You knew Doctor Peter Klouse, didn’t yer, Jasper?”
broke out Silas, holding out his hands as if pleading a
case of some necessary import.

“Course I did—as well as you. Maybe not so well as
John, though, yet, we both knowed him longer’n John,”
returned Jasper with a knowing nod.

“Well, I never did believe in ghosts, but I believe in ’em
neow!” said Silas, and he emphasized his remark with a
vigorous thrust of his cane, which struck uncomfortably
near Jasper’s outstretched feet. After a pause, he con-
tinued: “I’ll tell yer all about it, if yer hev th’ re-spect
t’ listen. I say this because, yer know, some folks ain’t
got no sympathy,” he added, as he glanced in Jasper’s
direction. “Well, I hed a very peculiar experiance. As
I said, I never did believe in ghosts, but I believe in ’em
neow. Why, if ye’d tol’ me thet I’d seen ghosts—an’
jest as natral as life tue—I’d a said yer needed a guar-
deen, ’fore I’d tucken yer word fur it.”

“What time a day were it, Silas?” asked Jasper with
interest.

“It were jest ’bout betwixt an’ between, long on th’
verge of th’ evenin’>—sumthin’ like neow.”

“What color were it—white?”

“They tell us at Vassar that white is not a color,”
corrected Ellen.

“He were a nat-ral critter,” and Silas impressed his
opinion by striking the floor with his cane. “But I know
he’s bin dead, nigh on t’ thirty years. My eyes air a
little dim, but yer can’t fool ’em all th’ time. I seen him,
as plain as daylight.”
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“Who be yer talkin’ about? Why don’t yer tell us
what cher gettin’ at, Si? By gum, yer gittin’ old an’
forgitful. What cher wait-tin fur?”

“Give me chance ter get me wind, won’t cher? Don’t
you git ubstroppolus, Jasper.”

“My, that would be a strange word at Vas

“Vassar be darned—Miss Ellen—let me tell yer, won’t
cher? It were jest a week ago las’ nite. Says I to my-
self, after supper, I think I’ll tuck a little con-sti-tu-
shional. So, I made up my mind to walk out toward th’
cemetary. It was putty near dark ’fore I got out thar.
My pesky rhu-ma-tiz ached so bad I could hardly step out.
I heerd th’ dogs a-barkin’, unusually common, an’ it made
me a leetle nervous like, an’ when they bark like thet, I
all’s know thet suthin’s a happinin’ or goin’ t’ happen.
But I didn’t spect it so soon. I was walkin’ slow like,
kinder careless, mindin’ my own consarn, an’ thinkin’ of
nothin’ in partic’lar, when all of a sudden I heerd suthin or
some un creepin’ like, comin’ rite up from behind me.
Well, I kinder thought it over a bit, *fore I tuck action.
I jest kinder careless like gradually come ter a stan’
still. Thin, got a good grip on ma cane, with one
hand, an’ with t’other I jest grabbed th’ iron fence
in front th’ cemetary. Then, as cool as a cucum-
ber, I peer ’round a bit. But gol durn m’ eyes, I couldn’t
see a thing. Nothin’ in partic’lar was in site. As
I was partly turned and facing toward hum, I thought
’twould be handier to go in thet direction—besides, I
never did approve of walkin’ by cemetaries, in th’
dark.”

“Why didn’t yer run then, yer darn fool?” interrupted
Jasper excitedly.

?»
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“Who yer callin’ a fool—an how could I run with th’
rhu-ma-tiz?

“So I started to hike it hum,” continued Silas. I
hadn’t gone a dozen steps a’fore I seen a shadder, rite in
front of me. It wa’n’t makin’ a bit o’ noise. It was jest
a-creepin’—creepin’s along rite towards me. It were
comin’ kinder slow, so says I, I’ll give ye a wide berth, an’ I
Jjest hobbled rite up near th’ fence,—behind some brush.
Then, says I t’ myself, if ye come near me neow, I’ll dis-
turb yer peace of mind with this old hickory o’ mine, by
ginger! An’I got a good holt on it, ye can bet yer boots.
The shadder kep’ a comin’ nearer, an’ I kep’ my eyes on
it every min-nit. Yit, I wasn’t prepared t’ git quite
sich a shock—didn’t expect to see a ghost, so puffectly
natral. S’posed they were allus white! But there it
were, rite in front o> me. I’d know th’ fellow in a crowd
anywhere! I knowed he was dead, for I was one o’ the
bearers at his funeral, but now, his face was young—as
I knowed him when a boy. I’d a known him anywhere.
What did he mean, says I to meself, by gittin’ up out o’
his grave in th’ cemetary, an’ go snookin’ around, scarin’
respectible people? I never owed him a cent thet I hadn’t
paid him. Thin, I give him one gud look, but I never
had th’ strength tue lift me cane, arter I seen his face,
an’ even I forgot *bout my rhu-ma-tiz. Sakes alive, didn’t
I put it up th’ road for dear life! Thought I heerd him
say suthin, but I didn’t stop t’ hear what *twas. T jest
kep’ agoin’, faster’n old Dobbin ever trotted. Th’ only
thing I could hear was th’ creakin’ of my old j’ints, an’
I was a-feared they’d git adoubled up *fore I’d git hum.
As T shuffled along, th’ dogs barked more’n ever—they
fairly howled—an’ th’ wind began t’ whistle through th’
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trees—mournful like. So I jest put on more steam, an’
for a while I felt ad if I’d speeded up to a mile a minute,
Jist as if I were a kid ag’in and the trees lookin’ like a
fine-tooth comb, a-passin’ by. When I reached hum, I
didn’t even bother t’ lift th’ door latch—I busted rite in
an’ made sich a racket, thet the whole barnyard was set
in motion an’ nobody slept fer the rest of th’ nite.

“Gosh, I hain’t had rhu-ma-tiz sense,” again his cane
came down on the porch, as if to emphasize the unex-
pected cure.

For a few moments no one spoke. Expectancy awaited
some further narrative. Jasper, the while, shifted un-
easily in his chair before venturing to speak, but finally
asked, with all the dignity he could muster, “Where did
this ere—ghost meet yer, Si?”

“He didn’t git a chance tue meet me—he came up be-
hind. I evaded him by certain tac-tics—as Miss Ellen
would say, at Vassar.”

Here Ellen laughed outright.

“Did I know this ’ere critter, while a-livin’?”

“Shure, you knew him! Everybody knew Doctor Peter
Klouse. What d’yer ask that tommyrot fur?”

“What, Doctor Klouse ! exclaimed all in unison.

“I don’t believe yer, Si. ’Twas a dream yer had, not
any re-al-ity—not even er house without er lot.”

“Im not mis-tooken, I tell ye. I guess I knows real
from imitation. Besides, I lost a button off my breeches
Jest as I started t’ try an’ trot,—an’ I didn’t stop t’ pick
it up, nuther. Never lost a button *fore in my life.”

“Well, accordin’ * my mind, tue lose a button ain’t no
evidence—it’s on’y talk,” said Jasper solemnly.

“But I've got th’ evidince in my pocket. I got up
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yisterday, ’bout sunrise, an’ arter lookin’, found it ’bout
noon. Thin I hiked over t’ the Doctor’s grave in th’
cemetary, but nothin’ looked disturbed. I can’t under-
stan’ how he got out an’ back ag’in, an’ not move a blade
o’ grass,” said Silas—his head bowed in thought.

“What made you think it was Doctor Peter Klouse’s
spirit, Silas?” I finally asked.

“I knowed him! Didn’t I? An’ you knowed him, too—
didn’t cher? We both knowed him fer years, ’bout here.
’Cause, everybody knowed him—an’ liked him tue. Didn’t
he used t’ walk with his head a-hangin’ an’ his hands behind
his back? Didn’t he walk with his back stooped, always
a-thinkin’—suthin like this?” And Silas, rising from his
chair, walked in front of us, stooping over in mimicry of
the Doctor.

“Didn’t he used to stop every few feet, an’ stoop over
t’ examine——""

“Did he do it las’ nite?” interrupted Jasper.

“I didn’t turn aroun’ ter see arter I got started. Didn’t
he used to stoop——”

“Not all th’ time,” retorted Jasper.

“Wal, I tol’ more’n tew dozen critters ’bout et, down
towne, yisterday.” ’

“What did they say?”

“Said! Why, that I been a-drinkin’ hard cider, th’ un-
believers. Never believed in ghosts before, but I believe
in ’em neow. Listen a minute! There’s two dogs with a
barkin’ howl neow. Thet means a death in somebody’s
family.”

“QOh, shet up, Si! Ye’ve got ghosts an’ signs on th’
brain, t’nite,”—and turning to me, he remarked: “I see
yer nue neighbors jest strike a light—they must be
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wealthy, fer they burn ile lamps. Hev yer met em yit,
John?”

“No. I have not had the pleasure of meeting Mr.
Douglass, or his sister,” I replied.

“Well, it’s ’bout time yer did, John. I heerd ’bout
yer son Paul a-keepin’ compney with th’ young gal—
pretty quick work, but none of my business. How much
money hev they got, do you s’pose? Of course, it’s none
of my business. It’s considerable, ain’t it?>’ cautiously
inquired Jasper.

“If you’ll write out your questions, Jasper, I’ll hand
them to Mr. Douglass, just as soon as I get acquainted
with him. He’ll doubtless answer you promptly, as he
appears to be a very bright young man,” I replied.

“What’s thet, an owl a-screechin’? Guess I’ll go hum,”
said Silas, rising to leave,

“Don’t git skeered, Si. Nobody wants yer—yit.”

“I never heerd an owl screech like thet, unless there
be a calamity on its way. Suthin’is goin’ t’ be hit hard,”
said he, with a knowing nod, and throwing a parting
glance in Jasper’s direction. “An’ it won’t be me,” he
added with emphasis, hobbling towards home at a gait
that threatened to become a trot. Off he went down the
path and out into the road, digging his cane, at each step,
into the soft mud.

He had proceeded several hundred feet along the road,
when he suddenly stopped, and turned towards us. In
the deepening twilight, I saw him raise his cane in the air,
and in a high keyed voice he shouted: “Be gosh, I forgot
t’ say good nite.”

“Strange doings,” I thought, as his figure vanished
in the gloom.



CHAPTER III

NEW NEIGHBORS

WaATEVER might befall as to the lives or destinies of
our new neighbors, neither the provincial opinions of
Silas nor Jasper could in the least affect the result. Both
were now old men—past eighty—yet, they had seen little
of the world. Outside of our small New England com-
munity, in which both men were born and had spent their
lives, their horizon had long been bounded by the woods
and streams. Knowledge of the world surrounding them,
though narrowed, was, however, none the less intimate and
complete. Each had vied for years, with the other, in
their narrow research, trying the while to spring new
surprises of what each deemed discoveries in the world’s
progress. 'The result was, that while they had read and
digested many facts and figures of greater cities and
distant countries with curious and interesting histories,
somehow, they each felt that there was no place found
in their researches quite so enlightened and comfortable
as their own quiet village. To them, no people could com-
pare in honesty and character with most of the families
found in their own lives and the immediate village com-
munity.

So, while Silas and Jasper had read of the world’s
happenings, its crimes, and horrors, of wealth and pov-

erty, of positions of prominence, somehow, they felt that
33
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Providence had been particularly kind to them, having
marked them out for comparative peace and plenty, and
far removed from the terrors of poverty and crime found
in other lives. From their far away viewpoint, they ob-
served the struggles between poverty, wealth and promi-
nence go on and on. To them, like great masses of
worms, the people appeared embraced in a life and death
struggle for but two things—both as transitory as the
meteor’s flight across an unclouded sky.

Men came and went, to be followed by others—each
forgotten, so soon as the newer brilliancy appeared. To
these men life was like the “brief candle,” lighted and
extinguished without warning.

Quaint and circumscribed, yet with a germ of truth,
Silas would often remark: “After all is sed an’ done,
Jasper, there’s nothin’ like Nancy, a good character, an’
old apple cider.”

The families of Prindles, Perkins, Cummings, and Bacon
were among the old Simon Pure New England stock,
who for many generations had been prominent and most
respected of the community. While many of the old Puri-
tanical ideas still obtained, no more generous, hospitable
and charitable people existed. As in all small communi-
ties, however, the people’s time was much taken in the dis-
cussion of each other’s faults and failings.

To these men, the larger communities furnished much
of the continuous crime so incessantly talked about.
They failed to see the smaller human failings in their
neighbors. Hence, they secured credit of having more
charity for the multitude of human weaknesses. Herein
%ay tbeir.mistake, for great charity being a quality of the
Imagination, fewer seem to possess it. City people and
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the government may learn of your crimes, but everybody
living in the country knows of the other’s faults or lesser
shortcomings.

Both men were well-to-do, and in addition, they were
honest. Their time was mainly occupied in slowly gather-
ing village news, and circulating gossip. As everybody
pursued the same course, nobody objected to the two busy
old newsgatherers. Unless it was a case of real poverty,
which was of rare occurrence, town news was dutifully
disseminated with additions to its kind and quality. Un-
like the newspaper that prints and circulates the same
news for all, the village newsgatherers of a small com-
munity never fail to discriminate in the circulation. Hap-
pening to have the reputation of being serious minded, or
of taking an active part at prayer meeting, certain town
news would surely be denied you. If, perchance, you
were attractive to a crowd of fellow citizens, and enjoyed
a hearty laugh, your appearance among them might pro-
duce a lightning-like change in every face. One of them
might suddenly ask the time of day, or when is the next
prayer meeting. It took the town crone to discriminate.

Si, Jasper, and Nancy Prindle were about the same
age, and ranked among the untaxed valuable assets of
the old Town. Hardly a day passed but one or all three
might be seen strolling down the old familiar road leading
to the village. Seldom they passed my home without
staying for a cup of tea and a cheery word, or to eagerly
exchange some important bit of so-called news. Not-
withstanding objections, there was earnestness in all they
said, and when one of them did not appear for a day, I
seemed to miss them. They were welcome everywhere, but
I feel sure that if frequency in calling at my house was
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an indication of their preference, then my home must
have been next in popularity to their own.

In the summer season, my wife, Julie, and I enjoyed
sitting on the piazza through the long twilight. In good
weather we had numerous visitors, and, occasionally, so
many of our neighbors that it taxed the capacity of our
rather spacious porch.

Jasper was the first to “show up” on this particular
evening.

“Got great news t’ tell yer, John,” began Jasper.

“Let ’er go, Jasper,” said I, imitating his method of
address.

“Well, first I understan’ that Widder Dudley’s got a
new silk dress. Nobody seems t’ know where she got it.
Sartin is, she can’t afford to buy one. Looks kinder
suspicious. They say she ain’t got a cent in th’ bank.
She had it on t’ the pic-nic yisterday. I know more’n
seven people who’ll never speak t’ her ag’in, ’less she ex-
plains where she got it.”

“Why, Jasper, that’s anything but charitable. She
has a right to buy and wear what she pleases.”

“Ther’s only five widders in this town, John, an’ only
one of ’em can afford t’ buy silk. Ther’ is likely t’ be a
big scandal. Where did she git the money, thet’s what
I'd like t* know? ’Tain’t nat’ral for widders t’ buy silk
less they hev money or a beau, an’ I know she hain’t got
nuther.”

“Here comes Silas, perhaps he can tell us something
more about it,” said Jasper with a wink.

Soon Jasper had repeated this newest piece of town
scan(%al to Silas, with the usual relish for embellishments
and innuendoes. To the great surprise of J asper, his
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old chum did not indicate the least surprise. He main-
tained an apparently stolid indifference, which finally
evolved the suspicion, that the news to him was not en-
tirely new.

“1°d like t* know where she got it. It looks kinder bad
fur her,” repeated Jasper.

“Do it?” suddenly exclaimed Silas, in a voice of sup-
pressed rage. “It do! Do it? What do you mean,
Jasper Perkins, by cir-cu-latin’ scan-de-las an’ de-form-
a-tory—er—scandal? Did yer know thet ye cud git
locked up fer thet? Th’ idee of a member of th’ Fust
Baptis’ Church tellin’ sich wicked an’, I may say, devil-lish
lies. I know where she got th’ dress—an’ ’tain’t silk
nuther! It’s jist an uncommon good barg’in in Farmer’s
Satin at eight cents a yard—ten yards which were bought
by a sartin in-di-vidu-al who ain’t more’n a thousand miles
away. Of course, there ain’t many wimmin got sich
fine dresses as thet, I allow. It was a-given t’ her ’cause
th’ overseer of th’ poor sed she was needin’ on ’t. Neow
thet explination sh®u’d shet up all this talk about th’ wid-
der. Thet’s all I hev t’ say.”

“Think we’ll git thunder ’fore mornin’,” said Jasper,
looking up into the sky and sharply sniffing in the air.

Silas reigned for a moment. Jasper’s story of the
suspicious circumstance surrounding the widow’s dress,
had fallen flat. He looked much crestfallen and dejected.

The stillness was soon broken by Silas suddenly jump-
ing to his feet. He amazed me by his rapid movements,
as he made from the piazza down the path toward the
gate.

“What’s the matter, Silas?” I asked. “Where are you
goin?”
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“Goin’ hum, fast as my legs kin git me ther,” he
shouted in reply.

“Don’t be in a hurry. T’ll be goin’
per, but he failed to finish the sentence.

I glanced at him in surprise—wondering why he stopped
short. He was looking in the direction of the road.
Then, his eyes appeared fixed upon some object. He
was straining through the fast disappearing twilight, with
his mouth wonderingly wide open. Of a sudden, he seized
the arms of the chair, and, half rising, tried to articulate,
but words refused to form. Then, the terse silence being
broken by the sharp fall of his cane to the floor, it seemed
to bring back his voice.

“Look ” he whispered hoarsely, pointing his long, bony
finger and trembling with emotion. His eye followed
the direction of a figure moving down the road. “Wh-wh-
what do I see?” and then, raising his other hand slowly,
as if shading his eyes, he almost shouted, “Look! John!
Look! Who is thet?”

At this moment my wife stepped out on the piazza. I
had risen from my chair, and all stood with eyes following
in the direction indicated.

I had paid no attention to passing pedestrians, but I
now distinctly saw the figure of a young man walking
on the opposite side of the road. “What was there about
the figure to excite unusual interest,” I thought,—yet,
upon more careful observation, there was revealed to my
mind certain familiar characteristics and unmistakable
points of resemblance. There was some one I had known.
Still, my thought confused, permitted no recollection.
“Yes,” again I thought, “that is an old, familiar gait—I
would know it among a million. Let me see, who 1is it?”

,”” began Jas-
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Still puzzled, my wife at my side closely observing me.

“Can’t you recollect who it is?”’ she asked.

“Yes, I recall now, who it is,” I answered without a
particle of hesitation. Yet, a strange chill, not unmixed
with surprise, seemed to suddenly possess me.

No wonder Silas made so hasty a retreat. It was not
strange that Jasper sat trembling and haggard looking
—his eyes closed, to shut out the figure on the road.

Now, the man we had just seen, had been dead a quar-
ter of a century. I had helped to bury him—jyears long
past. Still there he was, moving down the same old dusty
road, so familiar to him in life. It’s his form and figure,
it’s he—I could swear it!

“There goes a man who’s been dead for twenty-five
years,” I said—touching my wife’s sleeve. Jasper groaned
audibly.

“Then he couldn’t walk, could he?”—innocently
ejaculated my wife, who failed to take in my view of the
situation.

“But it DOES walk,” I insisted. “See! See it walk!”

Jasper groaned again, which did not tend to reinsure
me.

“What do you want it to do?” she asked, as if she
could reach out and push it from my sight.

Jasper again groaned and murmured—“I never be-
lieved in ghosts before. Silas was right.”

“Yes, Silas WAS right, Jasper, for that is truly Doc-
tor Klouse!”

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” moaned Jasper as if deeply afflicted.

Not for a moment did I release my eyes from the
apparition as it slowly moved down the road toward the
village. Presently, it only appeared as a faint and in-
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distinct shadow, until at last, wholly lost from sight, it
dissolved into the fast deepening twilight. For awhile we
all stood silent, our eyes strained to pierce the darkness
that evidently had swallowed up this ghost of our old
friend and neighbor, Dr. Klouse.

For myself, I felt a great and sudden change of view.
A new truth had been thrust before my eyes. As it were,
a new revelation impressed me. I felt convinced that for
the first time in my life I had witnessed a real ghost, and
to me, further argument or investigation would have
simply been wasted. It occurred to me that Silas had
seen this same ghost but a few evenings before. At that
time I was inclined to laugh, so skeptical was I of his
story. Not that I thought he would exaggerate, as I
knew him to be perfectly reliable, but, he might have been
mistaken. Now I KNEW, for the first time, that the old
man was right, and I determined that the next time I met
Silas I would confess as to the doubt I entertained re-
garding his story.

Three witnesses had recognized the figure of the Doc-
tor. Yes, and one more, my wife had seen the retreating
specter, though I knew she had never known him in life.

The testimony, however, must at least convince our
friends. That of one person alone would not suffice to
prove that the Doctor had revealed himself to his friends,
after a period of more than twenty-five years.

But for what reason? What did it mean? There was
no mistake. I was willing to wager my life on the appear-
ance. Then I sought to arouse Jasper from his half-
dazed condition, and send him on his way before a re-
occurrence of this nerve straining incident. If IT should
attempt to walk back again—well, it might carry the old
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man into the great beyond, in spite of all effort to revive
him. My wife, still holding my arm, said in a sweet and
calm voice—

“What are you staring at, John? Your neighbor is
out of sight now. Why do you tremble so, are you
cold?”

“Neighbor! Neighbor! Well, you certainly are cool.
Why, it’s Doctor Klouse——"

“Qh, John, tell me about Doctor Klouse. Who is he?”

“Who IS he? Who WAS he, you mean, Julie. Well,
he lived in that big house across the road, yes, and he
died there, over twenty-five years ago. I knew him well,—
everybody in the village knew him by name, but ex-
cepting myself, he had no intimate friends that I knew
or know of. He’d been married. Had one daughter, and
she had married and, as I remember, lived in Washington.
This only daughter had two children—a boy and girl.
I’ve forgotten this daughter’s or even her husband’s
name. I knew the Doctor more intimately than any one
in the village. We were close neighbors and had many
pleasant talks and walks together.”

Here Jasper gave another groan.

“Why, we often sat on this very piazza all through the
long evenings, and ”

“Qh, don’t, don’t, John,” exclaimed Jasper, putting his
wrinkled hands to his eyes,—as if to shut out some un-
pleasant vision of the past.

“What’s the matter, Jasper, are you ill?” asked my
wife.

“No, Jasper’s not ill,” said I, answering for him.
“He’ll be better soon.
“As I was telling you, the Doctor and I often sat here
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together. He was a man of rare ability and held many
strange ideas—that is, they were strange to me, but I
loved and longed to hear him talk. After awhile, he abso-
lutely converted me to his way of thinking. I recollect
distinctly the last conversation we had together. It took
place on this very porch, and i

“Oh, let me hear about it,” interrupted my wife.

“Well, he was a very old man—eighty-nine, I think;
but he was quite spry, I tell you, for a man of his age. I
happened to make some remark about his age, and hoped
he’d reach the century mark. “Thank you,’ said he. ‘I
know you mean it, John. You are sincere, as I try to be,
but the sooner I go, the earlier I shall return. I am
anxious to meet my wife again.’ He talked on for some
time, and finally said, ‘If it’s possible, John, to recall
when I come again, I intend to re-marry her.’ I knew
his wife had been dead a few years. He really believed
he would return to life again. Said he, ‘I believe she’s
already back on Earth. I believe I have found her. She’s
a little tot now, but I knew her face and form as quickly
as I saw her. I was almost tempted to steal her, and
bring her home with me! That’s the reason I would
rather go now. This very night if I could! I’m anxious
to get back. She’ll be a little older than I, but I care
nothing and she’ll care as little. Yes, John, I’ve seen
her! D’ve talked to her, but she didn’t know me, poor
little soul.’

“These were about the last words he spoke to me.
Then he crossed the road to his home A few days
later T helped to take his body to the little cemetery.”

“What a queer man he must have been,” pondered my
wife,
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“Yes, that is what the great mass of people
thought ‘He’s queer,” they said. The Doctor, of
course, was anything but popular with the masses. He
was much too reserved. Yet, first of all, honest. Plain
in dress, simple in taste, and always strietly attentive
to his own business. Entirely too retiring to attract at-
tention.

“He never sought a public office, and it is doubtful if
he could have been elected, handicapped as he was with
advanced ideas. An opponent might easily have demol-
ished him, as he could never be induced to vilify or abuse.

“A man of high ideals, none could say a word against
his character. Honest, truthful, kindly and just, I
thought him the most intelligent man I had ever known.”

“I can’t stand this any longer,” suddenly exclaimed
Jasper. “Most afraid t’ go hum alone. Thet ghost has
given me a frightful shock.”

After wishing us both “good night,” Jasper hobbled
off at an unusually fast gait. We observed him closely
as he tottered along, turning at every few quick steps to

put his hand up, as if shading his eyes in expectancy
of seeing the ghost following. This he repeated at every
few steps, until disappearing around a bend in the
road.

“What did he mean, about the ghost giving him a
shock, John?” asked my wife, after he had gone.

“You don’t mean to say, Julie, YOU didn’t see Doctor
Klouse’s ghost?”—raising my voice in surprise.

“Where? When?” she said in evident amazement.

“Why didn’t you see Jasper and I watch the ghost of
Doctor Klouse pass down the road a few minutes ago?
You were here! You asked questions. You must have
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seen it, too! You saw it move with its hands behind
its back, didn’t you?”

“Why, John! I’'m surprised. Haven’t you met your
neighbors across the road yet? That was the young man
that has taken a fancy to our Ellen, and even Paul has
started to go with his sister—that was Finley Douglass!”

“Douglass! Douglass! Why, that’s the name! The
Doctor’s daughter married a Douglass! Gee—is it pos-
sible! The ghost must have been the Doctor’s grandson!
So they’re living across the way, in the old Doctor’s
residence—Well, I’ll be darned!”’



CHAPTER IV

DOCTOR XLOUSE

Tae Summer had almost passed. Already the chill of
early Fall nipped the evening air and forced us to fre-
quently seek the warmth of the great log kitchen fire.
Here we would adjourn from the piazza with our com-
pany, to the spacious old-fashioned open fireplace, with
its large and knotty hickory logs. Before the warm glow,
our company would draw their chairs in semi-circle fashion
to enjoy the long evening that followed. Then was
heard the cracking of nuts, the popping corn, flowing
cider, and forth came the rosy cheeked apples. All dif-
ferences in religion and politics were threshed out and
settled once and for all. Somebody was sure to “start
the ball a-rolling.”

Nancy, Jasper and Silas were all “hard shells,” and
could never quite understand how our Ellen could believe
in “Sprinkling.”

“You can’t convince me,” Silas would declare—*“Ye
can’t wash a sheet by jest wettin’ a corner on it, nuther
kin y’ wash away yer sins, >cept t’ git in all over.”

It was, in every sense, an animated scene. Often would
the arguments wax long and positive, each picturing in
fanciful—if not strange terms—the same final torrid
home in which each would find himself installed forever, if

persisting in heterodox beliefs. The argument generally
45
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started by an innocent remark upon some one’s part, but,
like the proverbial snowball, it grew in size and im-
portance, until, by its own weight and certain applied
heat, it finally dissolved. Everybody laughed and joked
and made merry for the while, inevitably closing with
weird and ghostly tales, or legends of early New Eng-
land. Under the influence of these stories, the company
finally tip-toed for their wraps and soon sought the pro-
tecting shelter of their own homes. None but the bravest
went home alone, and, after all had departed, my wife
and I would secure the doors and windows on the lower
floor—assured that nothing remained unfastened. Truly,
as one may regard it, there is something spooky and weird
about an old country kitchen, on a Winter’s evening, not-
withstanding the great glowing fire in the open fireplace.
Now and again the reflection of dancing shadows on walls
and ceiling stimulated the imagination, and helped the
company to trace in them departed as well as the living
forms. They seemed to reflect all our suspicions, super-
stitions, and troubles, and suggested hundreds of new ones.
When ambition was dormant, we built within the flickering
shadows, our cherished air castles.

Only on evenings when the violinist arrived with the
young people, wearing happy faces and their noise-loving
propensities, were solemn thoughts entirely driven from
that old kitchen.

One other exception may be noted. Since my engage-
ment with Adolph Von Posen, who had reported progress
from time to time in construction of his bird-like aeroplane
—Tevolutionizing the flying worlds—he often found
excuses to call when company had gathered for the even-
ing discussion. Then was I put at my wit’s ends, to keep
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our people from making a hasty exit. Their departure
was ever stimulated by Adolph managing to sit nearest
to me, while whispering his new discoveries in air flight
throughout the evening. Unfortunately for the rest of
us, he never took kindly to our hot ginger bread, cider,
apples, popcorn and nuts.

After a few such evening calls, of uncomfortable se-
quence, I secured in the village some pickled pigs’ feet and
bologna sausage, as an agreeable surprise. It greatly
pleased him, yet his surprise for us was fourfold, as
Adolph, doubtless realizing his lonesomeness, had already
provided himself with several large pickles and a liberal
portion of cheese—and such cheese!

Notwithstanding, much pleasure and interest was af-
forded to these neighborly evening gatherings by the ad-
vent of the two young people, Finley Douglass and his
sister Hester, grandchildren of my old friend, Doctor
Klouse. They were our opposite neighbors now, and my
surprise knew no bounds when I first obtained a near
view of Finley. If his gait, manner and general person-
ality had caused Silas, Jasper and myself to honestly
mistake him for his grandfather’s ghost then, indeed, at
close view the striking resemblance he bore to him con-
vinced me for all time that it was not the Doctor’s ghost
that I now beheld, but Peter Klouse himself, arrayed in
a new body, but repossessing the same soul. He looked,
acted and spoke as of old. I could not be in his presence
a moment without feeling that his name was Klouse—not
Douglass.

In view of the great affection and esteem in which I held
the Doctor, it was but natural that I should seek the
society of young Finley. This intimate knowledge of
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Finley’s personality—almost a duplication in conversa-
tion, thought, and ideals of my old friend, caused me to
almost forget that he had once died. I noted that Fin-
ley’s eyes were not the same color as his grandfather’s,
neither was his hair, but these characteristics seemed to
have no apparent relation to the man himself.

It took some time before I could convince either Silas
or Jasper that the ghost of their old acquaintance was
none other than our young, new neighbor. Yet, little by
little, they became reconciled to my view of the incident,
and, after much persuasion upon my part, they were
induced to meet him. Not, however, before warning both
not to create a scene, and admonishing them never to
mention the subject to him or to any one else. None
else but my wife, Silas and Jasper shared the secret of
my firm conviction. I warned them decidedly, that to
relate the circumstances to others, or to express any posi-
tive knowledge of our belief, that this was the old Doctor
—returned in new form—would excite derision, and
might invite violence from fanatics. I felt that the very
least that might happen to us would bring discord into
our lives; and we might become the laughing stock of the
whole community. To keep our own couneil, we all finally
agreed.

Finley, upon being introduced to Silas, could not help
indulging in mirthful reference to their first meeting, at
twilight, in front of the old cemetery. How much Jess
mirthful he would have been had he known the truth,

To my mind, the Doctor had made good his promise—
he had rf.etu.rned! .Another fact added further weight to
my conviction—Finley was born on the very day his
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grandfather died! His anxiety for a speedy return had
been unconsciously satisfied.

Early in our acquaintance, we saw much of both Finley
and his sister. Their frequent calls at our home added to
the happiness of our family; but as these calls increased,
my wife and I saw less and less of them. There was a
delightful reason for the episode. Neither of us was
willing to admit to the other that anything unusual
was going forward, while seriously hoping there was, and
patiently waiting lest we disturb the desirable result.

One day we incidentally observed Finley’s marked at-
tentions to our Ellen. We entertained only one hope—
that Ellen’s Vassar manners and methods would not finally
drive him away.

Suddenly it dawned upon us as a case of love all around,
for Paul and Hester were even further advanced in their
love-making than Ellen and Finley. They were engaged!
They agreed, however, to wait for Ellen and Finley to
“catch up,” if possible, before setting the happy day for
a double wedding.

For my wife and I it was a merry time at home, though
a little inconvenient for all couples. Yet there was more
to come, for Von Posen had fallen desperately in love with
Sally Timpole, our spinster cook. It was a case of ex-
tremes, Sally having reached her fiftieth year—tall, slen-
der and weighing less than one hundred pounds. Her pro-
fusion of curls, and large brown eyes had captured
Adolph, who, only twenty-eight, short and broad, tipped
the scales at three hundred pounds. His broad face—
almost flat—with abbreviated, retroussé nose, imparted a
strange appearance, while his eyes gave the impression
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of being half asleep all the time. It was a case of love
at first sight. The course of their love was tinctured by
an absolute indifference as to what others might think.
The fact that they monopolized the kitchen every night,
with Finley and Ellen in the parlor, while Paul and Hester
occupied the sitting-room nearly day and night, demanded
some drastic action.

“We must have the kitchen, or be forced to bed and
stay there,” said my wife to Sally. This compelled a com-
promise and additional headquarters near the wash house
were arranged and a bright fire constantly kept burning.
To this cosy place we transferred the pigs’ feet, pickles,
Sally and Adolph.

Who ever heard of a triple wedding in one household?
Yet, the approaching fact seemed obvious enough.

So, for many anxious weeks, my wife and I chose be-
tween kitchen and bedroom. Of course, we pretended not
to notice things, but to save my life I couldn’t help oc-
casionally pecking first into the sitting-room, and then
into the parlor. It increased our hope.

My wife and I must have been similarly affected, as
I observed the intense interest the love scenes excited in us
both. It took us all our time to study complete indifference
but to no avail.

When we first learned of Paul’s engagement to Hester
we celebrated the event, to our relief, by dancing on the
bed together one morning in our stockings, and hugging
one another in sheer delight.

We secretly continued to elaborate our preparations
for the double wedding, with a few extra touches thrown
in. This, in case Von Posen’s mind remained unchanged,
as we had learned from Sally that she’d “been engaged
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from the first night’s spooning in the wash house.”
Naturally, we never discussed Ellen’s prospects. We both
intuitively concluded the event was foregone and without
unnecessary words. Neither of us could have accused
the other of interference—in case all our calculations
happened to go amiss. Except for our mutual impatience
to hurry matters, no happiness in our lives ever quite
equaled this period. It was bliss, from parlor to wash
house. Even the chickens and the cows, and all the little
late Fall flowers, seemed in love with one another. The
world did seem so happy to me then.

“Suppose it don’t happen, Julie?” said I anxiously
one day.

“You know what Tennyson says,” she sweetly answered.

« ¢ ’is better to have loved and lost, than never to have
loved at all.’”

“Yes, Julie,” said I, “but you don’t seem to recall
Thomas Moore’s view of the case. He takes the opposing
side and says, ‘Better far to be in endless darkness lying,
than be in light, and see that light for-e’er flying. All
that’s Bright must Fade. Yet, we need not borrow
trouble, Julie,” I consolingly added—kissing her.

Ellen was extremely happy. Finley was a God to her,
and the lovers had already begun to live their earthly
heaven. She seemed, with his words of love, “like the
Chatookee that never drinks at a stream, but captures
the rain drops in falling.”

One day Finley came to us, in the kitchen, and asked
for Ellen’s hand in marriage. We solemnly consented ;
then quickly retired to our bedroom for another dance.



CHAPTER V

HEREDITY VS. KLOUSE PHILOSOPHY

As matters had settled down to a complete under-
standing, and the causes that had led to genuine love affini-
ties were about to produce their much desired results, it
will not be amiss to indite Mr. Finley’s account of certain
facts linked with his Grandfather’s speculations.

“My mother told me many interesting facts about
Grandfather,” began Finley one evening as we sat to-
gether discussing not a few of the theories held by the
Doctor.

“It was about a week after Grandmother died that he
began to act queerly, as my mother thought and expressed
it. ‘He began,’ she said, ‘a systematic search for every
new born baby, for at least fifty miles from where we
lived” He advertised in our local paper, and others pub-
lished in towns nearby. The advertisement ran something
like this—‘Send me the name and address of any girl baby
born since’—here giving a certain date, which was the
day of his wife’s death. He then signed himself “Doctor
Klouse.’

“My Grandfather received several hundred replies. The
folk who knew him, thought he had suddenly been af-
flicted with some mental aberration. They shook their
heads and winked at each other whenever he was present

—or the subject broached. Those living at a distance
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and who did not know him, wondered not a little as to
what the subject-matter of the advertisement meant.
Some refer to it to this very day, so great was the mystery
mingled with their curiosity. When he had obtained the
names of all new-borns, he devoted most of his time, and
every day in all manner of weathers, to calling on both
parents or the mother of each little one. Under one
pretext or another, he managed to see every one of the
children. More than a year was devoted to steady riding
and driving in making all these calls. Never once did he
tell any one why he wished to see each baby. I think I am
the only person who knows this reason—though now, you
may guess 1t.”

“I can only guess,” I replied—with the intention of
hearing all.

“He was looking for his wife!” Here Finley stopped
short, expecting me to betray some indication of surprise;
but I said nothing, and after a moment’s hesitation he
continued:

“He had promised his wife it seems, many years before,
that if she ‘passed away’ first, he would devote all the time
possible in trying to discover her identity re-born in some
new arrival upon Earth. Both the Doctor and his wife
thoroughly believed that they would return immediately,
and that neither would lose their identity. Indeed, they
were convinced that they never could, in any number of
successive lives. Yes, he devoted more than a year in
investigating the possible reincarnation in every infant for
miles around this village. It was a task of intenseness
which kept him in an eager half-feverish state of mind
nearly all the time. It cost him considerable sums of
money, as he had to almost buy his way into some homes.
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In others, they treated him with kindly consideration and
he lavished benefits in appreciation. He never thought of
the cost. Yet, to him, it proved but a deep disappoint-
ment, for nowhere did he find an infant that resembled in
the slightest a duplicate of his wife’s identity. Most
people meeting him concluded that no living physician
could discover any particular identity in a baby, though
the child might develop a duplicate of some one living or
dead,—but the Doctor concluded otherwise. If disap-
pointed in his quest, he betrayed no outward sign, nor
did he speak of it.

“Three or four years later, he learned incidentally, that
to his wife’s sister, living in the far West, was born a
baby girl, on the day following his wife’s death. This
news he joyfully received, and immediately made prepa-
rations to visit the happy mother. While strictly holding
the secret of his mission, an unconscious remark betrayed
to my mother informed her as clearly as if he had amply
explained. Half in jest, she asked him one day, ‘Looking
for a Western girl, Dad?”> He answered simply, ‘No, for
your Mother.’

“Arriving at his destination and cordially received, he
beheld the little four year old—a happy, healthy girl.
Though a man of education and splendid will-power, he
absolutely felt sure that he had discovered the return of
his departed wife. His surprise and pleasure was so great
that for several days he remained wrapped in a kind of
revery. Having absolute faith in his painstaking in-
vestigations and observations, covering almost a life’s
period, he felt assured that no false theory had possessed

him, though he scarcely expected to have recognized his
wife’s return so easily.
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“A few days after seeing the child he began a series
of observations, taking in every word the child uttered.
He remained in her company constantly, hovered around
her, listening, watching for every word and sign of recog-
nition. Nothing came. Convinced, however, beyond rea-
sonable doubt that this sweet little girl was none other
than his reincarnated former wife, his affection for
the child grew day by day.

“¢She has returned,” he said to himself, ‘but not for
me.’ :

“After weeks of observation and thoughtful study, he
finally concluded—*‘She has a spirit with her. Yet, a
stranger to me—I cannot recognize it.” Now, Grand-
father believed that every human body was the abiding
place of two separate and distinct spirits. These he
named, for convenience, the dual identity—the Bonality
and Malality in every human being. ‘I, the moral, repre-
sent the better of me. I am in charge, and am responsible.
By will, I must keep the evil or lower self, Malality, from
mastering the “I” or moral, and placing the lower in
control.’

“So sure did he now feel his wife’s return, that the
sudden desire seized him to ‘shuffle off this mortal coil,
return again, and later claim her. There was some doubt
in his mind, however, as to his mental vision being suffi-
ciently advanced to recall a former existence. This
would be necessary if he were to recognize the wife of
some former state. He felt convinced that the human
mind, in its highest imaginative or intuitive type, had
nearly reached the point where previous existences would
be recalled in detail more and more. Scarcely one highly
intuitive mind exists. Indeed, it might easily recollect
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certain vivid things of a former life, but to recognize
identity of the morals changed by Duality, in each sepa-
rate life, would probably be next to the impossible. ‘She
has returned, but she knows me not! he would repeat
again, and over again to himself.

“His love for the little child grew most pathetic. The
anguish of the old man’s heart was seen as the child’s
small white hand rested gently in his. He longed that
none might discover his secret, until his weakened body
had dissolved in death. Then, he would be happy as of
yore. He would be near her, and touch the hem of her
garment, and hold her hand again, and every day.

“When alone, he talked aloud to the image of his in-
tuition. To him, the childish affection of this little girl
seemed to hallow ground on which he walked.

“Yes, Doctor Klouse was a man, as intimated, with a
mighty will. He had now realized that though this world
was no place for him, he was still bound to sojourn his
allotted time.

“Returning from the West, he told my mother the cir-
cumstances of the visit, confiding the pathetic tale to no
one else. Then, two years later, he passed into the
great beyond.”

* * * * * *

From Finley I learned later that the light and love
recognized by his Grandfather in this little child, flickered
and went out in less than a year after the old man’s
demise.

To aid my own future observation, I held from Finley
the remarkable coincidence of Ellen’s birth occurring on
the very day of his Grandmother’s death.



CHAPTER VI

A DREADFUL LIAR

THE double wedding had taken place. The happy event
had become a matter of family history. So had the village
gossips ceased their tattle and sly whisperings concerning
the antecedents of Finley and his sister. One thing, how-
ever, had been settled in their minds, that the young people
belonged to the class known as “well-to-do,” and for the
future would have to be referred to as the son and daugh-
ter-in-law of John Bacon—the famous aviator.

Again normal conditions reigned in our domicile. The
house was large and roomy enough for all to dwell to-
gether as one happy family. There was no friction—
nothing had thus far developed to mar each pleasant re-
lation. Why then anticipate the future? Our minds
and tastes blended perfectly. Each had his and her part
to perform in the multitude of duties, and each one worked
to lighten the several tasks of the other by trying to do
more than his part of the whole. As a result everything
was in order, well done and promptly. Everybody
seemed happy, and Finley not infrequently remarked that
we must obtain our pleasure from our work. We all be-
lieved it. All were convinced that it was the nearest to
true happiness that had been achieved. So, we were a
busy and happy lot of people. I found no time for the

aviation field.
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“In order to secure data for the Scientific Society,
I promise to make just one more flight,” I said to Julie.

“When will you make that one?” she anxiously inquired,
as of old.

“Not until the Spring,” I replied.

“QOh, I'm so glad,” was all she said, reflectively.

I had now promised them all that this would constitute
my last trip in the air. I was in no particular hurry
regarding the start. I began to recognize the danger
as I had never before. There were intervals when I had
been on the point of retiring—then some added feature
to aeroplane construction would suddenly appear. “This
new feature insures perfect safety. We are now ‘fool
proof,’ ” would be the announcement of the promoters.
So each time I decided to sustain the interest I had taken,
and to try every innovation that seemed to solve the
problem. Many of my intimate friends called me,
“plainly reckless,” and predicted that some day I’d
“break my neck.” All this they uttered impetuously,
knowing I would take their remarks in the spirit of
friendly warning—which I did. I made it known that I
was making a preliminary study of air currents, with the
idea of perfecting a machine which would finally revolu-
tionize the whole theory of flying. I informed them of
my mental plans and expected to submit a model in the
Spring.

As agreed with my family, I had put everything in
shape for the winter at the hangar, on the aviation field.
This did not by any means terminate my duties to my
fellow aviators, regarding numerous matters that held
me a more or less conspicuous figure on the field. Time
was now pretty evenly divided between the field and farm.
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When not busied with these matters, a host of callers held
my attention up to midnight each day, monopolizing my
time with submission of all sorts of schemes and requests.
While I was away, or busy on the farm, the house folk
entertained them until I returned. I generally settled
matters by saying—the “ladies first.” Sometimes I
had to hustle the callers slightly along, they pushed and
pleaded so persistently. So far as the men were con-
cerned, I would sort them into groups, saying, “All who
want to borrow money, come in first.” This usually had
the effect of clearing out about half the number at one
swoop. ““Those who want to sell Life Insurance, Real Es-
tate, Bonds, Stocks or Books—come in,” I commanded.
Not a few of the more knowing callers waited until the rest
had gone, and then sprang upon me, figuratively speaking.
These stickers were of the nerviest nerve wearers. Some
wanted nothing but sympathy for woe, but most of them
would ask nothing less than cold cash. Why did they
call, you ask. Heaven knows, except it was because of
my name being so frequently in the press. Some announce-
ments ran—*“Mr. Bacon, the wealthy aviator, will give an
exhibition in his new ‘monoplane.”” I was a mark—ad-
vertised like a new brand of soap. At first my visitors
called at the house in single file. Soon they came in pairs,
and finally in flocks. I have failed to preserve a record
of the schemes presented, and all the strange inventions
tending to turn things topsy-turvy. Many of these peo-
ple wandered over the farm, picking most of our choice
flowers and sometimes pulling them up by the roots. They
pocketed vegetables, fruits and berries, and broke the
limbs from the smaller trees. They would then excuse
themselves—“Oh, Mr. Bacon, I just took it for a souve-
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nir, I knew you wouldn’t care.” I really did not care—if
that simply would have kept them away.

Not a few sought my photograph, or my autograph.
That was easy, as I had several thousands of both printed,
to serve out when called for. It was anything but a wise
scheme, as it only increased the crowds, who called for
more. In one sense, it served as a further advertisement
which brought quick returns.

On Sundays, each member of our family had a small
group of callers in almost every room of the house. They
were entertained until I was ready. Each one, however,
seemed perfectly at home—thank heaven for that.

Though I was fairly well to do, my callers suggested
a thousand new ways of becoming richer. “Was there
any reason,” I thought, “why I should stand this army of
solicitors?”

Finley suggested, and truly, that I suffered the natural
penalty of being conspicuous, with the added reputation
of having ready money.

Jasper informed me that I was a fool to stand it any
longer. He suggested my turning an “ugly bull” loose
in the front yard.

But it’s a long road that has no turning, I thought.
Things that have a beginning, have some ending, too.

Worn out, one late evening, I retired to my room.
Sleep seemed soon to possess me. It was all very real
I began to arrange all the Town’s people up in one long
row. My numerous callers had broken my nerves. I
told them of my determination to go away—to leave them.
I looked to see if any of ’em would shed a tear or two.
No, indeed. It only made them laugh at me. That was
the last straw. Hold on a minute—yes, there is one
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poor fellow over there seemed to feel deeply. Who is he?
He’s the only man in the whole tow that appeared
to look responsive. Let me see—I said aloud to
myself. Why, that’s Sam Willis! What in—Why, it’s
that ever-smiling Sam, the most famous first premium liar
in the country. Poor Sam. There he stood, bawling as
if his heart would break. Calling for me to stay. So I
walked up to him and explained why I was going—to the
far West.

“Say,” said he, drying his eyes, “take it from me,
you’re too serious.” Whereupon this good natured blue-
ribbon liar laughed right in my face. “Why, Mr. Bacon,
I'm surprised, you don’t know the trick. Lie to ’em,
and they’ll love you, oh, so much. After awhile they’ll
let yer alone.” 'Then he continued, “The Lord loveth a
cheerful liar—so do others. Didn’t yer know yer friends
are sometimes yer enemies?”

I was certain that I had seen and heard all this,~-that
I had been awake all the time,—that I must have been
seeing things. Yet, here I found myself in bed.

Everything was quiet, my wife soundly asleep.

“I’ll go hire Sam in the morning,” I found myself say-
ing aloud. “I’ll make him my butler. I’ll put him on the
door.” I was so pleased with the sudden inspiration that
I reached over and gave my wife a nudge. I couldn’t
keep my plans to myself—even till morning.

“What are you doing now, John?” she said, raising
herself. “Thank goodness, I’'m so glad you stopped that
snoring.”

I didn’t want to tell her that I believed I hadr’t slept a
wink. So I swallowed my resentment and told of my
Plans.
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She didn’t seem to have much confidence in what I said,
for she offered scant encouragement. Still she said, “we
might try it,” even if it did “expose us a little.”

“*Twill be better than living in some other people’s
hereafter, as we’ve been doing,” she remarked with a sigh.

Accordingly, the next morning, long before people
were astir, I quietly slipped out of my bed, and made off to
call on the biggest liar known since the epoch of the
famous Jack Wilding. :

I found him—just where all sensible people should be at
that hour of the morning—abed and asleep.

It didn’t take long to state my errand. Sam immedi-
ately informed me that he had held hundreds of just such
positions as I offered. He told of being in one position
nearly twenty-seven years. He said he could sleep stand-
ing up as well as licing, but that he suffered “from tender
nerves.” I wanted his nerves tender, so I hired him. Sam
was not a bad fellow—nor bad looking, as a matter of fact.
As for dressing and vanity, he was the personification of
an Asmodeus.

A host of girls in the village were in love with him.
He could say such pretty, small nothings—all so harmless.
He insinuated that the hair of the reddest head in town
was like the glory of the sunset West. That the poor girls’
freckles were beauty spots set to the time of “dainty
and sweet.” He was never lonesome among the girls.
They followed and admired him. He could talk their way
—Jjust as they wanted him. Of course, he never told them
the truth by way of hurt. The more homely they were,
the handsomer he would portray them. Sam never lost
his temper. He had, apparently, none to lose. So the
girls just loved him. They worshiped Sam. Each one
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looked flushed and happy after a talk with Sam. He never
pretended too much knowledge. On politics and religion
he was “mum.” But Sam was a wise fellow—cute and
observant. He knew, he said, where people “put their
foot into it,” and go “a-blundering through the world.”
Unprejudiced in mind, he saw others’ mistakes and prof-
ited by the knowledge gained. Having no “axe to grind,”
he never advocated reforms, nor posed as a reformer.
If he had ideals, he never mentioned the fact. He simply
said and did the things that pleased and appealed to the
vanity of those with whom he came in contact. Then, he
would make a dozen smiles grow where there was but a
grouch before. Few knew him, because he never made
himself conspicuous, yet, he knew everybody in town—
their first as well as their last names. In this respect he
held all the advantages of the successful politician. Sam’s
voice was always modulated to the soft and pleasant. If
he lacked initiative, he avoided the company of the fel-
lows who had it. He stood aside, and saw them fret,
fume and worry themselves into prematurely “old age,”
as he styled it. He dubbed them as unhealthy cranks
in their mad rush for place and wealth. He knew just
enough to obtain a good easy living, and to cling to all
the cash he picked up. No pangs of hunger disturbed
his composure or worried him in his dreams. He was
perfectly docile, obliging, for he would go or come, just
as you preferred. Either way suited Sam. He was
married, and his wife was evidently happy, for she never
sought acquaintances apart from Sam. Such abiding
faith did she have in his perfection, that when forlorn
ladies called upon Sam at his home, to ask his advice re-
garding any matter, Mrs, Willis was never jealous. She
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would sit as if immovable, with a never-fading smile on
her sweet, round face. But for an occasional deep, half-
suppressed chuckle, and her immense size, her presence
would have been unnoticed.

So, we installed Sam as a sort of court jester, a Chicot,
Patch, or Wetzweiler, and while not so famous and wise
as these notables, he was, notwithstanding, more modern
and up-to-date. We didn’t dare, however, to call him
butler—as that would have given him free access to the
pantry.

Sam’s duties were simple. He was to answer the front
door bell, and admit only those who appeared as friends
on the list compiled for his use. All others—well, we
left it to him. He boarded and lodged with us, on the
understanding that he might return home every two or
three months. Though his home was less than a mile dis-
tant, Sam preferred to write his wife a daily letter, rather
than make the call in person, which he deemed undue
familiarity. He called his wife, his dear “Semper Idem,”
which he said meant “always the same,” in Latin. In the
Summertime, he closed his letters to her with the words,
“this is tempus fugit,” which he declared meant “this
is fly time.”

Sam had been with us but a few minutes before I heard
the dreaded jingle of the front door bell. I marked his
measured step down the hall in answer to the bell. I was
immediately interested as to who the caller was, and if
not to be admitted, to learn the nature of the conversation
between Sam and the caller. So, from my position in the
upper hall, I quietly watched and listened.

“Is Bacon—dJohn Bacon in?” came the voice, as Sam
opened the door.
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“Have you a card—your name, please, and ”

“I knew Bacon before you were born, John don’t need
no card from me. My name’s Titus—Bill Titus—I want
to see John. Is he in?”

“Why, how do you do, Mister Titus. This is indeed a
surprise. I have often heard John—Mister Bacon I
should have said—speak of you, William,—Bill, he gen-
erally says. Only last night, before he went away, on
rather a long journey, he said to me—*now, Sam,” said he,
very affectionately, ‘if my old friend Bill calls, treat him
kindly. Give him anything Pve got.””

“You don’t mean to say, Mister—Sam, I mean, that
John has gone away, do you?” said the man eagerly, as
he suddenly glanced into the hall—noticing my old brown
soft hat and coat hanging on the rack—and fairly
screamed out, “Whose hat and coat be they?”

For an instant Sam was startled, so completely had he
been taken off his guard, but he managed hesitatingly to
ejaculate, “What?”

“Hain’t those John’s things?” Titus fiercely bawled.

“Don’t, don’t,” said Sam, deprecatingly throwing up
one hand, while reaching for his handkerchief with the
other, which he quickly put before his eyes with a
tremulous groan. Titus respectfully allowed Sam a full
minute to repress his apparent sorrow—then, he said:

“Pm sorry if I was the cause of this sudden sor-
row.”

Not a word did Sam say. I felt that he was shamming
sorrow, in order to think out his next plan of action.

“Forgive me, if I’ve been abrupt to you,” added Titus.

“Surely, I forgive you,” said Sam, replacing his hand-
kerchief in his pocket. “I forgot to put ’em away,” said
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Sam, “they always remind me so much of him,” he added.

T hope he isn’t dead. I wanted to ask a favor of him,”
said Titus rather dejectedly.

“Qh, no, he is not dead, or rather was not, when he left
here. How much of a loan did you want?”

“QOnly six hundred.”

“Is that all? Now let me see. He had just about that
amount upstairs last night, before he went. He was then
asking how it might be invested—he asked me. He always
leaves it to me. I told him, so he handed me the money
to care for. As I never like to have money around, early
this morning I carried it over home, and said to my dear
wife, ‘Semper Idem,” ‘take it to the city this very day and
mvest it.>”

“When is she going to the city?” eagerly asked Titus.

“Why, er, let me see. It’s now ten forty-five, the train
leaves at ten forty-seven. You’ve got plenty of time. Just
tell my wife that I sent you after the money. Now hurry,
Mister Titus. You can sign a note for it a little later,
I’ll trust you till then. Now be quick,” said Sam, waving
his arms as he got Titus under way.

“Yes, yes, I'll make it all right. So-long! Give John
my regards. Good-by, thank you!” and without another
word he started on a run to the front gate. Just as he
reached the gate his hat blew off. Grabbing it up sav-
agely, he made a fresh start down the old road towards the
village. With a swift gait, he was soon lost to view in
the dust and distance.

“Sam,” said I, doing my best to suppress my anger,
and as I came out of hiding, “now, you placed me in a bad
light. He’ll be back here, when he finds you’ve lied to
him.”
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“I’'m waiting outside for him now,” he serenely replied.
“I know he’ll be back, for he forgot to ask where my wife
lives.”

Sure enough, within ten minutes, Titus had returned,
hat in hand, out of breath and vigorously mopping his
large, flabby face, while fumbling to open the garden gate.
Sam politely went down the path to meet him.

“Did you get the money?” asked Sam, as he smilingly
opened the gate for Titus.

“Hell, no! Like an idiot, I forgot to ask you where
you lived. Such blasted luck,” he said with great disgust.
Then suddenly brightening up, he confidently whispered,
“Ain’t John got more money in the house handy?”

“You poor Mister Titus. How I pity you. You
should have had that money, it as good as belonged to
you. How disappointed Mister Bacon will be when he
comes back—a year from now. He borrowed from me,
the last ten I had—for his ticket.”

“Hang the luck. Gol darn it. Say, it makes me sweat
to think of what I missed, and the opportunity Bacon
missed too—yer understand?” he said, significantly nod-
ding his head, and then added, “I’m the boy that can pay
interest, and good interest, you know. He’s the loser.
He’s missed it. You tell him, won’t-cher. Tell him, he
Jjust missed it by a hair-breadth. Gee-whittica, ain’t that
too bad.”

“Very, very unfortunate,” replied Sam solemnly.

“Say, Sam, what’s your last name?”

“Willis.”

“Well, Sam Willis, you’re my friend. You’re true
blue, you are, and I’ll be your friend. You can count
on me every time. Now, I tell you what to do. When
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Bacon gives you any more money to invest, bring it to
this address. I’ll be waiting, and I’ll be good to you,
understand? Y1l be generous, yer know. He’ll get good
interest, but you’ll get,—well, yer know—maybe ten per
cent or so, accordin’ to circumstances. Well, good-by,
Sam. You’re all right. I like yer, and I’ll do the right
thing by yer. Good-by again now. So-long.”

Sam took the proffered card, and without reading it,
placed it in his pocket, then quickly replied, “Good-by—
er William,—I mean Bill. You’ll get another chance, just
like the last one. DI’ll save it for you, or bust,” said Sam,
raising his hand and voice at the same moment.

“Good! Good for you! So long,” shouted Titus as he
left, his face wreathed in smiles, and looking as happy
as if he had the actual six hundred in his pocket.

“I don’t remember that fellow, Sam,” said I.

“I have his card in my pocket, he just gave it to me,
let me read it. Here it is,—W. Thaddeus Titus,
champion wood sawer and corn husker. Hogs killed in the
Fall.’ ”

“I remember him, Sam. He came to slaughter our hogs
last Fall. He became drunk and lay under our woodshed
for three days.”

Recollecting how dreadfully Sam had lied to Titus, I
determined to take him to task, which I immediately did,
whereupon he replied:

“Mister Bacon,” said he, “you’re a big man in this
small community. You’ve got to have peace. You can-
not afford to be pestered, though it’s a natural law for
the weak to be attracted to the strong. Philosophers say,
that two bodies attract each other inversely, as the square
of the distance. The square of the distance of a host of
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these ’er fellows from you, makes them gravitate towards
you very persistently. Yes, you’re a very important man
around here, you attract ’em, sir, you pull ’em as it were.
Poverty is attracted by riches, liars are attracted by peo-
ple who tell the truth. That’s why I’m here, Mister
Bacon. I believe a good liar is a great protection to the
big man who tells the truth. It’s necessary in this com-
munity, sir! I flatter myself, I can do it so that they
love me better’n the one who sticks to the plain unvar-
nished truth.”

I found no way to answer his argument; besides, I
knew when I hired him, that his dreadful lying had made
him a most popular and much beloved character to all
who did not know him. After that I let him alone.

With some little initiative, I believe he would have made
a name as a seller of mining stock. Like the famous Bes-
sie Millie of Pomona, in the Orkney Islands, who made
an excellent living by vending favorable winds to mariners,
s0, I believe, Sam could “pass out the salve,” with a little
effort he might sell wind to wind-mill owners.

We could always hear the front door bell. Then the
echo of his good natured laugh, as he softly closed the
door when the caller turned to go. Not infrequently did
they drop a “tip” into his soft, upturned hand. When-
ever he received one he would remark to me,—*“A prince
from the City,” otherwise, he would simply announce—
“hayseeds.”

But Sam had brought more or less of joy into our
household. The change was wonderful. I never saw
callers leave so happily convinced. The ladies who called
all fell in love with Sam. I have often seen them turn and
wave to him, or girls who knew him intimately, throw
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him a kiss as they went down the path. Then the men
would go ’way, sometimes bowing and politely returning,
“Thank you. Oh, thank you.”

He had told so many callers that I had gone to Pekin,
or London, that frequently, when I went to the village
people would accost me with—*“Glad to see you look so
well after your journey. Made a quick trip?” To which
I invariably answered, “Yes, just a flying trip—as my
mind flew there and back.”

They really thought I was joking, and they laughed
whether or not they saw the point. “Why should I care,”
I thought. I know that not one of them were concerned
unless it was Silas. He, indeed, has insisted upon going
to prayer meeting twice a week since Sam’s engagement
with us. It was only yesterday that he told me he was
interested in an effort “to save Sam’s lost soul.”

“Whatever he may have lost,” I replied, “he has cer-
tainly saved the happiness of our whole family,—the door
bell’s merry jingle is now only as music to the ear.”



CHAPTER VII
AMONG THE ABORIGINES

As the long, quiet Winter evenings closed in and our
company gathered around the old-fashioned open fire,
and the warm glow of the great hickory logs gave zest
to the meeting, we discussed the knotty problems of the
day, or dreamed away our time. The grotesque shadows
cast upon floor and ceiling in dancing waves of light, sug-
gested a miniature war of flame and artillery fire, attack-
ing and destroying the strong and powerful fort of logs.

At times I caught myself dozing off as Finley read from
the dry and parched leaves of his grandfather’s ancient
manuscript. Many of its ideas I had long before di-
gested from his own lips. The heat from the fire becom-
ing too intense, more than half the company slept—some-
times an odd snore breaking in—until awakened by the
sharp, penetrating voice of Sam.

“Nobody’s snoring, but I’m afraid you’re agoing to, so
I’ll wake yer up.” This was Sam’s method of sparing our
feelings. Still, we were forced to be resigned.

The company invariably arrived by four o’clock in
the afternoon. Adolph’s presence seemed eternal, and
very frequently it appeared as if he had remained in the
wash-house from one afternoon to the next. Sally usually
propped him up in a comfortable position, which she
knew he would never move from between eight and ten

hours at a stretch. Meanwhile, she employed herself
71
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with a thousand and one things in the house. Sally,
though slender and peaked, could do more work in one
day than most people can accomplish in three. It was
always safe to beat a hasty retreat when we saw her com-
ing, as she insisted on her own way with firm possession
of room and air. Never before had one of us attempted
to stand before her shrill voice and caustic tongue; but
Adolph seemed to admire it as an element incorporated
in his love, so he would smilingly go to sleep under the in-
cessant lash and smarting. The harder Sally talked, the
quicker would he succumb to the lulling effect.

Each night Sally prepared the supper, cleared the
table and polished up the plates. All before the old hall
clock had struck six. An hour later, the light in the
wash-house was turned low, an indication that Adolph had
been fed to the satisfaction of his ever-increasing weight.

Always in anticipation of company, my wife had pre-
pared a pan of rosy-cheeked apples, and a large pitcher
of sweet cider was set upon the table.

While Jasper and Silas were able to consume an amaz-
ing quantity of food—considering their great age—Nancy
could not be outdone as a close second. While a plentiful
supply of popcorn was hanging in the corner, ready for
the popping, fat chestnuts and shagbarks were to be found
by the bushel in the store-room. It was pure joy for
Jasper to crack the shagbarks, roast the chestnuts, and
“chuck” the shells in the open fire. There they burst,
emitting flame as brilliant as a flash light.

Then, all but every evening, Ellen would persuade Fin-
ley to make us some good “old-fashioned Jamaica Mo-
lasses Candy.” All declared him “the dandy candy
maker.” Everybody ate molasses candy, and by common
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consent, all conventionalities were discarded. None are
supposed to eat molasses candy with dignity. Even the
cat and dog loved it, though mastication amounted to a
tragedy. But the most to be deplored incident “touch-
ing” Ellen’s candy exploit was Nancy’s false teeth. Sally
seemed the only one to elude the charms of molasses—its
sweetness being entirely out of place with her temper.

Finley had now become the center of attraction. His
resemblance to his grandfather seemed to impress all who
had known the Doctor—especially the three old crones.
To them, he was old Doctor Klouse returned. Therefore,
they accorded him the same respectful attention when he
spoke, as had characterized their demeanor towards the
old physician in bygone days.

As Finley related the many familiar characteristics of
his grandfather, one or both, the old crones were sure to
forget with the familiar “Jes so, Doctor”—so close did
Finley’s resemblance recall the past.

One evening he surprised us all by relating how he had
found one of his grandfather’s manuscripts. It gave an
account of that Western trip, and years spent with ex-
periments in the wilderness. The prospect of our learning
much from this interesting document produced a delightful
sensation of expectancy and so far arrested our attention
that, for several minutes, neither cider, apples nor mo-
lasses appealed to the company.

“I’m durned anxious to hear that yarn,” said Silas with
rising enthusiasm. :

“Be ye? Well, ’m as poor as Job’s off ox in a knowl-
edge o’t; jist start ’er agoin’, Finley,” said Jasper.

“Thank you, gentlemen, if you’re ready, I’ll begin:

“After returning from the West, many years ago, my
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grandfather roughly wrote down some of his quaint 'philo-
sophical ideas. Also, the results of many experiments
for his own use and benefit. While they are by no means
complete, I will venture to read from the manuscript,” be-
gan Finley.

“Hold on, Finley,” interrupted Silas, with a warning
cry. “I got some ’lasses candy stuck t’ my teeth.
Here, Nancy, you got gud eyes, take my jack knife an’
git at this ’lasses.”

“He hain’t got no teeth,” said Jasper in a tone of voice
anything but complimentary, as Silas handed Nancy the
open knife.

After the interruption, Finley resumed:

“First of all, let me relate some facts touching the
Doctor’s earlier life,” he continued. It was soon after
his graduation from the Medical College that he began to
doubt the commonly accepted theories regarding the
origin of man. Mankind is apart and separate from all
other forms of life, he thought. Man could not suc-
cessfully reproduce himself in combination with other
animals. In the language of the layman, it was then gen-
erally admitted by the medical profession, that the blood
of animals and human beings did not mix. Any attempt
to do so, would produce fatal results. If this is true,
thought he, why should any one accept the growing be-
lief that mankind is the result of millions of years of
evolution up through the lower animals, the result of ac-
cident? Starting from the lowest form of life, some
would have us believe, that through accident and environ-
ment, the animal life branched off into different families,
one from the other, into millions of shapes and forms.
From this one lowest form of life, to-day, have been pro-
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duced all insects, fish, birds, reptiles and ferocious beasts
—the elephant, the mastodon, and the ant; the snake with
poisonous fangs, and the human mother. To accept the
idea that man was ever a beast, he thought, was an abso-
lute denial of God. If we were beasts, we NOW are beasts,
for there is no intermediate condition. The one great
dividing line between the human and animal kingdom that
proves man’s divinity, is the volunteer progression by se-
lection, of mankind. No other kind of life in the world,
voluntarily progresses, if at all. My grandfather was
anxious to discover the reason for this human endowment,
which stands in contradiction to all other known life.
Was it something added to the human blood, or was it
something that had disappeared from the blood of animal
creation? This was his great question! How may I find
a solution of this one query? There is only one way,
thought my grandfather, and that is by the transfusion
of blood of one or several animals with human beings. If
their bloods do not ‘mix,” then we may never obtain an-
swers to our question.

“Again, suppose he could find, by experiment, that the
human blood might circulate in the body of wild beasts
and the blood of beasts in turn might circulate without
danger in a human body; and, it should be found, that
this human being still voluntarily progressed, while the
beast remained in unprogressive state, would not this tend
to prove that the human being was divine?

“Upon this problem he studied long and faithfully, until
after several years of painstaking scientific research,
coupled with experiment, his efforts were rewarded by
the discovery of serum* or ‘culture’ which could suc-

* See Transfusion in Glossary.
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cessfully injected into the body of either man or beast—
and through this inoculation of the blood of both—per-
mitted, without danger, the perfect intermingling and
transfusion of their bloods.

“He further discovered, that when once a human being
and any warm blooded animal had been inoculated with
the serum, their blood might intermingle by means of
rubber tubes, inserted into the arteries of each without
harm to either. The Doctor kept the formula of this
serum a secret. He never wrote it down, to my knowledge.
I have hunted among all his records, manuscripts, and
papers, but I have been unable to find any reference to
the formula except the bare mention of its discovery.

“He was successful in one or two experiments, where
he was able to transfuse and circulate through tubes, his
own blood with that of a dog. This was without any ill
effect. But, he found that if he was to gather unques-
tioned results, he must seek the quiet of the wilderness
where prying eyes would not misjudge the object of these
experiments.

“From that time on, and for more than a quarter of a
century, he experimented and worked with the one ab-
sorbing purpose, to discover, if possible, if man and ani-
mal were the same. In a measure, a thankless task to be
sure—one in which no person could be induced to take an
interest, or share a part of the necessary expense. Not a
dollar could be obtained for research work. It’s easy to
raise millions for the dead he thought, but difficult to
raise a dollar for the living. Fortunately, my grandfather
was a man of means, otherwise he never could have ex-
pended so much time and money in research work. He
cared nothing for the discouraging opinions of friends,
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nor the denunciatory remarks of those who viewed him in
the light of a crank. Indeed, he set his ideal above all,
and went straight for the mark. Knowledge, he declared,
carried him out of the beaten path of the ignorant
masses. It kept him happy, well and strong. It kept
him smiling, but never laughing—for ‘only fools laugh.’
He found a world of chaos, of quarreling and fighting.
Men were engaged in establishing each one, his particular
religious brand. The crowds, as ever, were following
the faker. Politicians and criminals occupied most of the
world’s stage, and front pages. The great men were gen-
erally unknown. It was, therefore, to him, like passing
into the Garden of Eden to go far out into the wilderness
—among the Aborigines. Away from the influence of
gods and money and the social elevation of the unworthy,
he could think.

“The world was beginning to accept as final, that the
human race were monkeys—slightly improved. The Doc-
tor believed that while life might be created, flesh manu-
factured, and environment molded and shaped, none
could endow life with a soul, except through the divine
and beautiful motherhood of mankind.”

“Why do yer say ‘mankind?’ Ain’t ‘womankind’ more
perlite?” broke in Silas.

“Yes, it be—but you ain’t! Shet up yer head when
yer superiors air talkin’,” indignantly shouted Jasper.
But Silas was so accustomed to Jasper’s criticisms that
he had learned to pay no attention for the time being.

“So, they say we’re monkeys—improved on. Darned
if T can swallow thet,” said Silas, shaking his head.

“But th’ improvement didn’t come till after you did, Si.
Thet’s th’ reason yer don’t see th’ pint,” chuckled Jasper.



78 YEZAD, A ROMANCE

“Why, Jasper,” said Ellen—with a superior air—
“When I was at dear old Vassar, gentlemen of intelligence
informed our set, that a Doctor living—er—somewhere,
a *¥Doctor Williams, I believe, had in his possession skulls
of men more than 500,000 years old.”

“Did he live to be as old as that? Waell, I never did be-
lieve in early marriages,” said Nancy, looking directly
at Silas.

“He must have been wise, for he never lost his head,”
ventured Paul.

“But, he had a tough nut, to last that long,” said Sam.

“Hold on. Listen a minute, will yer?” drove in Silas
again: “Listen! Thet cricket thet’s been singin’ in yer
hearth has stopped! Thet’s a sign of death, by gum!”
said Silas solemnly shaking his head.

“Will you kindly defer that dispute,” said I impa-
tiently. “Let all quietly listen to what Finley has to say
about his grandfather,” I added.

“Ellen informs us,” he continued, “that Doctor Will-
iams has human skulls half a million years old. We also
know that the gorilla and monkey existed at that far
removed period. Now, why has not the gorilla advanced
in knowledge in a half million years? If both man and
gorilla were mentally about the same, 500,000 years ago,
man has voluntarily advanced in knowledge and learning
during that time, but not so with any other living crea-
ture! History or science cannot show the voluntary
advancement of any form of animal life, except as affected
by environment. On the other hand, man—no matter how
widely separated by countries, or seas—has voluntarily

*Dr. J. Leon Williams—Anthropology and Geology (Brooklyn
Eagle, November 14, 1913, News Item.)
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advanced, has sought knowledge, and continues to seek.
Nothing else, having life, that we know of, ever moved
forward a particle, except when environment has forced
nature to make a change.

“Man, doubtless, originally immigrated here. He may
have landed here before the Earth was quite ready. Or
maybe through the cunning of some Judas, a whole world
was thrown back millions of years. Who can say? A
conservative has ever retarded man’s progress! To Doc-
tor Klouse there seemed to be little doubt that several
classes of people immigrated here, each from a different
planet, and at varying times. The characteristics of
these people varied. Time, climate, environment, and
even intermarriage, have entirely removed the differences
which prove their distinct origin.

“The location of my grandfather’s experimental labo-
ratory is not known for certain. He erected many build-
ings far out in the West. He gathered his men and
women assistants engaged to accompany him. This he
did with great secrecy and care, and from widely scattered
points. The Doctor took pains to enjoin upon each
absolute secrecy, and as these people lived in widely dif-
ferent parts of the country, he purposely kept them apart
as much as possible. He was frank in informing them all
that he should not divulge his real name, nor did he care
to know the real name of any of his assistants. ‘You may
talk,’ said he, ‘as much as you like, but never, not one of
you, speak of yourself, your affairs, nor of me or mine.” A
short acquaintance with the Doctor inspired them all with
confidence and esteem. They soon learned of his earnest,
sincere nature, and his high character. No one of that
little company would ever dream of betraying so good or
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great a man. Whatever he commanded of them, they
willingly and most happily performed. Each had been
separately informed of the duties expected of him, before
his engagement. They had been told that they were to
accompany him to the far West—into the wilderness, then
unknown to the white man. Where he was to settle he
knew not until he reached what he believed to be an ideal
location for experimentation. He told them there might
be danger, and hardships he believed there must be. He
accorded each person, or couple engaged, sufficient time
to consider the matter before deciding.

“My mother believed that her father located some-
where in the mild climate of the Yosemite Valley, Cali-
fornia. He often referred to the great pines of the
valley—many of them over two hundred feet high, and
of the flowers blooming the whole year ’round. In this
wonderful valley he may have settled among the lofty
peaks of the Sierra Nevadas. Or, it may have been in
the beautiful Hetch Hetchy Valley, a delightful counter-
part of the Yosemite, or, the Tuolumne Canyon, where,
surrounded by lofty peaks, he might experiment or think
or dream. It was his only home for more than twenty-five
years.

“Here, I may read from his manuscript,” continued
Finley. “‘I first gathered around me a company of
seventy-five people—young married couples only. Ten
of these couples were colored, and employed as cooks,
waiters and to serve in other capacities.

“‘In order to secure the best physical, mental, and
moral examples of young men and women, I was forced
to secure the services of other physicians. I engaged only
those who stood high in their profession. They were
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chosen from widely scattered settlements, hence I secured
assistants of the finest physical type. After I had lo-
cated them and received their reports, I then visited each
couple to make final arrangements. It was no indiffer-
ent task, and required much patience and care to select
my company, and the necessary paraphernalia for the
journey.

“‘More than two years were consumed in the prelimi-
nary work. As every one engaged was enjoined to abso-
lute secrecy, it increased the difficulties I had fore-
shadowed. I found it would not do to publish or adver-
tise my intentions. It might prejudice the public mind.
The public mind is the intelligence of the average mind.
It has ever been, that the average is very ignorant, hence
uncertain, and subject to fits of hysteria. It’s dangerous,
in a measure, to tell the public everything. They don’t
comprehend. They cannot understand. Therefore, a
new idea must not be sprung too quickly. There might
have been objections to taking a company of young people
into a wild, unexplored country—although all concerned
had given their consent. A false story might have been
started. The far West, then, was a trackless wilderness,
infested by the Red Man, who, through his prejudice,
might seek to stop our march. But, shall progress be
déstroyed, thought I? The man with the plow must
supersede the man who sits all day consuming his energy
by sharpening the arrowhead.
~ “‘Many meetings I held in secret with those who were
to accompany me, so as to instruct them in not so much
how to avoid trouble and danger, as how best to meet and
overcome both. I explained to them how we should travel
and divide the work, the things necessary, before begin-
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ning the journey. Our way was by wagon, overland, by
mountain and plain, through forest, fording treacherous
streams, with dangers incessant. All building material
was transported by wagons, and carried in our train were
numbers of live domestic, with many wild animals and
reptiles. Each attendant was to perform a certain work
every day during the journey. Each was instructed until
proficient in the work before the trip was undertaken.
One stipulation, and perhaps the most important one to
observe, was never to become afraid—never to fear any-
body or anything. Fright, invariably, begets panic. No
Indian would disturb us, if we betrayed no fear—once
he was convinced we meant no harm. Therefore, fire-
arms I forbid. There being no railroads or telegraph
when the start began, the wilderness faced us almost im-
mediately.

“‘Everything arranged, the word was given—*“ready.”
It was agreed that each couple should meet the caravan
at a designated point, so that no more than passing at-
tention would be given by those who might otherwise have
their curiosity aroused. At last the villages were left
behind, my concern most being to quit so-called civiliza-
tion, unmolested.

“‘I had found that absolute kindness is the best defense
in the wilderness, as opposed to the savagery of civiliza-
tion. No harm can come to any one holding a reciprocal
asset.

“‘I found the Indians, through whose country we
passed, everywhere, very friendly. Many joined the
caravan at intervals, displaying an intense interest as to
our destination.

“‘When, finally, preparations for a permanent settle-
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ment began, I found several thousand Indians encamped
around us. It would have been easy for these warriors to
have exterminated our little band; but, instead, they
stood watching our every movement. Once understanding
that we had not come to interfere with them in any way,
they appeared pleased, and by signs volunteered to help
me. I was not slow to take advantage of their aid.
Though each seemed in the other’s way in trying to per-
form the simplest duties, I instructed my company to
exercise the greatest forbearance. The result was most
satisfactory, as it was not long before several hundreds
were lending assistance in erecting stockades for the neces-
sary buildings.

“¢Supplies of fresh game and fish were abundant. The
Indians liked our methods of cooking, so superior to
primitive methods, that I was compelled to establish a
commissary department regulating the cooking for sev-
eral hundreds twice a day. They enjoyed the continuous
feast at regular intervals so much that I requested the
chiefs of tribes to add others of their number to the ten
of my men already overworked. This, they understood,
and when new bands arrived they were told by the chiefs
that the caravan, being private, they might stay as long
as they wished, provided they prepared their own meals.

¢ ¢The Indians were children to us, and we treated them
as such. We avoided carping, never threatened them,
nor acted in an untoward way, with the result that they
fairly worshiped every one in our little band. It was at
times necessary, however, for us to keep them at a civil
distance, when not employed. They readily understood
this, and I believe they preferred in many ways to live
their own, rather than our lives.



84 YEZAD, A ROMANCE

« <Danger seemed never to threaten us, but if presented,
they were willing to stand as a great bodyguard, willing
to sacrifice life in our defense.

«¢All extra game and fish was salted, smoked and dried,
so that when Winter came the stock accumulated served
for the first time regular meals daily during the colder
season. '

« <Following, through the summers of the entire twenty-
five years, located among these Indians, many of them
learned to cultivate the soil—raising corn, wheat, barley,
oats, potatoes and other vegetables in immense quantities.

“ ‘The demands of the Indians so increased that supplies
for over ten thousand were soon in view. Each year the
area of cultivation increased, until all needs were satis-
fied.

“¢A few began to cultivate on their own account,
though, generally speaking, like children, they lacked in-
itiative. Ambition, as we understand it, they knew not.
The Indians around us were not confined to any particu-
lar tribe or stock, but were distributed mostly among the
Kawias and Panamints of the Shoshonians. Some were of
the Konkons and Maidres of the Pujunan stock, while
others hailed from the Pomo and Gumas of the Kulanapan
and Yreman tribes.

“<¢Qccasionally quarrels arose among our Indian
friends, but by terms of kindly persuasion, we succeeded
in restoring comparative harmony—a condition that had
never before been obtained.” ”

Here Finley ceased to read from the Doctor’s Notes,
but, looking up, continued to address our company.



CHAPTER VIII

AN ODD EXPERIMENT

“THE exact place where the Doctor performed his
investigations is unknown, but from his records much
may be gathered.

“The main, or experimental building, was constructed
upon plans drawn by the Doctor before leaving for the
West. Though erected by the Doctor’s assistants under
his direct supervision, the Indians were invaluable in the
heavier building work, and did much to assist in the trans-
portation of material. Constructed entirely of lumber
from the surrounding forests, horses could not always be
employed to haul the heavier logs down the abrupt and
rocky mountain sides.

“The main building occupied a position upon the apex
of low lying hill within a broad valley, that sloped gradu-
ally to the South. It commanded a magnificent view up
and down this beautiful valley, hemmed in, as it was, on
the North and South by the lofty peaks of the Sierras.
These great mountains, with their snow-capped peaks,
filled the beholder with awe, and inspired one with the
grandeur of Nature’s mighty work. How small, how
insignificant was man. How feeble his efforts, when com-
pared with the mighty phenomena of those lofty heights
piercing the highest clouds and parting them asunder.

Words fail to describe this beauty, or picture the awful-
85
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ness in earthquake of their menacing bodies. Below them,
the peaceful valley of the Yosemite, rich in soil, prolific
and luxuriant in vegetation. Every environment seemed
to court the perfumed air and tempered the sun’s rays.
All inspired to thoughts of youth and love. Lilies and
golden-rod, violets, ceanothus, manzanita, nodded in turn
to the wild roses and azaleas, which spread out in broad
beds and banks of bloom, to welcome each approaching
Spring.

“On the hilltop, about fifty acres invited the construc-
tion of a high, roughly hewn wooden stockade, built
chiefly, so the Doctor designed, to keep out wandering
animals, and to indicate that callers were expected only at
the great front gate. An all but similar gate adorned the
extreme North side. Aside from the main building, there
were a number of out-buildings which served as store-
houses, as well as several smaller dwellings for the dif-
ferent families. These latter were erected, mostly, South
of the Main building. To the North, lay the barns for
horses, cattle and other animals.

“The cottages for colored laborers, who cared for the
animals, were nearby. These folk never entered the
grounds at the South half of the main building. The
Doctor succeeded in making this so positive a rule, that
the colored help on the North side seldom knew of the
presence of the white assistants. The main building oc-
cupied the center of the group. Oblong in shape, it ex-
tended East and West six hundred feet, fifty-two feet
wide, and two stories high.

“The lower floor of the main building being divided at
the center, ran East and West its entire length. It in-
cluded solid, sound-proof partitions extending from floor
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to ceiling, rendering communication between the North
and South halves practically impossible. The South half
of this lower floor was divided by partitions into separate
rooms, each room being twenty-five feet in width. These
partitions extended North and South from floor to ceiling,
and were likewise sound-proof, so that all communication
between them was impossible. Nor could these rooms be
reached, except by a door leading from a long, narrow
piazza on the outside of the main building—extending the
whole length in front. In each room a large window on
either side of the door faced South, and admitted a flood
of light. An abundance of air poured through ventilators
beneath and over these windows. ’*Way up the valley
might be heard the deep roar of a waterfall, as its ribbon-
like stream fell over the great rocky precipice, some six
hundred feet, into the valley below, creating great clouds
of mist which ever rose above the great trees at its base.
The sunbeams, on clear days, playing upon the mist, pro-
duced those delicate and radiant rainbows which hung
above, like halos of so many benedictions.

“The rear, or North half of the main building, was
partitioned off in like manner to the South. Both sides
had, therefore, the same number of rooms and of equal
size. The North windows were smaller than those on the
South half of the building, and in addition, were covered
with fine ganze screens. Double doors opened outwardly,
from each room into a large court-yard, a thousand feet
deep. The courts were separated from one another by
plank fences, ten feet high, and the North rooms were
built alike both in size and finish. The interior walls
and ceilings of apartments were covered by an immaculate
coat of whitewash—frequently applied—adding to the
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sanitation and guarding the health of the occupants.
The floors were of stone and kept scrupulously clean by
frequent scrubbing. Communication between the yards
was afforded by means of a small door cut through the
side of each fence close to the building. These doors were
never opened, except by the attendants to the occupants
of the rooms, so that no intercourse between apartments
was possible.

“The entire floor of the second story was occupied
exclusively by Doctor Klouse. My grandfather avers,
that no person ever crossed the threshold of that one door
—the room’s only entrance—after his having taken
possession. 'This door was located at the East end of the
building, and reached only by two distinct flights of stairs,
wholly enclosed. Both led from a private yard, one on
the North and the other on the South side, where the Doc-
tor took his daily exercise, changing alternately, one yard
for the other—as fancy or the temperature inclined him.
Both the stairways were protected by strong doors, al-
ways locked. No one but the Doctor held the key. Com-
munication with the second story of the main building
was, therefore, effectively cut off. A thick fence, fifteen
feet high, extended across the width of the property from
East to West, constructed on a straight line with the
center partition of the lower main building. Thus, a
complete division of both the main building and the whole
estate had been consummated.

“The inhabitants of the South and North halves of
the building were as completely isolated from one another
as though they had been separated by hundreds of miles.
No individual, civilized or savage, no animals, foods or
supplies went through either side, except by its central
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gate. The same rule held good for the South gate. Food
for the dwellers on the North side came only through the
North gate, and the employees and their families were
divided about equally between the two colonies.

“All labor was divided and separately attended to by
employees of the North and South. A close examination
of the premises would disclose that all rooms on the South
side of the main building were intended for persons of
higher intelligence, and, in all essential respects, con-
structed and appointed with superior intent to those on
the North side.

“It was equally easy to discover that the rooms to the
North, while clean and comfortable, were intended for
animals. Strong steel bars and bolts suggested to the be-
holder that many of these rooms had been designed for
the habitation of wild animals.

“The South rooms were fitted in up-to-date fashion.
Nothing that was known then, by way of home comfort
and convenience was lacking. Each room was furnished
with book-cases, lounging chairs, couch, bed, and all the
bathing conveniences of the time.

“Ventilation was perfect, and the temperature did not
vary more than five degrees throughout the whole year.

“The summers in that part of the valley were seldom
warm, nor the winters ever extremely cold.

“The rooms on the North side were as scrupulously
clean and convenient, but, as they were occupied by many
species of animals, both domesticated and wild, the in-
terior of each room was arranged to accommodate the
occupant with every necessary requirement.

“The Doctor began experimentation by selecting, from
his white male employees, twenty of those who were men-
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tally and physically nearest perfection. A prime condi-
tion of this service was, that each would volunteer the use
of his body in the interest of science and in just such man-
ner as the Doctor deemed best, it being understood, how-
ever, that no permanent harm could befall the subject
knowingly. In other words, each was guaranteed against
any fatal result. So sincere was their confidence in my
grandfather, that no visible hesitation appeared among
them to accord his every wish. Everything in readiness,
each man was assigned one of the South rooms, where he
would be confined for several years.

“‘Probably, you may not pass outside your room
during the required period of time, frequently to include
from one to two years.’

“As a matter of record, the experiments rarely took
less than two, and not infrequently, three years. During
the interval, none were permitted to go beyond the walls
of their rooms. Indeed, owing to the nature of the ex-
periments, it would have been physically impossible to
do so, without inviting death.

“In the North apartments, directly opposite those oc-
cupied by the young men, were placed the females of
twenty wild and domesticated animals. One species to
each room. Among the domestic animals were the horse,
cow, dog, pig, sheep and goat, and among the wild were
the lion, tiger, buffalo, monkey (chimpanzee), elephant
and rhinoceros.

“The Doctor had gladly submitted to the trouble and
expense of these arrangements for the contemplated ex-
periments, with the one single purpose in view—to seek an
answer to his question:—

“‘Did the human race evolve from lower animals?
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“Thinking men, down through the ages had asked this
question, but none had ever found a concrete answer that
satisfied mankind. The human race, if divine, opposes the
idea, insist some of the theologians. The Animal theory
is alleged by Science. So, back and forth, have the
adherents holding one or the other view, disputed and
fought, while the great veil which separates the know-
able from surmise, has never for a moment lifted to admit
the light regarding the mystery. Yes, it had been raised.
So, my grandfather believed. Can it be penetrated?
Can this mystery be solved by any human method? The
Doctor was convinced it could. Had not man always
drifted away from his inspired ideals in proportion to
his acceptance of the theory that he had slowly evolved
from the lowest animal life?

“The Doctor was aware of the oneness of nature, and
that all life existed under the same natural immutable
laws. To transmit the blood of one of the lower animals
into a human being, with the idea of restoring vigor, was
an admitted failure, and seemed to prove, that it could not
be successfully accomplished, without the introduction,
as he termed it, of his saline solution or Elixir. In order
to discover whether humans differed in any undiscovered
essentials, from the lower animals, he believed it essential
to, in some measure, equalize their natures. There was
only one way to obtain this result. There could be only
one equalizer, the blood. Everything in nature, so far as
we know, depends for its life upon the circulation of its
particular kind of sap, or blood. When that ceases to
circulate, life ceases to exist.

“Transient transfusion of the blood from the human
being to a lower animal, and from that animal to the
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same human, would produce only temporary results. To
equalize their natures, if possible, it would be necessary
to have their bloods circulate together, from one to the
other, continuously, and for a considerable period of time.
Tt might require several years before he could prove ab-
solutely whether man was an educated animal, or a human
being divine.

“By a continuous transfusion of blood between his
human subjects on the one hand, and the lower animals
on the other—so arranged that their bloods would cir-
culate continuously—he hoped to prove through several
years of trial, that neither they nor their offspring would
change mentally. It was possible that human thoughts
and passions might be transfused, through blood inter-
mixture. But would one cell—so to speak—of knowledge
be added to the human or animal mind, though blood
should be caused to circulate and intermix for years?
To him, that was the question which would decide the
issue. Again, would the human mind lose, or the mind of
the offspring deteriorate by reason of such an attach-
ment? Physically, there might come changes to both, the
Doctor thought; but, human identity or personality,
could not be destroyed or changed, he believed. If the
human being and the lower animal, with their offspring
fail to become equalized physically and mentally during
this process of blood union, then, is not the human divine?

“The Doctor’s human subjects had no knowledge of the
animals arranged in opposite rooms on the North side of
the building. Neither did the attendants of the ani-
mals know, who or what occupied the South part of the
building. None but the Doctor knew the animal located
opposite each human subject. The employees of the South
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side attended only to the needs of human subjects, while
those on the North provided the necessary needs of ani-
mals, each, however, under the direct supervision of the
Doctor. Speaking tubes were arranged throughout for
his convenience. These connected all apartments with
the Doctor’s private second floor, from which he was en-
abled to communicate with each employee—whether sub-
ject or attendant.

“The circulation of blood between a human subject in
a South apartment, and a lower animal occupying a room
opposite, was made by means of two small flexible hollow
tubes, bound together in pairs, and extending between
each North and South room. They were covered to the
thickness of about one-half inch with material impervious
to moisture, and a non-conductor of heat or cold. They
were attached to the side walls of every room, while sev-
eral yards at the ends remained perfectly free. A pair
extended from each room of the human subject, through
the ceiling to the second story, reaching to the Doctor’s
laboratory. Here, they crossed to the center of the
apartment, where they again extended upward and across
a small glass table, retaining a temperature of blood heat.
The tubes descended from this table across and down
through the floor to the animal room opposite. Here
again, an extra length, provided several yards, so that
the ends might be carried to any part of the room with
perfect freedom.

“At the point where the tubes crossed the table in the
Doctor’s laboratory, they were made wholly of glass,
and provided with a small thermometer.

“At both ends of each pair of tubes were attached two
large hollow needles—one needle for each tube. These
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needles were inserted by the Doctor, in the arteries of
the arms, being secured by linen bands in such a way that
while the human subject had perfect freedom of action in
movement to any part of his room, still using, without
disturbing the needles, the arm to which they were at-
tached. Once the needles were inserted and bound, they
suffered no removal while the patient remained well. In
like manner, two needles were inserted into the arteries of
the animal occupying the room opposite, and while moving
with a freedom equal to the human, still limitation was
enjoined by the length of the tubes.

“Before inserting the needles, the Doctor inoculated
each subject with his secret serum. Once the needles had
been inserted the blood of each subject circulated freely
through the tubes, and across the table in the laboratory
above. Here the Doctor could watch and note the inter-
mingling blood, and, by aid of the thermometer, observe
the varying changes of temperature. Walking down
through the center of the room, at a glance he noted the
interchanges in each of the twenty pairs of human beings
and animals.

“For the first time in history—so far as human records
stand, this wonderful union had been accomplished. This
achievement of my -grandfather—without knowledge or
assistance from without—stamps the Doctor, I submit, as
a most, unusual man.” Finley pronounced this opinion
with much emotion. We all tacitly agreed that he was
right.

Finley, after a libation of cider, in which we all heartily
Joined, resumed his narrative:

“At first, all the subjects treated appeared somewhat
dull and listless. Yet, as the days went by, all resumed
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their normal condition, developing no ill effects from the
union. The Doctor kept constant watch of the labora-
tory thermometers, and frequently made blood tests for
signs of trouble. It was not long before he made the dis-
covery that the main thing to note with greatest care was
the quantity and nature of food taken and required by
both subjects. He found a frequent cause of trouble to
be overeating. This he proceeded to regulate, by serving
the proper quantities best suited to the pairs. If exam-
ination in the laboratory disclosed the beginning of the
slightest physical disturbance, he would immediately with-
draw the needles, and both subjects brought back to the
normal condition before continuing the experiment.
‘Eternal vigilance’ was his watch-word.

“So careful were his observations and the facts de-
duced minutely recorded, that he could tell at the instant,
any approach of trouble in the condition of a subject
pair.

“The first, or preliminary test, lasted for a period of
eight months. It was a painstaking and cautious trial,
and intended only to demonstrate the safety of the un-
dertaking. It was, however, of sufficient time, to prove
physical changes in both subjects. For example, the
young man whose blood mingled and circulated with that
of the elephant, began to show changes in the color and
texture of his skin. Strange as it might seem, it had
become several shades darker and was unusually thick,
tough, and wrinkled—resembling, slightly, the elephant’s
hide. On the other hand, the elephant’s skin had grown
softer, and was perceptibly lighter than before.

“The appetites of each had also gradually changed,
until both seemed to relish each other’s food. Many
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things now eaten by the elephant, as uncooked potatoes
and other raw vegetables, the man had also attained a
relish for. The human subject frequently expressed won-
derment to the attendant, at his markedly changed
appetite.

“It was not surprising, therefore, that the appetites of
all human subjects and animals were somewhat similarly
affected, though more or less dependent upon the class
of pairs attached.

“Then, the subjects were accorded a few months’ rest,
before again being joined each to a new and different
animal. The experiments continued through several
long years, pending which time it was found unnecessary
to remove the needles from either subject treated. So
intense was the Doctor’s vigilance, that neither sickness
nor death paid a single visitation. This was mainly due
to the fact that the human subjects were continually oc-
cupied, and the animals were given due exercise. The
periods of work, study, and recreation had their time
and order each day. To demonstrate their natural in-
clination and voluntary desire toward a higher progress,
during this experimental period, each subject was per-
mitted to follow natural inclinations. The Doctor was
agreeably surprised to see his human subjects select their
own studies and class of work, and the easy ability with
which they voluntarily acted. He had proved one thing,
the union with the animal had not affected in any way
their initiative. It was at this point that he began to
give them lessons in science, medicine, history and the
languages, in each of which, their remarkable progress
surprised him. The human subjects grew constantly in
intelligence from day to day, this, in spite of the fact
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that each continued to somewhat resemble physically
the animal to which he had been joined. No degree of
physical change seemed to destroy the personality or
impair the mind. In like manner, the animals suffered
physical change in the loss of hair, and all gradually as-
sumed a human color, but

“All the teaching of years, combined with exercise and
training, and the co-mingling of human blood in their
veins, added nothing to the animal intelligence. Not the
slightest difference was noted between the animals taught
certain tricks while receiving the benefit of human blood,
and those of the same species not united with the human.
Yes, the Doctor and his assistants undoubtedly worked,
and 'diligently for many years, with a view to add some
human degree of mental uplift to their intelligence, but
the attempt only proved a failure.

“Dogs, pigs, goats, and indeed, scores of domestic ani-
mals with many wild ones, were taught certain tricks,
until they had learned to perform well the things so
taught. The offspring of each was taught similarly dur-
ing twenty successive generations. The teaching was re-
peated, yet, the taught of the last generation, knew no
more than the untaught at the Doctor’s initial trial.

“More than twenty generations of one particular dog,
each generation coupled with the same human subject,
were taught similar tricks under exactly the same condi-
tions. Not a single animal of any generation showed
the slightest advance in human mental initiative. The
latest generation of the dog, so trained, showed no greater
proficiency in the beginning than did the first. He was
equally as hard to teach as had been his early ancestor,
8o, finally, the last generation was purposely denied a
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final training. What was true in the dog’s case, was true
of all the animals.

“After years of patient teaching, with human blood
flowing continually in his veins, the dog remained the
same dog, the pig remained pig. The last generation
could do nothing new voluntarily, nor could it be taught
more easily nor understand better than at first. The
Doctor had proved, he believed, that man is not an ani-
mal, but a divine being wherein is planted an identity that
nothing can hide, nor even death destroy. It took years
of patience to prove that, while many things may assume
or occupy similar physical bodies, only in the human
exists the divine spark.”

“Well, Nancy, Jasper an’ I will see you hum. Mr.
Finley, *bout time we went,” said Silas, rising to go. At
his signal the company all arose to see the old cronies take
their departure.

“’Tis *bout time we went,” injected Jasper, hurrying
to seize his hat and coat, so that he could be in ahead of
Silas on Nancy’s right arm.

“Before I go, I’d like to, ask Finley a question,” he
said with a grin.

“Go ahead, Jasper,” replied Finley encouragingly—
“What’s on your mind?”

“]?id the man who was attached to the dog, bark?”
asked Jasper, with a chuckle.

“No, Jasper, but both knew how to growl, both be-
fore and after,” Finley solemnly answered.

“Come along,” said Silas to Jasper. Then he added
as he took Nancy by the arm, “You git on the outside of
me, Jasper, and I’ll *tend to Nancy.”

“Not by a gol-darn sight,” answered Jasper, hurrying
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over to take Nancy’s free arm. “Yer can’t play no tricks
on me.”

“Tain’t no trick. Nancy al’a’s leans to th’ rite, an’ I
kin hold her up better’n you kin. I’m stronger,” an-
swered Silas, stiffening up proudly.

“Jasper’s strong, too. Il lean his way to-nmight,”
said Nancy gayly—and all three departed with a merry
chuckle and a longing look behind.



CHAPTER IX

THE HOUSE OF SILENCE

“Tuere goes the bell, Sam. Wonder who ’tis. Hope
it’s the old people come to spend the evening. Oh, I do
hope ’tis,” cried Hester as she came running down the
front stairs.

“That’s who ’tis. It’s the ‘divine three.’ I see the
shadow of Nancy’s bonnet through the glass,” replied
Sam cheerily. “Listen!—Si is singing,

‘As I went out, by the light of the Moon,

I spied, I spied a big raccoon,

A-sitting on a rail, a-sitting on a rail

I sneaked him by the tail, and pulled him off that rail.
Ting a ring, a ring, ring, hiro dinkum donkey.’ ”

“Shet up, Si. Yer played thet song out fifty years
ago,” said Jasper.

“Oh, here they come! Oh, goody, my goody! Finley
will read us more of that story now,” cried Hester as
she ran out to tell the news to the family, gathered in the
great kitchen.

“Well,” said Jasper, after all had removed their wrap-
pings, and as he stood rubbing his hands—*“Well, Samuel,
it’s kinder cold to-nite.”

“Yes, ’tis, Mr. Perkins,” said Sam in reply. “It’s

’bout as cold as we’ve had it ’round these parts. Why, do
100
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you know,” said he, addressing Silas, “I read in the pa-
pers, ’tis forty-two degrees below zero—in the shade”—
he added.

“Due tell. Yer don’t say so. By ginger—thet’s why
thet’s colder’n Sam Hill.”

“Ob, Silas,” said Nancy, putting her finger to his lips
reprovingly, “you swore then.”

“>Tain’t swearing, Nancy, never swore’n my life.”

“Must git rite hum agin,” said Silas, starting to put
on his great coat. “Hold my cut, Jasper, will ye? For-
got t’ let the wa-ter out ter pump, an’ then th’ hog an’
little uns must be made more comfortable.”

Just at this moment, Paul stepped into the hall, and
seeing Silas preparing to go, said, “Good evening, all.
Why, Silas, where you off to?”

“Going hum, fast as I can git there,” said Silas, busily
putting on his great fur gloves, which he always com-
menced wearing in September and then continuously until
the return of warm weather in the Spring. “If I don’t
freeze t’ death,” he added.

“Freeze to death? Why, it’s not cold enough to
freeze,” explained Paul.

“Why, Sam says it’s more’n forty degrees below,” said
Silas, becoming excited—and all began to laugh at Sam’s
little joke.

“Don’t cher titter in my face,” said Silas, moving
warningly towards Sam. “I prayed for yer, last nite, in
prayer meetin’. Yer de-sarve a gud trouncin’, yer do.
Whet du yer mean by ’et, yer pesky thing? Hev yer
been lyin’ t’ me ag’in?”

“My dear Mister Cummings, calm yourself. I did read
it in the paper, but, *twas last winter’s paper—here’s the
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paper now,” turning over the page—*“and let’s see, there’s
the time. ‘Forty-two degrees below zero, in Alaska,’ ”
said Sam, pointing his finger in triumph to the para-
graph. “You wouldn’t wait to let me tell you where I
saw it, Uncle Si,” added Sam.

“Don’t yer call me ‘Uncle,” yer pesky critter. I hain’t
related to no one thet tells sich whoppers, but I’ll pray
ag’in fer yer, jest th’ same,” warningly retorted Silas,
and then, noticing that all were on the point of laughing,
he caught up the spirit of the joke, and broke into a
squeaky, “Hi, hi. By gol—thet’s a putty gud joke, arter
all.”

Laughter may be said to warm the atmosphere. It
undermines the pompous mein. It sends dignity from the
room, and permits the participant to settle down to com-
mendable reflection. It’s a real tonic to the self-con-
scious. Without it, many among us would die of “stiff-
neck.” Yet, laughter, so productive of good results may
be easily abused. If not genuine, there is danger in an
overdose. I have observed stiffness at the banquet where
no one talked. A laugh started, brought all down to one
beautiful human level. The tonic being taken, became
catching and invigorating.

As our village friends gathered in the great kitchen,
every one wore a smile. Sam had restamped his merri-
ment on every face. As for Si, he insisted on repeating
the process.

“Thet Sam’s a great—feller. Gol-darn his funny
ways. I’m agoin’ ter laff fer a week, by ginger.”

Under the inspiring influence of a liberal helping to
hot ginger-bread, provided by my wife, accompanied by
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a supply of good sweet cider, with the assurance of
plenty more in the over-sized pitcher, a merry laughing
company was assured for the evening.

“Fine ginger-bread,” remarked Jasper.

“Yea-s,” answered Silas, “putty gud. Las’ nite I
drempt I saw th’ table spread with thumping loaves of
ginger-bread—so one dream is out.”

It was not a little difficult to keep the merriment long
enough, from bubbling over, to afford time for announc-
ing that Finley was ready. After a goodly second helping
of cider, matters became sufficiently quiet, and all settled
down to listen with marked interest.

“The company of the wilderness, as we shall now call
it,” remarked Finley, “prospered physically, mentally,
and financially. My grandfather cared for and watched
over all, as a tender father over his child. By reason of
his skill, he protected them from disease by preventive
methods. Under his direction, all partook of food that
he knew would insure strong and robust bodies. They
became immune to any lurking disease germs that might
possibly attack. All were happy and contented. His
method of education was to teach them what they most
needed to know. Twice every week, all under test, were
visited by the Doctor or his assistants, for the purpose
of discussing general educational subjects. All were paid
generously for their time, and since they could spend but
little except through occasional messengers sent to the
nearest market point, their savings rapidly accumulated.
When later, the company emerged from the wilderness,
each had funds sufficient, with frugality, to support a
family, without further labor. While no deaths occurred
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during the sojourn, more than sixty births evidenced my
grandfather’s pronounced skill and efficiency in experi-
mentation. ,

“Deaths among babies and small children he declared to
be a crime. Overfeeding, improper or impure food, foul
air, and over-clothing kills off most of the little ones.
This he frequently insisted upon, as well as inculcating
the principle that there was no danger in eating too
little.

“The offspring as well as the wives of the subjects
whose blood had been experimented upon, were, strangely
enough, neither mentally nor physically affected by rea-
son of the union. It was further noted, that neither the
mother nor offspring of animals united by blood with
man, betrayed any human trace or ill effect. Nor were
successive generations of the same animal perceptibly af-
fected, though each underwent a precisely similar experi-
ment.

“I have already said, that the Doctor had succeeded
in demonstrating how mental characteristics of man and
animal could not be transmitted. In other words, while
man and animal may combine physically, they cannot mix
mentally.

“Indeed, during and subsequent to these experiments,
the human mind continued to go forward voluntarily,
ever improving, while the so-called animal mind remained
at a standstill—adding or taking nothing.

“The results obtained were highly gratifying to the
Doctor. It encouraged him to try new processes. The
knowledge gained so far, he considered, would be of vast
value to the world—some day.

“Perhaps it might save the faith of thousands who
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stood wavering between absolute infidelity, and faith in a
divine being. Of course, infidelity only means, that a man
is unfaithful to that which he cannot believe. So far, he
believed he had shown that we were not simply the highest
type of educated animals; in fact, that we were not ani-
mals. All previous investigation along scientific lines had
led many to believe that we were. Many had gone down
to their end, accepting it as truth, cursing the day they
were born, and blaming an unknown deity for the evolu-
tion of the human conscious mind. Think of the lost
happiness in one poor human life, with that belief as the
final! By the knowledge and thought of our divinity
alone, cannot our personality go forward in love to per-
fection? The Doctor was so overjoyed with his dis-
covery, that he went around shouting to his subjects,
‘We are divine” ‘We are men!” ‘You’re not animal—
never were—it’s a lie”” “Think of your mother, boys,
was she not divine?” ‘I never saw a mother who was not
divine.

“At this juncture, the men thought he had gone sud-
denly mad. None understood what had happened by
transfusion of blood. For the first time, they felt not a
little uneasy. His spasm of glee did not last long—in-
deed, he was too busy to become insane.”

“My progenitors on father’s side were named Fish,
which seems to prove, as we think at Vassar, that
they were originally fish or fishermen,” interrupted
Ellen.

“But your name’s Bacon now; what was that origi-
nally?” asked Sam.

Everybody laughed but Ellen—she apparently did not
see the joke,
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“Why, I don’t exactly know what it was originally,
but I imagine it was Lord.”

“Oh, Lord Bacon you mean?’—interposed Sam.

“You look out fer your’n, goldurn yer! Ther ain’t
no pint to yer jokes,” broke in Si.

Finley held up his hand in reproval and quietly re-
sumed his narrative:

“I want to acquaint you with one particular observa-
tion of my grandfather, which I think is worth repeating:
“The more knowledge human subjects acquired, the
more the knowledge increased of those who came in con-
tact with them. Even the Indians appeared to smooth
the rougher elements of character in proportion as they
visited the Doctor’s camp. So, their wives and children
showed a marked progress, the more frequently they
came together.” This gradual improvement was due en-
tirely to the Doctor’s efforts to encourage frequent con-
versations. ‘MOST WONDERFUL OF ALL TEACH-
ERS,’ declared the Doctor with emphasis. ‘Some people
are stingy with knowledge, as others are with their money.’

“I believe most firmly in the principle, myself,” re-
marked Finley. “Give it freely and all mankind will
steadily advance. So you see, my friends, these evening
conversations of our own, beget reflection in us all.

“Permit me to relate another most interesting experi-
ment: There had been born in the camp, two beautiful,
healthy babies—a boy and a girl-—children whose fathers
had been subjects. To secure for scientific test these
new born children, with the possible danger of sacrificing
life, when no beneficent result might obtain, made the
Doctor hesitate, but only for a while. ‘No life shall be

sacrificed,—he promised the parents. No permanent
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harm would be permitted under any circumstances. ‘I
need the babies,” he said, and so their parents with heavy
hearts, agreed to the proposal. The mothers of both
children would see them daily, but the subjects, their
fathers, would be denied until the time for permanently
leaving their rooms came. ‘We believe, we have faith in
you,” the parents declared, but the parting was none the
less hard. He told them of his plan, so that they also
might take an interest in the outcome. They had learned
that progress came through sacrifice. To make it, was
to assist in humanity’s cause.

“The Doctor planned that the mothers with the chil-
dren and several assistants, should thereafter be given a
cottage, South of the main building. The house was con-
venient and beautifully situated. He had prepared their
reception, by dividing off a convenient court on the South
side of the cottage, and entirely enclosed by a high, solid
plank-board fence. Through this, narrow horizontal ap-
ertures were made, about five feet from the ground.
Through these, an adult might look from the outside,
without danger of being detected by any one in the court-
yard.

“The yard was reached from only one room. It was
so arranged, that no one in the room could see anything
outside, but an observer in the yard could readily see
every part within the room. This cottage was called
“The House of Silence,” and the Doctor’s positive com-
mand was, that none should be permitted to speak or
make a sound that the children might overhear. The
Doctor’s careful watching through many weary years,
proved the progress a human being left alone might pos-
sibly make, of its own initiative.
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“No human being, so far as known records show, has
left any testimony regarding this mystery.

«Let us now see what discoveries the Doctor further
made to prove that the human being could never have
evolved from lower animals.

“The two babies were allowed to be constantly with
their mothers in the ‘House of Silence,’ until after they
had reached the age of two years. While the mothers
were near, neither one uttered a word during the Doctor’s
experiment. After reaching their second year, the chil-
dren became accustomed to the change, until they finally
toddled about entirely nude. If they felt cold, they in-
stinctively sought the soft blankets always lying tempt-
ingly about, and they cuddled together in quite apparent
comfort.

“While playing together in the court-yard, during the
colder weather, they rarely appeared uncomfortable or
affected by the cooler air.”

“There’s a draught somewhere ’round here,” inter-
rupted Jasper, shifting uneasily in his chair.

“Present it at the bank,” observed Sam, good na-
turedly.

“Th> kind thet I mean ’ill give yer th’ sniffles—called
‘cold in th’ head.” Understan’ neow, don’t cher?” replied
Jasper.

“The kind I mean gives yer—cold in the feet,” laughed
Sam.

“This foolishness must stop,” I protested. Every one
being silent, I added, “Go on with your story, Mr. Fin-
ley.”

“Speaking of draughts and colds,” continued Finley,
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“I must tell you that the Doctor had a most decided
opinion upon that subject.

“He believed that the people who suffer most fre-
quently from colds, are those who overfeed, or become de-
bilitated through lack of sleep. Also, the overburdening
the body with clothes, has in it, an additional menace.

“As I was relating, the children grew with nature.
Outside the songs and sounds produced by birds, wild
animals lurking near, or the distant cries of the camping
Indians, all was still. The gentle South winds, creeping
up the valley, doubtless inspired visions to their dull and
slowly developing imaginations. The picturesque sur-
roundings set off by snow-capped mountains, whose pre-
cipitous sides were covered with forests of giant trees,
and visible from all points, helped to impart suggestions.

“Care was taken in cool weather to keep the room
where the children slept at the proper temperature.
Most of the year they chose, of themselves, to sleep out-
side on the bare ground. No amount of silent suggestion
upon the Doctor’s part changed their natural selection of
surroundings. Since no ill effects from constant exposure
to chilling nights, or even rain, were noted, no alarm
was felt.

“After the children had become strong enough to run
alone, extra room was added for exercise and a larger
activity. Little by little, love of freedom in the open
seemed to possess them. Even when the cold and storm
drove them to shelter, they appeared to enter their rooms
reluctantly.

“As they grew older, they began to utter certain low
cries. Peculiar gurgling sounds of differing degrees of
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intensity, the meanings of which were apparently under-
stood between themselves. After awhile, the attendants
and watchers were, in some measure, able to interpret the
meaning of the sounds. They found that each had a sep-
arate meaning, indicating moods of surprise, anger, joy,
or fear. It appeared, indeed, the foundation of a new
language, and as their minds slowly developed, seemed to
take on additions as new surprises were unfolded from
day to day. After awhile the sounds became so varied in
tone, the Doctor made notes, and was himself enabled to
interpret the meaning. And so the record grew.

“Every act and sound recorded, was discussed by the
employees and the Doctor, evolving a continued progress
from day to day.

“Strange sounds would naturally startle such chil-
dren. In like manner, we note, that the passage of an
aeroplane over a farm, will drive the fowls to cover. Fear
seems instinctive, and only decreases as a knowledge of
our surroundings helps to its elimination.

“The children were carefully fed, food being arranged
always in one certain place. They knew exactly where
to find it, and it was always furnished in abundance.
When they had eaten enough to satisfy hunger, no amount
of tempting food would induce them to partake of more.

“They never failed instantly to observe any new object
placed in the court-yard.

“In the beginning, they regarded an object with sus-
picion, and shyed around it until they found it immov-
able. Then slowly approaching, they found it harmless
and were reassured. Bats, balls, marbles, and dolls of
many sizes and kinds, were placed in the yard from time
to time. After becoming accustomed to the toys, they
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played with or fondled each, as fancy seemed to dictate.
They delighted to gather them near when they slept.
Either one of the children would have fought hard to pro-
tect these small objects. As the evenings closed in, they
chose usually the last toy handled, and went to bed with
it.

“The Doctor noted, however, a natural preference for
small rag dolls, displaying for these objects an almost
human affection.

“By the time the children had reached their sixth year,
the Doctor began to observe a greater progress in mind
development. To note their treatment of common things,
he had placed certain small articles within reach. He
desired to see what they would do, or to what use they
would put them. All were careful to withdraw each ar-
ticle unobserved, after they retired for the night.

“Pen and paper, and different colored crayons were
placed within their reach. At first, they played with
these, but after months of observation, they discovered
that the crayons would mark. The markings evidently
excited their curiosity because the process was continued
for days at a time. Then, they discovered that the ink
would also mark, and began to make scratches with the
pen upon the paper supplied. It was an experiment ex-
tending over two years, before they thought of dipping
the pen in the ink. Thousands of times, they failed, or
jabbed the pen into some object, but slowly they had
learned through their failures to destroy neither pen nor
ink. They seemed to enjoy dipping their fingers into the
ink, wherewith to make weird marks on the fence, or on
their bodies.

“Now, the Doctor placed other objects within the chil-
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dren’s reach, such as bicycles, kites and everything that
a young, so-called civilized boy or girl could desire.
These were all carefully removed each evening by the
silent and adroit attendants.

“It was not long before they found a use for everything
given them. They rarely applied, correctly, the use in-
tended for the object, nor did they succeed in mastering
more than the simplest things; but, it was easy to see
that their minds were gradually expanding day by day.

“Small pieces of colored cloth and string were put with-
in their reach. In the beginning, they would play with
them, in all sorts of ways, but before long they commenced
to decorate their bodies with the string and cloth in
strange combinations. More and different colored cloths
were added, resulting in their using them in varying and
novel ways.

“When they reached their seventh year, the Doctor
considered it safe to put a baby dog in the court-yard, to
live with them, being careful to keep it tied at first, so
that the children might not become frightened or alarmed.
At first seeing it, they scampered back to shelter in the
house. Fear had possessed them. Only hunger and thirst
finally forced them from their seclusion. Their maneuvers
during this experience were both pathetic and laughable
at times.

“Two weeks elapsed before the children went into the
yard where the dog was tied. The dog on seeing the chil-
dren would jump and wag his tail as indicating his de-
light, but the children evidently mistook the meaning, as
a hasty retreat followed.

“When finally they observed the dog not following,
they gradually grew bolder, and became sufficiently famil-
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iar to approach him almost within reach. Within three
to four months they learned to play with him. Then
slowly he became their inseparable companion, sharing all
their games, and part of their bed.

“The children were much happier after the dog had
entered into their daily life. Fed separately, and in a
distinct part of the room from that of the children, he
never failed to find his place. It would have been diffi-
cult, however, for the dog to have disturbed their food,
as it was always placed well out of his reach.

“It took more than four years’ familiarity with a ball
before they learned to throw it. Neither one tried to
catch when it came close. They would roll, but they
made no attempt to strike at it. Everything that was
done, ended at a point indicating the slightest amount
of thought. They readily ran, jumped and would climb
like monkeys the highest trees in the court-yard. Out on
the slenderest branches they climbed most cautiously,
carefully. This to the great distress of the mothers who
kept constant vigil over their acts, and to the growing
uneasiness of the Doctor and his attendants. Their an-
tics in the trees appeared so hazardous, and accidents
so certain, that means were provided to prevent them
climbing above the lower branches. Wide wooden plat-
forms were constructed, after the children had retired for
the night—wide and high enough above the lower branches
—so that they could not reach the higher ones. These
platforms afforded protection in stormy summer weather,
and the children invariably sat on the limbs beneath them,
with seeming intense. delight.

“The dog, given the same opportunities to learn, made
no progress. All he knew, he had learned from the
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antics of the children. Dogs had been dogs for more than
five hundred thousand years, notwithstanding the examples
and teaching of mankind through the ages. Though a
close associate of man, he had made no permanent ad-
vancement. To the Doctor, the query frequently oc-
curred—‘What advancement has been made voluntarily
by any living thing, in the world’s history, except through
man’s influence and teaching?’ ”



CHAPTER X
OTHER EXPERIMENTS

“WHiLE the children remained very small,” continued
Finley, “the attendants observed many surprising mani-
festations as the known expression of human worship for
a deity. You cannot realize the joy this discovery im-
parted to the mothers of the children. °‘If no other proof
were needed to establish their divine origin, this discov-
ery alone, should serve to teach the most skeptical’—
thought the Doctor. No people of Earth, no matter how
widely separated by lands or seas, have failed to estab-
lish to their own satisfaction a divine origin. Every na-
tion or tribe, and of every age, the Doctor averred, has
endeavored to express a love for and adoration of the
Divine. This through some direct or indirect means.
Opinions have always differed as to what the means may
have been, but all recognized a higher power. Indi-
viduals seeking a reason for this divine heart yearning,
and failing to find it, either denied or became skeptical
of deity. No person, to the Doctor, could entirely
smother his divinity. The stubborn might deny it, but
there is no human being so low in the scale of intelligence,
that does not possess the attribute.

“Timidly, those children often stood looking up at the
great warm Sun—closing their eyes to guard against his

brilliant rays. With upturned faces, impassioned, yet
115
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rigid, they often stood in silence, for almost an hour at a
time. At first the attendants believed that they were
only warming their bodies, but later developments proved
that this was a silent devotion to a great something of
which they had no knowledge. Oftentimes, in apparent
exhaustion, after standing with their upturned faces,
they would suddenly prostrate themselves on the ground,
face downward, for many minutes. Occasionally they
made little mumbling sounds, as if to express their inade-
quate thought in words.

“Day by day, these expressions of devotion grew, until
finally, every morning when they came out to play, if the
Sun was shining, they would repeat the seeming devotion.
If the weather happened to be bad, or the light of the
Sun was obscured by the clouds, nothing unusual in their
action was noted. The morning Sun appeared to be the
only reminder.

“The observers felt impressed, that it was not the warm
rays they sought, for the reason, that they often stood so
near the stockade, that its shadow cut off the light.

“Many of the watchers were so impressed by this beau-
tiful expression of devotion, that they themselves, unseen
by the children, would devoutly join them. Though only
a few feet from each other, no matter how wide the span
that might separate their intelligence, in both alike,
seemed to exist that same spirit of worship—inborn in the
human breast.

“‘Now I know,” concluded my grandfather. ‘Never
shall T be swayed again by doubts as to our divinity.
The people of the earth, civilized or uncivilized, whether
divided by lands, seas, languages or customs—all mani-
fest devotion to some deity. This is no accident! Ever



OTHER EXPERIMENTS 117

has mankind struggled to show, by some kind of devotion,
that divine love was implanted in the human race!

“As time elapsed, the children grew more beautiful in
mind and stature.

“Carefully watched over by the attendants, they seemed
contented and always happy. During the first ten years,
their lives had been spent in absolute isolation from the
rest of the world. To them, the world was as unpopu-
lated as it might have been to the minds of Adam and Eve.

“Through the quiet teaching by impersonal means, of
the Doctor and his attendants, these children made greater
advance during that ten short years than had Adam’s
presumed posterity in a thousand. On the other hand, the
children’s companion, the dog, though given equal op-
portunity for advancement, had nothing added to his
intelligence ; nor had he, during this time, shown by the
slightest act or indication, that he was any more than
animal. In this way, the Doctor had demonstrated to
his own and entire satisfaction, the Divinity of Man,
through the children’s natural worship of the Deity. He,
therefore, felt that since the experiment had accomplished
its purpose by demonstrating all he had hoped to prove,
to continue further would be unjust to both children and
their parents.

“The delicate mission of training the children from
their then wild state was left entirely to the Docfor.

“He began at first by talking to them, without appear-
ing in their presence. Gradually they became accus-
tomed to his voice. None could picture their surprise,
their bewilderment, when they first discovered him in per-
son. Yet, when they had mastered sufficient confidence to
approach him, their advance was surprisingly rapid. In
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a short while, he found them answering to their names.
Then their mothers revealed themselves, and finally, new
people ceased to be a surprise to them. In less than a
month, they became accustomed to these changes, so that
no fright was noticeable. Within twelve months, they
were enabled to converse, and by the close of the fifth
year, their advancement in education was equivalent to
that of children of similar age. No mental setback or
impairment seemed to have been produced by their years
of semi-wild life, though the task to divorce them from
nature was, to say the least, onerous. Their superior
form, however, great strength, agility, and beauty, were
Nature’s endowments resulting from the freedom of their
wilder state. The parents, as a result, betrayed great
happiness.

“Indeed, every one concerned learned to love these
children.” Then, by way of indicating to the company
that his story had ended for the evening, Finley, lower-
ing his voice, concluded—“I’m sure I should have loved
them myself.”

“Adolph wishes to tell you, Mister Bacon, that the
model is ’most ready,” said Sally, in a shrill voice, sud-
denly showing her face at the door.

“>Most ready!” I murmured in amazement. “Ask him
where he found his material. I was to supply him, but so
far, he has requested nothing. I had thought that you
and he were so busy, he’d forgotten all about his promise.
Tell him I’ll go down to the hangar and look at it.”

“He won’t let you see it—he told me so. He keeps it
in his trunk,” said Sally with decided positiveness.

“In his trunk!—You mean the plans are in his trunk.
The machine is doubtless in some hangar, or the old
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factory loft. Tell Adolph I’ll wait until he has it ready
on the aviation field before I go to see it. That is, when
I come to make my last trip. You can give him that mes-
sage, Sall »?

“P’ll tell him, sure enough. But, have you got a little
gasoline, Mr. Bacon? Adolph has spilled his soup all
over himself. He needs to have a scrubbin’. But I for-
give him—he is so handsome! Oh, I like those fat men—
they’re so warm and comfortable looking.” And Sally
cast her eyes upward as she collected material for Adolph’s
cleansing and made for the laundry in the utmost haste.

“Poor Sally,” I thought. “Her love affair has so
bound her to Adolph that her dreams have centered only
on fat men, while Adolph’s imagination has been con-
fined to models only. I wondered if Sally had become
the model, while the larger aeroplane had been neglected.”




CHAPTER XI
NANCY’S BEAUX

“Gup mornin’, John! Little airly t’ call—but suthin’
hes happened. T’d like t* git yer advice, if you’ll give it ¥’
me,” saluted Silas, one cold winter’s morning, as he slowly
stalked into the kitchen and wearily assumed his accus-
tomed place in front of the fire. It was some minutes be-
fore he continued to speak.

There had been a heavy snow fall the day before, and
" I felt that his long tramp had exhausted him. My wife
immediately prepared a hot drink which he swallowed
with apparent relish. He then removed his outer gar-
ment and long boots, and arranged himself in a com-
fortable position before the great log fire.

“Well,” said he, with a long sigh and some little touch
of sadness in his voice, “I guess yer won’t see Silas much
more.”

I guessed what he meant, but felt unwilling to encour-
age his moody frame of mind, so I quickly asked—“Why?
You’re not going to move, are you? Going West, Silas?”

“No, I ain’t goin’ West—I’m agoin’ up—or down,
don’t know zacly which. I got m’ ticket—but don’t
know which station they’ll put me off at.”

“Got your ticket?” said I, with some show of surprise.
“What do you mean, Silas?”

“Just what I’m talkin’ on! What y* s’pose? Fact is,
120
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I dropped in t’ hev yer make me a Will. I’ve got my
ticket t’ go, in th’ shape of a warnin’. You know, old
Doctor Klouse used t’ say, everybody on airth got a
warnin’ before they died, an’ thet warnin’® was a
‘through-ticket’ t>—well, it depends which of th’ two de-
poes their tickets reads tue. I’ve got th’ ticket—but—
but, my eyes are tue dim, an’ my mind is tue dull t’ read
th’ address. Will yer draw up th’ Will, John?”

“Why, of course, I will, Silas. Perhaps when I have
finished you’ll feel better,” I said sympathetically.

“Maybe, but a warnin’ is allas a ticket—t’ trouble to
come. Sometimes yer can sell the durn ticket, but then,
nobody wants one without the return privilege”—mourn-
fully drawled Silas.

I thought it best for the moment not to dwell upon the
subject. If he wished later to tell me voluntarily the
nature of this warning, I would use every effort to drive
the subject from his mind—if possible, by ridicule. Both
Silas and Jasper very often consulted me concerning their
private affairs. I therefore felt little surprise that he
should seek me out in the matter of writing his last Will
and Testament.

“I want all my property to go to Nancy an’ Jasper—
equally divided betwix’ ’em. Thet’s all ther is t’ my Will,”
and Silas hung his head for the moment.

Without further comment, I drew up the Will as di-
rected. When duly signed and witnessed, he insisted that
I listen to the story as to why he had selected Jasper
and Nancy as his heirs. So with all attention, I listened
to his well-meant and pathetic narrative.

It developed that he had loved but one girl in all his
life—Nancy. By way of true appreciation, it was
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both fitting and proper, that he recognize the life-long
friendship of both Nancy and Jasper, by making them
his equal heirs. He had no living relatives. Then, in an
undertone tinged with deep kindness he said, that money
would give Nancy many added comforts. She had, for
many years, been dependent upon the never-failing sup-
port of both himself and his friend Jasper. But for their
combined assistance Nancy would have suffered the ex-
tremes of poverty. True, her parents had bequeathed her
the old homestead and a little cash—these, and a few
poor relatives. That was past fifty years ago. The only
non-assets now remaining were the poor relations.

Silas and Jasper, as the former expressed it, had man-
aged to ‘“keep tabs” on Nancy’s financial status, and
when her cash ran low in the village bank, they, between
them, deposited a sufficiency to her credit. For over fifty
years they had contributed equally, while Nancy never
realized where the money came from. None but the aged
banker was in the secret and he knew both men to be well
to do. They were quaint old fellows, to be sure, but they
knew no policy save rugged honesty, backed by loyalty
and a character above reproach. I had no desire to be
further inquisitive, but he insisted that I should know
his reason for the bequest to Nancy and Jasper.

To me they were three inseparable friends, while most
of the villagers regarded them only as three old cronies.
Village gossip had long intimated that Jasper and Silas
were rivals for the hand of Nancy, and that the rivalry had
begun some sixty years before. Neither man ever men-
tioned the subject to me, though the two frequently sput-
tered and quarreled together in my presence. This af-
forded an opportunity sometimes to chide them a little
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for not having had the courage to propose to Nancy.
Their silence on these occasions convinced me that I had
probably hit the truth.

“You keep th’ Will, an’ when yer hear thet I’ve been
tucken, then tell ’em,”—was his only instruction. Of
course, I promised. Then he proceeded to relate:

“Bout three ’clock las’ nite, I heered a awful crash,
an’ breakin’ of glass in th’ sittin’ room. It woke me up
right out of a sound sleep. At fust I thought th’ storm
had broken th’ glass, but, on second thought, knew ther
wa’n’t much wind, so thet couldn’t be. Then sed I, must
be some hungry critter thet wants t’ git in, so says I,
‘Hey, there, don’t break the windy. I’ll open th’ door
fur yer.” I got rite out of bed an’ opened th’ kitchen door
an’ says, ‘Come in an’ git warm.> But do yer know, I was
but talkin’ t’ th’ air—for nobody was there. Well, by
gosh, thet made me a leetle narvous, but what do yer
s*pose hed happened. Well, there layin’ right on th’ floor
was my gol-darn Sunday lookin’ glass—all a-smashed t’
pieces. Then says I, thet’s a sure sign of death. Well,
as ’twas ’bout ’nower fore I ginerally git up, I dressed
myself an’ sit down afore th’ fireplace. Well, I got a
leetle sleepy like, an’ was kinder dozin’ off, when I heered
some one speak, jest as plain as day. I didn’t hear what
they sed at fust, so I kept kinder quiet an’ listened. Sud-
denly th’ voice spoke up an’ sed, several times, ’fore I
listened in pertic’lar, ‘Yer time is up—yer time is up. Yer
heart will stop—yer heart will stop. The glass is broke,
perpare t* go.’ Well, I jest jumped rite up out of my
cheer. *Twas nuff ter make any one melancorly. I
thought th’ voice was Jasper’s. But nobody was ther.
Th’ only thing I cud hear was th’ old clock agoin’,
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jumpity jump—jumpity jump—an’ my ole heart keepin’
time with it, jumpity jump—jumpity jump. Ive thought
it all over, John, an’ I know it were my warnin’,” said
Silas solemnly, and his cane came down on the old oak
floor with a vigorous thud. Then he sat for some mo-
ments, with his head bowed forward, before he spoke.
When he continued: “So I came over, John, jist as quick
as I’d done th’ choores. T’ll hurry, says I, fast as I can,
an’ git ready. Th’ warnin’ didn’t say how long T’d got,
but I rather thought they’d give me a couple of days.
Then th’ gud Lord kin jest hev what’s left of me, an’
Nancy an’ Jasper kin hev what he don’t care for.”

I tried for the moment to cheer him up, but my efforts
were in vain, as he seemed thoroughly convinced that he
had received a last warning of approaching death. For
awhile he sat as if thinking over something that he wanted
to further tell me. For some time, with his head bowed
forward in his hands, he sat silently. Suddenly looking
up, with tears in his old and fading eyes, he earnestly
said—*“It’s not fer myself I’m thinkin’, John. It’s Nancy,
yes, an’ Jasper. More’n sixty year ago we all went t’ th’
same old distric’ school. Th’ old red school house rite
up this old friendly road—’bout a mile. We were in th’
same class togither. We boys was as strong as oxen.
Folks used t’ say, thet we was about as fine lookin’ tue
bucks as ye’d meet in a day’s travel. ’Course, I don’t
want t’ flatter myself, but I was a bit handsomest of the
tue. T used t’ git my choores done airly, so I cud stop fer
Nancy on my way t’ school. Wall, she were th’ puttiest
little lamb yer ever laid yer eyes on—by ginger. I was
mad clean through when I learnt thet Jasper Perkins was
tryin’ t> shine up t’ her tue. When we three came hum
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from school nites, I"d try t’ cut Jasper out;—sometimes
I did, an’ sometimes I didn’t. When I got a chance, I
spoke kinder careless like ’bout th’ color of Jasper’s hair
—as ’twas red, an’ called her ’tention t’ th’ freckles on
his face. She allas shy’d me off by a-sayin>—‘Yur gud
lookin’, too, Mister Cummings.” Somehow, ruther, she
tuck it, thet I was praisin’ him up. I couldn’t tell which
she tuck to the most—me or Jasper. But thin, John,
thet’s the woman of it. I never asked her, an’ she never
said.

“We all lived putty close t’gither, an’ in those days
our three families stood fust. We allas hed best pews in
th’ meetin’ house, by heck. We hed th’ most land, an’
every one of us hed a bedroom rite off th’ parlor.

“W’ll, Nancy’s father, gran’father, an’ great-gran’-
father, with th’ wives, cousins, an’ aunts, was about tickled
t’ death t’ think she had got th’ two best young bucks
in th’ country t’ wait on her. They said they didn’t
care shucks whether it were Jasper or me that won. I
kinder think, though, they sided somehow toward me—at
least, her great-gran’mother told me so,—’fore she lost
her mind.

“Well, I’ve lived t’ see th’ day when every one of ’em
is gone. Fate or suthin’ seemed t’ say, we three should
jest stay around. Some of th’ other young fellers tried
t’ spruce up t> Nancy, but I tell ye, we made up our
minds thet there’d only be tue real rivals in th’ country
fer her, an’ so we skeered them all off as easy as smokin’
out a woodchuck. We knew, fer all thet, ’twas nip an’
tuck twixt us tue. When Nancy went out fer a stroll
in th’ meadow, with us two, she allas dressed up in her
new linsey-woolsey, an’ Jasper an’ I in our new Kentucky
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jeans. Yes, yer bet yer bottom dollar, we was a putty
big sight fer them parts. Of course, we went barefooted
in th’ summer, but we looked nice at thet. Some Sundays
when we wore boots, there was more’n a dozen lookin’
out at us, as we come up through th’ chicken yard t’ th’
house. When we got t> th’ house they’d tell us what a
grand site we made t’gether—yer might build on it, J ohn.

«T think Nancy liked both of us, but yer couldn’t git
out of her which she prefer’d for she said she didn’t want
> hurt th’ feelin’s of neither, so, yer see, thet’s the woman
of it ag’in. She sed, if one of us started t’ spark another
gal, she’d decide rite away on the one left. Or, if one of
us were atucken off, why then she’d have no chice. I
kinder suspect that she liked Jasper a little the better
*twixt us, fer I often seen her eyes kinder twinkle-like in
his derectshun.

“I tell ye, John, how *twas: There were a spellin’ bee
up t’ th’ old red school house one nite—rite up th’ old
road here at th’ four corners. We two rivals hed asked
Nancy t’ ’low us see her hum thet nite. We was kinder
keepin’ our eyes on one t’other, an’ so, when Jasper
asked her, I ast at th’ same time, an’ bein’ a woman an’
a lady, as she was, why she give her consent t’ both of us
at onct. So, yer see, John, Nancy was a corker at
diplomatics.

“Well, when we got started t’ord hum, we each tuck an
arm. Naturally, I did th’ most talkin’, an’ was so busy
thet it were only by accident I saw Jasper squeeze her
hand. Thet riled me up rite away, so to hold my rite-a-
W;y,}f je}it squeezed her t’other hand, an’ wa’n’t partic’lar
whether he see i
I’d have a littlne Ifbl:t:el;l:::(‘ier::c};:ldiln:nvav"ie i mind tl}e{z

ith him, afore goin
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further. We both hed t> come back over th’ road from her
house. He must hev suspected somethin’ fer he were very
quiet. Th’ ground was all covered by ice an’ snow, worn
down hard in th’ middle of th’ road. It were slippery
walkin’. Suddenly th’ ginger rose up in me—like fire.
Said I, ‘Look a here, Jasper—it’s you or me. Under-
stand? If Ilick yer, you keep way from Nancy hereafter.
If you lick me, I'll do th’ same. D’ yer hear?” Well,
John, he didn’t answer a word, but flung off his cut, an’
I did th’ same. Then without a word, we grappl’d one
another. He tried t’ throw me, an’ I him. It were nip an’
tuck, all over th’ road with nuther of us gittin’ th’ best
on it. Back an’ forth we fought, fust on this side, then
that—sometimes gittin’ out in the deeper snow side the
road. I didn’t know he were so strong. The harder I
worked t’ throw him, th’ stronger he seemed t’ git. We
must have been at it ten minutes, an’ we were both a
blowin’ like steam engines, when suddenly I seemed t’ git
so mad thet I cud have bitten a horsenail in tue. It
seemed t’ have given me extra strength, fer I got my boot
wedged *twixt his legs, when he slipped, an’ back he fell.
His head struck th’ ice with a thud, thet made me sick in a
jiffy. There he lay, as still as a settin’ hen. I didn’t
say nothin’, I couldn’t—couldn’t git my breath. Finally
I sed, ‘Yer got enough? He didn’t answer, so I kinder
collected my courage, though I knowed suthin’ dreadful
had happened, an’ I sed as brave as I cud make out—Git
up, Jasper? an’ then I saw he didn’t move. ’Twas awful
cold, too, thet nite. Then I thought, s’pose I keep rite
on hum—in th’ mornin’ they’ll find him froze to death.
My conscience was clear. Whod know ’bout it anyway?
If he got up an’ walked hum himself, then he couldn’t
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accuse me, cud he? Well, I started fer hum, an’ left him
stretched out in th’ road. I tried t’ think how I’d next
get Nancy, but somehow his face would git rite in front
of hers, an’ it looked so solemn-like I couldn’t think of
her. I must have got nearly hum—a mile away—afore I
began t’ realize what a skunk I was. Jest as soon as I
thought on’t, I know’d thet I ought t’ be one, an’ out
amongst them critters. I then turned ’round, an’ I shot
a bee line down th’ road °tord where I’d left Jasper.
When I got to ther spot, there he lay, jist th’ same as I'd
left him.

“T holler’d, ‘Jasper! Jasper "—loud’s I cud holler—but
ther were no use. I got down on my knees, fust t’ see if
he was livin’, an’ second t’ pray in case he weren’t. I
wasn’t sure whether he were livin’ or not, an’ instead of
prayin’ I jest lifted him on my shoulder an’ carried him
back t* Nancy’s house—th’ nearest place. He were a
sick man, I tell yer. When he fell, he nearly cracked his
head open.

“T] went t’ see him next day, an’ says he t’ me,—I’m
here, Silas, livin’ in Nancy’s hum—thet’s nearer’n you’ll
ever git t’ her—but I won’t take advantage of yer.” Arn’
he never did. So we’ve courted her t’gether fur nigh on
t’ sixty year. Everybody aroun’ then has gone ’cept us.

“Now I got this warnin’, John, so there’ll be only tue
left.

“Jasper kin hev her—an’ my money in th’ bargain.”

Here Silas slowly arose to return home. After bidding
me good-by, I watched him disappear. It was the last
time I saw him alive. A few days later the “warning”
had come true.



CHAPTER XII
TELEPATHY

It was late in March before Jasper and Nancy—both
dressed in deep black—came over to spend the evening.
It was their first appearance since the death of Silas.
They were unusually quiet and took little or no interest
at first in transpiring commonplaces. But under the
influence of Sam’s diplomatic and happy disposition their
spirits revived.

The evening conversation usually began and ended by
a heated discussion of the weather. This was a favorite
subject with the old people, until worn thread-bare.
Then, Jasper led by waxing eloquent between liberal
helpings to hard cider, upon subjects of sin and the
wickedness of the world, and the breeding of evil habits.

None but the weary listener to these rantings could
conceive the patience needed to hear stories and com-
ments repeated over and again, sometimes four to five
times during a single sitting. There he goes on “Sin,” I
said to myself. Then it would be on “Temperance.” If
Jasper happened to imbibe more than the two quart
pitcher during an evening, we were certain to hear about
temperance to the limit of snakes or figures on the wall.

As we lived in the atmosphere of patience and kindness,

we had learned, however, the hard lesson of becoming good
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listeners. Then, some deference was due to old age. We
had time, while Jasper was passing out.

As the conversation waned, I generally nodded to Fin-
ley, as a signal to begin. He was so afraid of offending
some one by commencing his story too quickly, that my
aid was acceptable.

The absence of Silas seemed to prompt Finley to refer
to the subject of warnings, and the foretelling of events.
Also, thought transference, or the communication between
one mind and another ; Relaesthesa, or the power of per-
ceiving distant events, without the intervention of other
known phenomena.

“The questions,” began Finley, “to be considered to-
night are, first, is there such a thing as Mental Telepathy?
Are our likes and dislikes of our fellows the result of it?
Second, do we have warnings?”

Finley frankly admitted that his Grandfather had made
many records, too voluminous to read in one evening.
He would, accordingly, only read certain extracts from
these records—adding but few comments of his own.

“Natural likes and dislikes, or, more properly speaking,
affinities and antipathies, are apparent among animals
as well as men. It is probable, as in the case of man, that
animals instantly form likes or dislikes of everything they
meet for the first time. Human beings, through their
higher intelligence, may reverse their opinion later, but
in most cases the original impression returns. The hu-
man mind through the eye or touch, frequently conceives
a feeling of like or dislike of another. It is, at times,
necessary only to obtain a glance at some person we have
never met or known, in order to beget this feeling of affin-
ity or antipathy. This discriminating quality of the
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mind is so acute in some, that a single glance will dis-
close the whole moral character of a stranger, and in-
stantly inspire the beholder with an impression of love
or hate.

“Animals unmistakably display the same qualities.
People are frequently thrown together, who from the
first moment secretly dislike or hold an antipathy for
each other, which each may succeed in concealing for
years. Yet, these impressions of love or hate, are apt to
reveal themselves sooner or later. There is no apparent
reason for these known phenomena, unless they be ac-
counted for through some invisible part of our physical
make-up, intuitively obeyed. It is not obvious enough to
believe it as the result of any reason, because no tangible
premise is found.

“Mental telepathy, or that sense by which the mind
is capable of transmitting thought at distance, to one or
more people, is, as far as we know, confined exclusively to
man and therefore must be of divine quality. The proof
of this fact was the crowning point of Dr. Klouse’s in-
vestigations and proved to him beyond a doubt man’s
divine origin. No animal, as far as we know, is capable
of transmitting thought any distance through the air.

“Telepathy was unknown to the Doctor. It had not
been discovered then, and so he chose to call it, in his day,
the ‘Invisible Transmission’ of thought.

“He gathered from widely separated communities the
testimony of many thousand people whose experience
proved that they had received mental messages from
others. These communications covered almost every
known subject of human interest, and many had been re-
ceived through thousands of miles. The testimony of so
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many people seemed to prove the existence of this won-
derful human quality. They had little or no object in
stating anything but fact. The sender of the mental
message as well as those who received it, frequently testi-
fied, without the knowledge of the other. Of course, the
majority of those testifying to the facts, viewed the in-
cidents with awe or superstition. People whose minds
harmonize and who speak the same tongue, may transmit
and receive human thought without regard to sex or re-
lationship. To attune our minds so that we may catch
the mental messages of others requires that we shall live
the best possible life, morally and spiritually. The mind
must be attuned to its very highest physical condition.
Imagination is, without question, the highest quality of
the mind, and imaginative minds are those receiving mental
phenomena more freely. People possessing this high men-
tal quality generally inherit it. Other minds, while fed
by perfect physical bodies, might not be able, except
under most favorable conditions, to receive human mental
communications. We largely inherit our ability to hear
these messages. The air is filled with passing communi-
cations all the time. Not all understand or receive bene-
fits, but each of us recognize some of them, part of the
time. A person may concentrate his mind upon a given
subject, desiring another hundreds of miles away to hear
it. If the mind of the other is attuned he or she will
receive the message. If not, some one, or scores of others
speaking the same language, may catch the message,
though to them quite meaningless. All philosophers,
writers, thinkers, receive much of their thought from this
source. ‘The thought suddenly came to me,’ they will
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aver. ‘It came as an inspiration,’ one will say. Really,
their minds caught it up from space, or out of the air.
Indeed, the Doctor was convinced that every mind “picked
up’ ideas and thoughts from the air.

“I believe,” said Finley, “every new thought expressed
is the result of our ability to mentally seize messages
flying in the air, understood by us, and set in motion by
millions of other minds. As boats at sea pick up the
wireless messages so soon as flashed, so the human mind,
when rightly attuned, picks up the human thought flashed
forth by others. Inspired thoughts are intentional or
non-intentional communications, sent forth by others,
which we may capture. It is impossible for any person to
hold a secret thought. As soon as the thought forms,
it is immediately wholly or in part, taken possession of
by others. An imaginative mind readily receives mental
impressions. It is a type harmonizing with a large num-
ber of other minds. The greater,—the more sensitive,
the more healthy and strong,—the more it may gather out
of space. »

“When one language dominates the earth, being under-
stood by all people, then will our progress be more rapid.
All thought is immediately transmitted to the air, and
through air into space through the ether, even to the
planets around us, if we will but let it. Therefore,
thoughts are literally transmitted to the Almighty when
we lift our voices in song and praise. As they penetrate
and permeate everything, they are directed to the Creator
and are heard and understood. To whom, therefore, they
are willed, the messages go. Our inability to receive the
mental impress is due to our physical or mental imperfec-
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tion, or, it may be, to our lack of spiritual har-
mony. We lose, by our faults, which, if corrected, joy
and comfort by these silent messages can assuredly be
ours.

“Hundreds of different languages exist; how impossible
it is, therefore, to convey by mental Telepathy, thoughts
to others differing in language. How important, then,
to encourage a universal language.

“There is, however, a universal language that every-
thing understands. It is the language of the Universe.
Not expressed in words, but in phenomena reflecting it-
self to the mind, when attuned to the laws of Nature. It
speaks unceasingly, and if we will but listen, we shall fi-
nally understand. When we take time to listen, we can dis-
tinguish thought impressions. It is forever trying to get
in touch with us. Attune thy mind !’

Finley also indicated that he knew of the warning given
to Silas. He declared to me that this message doubtless
came “direct from his Maker.” We thought best, how-
ever, not to mention the subject to our guests. We had
a reason.

“Down through all the ages,” continued Finley, “at
certain epochs, great men and women claim to have re-
ceived inspirations direct from the Deity. Also, that
they were the appointed instruments or Servants through
whom these messages were to be delivered to the people.
Some, who made the claim were, doubtless, impostors, but
not all. When certain people brought the message of
love to mankind, these were direct communications. Thou-
sands are receiving to-day divine messages, and refuse
to believe it. Others, no matter how humble or exalted
their sphere in life, know it. 'Their minds are attuned.
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If you want to catch a divine message you must, there-
fore, attune your mind.”

“You act uneasily, Sam,” interrupted Paul. “You
don’t seem to like the Doctor’s conclusions.”

“No, I can’t swallow that,” said Sam, “but I agree
in all he says about affinities,” he added.

“You never had anything but affinities, and they all
wear skirts,” continued Paul.

“If they only wear smiles, they have the full dress of
happiness for me. I never did admire the rags and tatters
of a bilious disposition,” dryly replied Sam.

“The Divine,” continued Finley, “communicates con-
stantly with those whose minds are properly attuned.
He also warns or notifies every human being in advance
of every human event. Listen, and you may know when
you receive your death warning. Sometimes we are noti-
fied months before the occurrence. Every thoughtful
person can recollect some circumstance in his life, when he
knows he has received a warning of some kind. Attune
your mind if you desire to hear the messages.”

Here Finley continued to relate incidents where peo-
ple had received previous information of occurrences
transpiring at a much later date. All occurrences are
probably predicted by some one. Almost every great
calamity has been predicted—sometimes months ahead.
Doubtless, most of these are of Divine origin, and the in-
dividual through whom the prediction is made, is very
often an obscure and lowly person, whose mind happens
to be in accord with the Supreme.

“Who knows,” continued Finley, “but that some person
warned the people of Martinique, in the Lesser Antilles,
of the great eruption of Mont Pelé in May, 1902, when
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the Town of St. Pierre was destroyed, involving the loss of
40,000 inhabitants? Without a doubt, some message or
warning of the calamity was received weeks before it took
place. Most of us are so engrossed with our small, selfish
affairs, that we heed not the warnings always sent in
advance. The Doctor continues,” said Finley :—“We
should be guided and advised by the ‘Still Small’ voice.
When the Supreme communicates with us we cannot mis-
take it. It is through these warnings that men are in-
spired to sacrifice, that others may take note, learn, and
progress.”

“The next time we meet,” interrupted Jasper, “I’ll
bring th’ village blacksmith. He knows as much as any
man in teown.. I’ve been tellin’ him ’bout th’ Doctor’s
opinions. He knowed him! He’s a leetle lonesome neow.”
Then Jasper and Nancy arose and were about to leave.

We all thanked Jasper for his thoughtfulness, and felt
equally impressed that the blacksmith’s opinions, garbed
in any particular form, were quite as valid as our own.



CHAPTER XIII

THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH

WiLriam GRENNELL conducted his blacksmith shop on
the main street of the village. It was one of the old land-
marks of the place. No one living seemed to know just
when it was built. The older inhabitants assured their
friends that it had been there since they remembered
anything, and, added, that their “grandpas” had often
spoken about the old Grennell shop, while they were yet
small children.

There it stood, with its low, sloping roof, sagged in the
center by age. A large, squatty stone chimney poked its
way out defiantly. Its sides planked with rough hand-
hewn oak were now dark and discolored from smoke that
constantly poured forth from the forge, and hung like a
pall over the small black building. During week days
a passerby might have seen the smithy stripped to his
red flannel shirt, his great erect frame wielding with
steady arm the heavy iron hammer with the ease of a
Hercules. The rhythmic rings on the anvil repeatedly
turned steel at white heat into shape. The music of his
ever busy anvil was a familiar sound. It made up part
of the village life. It helped to put the spirit of ambition
in many. It quickened the pace of both man and beast.
Acting like a tonic on the feelings of those whose energy

waned, the tuneful ding-dong, ding-dong of the anvil’s
137
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measured song beat better time than the village band. As
the sounds shot forth from door and window, through
crack and crevice of the old shop, they were carried as on
wings far down the village street—over the meadows,
dales and hills, and re-echoed again and again.

Generations of Grennells had occupied the old building.
Men tall in statue, large and strong of body, and with
wills like iron. Strong of character, simple in tastes and
with hearts that beat and hands that worked for truth
and honesty. In learning, the Grennells’ reputation was
only excelled by that of the “infallible” village parson.

William Grennell lived a short walk from his shop.
The old house had been the former home of both his father
and grandfather. Here William was born, reared and
later married. A few happy years together—then
came rapid changes. Death’s toll began with the grand-
father, then his father. Finally came the severest blow;
death took his beautiful girl wife, like a tender flower
quickly passing—fading from the view.

As nature’s recompense, she left behind her a little
child—a girl, Daisy Y. Grennell. None understood what
the middle initial stood for, and so the village folk called
her simply Daisy Grennell. A few great sobs of pathos
and suffering shook and swayed the blacksmith’s oak-
like frame. Returning resolution, and the will of the
strong man dominated. With that intelligence and ex-
cellence of character so well becoming, he had determined
that his little daughter should know only of sunshine—
should feed and live upon it. There should be no vacilla-
tion or wanting on his part. He would steel himself to the
endeavor. The little girl grew, knowing but the love of
only one great parent—one so full and satisfying, so
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strong and all protecting, that more could not have filled
her tender years with greater happiness, nor blissful
peace of mind. She was his idol, his hope. All his interest,
his present and future plans, were for her. Her welfare
was also his. Patiently nursing, patiently watching her
day by day without faltering, through a long illness, he
had tenderly held her in his great arms. Pressing her to his
bosom again and again, singing lullabys as softly as he
could to his “Daisy Y,” “Daisy Y,” the while controlling
his great strong voice, in modulating tones to her sensi-
tive ear, until the song, hushed to a whisper, only indi-
cated with greater force his unsuppressed happiness.
Convinced that she had passed into a deep sleep, or some
beautiful dream, he saw to it that she was gently and
carefully tucked away in her ever-ready cot.

As she grew to young and beautiful girlhood, attending
first the little red school, and later the Grammar School
of a nearby town, his interest, love and adoration only
increased.

Human love could not change the divine law. The silent
message came one still day direct to the heart of William
Grennell. The darling of his hope, stricken with a fatal
malady, was fast passing away. Pray—beseech as he
might, no response came beyond the law.

* * * » * * * *

A few weeks after I met Grennell. Though he looked
broken, he greeted me pleasantly, and said that he had
learned through Jasper of the meetings at my home. He
had promised Jasper he would attend the next onme. He
then informed me that he had taken a peculiar interest in
the writings of Doctor Klouse, whom he had known as a
young man. The Doctor was also well acquainted with
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his father, and so it befell that the village smithy was
added to the company, meeting to discuss the writings
of Finley’s grandfather. The chair left empty by Silas
was now filled. For Grennell’s benefit, many subjects
previously discussed were gone over, this, to the evident
delight of Sam Willis, who kept the now familiar, though
.somewhat dry subjects, more enlivened and the whole com-
pany in better humor by his good natured exaggerations.

The improvement in the smithy’s appearance was by
this time manifest. Dejected and solemn during his early
visits, he now went away happier, and, at times, laughing
at Sam’s senseless talk.

“I wonder if we ever return to life again, Mister Gren-
nell. I understand you agree with the Doctor’s theory?”
inquired my wife one evening.

“I suppose I agree with most of the Doctor’s ideas,”
he answered.

“Some day we shall know positively,” ventured my wife
with a sigh.

“We know now. There are many men and women, now
scattered over the world, whose characters are unim-
peachable, and who recall certain incidents of a former
existence. We cannot ignore the testimony of so many
honest people,” said Grennell earnestly.

“Hope is strong in most of us,” remarked Hester.

“What did she say?” hoarsely whispered Jasper, and
turning toward Nancy inquiringly, with one hand to his
ear, more readily to catch the reply.

“I thought she said ‘dope,” ” giggled Nancy.

“What about it?”

“I think she said, ‘Dope is strong in most of us,”
whispered Nancy confidentially.



THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH 141

“Ye don’t think there’s any in the cider, does yer,
Nancy?” he anxiously asked.

“Not ‘dope,” Nancy,” said Sam in a loud voice, “but
‘elope?

“I refuse t’ talk scandal with yer, Sur,” shouted Jas-
per, rising and shaking his cane at Sam.

“What’s scandal?” asked two or three of the company
simultaneously.

“Oh, nothin’, nothin’, >cept certain in-di-vid-u-als had
better be keerful, or somethin’ sartin will trans-pire,”—
replied Jasper, shaking his head and eyeing Sam menac-
ingly.

“Hope for a future is ever strong in the human heart,
but we need more evidence to convince the majority,” said
the blacksmith.

“I know I was a mosquito when I was here before,”
interjected Sam.

“The idea!” said Ellen reproachfully, “how do you
know you were, Sam?”

“’Cause I remember biting Jasper on the nose, when
he was a kid.”

“Yaas, I rec-lect it tue,” quickly broke in Jasper. “I
tried t> swat cher then, but yer sneaked a-way in th’ dark,
but by gosh, I got cher now all rite,”—and Jasper raised
his cane in the air as if to bring it down on Sam’s head.

“Im a good mine ter,” he said, in mock severity, the
while chuckling to himself and making a vain effort to
conceal his merriment.

“By ginger, Sam, yer a gud un—Jyes, yer be,” he said
at last, resuming his seat and taking a fresh helping of
cider.

“What further evidence do we need, when we know in
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our own hearts, intuitively, that there is a future state?
Nothing in nature really dies. It merely changes from one
thing to another,” said my wife.

“The house changes, the occupant changes,” remarked
Paul.

“Yes, the house changes, but the occupant may change
houses,” suggested Finley.

“We may settle the matter between ourselves by devis-
ing a plan whereby the first after death to return to this
life shall make himself known to those of us still living.
What do you think of that plan?” asked the blacksmith.

No one answered at first. Each one assumed a thought-
ful air. Naturally, we all turned toward Finley for his
opinion in all unfamiliar subjects.

“Shall I answer?” he said hesitatingly, addressing the
company. For reply, there was a general nodding of
assent.

“If we,” he began, “could uninterruptedly concentrate
our minds upon a certain word, keeping it daily before
us during the rest of our lives, I believe, some one of us
would be almost certain to recall it on their next return to
Earth. The word would have to be an unusual one, con-
taining few letters. Let us try the experiment.”

We all eagerly joined in the spirit of the undertaking.

“It will be necessary, if we are to achieve the best re-
sult, for all to write the chosen word in ink,” continued
Finley. “Set it down, so that each shall retain the copy
so long as life lasts. Each one is to inspect it daily, being
sure never to divulge a word or hint about this secret
compact. We should make every effort to keep the word
in our dying thoughts. As each of us take our departure,
we should, as early as possible in the next existence, make
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ourselves known to those still living, by writing the word.
The act of writing the word in a future life, may be en-
tirely subconscious and without reason for doing so,
but I feel that the tremendous impression made by the
word during this present existence will manifest itself in
the next.

“We are aware, that we may impress our minds with
a fact, that we may transmit it to posterity; and succeed-
ing generations will call the fact ‘instinct’” Now, if we
concentrate our thought, I believe, a few of us have suf-
ficiently well developed brains to carry the fact into
succeeding existence.”

Finley’s suggestions were admitted by all to be good.
After some discussion, we enthusiastically agreed to try
the experiment. Certainly there could be no harm in try-
ing. What was this word to be? That was the problem.
After an endless number had been suggested, to be finally
rejected for one reason or another, my wife said, “Why
not use the word ‘Weissnichtwo,” meaning ‘I know not
where?’ ” :

“Too long, Mother,” objected Ellen. “None of us
could learn to write it in this life, to say nothing of the
next.”

“¢] know not where’ would make a pretty word for a
collar button,” said Sam.

“Or a key hole, in the dark,” suggested Ellen.

“ ¢Zobara’ might be a good word,” broke in Hester.

“Who was he?” asked Paul.

“It’s not a ‘he,’ it’s a ‘she.” She was the ‘Mother of
Love,’ ” explained Hester.

“A very ‘good’ word indeed,” laconically remarked
Finley. “But she was also the ‘Mother of Mischief.’
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‘Harut’ and ‘Marut,” selected by Heaven to be judges
on earth, fell in love with her.”

“They must have been human judges who had for-
gotten their place of departure,” dryly remarked Sam.

«P1l give you a word that signifies the most important
thing on earth. More of it is used than of anything else.
You can feel it but you can’t see it. Without it, every-
thing of life would immediately die. When it’s hot, it’s
very disagreeable. Some people insist in using it that
way. When it’s too hot, or too cold, it kills. It spreads
disease, famine, and destruction everywhere on the earth’s
surface. Yet it works and plays and plans for us. It
transmits and creates beautiful music. It brings and car-
ries. It reaps and plants. It’s the first and the last
thing we take. We all need it, and must have it every
minute of our lives, an »

“I don’t be-lieve yer, Sam. The first thing I tuck was
milk, an’ th’ last thing I shall take will be a little cider,
there now”—exclaimed Jasper excitedly.

“Wait a minute, Uncle Jasper. As I was saying, we
bring it with us when we are born, but we can’t take it
with us when we depart.”

“Well, that sounds impossible, Sam. What is it?”
asked Paul.

“Air,” he replied.

“Sam, yer a smart chap,” said Jasper, thumping his
cane upon the floor.

“What word would you suggest, Mister Grennell?”
finally inquired my wife.

“Well, I recall a term very precious to me, though I
don’t know its meaning—still, I’ve hunted high and low.
On the evening my little girl was born, my dying wife
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beckoned me to the bedside, and in a faint whisper said,
‘Will, name her Daisy Yezad.’ My heart was breaking.
She didn’t seem to have the strength to say good-by.
That was all she said, and I cannot rid myself of the
strange word. So I called her Daisy Y. Does any one
here know what Yezad means?”

Not one of us had ever seen or heard the term before,
but we all regarded it as an excellent selection. Each of
us wrote down the word, “Yezad.” In order to record the
term in a permanently safe way, Finley took down the old
family Bible, and, opening to a blank page, he wrote the
word, and each one present signed underneath, his and her
own name. We all agreed to study, memorize, and con-
centrate our minds on the word daily, for the rest of our
lives.

“I’m afraid I shall get it mixed up with Zebra, Jasper,”
remarked Sam.

“Stripes is nat’ral fur yer, Sam,” replied the old
man, “an’ sum day, if yer don’t look out, ye’ll have ’em
an’ plenty.”



CHAPTER XIV

FURTHER PHILOSOPHY OF DOCTOR KLOUSE

“Ler us all draw chairs around the fire. I scarcely ex-
pected you and Nancy this cold night,” said Finley, ad-
dressing Jasper.

“Yer don’t call this cold, do yer? Why, it was so warm
thet I thought I would hev to shed my cut *fore I got
here. Wa’n’t it, Nancy?”

“Ye-e-s, Jasper; I wasn’t cold,” she pleasantly an-
swered.

“Wasn’t cold! Why, do you know it’s two degrees
below zero, outside?”’ exclaimed Paul.

“But you know, Jasper and Nancy dress very warmly
when they go out—winter or summer. Jasper dons thick
woolen wristers and stockings, all the summer long,” ex-
plained my wife in an undertone which could not be heard.

“Yes, and Jasper often wears a heavy overcoat on
evenings in the hottest summer weather,” said Ellen in a
confidential whisper. “He says he’s afraid of draughts.
Thinks there are as many kinds of drafts in the air, as
we find on banks,” she laughingly continued.

“When I was a boy ,” began Jasper.

“When I was in Georgia,” interrupted Sam, “Dve
seen the thermometer go more than sixty degrees below
zero, yet people could bathe in perfect comfort; fruit

and vegetables of all kinds were not even frost-bitten.”
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“Yer don’t say so!” exclaimed Jasper in surprise.
“People in bath-in’. They must a wore furs.”

“No furs South of the Mason-Dixon Line, Jasper,
’cept what’s on top of a black man’s head.”

“Thet gives yer away, Sam. I don’t believe yer. Any
critter who don’t know th’ difference twix’ fur and wool,
couldn’t tell whether ’twas fourth o’ July or Christmas.”

“Hope to die, Jasper, they do bathe when it’s sixty
below.”

“Where, in a cake of ice?”

“No, Jasper, in their bath tubs.”

“You git out o’ here,” shouted Jasper, raising his
cane threateningly. “In a bath tub, hey? Fruit not
frost-bitten, hey? S’pose that’s in the bath tub, tue?
Say, you, you scallywag ,” but he went no further, for
Nancy, who had been pulling at his sleeve, finally suc-
ceeded in subduing him.

“Sam, is there plenty of hickory in the wood box?”
quietly inquired Finley.

“Yes, there’s hickory knots in the wood box, and
hickory nuts on the table. Twice blessed be the name of
hickory,” he replied cheerily.

“Make it three times, and include yer head,” retorted
Jasper.

“If you don’t mind,” said the blacksmith, “I should like
to hear a few pages of the Doctor’s observations read
to-night.”

“Since Jasper has suggested that Sam’s head is hickory,
just read us something to prove it,” remarked Paul.

“Everybody comfortable? Pass the apples to Hes-
ter, and move that pitcher of cider so Jasper can fill
his glass,” I suggested.
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“Mr. Bacon, if ’twant for this cider, me and Nancy
wouldn’t hev much t’ live fer, would we, Nancy?”

“No, Jasper,” she shyly replied, “except to get mar-
ried—some day.”

“By gosh, I forgot about thet.”

“T will now read a few pages from the Doctor’s ob-
servations,” pursued Finley. “The following are the re-
sults of an honest search for facts. I realize that many
of them will be considered foolish. Before condemning
them, however, let critics analyze their full meaning.
This done, they shall doubtless arrive at the same con-
clusion.”

Finley proceeded to read:—

“Mind is born, it cannot be acquired. Personality is
the soul, it cannot change. Education polishes, but does
not perceptibly add cells to the brain. A narrow un-
reasoning mind is not changed a particle by education.
No kind of a mind can perceptibly change. Education
and environment simply develop what is there, but careful
living and a healthy body will do more than both. Hu-
manity is in love with a person whose life is healthy,
rather than large intellect that suffers from indigestion.
The most refreshing thing in all the world is a happy,
pleasant disposition. Good health is the first step toward
charity to all men.

“Blood is the life of the mind’s existence. The average
person’s brain lacks either in quality or quantity, or both,
hence their thought must always be limited.

“The larger the brain, the greater the amount of blood
required for nourishment. Hence, if the body be weak
physically, or the blood thin or poor of quality, the large
brain lacking nourishment, causes the person to appear
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dull, dazed, or uninteresting. We are apt, if they are
children, to believe they lack intelligence.

“Many teachers unconsciously disregard the slow, dull
child, and are enthusiastic over the phenomenal pupil.
The one too strikingly in advance will invariably, later
in life, be a mental disappointment, while the dull child
may develop a wonderful intelligence and individuality.
On the other hand, the larger brain, though nourished
thoroughly by a goodly supply of blood, may suffer from
apepsia—by over-eating, over-drinking, or other physical
abuse.

“People of larger brain-power are apt to suffer most
from indigestion, stomach troubles and headaches; there-
fore, they should exercise greater care in eating and drink-
ing than those whose brains are smaller, or less active.
The reason for this is, that while two persons equal physi-
cally, but unequal mentally, require the same quality and
quantity of blood to digest their food, the one having
the greater mentality must eat less, or suffer from indi-
gestion, or other serious consequences. The greater brain
saps the blood of its vitalizing force, and leaves the diges-
tive organs weak, requiring a smaller amount and more
careful selection of food.

“Unusually large mentalities require nearly all the
blood nutriment that their bodies are capable of produc-
ing, hence, little vitality remains for proper physical
nourishment. For this person, the greatest care must
be exercised in eating, as well as conserving energy in
every possible way, so that proper balance may be main-
tained; otherwise, serious consequences would immedi-
ately follow. Over-eating for the mentally active would
mean indigestion, headache, and, if persisted in, severe
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complications. Over physical labor would bring about
similar results, for no man of great brain capacity can
labor and think at the same time. Small and inactive
brains and great physical labor are apt to go together.
Again, the great cause of human ills, overindulgence in
eating and drinking is not so apt to interfere with the
mental processes of the laborer of limited mentality.

“A strong mentality should possess a strong physique.
Sometimes, the mind is strong, while the body is apt to be
weak. A weak physique with a large mentality produced a
Channing, who remarked that he was all his life ‘dying.

“Many inherit large, active brains, with weak bodies;
hence, we are not apt to hear much of them. Mostly,
they pass out unknown. While many are called lazy, they
are really not. They simply have large and sturdy
looking bodies, with no real energy for labor. Among
them may be found, upon intimate acquaintance, phi-
losophers, thinkers, and reasoners. Thousands of them
exist everywhere. They are generally broad minded and
charitable. No class of people on earth are better in-
formed. Individually, their circle of influence is small,
while collectively, their influence is great. Many of them
are without the energy to make themselves known. Their
influence is felt only in a subtle way. Should ever the
day arrive when labor becomes little or no more, the
world will seriously then recognize them for what they
are. 'The hour will arrive when man will all but cease to
labor, by utilizing the unlimited energy that surrounds
us. We may then devote our bodies and minds to the
higher purposes of human progress. Thus, we may de-
velop in divine wisdom and human devotion to love and
peace. With increased knowledge, we shall yet be en-
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abled to employ a greater energy by making it eternally
serve us, and entirely eliminating labor with its present
disgraceful tearing-down physical process, mainly due
to our present ignorance.

“It is quite certain that a person having great mental
capacity, ought to have a strong, healthy body to sus-
tain the same.

“Without such support, the person must suffer from
inaction or dullness, this, in proportion to inherited
bodily weakness. Thus, we often find persons of surpris-
ing intelligence, in menial positions, simply through the
lack of energy. Their energy is absorbed by the mental
requirements. Numerous philosophers, unknown—except
to a few friends—are eking out a bare subsistence be-
cause the needed energy is lacking. Their dynamic force
is not sufficient for body and brain. Philosophers are
apt to be slow and inactive. Those whose heads bulge a
little or none toward the back, may be happy in the
thought that, while they enjoy greater capacity for im-
agination, their lack of bodily strength is sure to wane in
energy and activity.

“A small brain with a large physical dynamo has pro-
duced many world-famed specialists, proving that mental
activity when backed by a concentrative will and great
energy, attains higher results than the individual gifted
with larger brain but lacking in physical force and per-
severance. 'The latter is apt to spread activities over
a much wider area. The physical must counterbalance
the mental in order to secure the adjusted life balance.

“Half the race might acquire fame and fortune did
they only possess larger dynamos of energy. We are not,
of course, losing sight of those who over-eat, drink, or
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waste their energy by bad habits. Or such whose physical
condition is weak and broken by excessive labor.

“How important, therefore, is vital energy to our
success in life. Yet, should we look down on the inactive,
or so-called lazy? Are they always to blame? Is not
their condition due to lack of energy? Something alto-
gether outside their control? Are not many weak mentally
and physically? Would not hard labor be a punishment
to all such? So-called bright and active persons often
lack mental capacity. Some minds do not grow beyond
the age of twelve years. Others may be fully developed
at twenty, thirty, or later. Therefore, great minds are
such as develop and grow so long as they live. At that
point, where a person stubbornly refuses to change his
opinion, or to accept a new idea on sound, logical deduc-
tion, may it not be said that this mind has ceased to
further develop?

“Let us now consider those persons of great energy,
but of small mental capacity. Though the mind has
ceased to develop, we find their physical energy is in-
creased rather than impaired thereby. Hence, if their
energy be concentrated, a certain great success is sure to
result. Every walk of life exhibits men of this type—
eminently renowned. These men are lost, their words
sound empty, and ofttimes their ideas are positively
silly, when they attempt to reach beyond the profession in
which they excel. One profession is enough for any
one mind to cover. No person can be a successful theo-
logian and mechanic at the same time. In all matters,
except their chosen profession, such men are absolutely
helpless. The evil day arrives when they are finally
undone, when they have either forgotten themselves, or
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the ego has led them to altogether unsuited paths. In
this domain, we discover successful butchers giving posi-
tive opinions on opera; beer and whiskey manufacturers
laying down the laws of health; ministers telling ladies
how to dress; judges giving advice to mothers, and poli-
ticians telling the dear public how to become honest citi-
zens. A judge should be a man of imagination. He must
continually place himself in the position of others, if he
would deliver wise and just decisions.



CHAPTER XV

THE DOCTOR’S RECORDS

“Arr. matter contains force,” read Finley. “Life
expresses intelligent force. Intelligent force expresses
itself in so-called vegetable and animal life. Both forms
are made up of chemical elements, which are controlled,
or kept together, by intelligent life. When this intelli-
gent life departs, the elements disintegrate. None of the
elements is lost, they simply scatter, and await the time
when they are again called into action by intelligent life.
The amount of intelligent life varies from the lowest form
of weed to the highest type of human being.

“It is a well-known fact that among the higher types
of what are termed vegetable life, we find all the senses
of hearing, seeing, feeling, and probably taste. There is
no adequate reason for doubting that every leaf con-
tains several eyes, and that it gathers from the great
storehouse of all the elements of food—the air—its life
and strength. It is possible that each separate leaf
may send to and receive messages from others of its kind.
Therefore, vegetable life may be conscious life, for aught
with eyes that can see, must possess a brain. Degrees
in size and shape represent proportionate degrees of
consciousness. To claim that vegetable life has a certain
amount of consciousness may be a new thought, which

may undoubtedly and will eventually be found to be a
154
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fact. Animal life, so-called, begins by common consent
with the lowest form of intelligence, the protoplasm.

“Popular theories start, even mankind, from a begin-
ning—as well as all animated life. The evolution from
this embryo beginning is believed by many to have pro-
duced every kind of fish, bird, reptile, insect and the vary-
ing species of animals existing or ever having existed upon
or in this globe we call Earth.

“Think a moment of the tremendously large animals
that existed, as we are told, from nine to fifteen million
years ago, and those existing to-day—all having evolved
from a common source. The wasp and the butterfly,
the elephant or the ant, the horse and the toad, the snake
or beautiful lady, all, coming down through the ages, from
one common ancestor. The thought is repelling, un-
thinkable. Insofar, as human life is concerned, it is im-
possible, and no one has or can supply “The Missing Link’
between the Animal and the Human. I shall give my
reasons for this most positive statement later.

“For centuries people have asked each other the ques-
tion, ‘Is mankind a higher form of animal?’ Did he, like
the monkey, wear a tail, and for uncounted centuries roam
the earth on four legs?

“If there be a supreme intelligence directing all things,
why did he start the human mind millions upon millions
of years ago, from the lowest form of life—the pro-
toplasm, slowly evolving it through the unknown ages,
step by step, through the fish, the bird, the mammal, and
finally into man—made in the image of God? Why did
the Maker go to so much trouble? If an intelligent being
made the protoplasm, could He not have made a man
in the beginning, and saved all that extra work and ages
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of time? To admit that we began from the lowest form
of life, is to deny the existence of supreme intelligence.
If life slowly and painfully evolved through the long
ages, from Nature’s lowest forms, up to the wonderful,
reasoning human being, civilized man, why does he not
continue to evolve still further to some higher man form?
According to present theories, he was once a bird. He
did not remain one. Later on, according to this theory,
he was a monkey, he did not remain one, though some of
us may act like one. Can man retrograde? We have
now represented on distinct parts of the earth, the very
lowest, and, at the same moment, the highest type of man.
But we have no type so low, in intelligence, that he is not
casily distinguished from the highest type of animal
No one dares to claim that the human race can sink so low
as to retrograde, to take reverse steps in its evolution.
It might become idiotic, diminutive, out of shape and
animal like, but can never take a step backward and first
become, again, the missing link, then the monkey, and
thus continue in its backward march. Mankind’s progress
has ever been forward and upward. There is no return
to the protoplasm by reversing steps through degeneracy,
neither can the mammal return to the bird, in any reversed
order of retrogression. Everything in nature proves
progress to higher and better forms. This, under the
intelligent direction of mankind, but nothing of itself
voluntarily. Human history and research have proved,
that no matter how far separated may have been the
tribes of mankind, each, by itself, has voluntarily moved
onward and upward. On the other hand, no living thing
apart from man has evolved a single forward step or in-
creased its knowledge one particle.
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“A few writers have suggested that the monkey repre-
sents a form of degenerate man. This questions the
principle of evolution, by accounting for the higher form
of monkey through man’s degeneracy. The question of
the soul is also involved, if we must accept either evolu-
tion or revolution.

“Before considering this subject, let us, if we can, first
arrive at some acceptable definition of soul. Soul is
something separate and apart from life. Soul expresses
itself through the mind of mankind alone. Soul is the
personality. It is the real person who lives in and directs
the body, and is entirely separate and apart from the
physical being. Its existence is forever. It operates
through the mind, yet, it is not the mind. If as a great
many reason, the soul is the mind, and mankind evolved
from the lower forms of life, then, everything living has
more or less soul—in proportion to its intelligence. If we
must accept the popular and scientific proposition, that
the mind of man has, through uncountable ages, labori-
ously and slowly evolved from the lowest form of life
to its present exalted condition, then the mind, or soul,
must have been of little consequence in the lowest form.
Man, in that case, was an unreasoning fish for many
ages. Then a flying fish, a flying bird, of little ‘instinct,’
i.e., of small and limited intelligence. Really, a dull
cow or horse for ages upon ages, then monkey, and finally
the unknown ‘missing link” What inspiration had the
coming man THEN, to take each succeeding step for-
ward, that no animal NOW takes?

“How can the lower forms of life improve, or evolve into
higher forms, without example or man’s intelligent and
guiding hand? You reply by saying, man never had
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example set him. No, nor has he NOW. Yet he is
progressing and perfecting himself and everything around
him—voluntarily. It matters not, whether mountains or
seas separate him from his brother, or whether tribes live
in close communication with one another, voluntarily
man goes forward.

«Man is a reasoning being. No animal reasons. They
may be taught to imitate, but never to reason.

“Tales are told to prove that animals do reason, but,
outside the domesticated and taught by man, the animal
mind has not materially changed in ages. Climate and
environment alter in a measure, and necessity drives him
to differing foods, which may change his color, or his form,
but time has not evolved a greater or a more reasoning
mind. Should the mind of any animal through example,
or by lengthened process of teaching, develop, will not
the next generation return to exactly the same original
state? If the domestic animal, dog, can be improved
some little by generations of training, would he volun-
tarily improve, if left to himself? If man was once lower
in the scale of intelligence than the dog now is, why did he
voluntarily advance? The dog, now, has the assistance
and example set by man, but he cannot even be forced to
advance permanently one particle; therefore, are we to
believe that we are but highly developed animals, whose
minds have evolved by the process intimated, or, we are
divine, have we not always been divine—a divine being
with a personality—a soul given by God? Which posi-
tion, fairly taken, seems the more reasonable? To say
that I WAS an animal proves that I am one NOW.
Must I, therefore, recognize every form of animal life on
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the earth as being a relative? Must I impose continually
upon these relations for my living? By killing a bird,

am I destroying a future and possible new race of man,
or, a former relative?



CHAPTER XVI
THE DREAM

WaiLe comfortably seated alone in my kitchen arm-
chair late one evening, in the early part of July, a loud
rap, a-tap, tap, sounded at the door leading out to the
laundry house. “Who can it be, at this late hour?” I
said aloud to myself. “It cannot be Sally—she would
not rap,” I thought.

It was an unusually cold and disagreeable evening for
July. It had been raining all day, and it was now beating
still harder against the west windows. I could hear the
creaking branches of the large maple tree, standing near
the house, as the wind blew against them, causing a rapid
creak, crack, tat, at increasing and irregular intervals.

Sam, with customary thoughtfulness, had built a wood
fire. The night grown chilly, I had drawn my chair up
nearer to the fire’s dying embers.

" To watch better the occasional flashes of lightning, I
had turned down the flame of the oil lamp. From my easy
chair, and with a feeling of increasing security, I en-
joyed the drumming sound of the rain, as it beat against
the windows, accompanying the roar of the wind through
the great giant trees outside. It seemed to lull, yet raise
a feeling of half comfort and half fear. The moaning
wind, the tat, a-tat, tat, and the low rumbling distant

thunder, with occasional brilliant flashes of lightning,
160
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caused me at moments to feel uneasy. The vibration of
the thunder shook the windows, rattled the kettles and
dishes in the pantry, and caused the old stair leading to
the chambers above to quake, as if some spirit bent on
mischief was trying to noisily descend and do the house
and me harm. Several times, I imagined I heard some
one softly breathing on the stairs, and then, an easy
tread. In a little while, another quake. Each moment,
I would turn my face in the direction of some darkly
outlined winding form, vainly straining in expectancy,
to see a shadowy, creeping figure. As I looked, cold
chills ran up and down my back, and I felt as if my hair
was standing upright.

Several times I had timidly asked, “Is that you, Julie?”
and no reply coming, my lonesomeness only increased.
Therefore, when the rap, a-tap, tap, again sounded, my
nerves were so unstrung that the knock startled me, and
for half a minute I did not have courage enough to utter
a word. But when the third rap, a-tap, tap, suddenly
struck my ear, accompanied by a low mumbling as if
some one were swearing in a subdued foreign tongue, it
impressed me with a feeling of bravery and a welcome
return of nerve.

“Who is it?” said I, as gruffly as I could speak.

“Von Posen, I am. In let me go,” answered the un-
mistakable voice of Adolph.

I hastened to open the door, and after arranging him
comfortably before the fire, he began by saying that his
marvelous hydro-aeroplane was complete. I had already
informed him, that within a few days, I expected to make
a trip for the National Scientific Society. I had also
promised the family, that this would be my last trip in
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aviation, and I desired to use the machine Adolph was
building, as it would be larger, more powerful and safer
if the principles of construction worked. Adolph re-
plied that the machine would be complete and ready by
the time specified.

Now, here I had Adolph, on this stormy night,—
Adolph the enthusiastic inventor. He had come to tell
me the machine was “done”!

On making this announcement, I felt as though I might
fall upon his neck and name him, “my great and noble
friend.” As it was, my joy knew no bounds. So far
was he concerned, that he did not appear in the least
affected. It was several minutes after this occurrence,
before I suffered myself to speak—fearing to betray
any agitation.

“Why, my dear Adolph, you have not asked for more
than two dollars’ worth of material since I agreed with
you last Fall. Are you in debt for everything?” I
anxiously inquired.

“No-0-o. I buy myself und cash pay,” he proudly re-
plied.

“Well, well,” I said to myself. “So he deceived me.
He DID have money when he came here, or he has pro-
cured it, somehow, since. Ah, I have it! He has bor-
rowed it, perhaps, from Sally. She’s been with our fam-
ily for years. She has always earned good wages, and
I know her to be frugal—saving. Indeed, I never knew
her to spend a cent of her own money. Now, Adolph
has been keeping company with her—yes, he must have
borrowed Sally’s money. I’ll ask him.” |
. “Adolph,” I slowly began, “have you—been—er—get-
ting or borrowing money from Sally?”
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“No0-0-0,” he answered.

“Then, how could you have bought material—a couple
of gasoline engines? And everything '—without money?”

“I buy, I pay. Noddings you pay!” is all he would say.

I thanked him for calling, and requested that he have
the machine on the field the following day. If the weather
favored, I resolved to try it out, and then attempt my
last trip. I also told him, I would repay his kindness
in advancing the money for further construction.

Adolph, rising, promised to have everything in readi-
ness to show us. Then, in haste, he rejoined his adorable
Sally who patiently awaited his return to the wash house.

After he had gone, I again settled back in the old
easy-chair, trying to picture what this wonderful machine
would look like. '

The news of its construction was ripe, it had already
leaked out. I rather blamed Sam for selling this choice
piece of information to the papers, but, of course, he
denied the fact, declaring that he would never dream of
selling news bearing so much import for less than a
thousand dollars. I subsequently believed that Sam had
purposely let the news leak out to some city reporter for
little more than fifty cents. It must have been Sam, I
thought, for there wasn’t a word of truth in the pub-
lished items.

As I sat thinking, occasional flashes of lightning lit up
the path leading from the east kitchen door to the front
gate.

“Hark! Who’s that?” I said, half aloud, as the sound
of a voice pitched at high key, sounded above the roar
of the storm without. “Somebody talking! They’re on
the road, outside,” and I as quickly ran to the door, and
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swinging it wide open, peered into the blackness of the
night—but alas, I could discern nothing. Soon, how-
ever, a flash from the sky plainly revealed the road in
front. To my amazement, as plain as though it were mid-
day, I recognized Jasper, slowly passing on his way home.
What could have brought him out at that hour, and on
such a night? It must be now past one o’clock!

“Jasper, Jasper !” I yelled at the top of my voice. Not
hearing him reply, I again called out, “Hey, there,—
Jasper! This is John!” Now he must hear me, I thought,
and I breathlessly waited, straining my eyes to penetrate
the darkness,—but no answer came. What could it mean,
I thought. “If I don’t hear him call back, I’ll don the
heaviest coat and go out after him”—I mumbled to my-
self. Just then, there came another distinct flash of light-
ning and again I saw him. He was standing erect now—
out there in the storm. His hair and beard were blowing
with the gale. The flash was only for an instant, but it
revealed him standing there, apparently fighting off some
one. Just then, I heard him call with vehemence—*I tell
you, keep out of my way! You’re always lurking around
with your old white horse.”

“Can I help you home, Jasper?” I heard the voice ask.

“No, you can’t help me home. Don’t touch me! I
always hated the sight of you. Git out!”

Here, the conversation deeply interested me. Who in
the world could be bothering him at this hour? I walked
out on the kitchen piazza. Though it was very dark,
Jasper seemed to notice me immediately.

“Good morning, John,” he shouted.

“What are you doing out there in the storm at this
hour?” I called back, without answering his salutation.
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“Won’t you come in and get warmed?” I added, beckon-
ing hastily to him.

“No, I'm all right, John. Old age is always exposed
and gets accustomed to storms.”

“To whom were you talking?” I asked.

“Why, that was old man Azreal. He had his old white
horse right across the path, and as I came along without
warning, nearly run into it. He’s a reg’lar old night
hawk. He’s always around late botherin’ people. He’s
lookin’ fer feed now along th’ roadside, fer his old horse.
He’s th’ hungriest critter I ever seen. Gosh, ’twas a
cloase shave fer me all rite. An” he’s got his old scythe
an’ is cuttin’ what he can find fer that bony animal.”

Without bidding me a further good-night, Jasper dis-
appeared in the darkness. Though I watched and waited
for a considerable time, the frequent flashes revealed no
one in sight.

Slowly I returned to my chair. The noise had evi-
dently awakened one of the family, for I heard my wife,
Julie, moving about in her room.

The chill seemed suddenly to have left the air. It had
also ceased to rain, so I left the door open to admit the
invigorating air. Ah, now I took a deep breath. I filled
my lungs with its sweet and pure, health-giving life. How
my blood tingled as I drew in the deep draughts, laden as
with the sweetness of new-mown hay, and the pungent
smell of garden flowers. It imparted a strong and grati-
fying sensation, and made me feel as though I were
suddenly transformed into a modern Samson.

The wind had now died down to a gentle summer
breeze. The fire in the grate felt no longer comfortable,
so I withdrew my chair some distance. Under the influ-
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ence of pleasant feelings, my mind naturally reverted to
the subject of aviation. In this position, I had been quite
a time sitting, when I heard the front gate, as if some
one opened, and was again softly closing it. I listened
awhile, but hearing nothing more, adjudged the whole
thing an hallucination. But, again the noises were re-
peated. I arose now from my chair; tiptoed to the open
door, and peered out and down the path leading to the
gate. I could discern no one, though I stood watching
for several minutes. Then I heard a movement around up-
stairs. The creaking of the stairs announced that some
one was coming.

“Who is it?” I inquired.

“It’s only me,” softly answered Paul.

I did not ask him why he had joined me, and without
further words, I again sat down. Paul drew a chair close
to mine. For some time neither of us uttered a word, and
the lateness of the hour had made me somewhat drowsy.

“I came down to keep you company,” he said finally.
“It’s past two o’clock. Why is the door wide open?
Darkness invites danger, Dad. Evil ever surrounds us.
Those who invite danger, soonest suffer from it.”

“I have no fear, Paul. Many believe that, what hap-
pens, could not have been avoided.”

“Did not the old Doctor say, Dad, there is an unchang-
ing law in nature, affecting every act we do? And so life
is. made up of acts dependent upon our own judgment of
right and wrong. One minute our doings agree with that
unchanging law, the next minute our acts oppose it. And
so our lives are made up of agreement first, and then dis-
agreement with nature’s laws—right—then wrong,—
good and evil. If we study ourselves, we may learn to so
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guide our acts, that they will be more often right than
wrong. They will build us up instead of destroying. By
opening the door, you are inviting danger. Self-preserva-
tion is the first law of nature.”

“But, what have I to fear, Paul?”

“First, only ourselves—our judgments. We sometimes
destroy ourselves. I overheard you calling to Jasper,
and I heard him tell you that old Azreal was again stalk-
ing around. He may yet see the door open. If he does,
Dad ,” here Paul sobbed aloud—*“he will give you a
warning,—you’ll never forget.”

“I’ve always been pretty healthy, Paul. If he ever
tackles me, I win out,” I rejoined.

“That’s the trouble with us all, we’re fools, and glory
in our own strength.”

“The mere mention of Azreal’s name always gave me
an uncomfortable feeling. He is so unpopular in town
that only the old and disappointed ever seek his acquaint-
ance,” continued Paul. ‘“As for me, I have never thought
him half as bad as he’s pictured. He is related to Doctor
Birth. They are friends, not enemies, as most people
believe! They do fine team work. The doctor does
nothing but sow, Azreal does all the reaping.

“Yes, both are very successful,” Paul remarked.
“But what of Doctor Science and Lawyer Fact? Are
they not more important in the community,—in teaching
us the way to live?”

“No, Paul. Old man Reason is our greatest helper.
Next in importance to the sowing and reaping farmers,
he stands ahead of everybody hereabouts. Some people
deem him insane, and foolish, and generally avoid him.
Alas, what a calamity in our lives, when we refuse to lis-
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ten to Reason. How they close their ears to his sig-
nificant voice. He alone preserves the good. Indeed, the
affairs of this town will never be conducted properly,
nor the people come into their own, until they listen to his
voice. Old Crimes never yet listened to him, nor never
will. He hates Reason!”

“Will some always suffer through poverty and dirt,
due to their lack of respect for Reason?” asked Paul.

“No. Old Father Time will some day correct these and
other evils. He’s methodical, slow but sure. He’ll ac-
complish his work in due course and set things aright.”

“Yes, but he’s so dreadfully slow,” said Paul, im-
patiently.

“To some people, he may appear so, for those who love
Pleasure seeking he’s too fast. Time passes here every
day, and I often use him to advantage. Frequent use
entitles me to the right to pronounce him a most valuable
business man. Of all the business men in this section, I
think he leads. If you use him aright, he’ll help you. He
hates these lazy fellows who are ever trying to impose
upon him. You, perhaps, think him slow, because you
can’t hurry him.”

“I know he’s a great friend of Azreal,” persisted Paul.

“Yes, he’s a friend of all, if they understand,” I an-
swered.

For a few minutes, neither of us said anything more.
Finally, Paul laid his head over on my shoulder, and as
I sat quietly thinking, I became conscious he had gone
to sleep. His head was so close to mine that his heavy
rhythmic breathing prevented my hearing the approach
of a figure, whose dimly outlined shadow suddenly ap-
peared in the open doorway. Before I could utter a word,
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unannounced, it silently strode into the kitchen to within
a few paces of where we sat.

“Sh-e-e-e-!”’ it said, holding up a warning finger to its
lips, as I drew back with a movement as if to arise, and
defend myself; for I instinctively knew it meant harm.
The very atmosphere surrounding it seemed to have
turned cold, and instantly affected me with a faint or
sickly feeling, that caused a cold perspiration to stand
out on my face and body.

“Don’t move, John, or you’ll wake up Paul,” said the
apparition.

“Who are you?” said I, in a low but firm tone.

“Be very quiet,” warned the form, again placing a
long, bony finger to its lips, and after gazing around in
silence, as if to make sure that no one was alert, it con-
tinued, in a voice almost inaudible.

“Fear not! I am Azreal! I have a message for you.
I tried to deliver one to Jasper, but he fought me off,
and ran from me. I took advantage of the opportunity
to call—while your door was open.”

“But that is no excuse for calling at this late hour,”
I said reproachfully.

“Do not complain, John! I deliver my messages of
warning only when the minds of those for whom they are
intended are most free, which is invariably through the
night. I reap, however, at all hours. Why do you fear
me? I am a friend to everybody, but a few welcome me as
such.”

“They do not understand you then,” I consolingly
answered.

“True. When Reason is absent, Suspicion is always
present, though Suspicion sometimes begets Reason.
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Everything lives on something. Some things live on
many things. Many things live on one thing, but I live
upon everything. That proves that I’'m not particular.
What I take belongs to me, but I take nothing without
life, for ’tis the life and not the old body that I want,—
for planting in a new body.”

He now spoke so low, and in such a far away tone, that
I had great difficulty in hearing above the sound made by
the soft summer breeze as it blew through the piazza.
For a few minutes again, neither of us spoke, when he said
finally,—“You are going out on the aviation field to-
day?”

“No, not to-day—why, yes—it’s after midnight—to-
day,—this afternoon,” I stammered. Then I thought I
heard him softly laugh, and recognized a little chuckle
of apparent satisfaction, as he rubbed his long, bony
hands together. It grated on my nerves and sounded in
my ears, as though his hands were made of cracked ice,
which he was quickly rubbing together.

“I now warn you, John Bacon, not to make that trip!
Your imperfect machine defies the law of gravitation.
That law shall prevail against you, but I shall be there
to keep you company, and to administer comfort while
you occupy your present body. Beware! If you go ?

“Father! Father! Wake up! Wake up ! cried Paul,
“you are keeping the whole family awake with your heavy
snoring. It’s after two o’clock. You’ve been making a
frightful racket, and I have come down to wake you up.”

“Have I been asleep?” I stammered.—“Well, I’'m glad
’twas but a dream.”




CHAPTER XVII

ON THE FIELD

O~ retiring, and after a brief slumber I awoke early.
The first thing that came to mind was my dream, touching
old Azreal and his warning. After I had taken my accus-
tomed morning walk in the garden, however, aided by that
glorious July day, when every tree, shrub and plant
seemed to lift its head in thankfulness for the scrubbing
and bath Dame Nature had given to all during the night,
I soon forgot my experience with Azreal in my dream.

Ah, how the fresh balmy air sent the blood coursing
through my veins, thrilling and filling me with new en-
ergy. How I gloried in my strength! What delight it
imparted, as I took one deep breath after another of
that clear and perfumed air. And all nature seemed to
share in my rejoicing, each living thing becoming active
and busy in its work. Ants and bees, and butterflies,
were each steeped in their activities. It may have been
that they, too, viewed the world as I then beheld it.
Through my now optimistic eyes everything, everybody,
had been tinged with the beautiful. No expression in
words could quite depict my feeling of thankfulness to my
Maker and for every worldly blessing. '

“John Bacon”—I repeated to myself—“here you are,

strong and healthy, lacking nothing that your heart can
' 171
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reasonably desire. Amidst surroundings second to no
Garden of Eden, and an environment of love and truth,
that a Calvin might have envied. Why should I not feel
Joyous and be thankful for all these blessings?” The
question was put with all sincerity to my inner self. I
bowed my head, and in humility, awaited the answer. “I
am thankful”—came the quiet response. I raised my head
quickly, feeling refreshed in body and mind, and went
into the house.

“Where is Sam?” I asked of my wife.

“He’s at his station, in the front hall,” she answered.

“Well, and where’s Sally?” then noticing the latter
coming from the pantry, I accosted her. “Oh, say, Sally
—do you think Von—Mister Adolph Von Posen will be
ready with my machine on the field to-day?”

“I never interfere with other people’s business,” she
replied, as she turned with an abrupt swirl of her skirts,
and vigorously slamming the door, disappeared from
view.

“Don’t mind her, John,” soothingly suggested my wife.
“She told me that she and Adolph had Just experienced
their first quarrel. It appears she accused him of taking
onions from the stock in the laundry. He passed this
quietly enough, but, when in anger she accused him of
breathing on her pansies in the window box and killing
them, he put his hands in his pockets, closed his eyes and
struck out for bachelor apartments in the village.”

“Sam,” I said, turning, “will you go down to the village
and help Adolph move the machine out on the field? We
will all be there to meet you. You may require several
horses to do this, but hire as many as needed. We shall
retain our own here, as we intend to drive over instead
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of going by train. I have much scientific material to
take up with the ’plane, that must go from here with us.
Be sure to be there early, Sam, as I expect a big crowd.
The meet has been advertised extensively—this beautiful
day is sure to bring everybody out,” I emphasized.

Just, however, as we were all about to start in the old
“beach wagon”—conveying a dozen or more of our house-
hold and friends, Ellen became so ill suddenly that Finley
was sent post-haste for our doctor. Thus, commenced
our disappointments. We quickly realized that neither
Finley nor Ellen would be on the field to witness my final
flight. Both wished me an affectionate “God speed,”
and made the prediction that the trip would prove in-
tensely interesting and profitable in every particular.

We reached the field long before the crowds came. The
anticipation of seeing the great, powerful hydro-aero-
plane that the ingenious Adolph had been over a year se-
cretly constructing and the admiration and surprise
it would certainly create, when the public, coupled with
my envious fellow aviators, would for the first time be-
hold soaring like a huge albatross in the cloudless sky,
induced in me a certain excitement and nervousness.

Yes, there, standing in front of the hangar, was Sam
and Adolph Von Posen, but where was the new machine?
I scanned their faces for a reply, yet both only looked
perfectly serene and altogether happy. Sam was smiling,
while Adolph looked perfectly calm and self-satisfied.
Yet the hydro-aeroplane was not there.

In order to overcome the shock of feeling and uncer-
tainty, I began within myself to excuse the fact by think-
ing that perhaps the ’plane had been delayed on the
road, but if that were the only cause of complaint I
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was then prepared to severely take them both to task for
not staying by this priceless invention.

“How do you do, ladies and gentlemen, you all look
as happy and quite as blooming as this day is lovely,”
said Sam, politely taking off his hat and making a low
bow as we came within hearing distance. “And my dear
Mr. Bacon,” he added, after a pause sufficiently long for
all to mumble a return of the salutation, “the genial
character and wonderful genius, my bosom friend, Adolph,
here, has now only to show you his ingenious con-
trivance, with a view to produce a wave of admiration
to pass through your intelligent faces. He has it right
here.”

“Right here?” said I, giving Sam a savage look. “Do
my eyes deceive me, or is he simply lying,” I thought. I
don’t see it!” I shouted with vehemence.

“It is der baber in, right here!” returned Adolph, point-
ing to a bundle done up with newspapers and secured by
several yards of pink-colored string.

“What do you mean?” I demanded with more force
than politeness. “Do you mean to say that the eighty-
foot aeroplane you have been constructing for over a year
is wrapped in the dinky, picayune and greasy-looking
bundle at your feet? and doubling up my fists I shook
my right close to his face.

“I am gladt you vill like id. I show you,” he replied,
quickly stooping over and breaking the strings.

“Don’t! Don’t show me. I don’t want to see it. I
told you to make the planes eighty feet in length. How
long did you make them?” I questioned.

“I make them eight inches. A sample it is. I try it.
It like a kite flies, lofely.”
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“Don’t undo it! I don’t care to see it,” I protested,
and the disappointment nearly unnerved me.

All our friends had come upon the field especially to
behold my try-out of the wonderful hydro-aeroplane I
had so frequently described and pictured in such glowing
terms. Then again, the news had gotten into the papers,
and was now widely advertised. Doubtless there would
be several thousands on the field who had paid and others
still to pay their entrance fee to the grounds, every one
would be compelled to go away dissatisfied. Public
opinion is ever suspicious of those who make excuses.
“Reasons for failure don’t count for much,” I thought.
The public salaams to success, no matter how obtained, if
even in the dark.

Adolph had, with undoubted ability, neatly and scien-
tifically constructed this eight-inch model entire with en-
gines, and in detail complete, out of cardboard and
strong, coarse thread. It was a wonder to look at, a
marvel of ingenuity that must have demanded unflagging
patience and great persistence. Of course, it was a mere
toy to behold, and signified no practical purpose—except
as a model. A couple of fat mice could not with safety
have flown in it.

But why should I blame him for an honest mistake?
His unfamiliarity with English was the cause of the
whole trouble. I said “eighty” feet, which he misinter-
preted for eight inches. Here is an additional reason, I
thought, why language should become universal.

Of course, on second thought, I went carefully over
and examined the model when I had reasoned myself out
of that angry and disagreeable mood. I also compli-
mented him upon his achievement and shook him heartily
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by the hand. He was a man of truly marvelous imagina-
tion and ability.

Differences in language, I divined, also meant differ-
ences in customs, habits and tastes. We do not under-
stand each other sufficiently so we are generally either
suspicious or patronizing. With Adolph, on analysis,
we differed in taste and smell alone.

I could see disappointment plainly written on the faces
of my wife and son, though with me, they continued to
speak lightly of the consequences. They realized that
there would be some, who, with ill grace, would take the
disappointment of my failure to appear in the much-
heralded hydro-aeroplane, while the crowd, in the aggre-
gate, would not discern the difference. To me it was a
keen disappointment—my first failure, indeed, to do as
I had promised.

There was no time to lose. So, with Paul’s assistance,
I brought out my old machine. After looking it well
over and carefully—for it had not been used in a year—
we filled the tanks with gasoline, tested the engine, and
after some little adjustments everything was found to
work perfectly. I then arranged all the scientific instru-
ments, took my position out on the field and awaited a
favorable opportunity to make the ascent.

I had prepared the old machine so quickly that none
of the aviators had noted the fact until I was well out
on the field. Only two asked me as to the whereabouts
of my new machine. They were busy with their own
business and had no time to investigate mine.

The two old cronies, Sam, the blacksmith, Paul and
Hester, and my good little wife—all followed me out on
the field and formed a circle of happy, smiling faces, with
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each voice of encouragement trying to out-do the other.
Back of it all, I could penetrate their mixed sadness and
anxiety. They were well aware that I would make a de-
termined effort to break my own record for flying at the
highest altitude of any human being. They all wanted
me to accomplish the feat, but they also anticipated some
danger.

Sam had not been standing with us long before I dis-
cerned scores of young ladies making their way to our
party from several different directions. As soon as the
vanguard had arrived, immediate interest was lost in
everything but Sam. While some few of my friends still
stood close beside me, forming quite a respectable com-
pany, Sam became the attractive center of a whole flock
of feminine beauty. They were of all ages, young girls,
old maids with curls, and a fair assortment of widows.
Every one sought a private interview with Sam. With
one by one, for about a minute, he talked low and ear-
nestly. With each one he made a positive appointment,
carefully recording the promise and date in a little book
he carried for that apparent purpose. Strange enough,
they all minded him like so many soldiers, and departed
blushing and smiling in anticipation. Of course, Sam
never kept a single one of the appointments. He simply
deceived the ladies—each one in turn. Yet, they never
seemed to mind it.

For each unkept promise, Sam either worked, or walked
or amused himself, or quietly slept a few hours without
being disturbed. “They like it,” he was wont to declare.
“Honest men are generally aggressive, and wimmin hate
‘em. It’s more comfortable to be a harmless liar, pro-
vided you lock yourself in.”
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On this particular and momentous occasion, Sam, at
last, saw fit to turn from his over-flattered group of
listeners.

“Excuse me, young ladies, the show is about to com-
mence. I have the weight of this whole—juxta-position on
my shoulders, and, as the poet would say, ‘We need more
air,y and so, my lovely companion, I bid you a most
sumptuous adieu. In other words, I’ll see you later. Ta,
ta,” said Sam, swinging gracefully out of the circle that
surrounded him, and coming toward us. Indeed, he had
shooed them away.

The field was now teeming with life, the excitement in-
creasing every minute. Thousands had come out on the
field to enjoy the sport. All were in their best attire—
every color of the rainbow represented in dress and
parasol; and as the onlookers moved over the field, the
scene took on an ever-changing kaleidoscope of vivid
hues.

As I scanned the field, I beheld people from every walk
of life, and every shade of character. The good and bad,
the liberal, the stingy, the brave. The coward, the wise
man and the foolish—all were represented there. Midst
it all was the jovial and the solemn, side by side, as
natural as sunshine and shadow. Yet, human interest in
the marvelous was there; the conscious desire to go for-
ward, higher and higher in our mastery of the elements.
This really brought them together. Then, in union there
is strength—the unconscious purpose of strengthening
and carrying forward the everlasting human flight toward
perfection.

Perfection can be reached only through the masses.
Only in the consensus of opinion we find how far the world
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is advanced. Individuals may lead the way far in the
vanguard, but their ideas must await the army or mass,
to catch up, before the advance is certain.

The crowd had now become more noisy. Their ex-
clamations—*“There he goes!” “Oh! He’s going to tip
over!” The “ohs” and the “ahs,” the yelling and laugh-
ing, all at the same time, this, with the constant buzz
and whirr of the machines as the aviators drove back
and forth over the field, imparted to the whole scene a
strangely modern significance.

We were all amazed when one of the aviators started
off with two passengers. It was a sight never to be for-
gotten when the machine rose gracefully as a bird. As it
circled around in spiral-like form, ascending and dipping
in the air, it seemed almost human. So perfectly and
steadily did it describe circle after circle in spiral arcs,
yet going higher and farther, and all but fading from view,
like some great guiding spirit assisting humanity to reach
some infinite goal, it supplied an inspiration beyond words.
When I saw the speck slowly move in an easterly direction
until lost to view, I felt as though we had forever parted.

Thirty minutes elapsed before I saw it return overhead.
It was then making a bee-line toward the field where we
stood, and at more than railroad speed. Down it came,
rushing as if it must dash to pieces against the ground;
then, suddenly, as it neared the earth, the planes changed
their angle, and as gracefully as a swan it alighted gently
and without a jar. One mile high and ten forward into
the sky, and the return, in perfect safety! “Think of it
and dwell upon it,” I thought.

“It’s half after three, Dad,” said Paul.

“I'm all ready,” I replied.
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As I turned to bid my wife good-by, a vision of old
Azreal’s white horse seemed to arise before my eyes. A
sudden shock passed through me, and I must have stag-
gered not a little, for my wife instantly inquired if I was
feeling well. For the first moment in my life, I heartily
wished that all might have begged me to remain right
where I was. I then could have furnished an excuse to
obey that whispered warning—“Remain where you are”

Instead, however, I dimly heard the crowd’s insistent
cheer, that prolonged yell. They were calling for me—I
knew. My wife was flooding me with encouraging ap-
peals, and all my friends, in turn, were trying their ut-
most to heighten the occasion with joy and promise. Yet,
I felt dizzy and sick at heart—for the first time in my life,
like a coward. If the earth could have opened under my
feet and permitted me to descend out of sight until all
excited yellings, as of demons, had ceased, I would have
gladly, aye happily, rejoined my family and confessed
my weakness. It seemed as if I was being driven to per-
form something, that an invisible spirit warned me again
and over again to desist from doing. But another force
—foolish pride—labeled bravery, overcame the warning
and my sense of self-preservation. So, like others gone
before me, and others yet to come, I disobeyed the kindly
premonition.

The good-bys had been said. So, carefully donning my
great fur coat and cap, and turning up the widening
collar, I took my seat in the machine. Starting up the
motors, I let them, for the moment, run at moderate
speed with a view to limber and warm them up. Within
a minute or two without further design I turned on full
power. As the machine rose gracefully in the air, I
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turned a little and waved my hand to Julie—a parting
salute. Then I shouted a last “Good-by.”

The whirr of the propeller made so much noise, how-
ever, that I could not hear the return salutes, yet I saw
from the happy faces, ’mid waving of hats, parasols and
handkerchiefs, how the people had joined in shouting
their persistent encouragement.

I had been careful to overhaul every part of my engine
before starting. Had tested and examined every wire
and fastening, including the gasoline tank. As I began to
rise I felt conscious of the low hum of a thousand human
voices. I did not dare look down. I had determined to
fix my mind on the manipulation of the planes. I kept an
ear, from the beginning, on any unusual sound that might
ensue from the engine’s rapid and even stroke. I had
made hundreds of previous trips, yet, somehow, I never
felt so absolutely alone before. After the lapse of a few
minutes, with sounds of the field left far behind, I was
tempted to return, but mastered the suggestion and con-
tinued to rise rapidly. The whirr of the propellers—
making twenty-four hundred revolutions per minute—and
the noise from eight pistons, seemed lost in the vastness
of space around and above. There was little wind. For
purposes of aviation, the atmosphere was perfect. The
excitable and violent spirit “Vato” ! slumbered, or was
far away from “Nosmnbdsgrsutt.” ®

14Vato,” wind spirit that could excite violent storming wind.
2 “Nosmnhdsgrsutt,” the land of flying men and women.



CHAPTER XVIII

THE LAST TRIP

FirTiNGLY, the day pointed heavenward, and the Sun’s
beneficence had robed the Earth in all his glory. Here
and there, scattered over the zenith of a great, broad arc,
were occasional small, fleecy, softly tinted clouds in gossa-
mer of dainty thinness, which in contrast with the deep,
clear blue above imparted a sense of pellucid sereneness
and tinged with cheerful quiet a confidence that all the
world claimed peace and good-will to man.

A feeling freshened within me was intensified by the
rhythmic chug-chug of the eight fast-moving pistons
which, replacing martial music, quickened the heart-beat
and reflected in my face and hands the hue of perfect
health.

The temperature on the field registered seventy-two.
F., a comfortable and ideal degree to induce an unusually
large concourse of people. This, as well as the many
feats the aviators were expected to perform, gave great
hope and promise for the management. So far as this
understanding immediately concerned me, the populace
knew it was to be my last supreme and crowning effort,
before permanently retiring from the aviation field.
Further urging upon the part of the management was,
therefore, unnecessary.

For several previous days my fellow aviators had sent
182
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in their congratulations upon my engagement and the
generous consideration to secure for the association all
scientific data. In turn, I was compelled to explain at
great length many of the duties incidental to this final
trip. Among other things, I was expected to secure speci-
mens of the air at the various altitudes. To take down,
as well, the temperature at each two or three hundred
feet—up to the highest point reached.

Prepared for this service, I came upon the field with
about six dozen large, sealed glass tubes, exhausted of
air. After ascending two thousand feet, I broke the seal
from one of the tubes. A sharp hiss followed, caused
by the air rushing into the exhausted tube. I immedi-
ately resealed the tube, and marked the record upon the
tag attached. At every additional three hundred feet
of altitude, I broke a seal and secured a specimen of the
air. This work, together with keeping watch over my
machine, intensified the labor, to say nothing of the pre-
cision exacted.

The experiment was not new, but none had succeeded in
obtaining air specimens at altitudes of a mile or over.
Certainly, specimens had been obtained from mountain
heights, balloons and kites, but mine was to be the first
effort made from the aeroplane. Indeed, I believed I
would exceed, by many thousand feet, a height greater
than any known balloon or kite had ascended, or could
possibly ascend.

Though the pecuniary reward was comparatively small,
for the scientific values attained, the honor was an incen-
tive sufficient to repay all the effort I might make.

In addition to carrying thermometers filled with the
spirit of wine, to prevent freezing at high altitudes, I
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took a condensing hygrometer for measuring the hu-
midity, and many other instruments. These I arranged
in convenient positions in front of the machine, that I
might observe more accurately the ever-increasing rari-
fication of the atmosphere around me.

At moments, the stillness seemed oppressive. Time and
time again, I thought I heard, away down in the depths
below, that far-away voice crying, “Good-by, pa-pa,
good-by-y”—1I listened. Yes, out of the depths below—
every little while—I felt sure I heard the cry repeated.
With bated breath, and ears strained to catch the slightest
sound, I listened, to convince myself whether or not I
heard a voice calling, or whether it was purely imagina-
tion due to my strained condition. Could it have been
the voice of Paul or Ellen calling? I never knew.

The atmosphere had now become too cold for those
thinner gloves, so I removed and replaced them with a
pair of heavy furs, more suited. To fortify against the
increasing intensity of the cold, I pulled the cap well
down over my ears, turned up the collar of my great fur
coat, so that it remained well poised above my nose in
front. I had just completed pulling on my gloves, when
—Horrors! Was I falling? Taking a hurried look
downward, I estimated that I must have been three thou-
sand feet above earth, and directly over a farming sec-
tion. Glancing at the aneroid barometer, my estimate was
confirmed. It read, “three thousand one hundred feet,”
while my Centigrade registered 0° C., or about 32° F. Yet,
I was much surprised to find the air so cold. The only
way I could account for this low temperature at the alti-

tude indicated, was, that I had encountered a much colder
and dryer strata of air.
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Now, a cock-crow struck my ear. I imagined it sounded
quite near, yet, the barometer indicated that I had at-
tained an altitude of more than sixty-two hundred feet.
The thermometer read —3° F., or about —20° C. At this
height I found myself amidst dense clouds and the mist
became so heavy that my furs dripped water. In this
cloud I continued to rise until examination of the ba-
rometer showed that I was 12,640 feet above sea level.
While still cloud bound, my thermometer rose to 28° F.
Sounds on earth were perfectly audible, and the rooster’s
crow seemed only a short distance off.

My machine had, for some time, been taking an up-
ward and eastward course. I estimated, at the moment,
that I must at least have been some ten or twelve miles
east from the starting-point upon the field. I changed my
course, still climbing higher, in a westerly direction. It
was not long before I could hear, at first rather indis-
tinctly, but growing more audible as the moments elapsed,
the sounds of a great volume of voices on the aviation field.

I now had been out of the cloud but for an instant when
I felt my coat, gloves and cap suddenly stiffen, and look-
ing down discovered I had all but turned into a human
icicle. The accumulated moisture on the fur had become
a chest of solid ice. Leaning forward to look at my in-
struments, I was surprised to find that the barometer n-
dicated a height of twenty-two thousand three hundred
and seventy feet, or nearly four and a half miles. Below
me I could see nothing but the cloud through which I had
passed; while above, about a mile higher, I discerned
another cloud. Doubtless these clouds looked isignificant
from the ground, though the one immediately above me
must have been about a mile in length. The cold was
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now intense, but I suffered little, for my fur garments were
heavy, and the additional protection of the ice crust
tended to prevent any further loss of heat. The air had
now become so rarified that much difficulty was encoun-
tered in breathing. During the passing moments, I had
occasionally broken the seals of the vacuum tubes, allow-
ing them to refill with air, then promptly resealed them.
The dread that now possessed me was of aerophobia,
which in great altitudes manifests itself in hysteria or
extreme nervousness. I made up my mind, at all hazards,
to combat this feeling. Strange additional sounds ar-
rested my attention, other than those arising from the
multitude below. One recalled the sound of a railroad
train, and its apparent nearness was surprising. I
manipulated the machine on its ever upward course, first
east and then west, in order to always cover the aviation
field. When the sounds arising from the multitude de-
creased it was then evident that I had gone beyond the
field in one direction, so I turned again toward the sound.
Hearing the voices, I was content, but so soon as my
machine moved too far away, east or west of the field, then
I immediately became and felt as one alone.

Other dangers, however, not to be lost sight of, threat-
ened, at the tremendous elevation I had now attained. By
a new reading of the barometer, I found myself at twenty-
nine thousand two hundred and eighty feet—more than
five and a half miles in air. The atmosphere had now
become so rarified that it was quite painful to breathe.

The thermometer indicated —20° F., and growing
colder, I dared not expose the least part of my face.
I conclud.ed to expose my eyes no longer to the cold, as I
could guide the machine perfectly by sound. I had de-
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termined to proceed as long as I could obtain air suffi-
cient to breathe. Soon I discovered my limit had been
reached. Finally I decided to take one more glance at
the instruments; then quickly make a descent. With
great difficulty I gathered sufficient will to open my eyes
and look forward. The barometer gave thirty-four
thousand feet in the air, while the thermometer marked a
temperature of —54° F. Not until T had made this last
attempt, did I fully realize my utter helplessness. I no
longer distinguished sound except an ever-increasing ring
within the ears and an accompanying drowsiness which
I felt I could not overcome. Realizing the seriousness of
my plight, I exercised all the power of will left, to arouse
and shake off the condition. But in vain. All my facul-
ties refused to respond.

I was now genuinely tired—very weary. I needed
sleep. Then there came the awful realization of my con-
dition, and soon the mind might convince itself that a
short nap would not be harmful, but if so, it could really
make no great difference after all. This alternating feel-
ing continued for a few moments. Then an instant of con-
sciousness would flitter through the feeling of drowsiness,
intercepting it and arousing me temporarily. But my
seemingly rigid body did not respond, and nature could
again throw her cloak of unconsciousness around me, and
mercifully shut out all feeling, until strength enough again
returned. Through one of these half-conscious spells I
became suddenly aware that I no longer heard the chug-
chug of the engine pistons. Was I asleep? Or was it all
only a horrible dream? No, it is not a dream! Yes, the
engines have stopped. Why? Why have they stopped?
With a mighty superhuman effort I aroused myself. I
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felt now as if all nature, or the power of a hundred de-
mons, could not again put me to sleep. “Why had the
engines stopped?” I cried aloud. “The gasoline has
frozen!” seemed like a returned reply. “Frozen!
Frozen!” I hoarsely whispered. “Yes, yes! The gasoline
must have become solid in this temperature. God, I
forgot that it would freeze! Look! Look! The ther-
mometer marks —150° F. Almighty God!” I yelled as
loud as I could cry out. “I am bereft of a chance! Oh!
Oh! Horror of horrors!” I hoarsely cried, my whole body
quivering like a leaf, while the perspiration became frozen
on my brow.

Now, I'm awake!—I laughed in hysterical glee. I'm
awake! Awake! Then my great plane pitched forward
—gave a lunge. It shivered as if consciously shocked
at the prospect of a six-mile plunge.

Beginning to sink, I stood upright, and with all my
strength, whispered faintly out of a dry and parched
throat, “Help! Help! Oh, God do help me! I'm fall-
ing—D'm falling! Ju-lie! Pa-u-u-u-1"”” Then everything
was dark and still.



CHAPTER XIX
DROPPING THE PILOT

How long I remained in the unconscious state there
were no means of ascertaining, but it seemed not to ex-
ceed two or three seconds of time. Coming to my senses,
a hurried glance at the barometer showed an altitude of
thirty-three thousand feet. Doubt was at once removed,
but that my plane was fast falling, which brought again
the instant realization of a perilous situation.

Within the fraction of a second I knew again that not
a solitary chance remained. The engines had stopped!
The gasoline had frozen! Now the machine was descend-
ing at lightning-like speed. I could feel my face blanch,
and my blood seemed to have frozen within my veins.
The horror and suspense seemed to paralyze my very
soul; and, as the plane rushed downward with increasing
fury, all the important happenings of life seemed out-
s, read before me—rushed before the mind’s eye as a
moving picture. Seconds seemed like ages of time. Then
the vision departed, and I became transfixed with mortal
terror. First, sinking back in my seat, as if to avoid
the awful consequences, then, clutching wildly at the air in
my madness of despair; and dying ten thousand deaths
as the ’plane descended with ever-increasing speed, lurch-
ing, yet plunging in its swift descent. How my heart sank

within me. Alone, above the clouds, and flying as a meteor
189



190 YEZAD, A ROMANCE

toward the earth, rushing half consciously toward the in-
evitable! Then, I prayed for unconsciousness—but alas,
prayer was for three seconds only. I involuntarily stood
up numb, lifeless—sick. I again clutched the wheel me-
chanically—with bare hands. My gloves becoming heavy
with frozen ice had dropped when I became unconscious,
and had released my hands from the steering wheel. I
clung on again with a death-like grip, my jaws mean-
while chattering and my whole body shaking from spasms
of fright.

Suddenly, and without warning, I felt something, even
colder than the intense chilliness of the atmosphere,
grasp my hands. A new terror seized me, for, behold,
standing and confronting me, WAS ANOTHER PER-
SON. The figure entirely robed in black, had its head so
bent forward, that I could not regard the face, thus pre-
venting me from discerning whether it was man or woman.
With a terrible vise-like grip, it placed its hands over mine,
and seemed to force the steering wheel around,—first one
way, then the reverse. I had not the strength to resist,
neither could I utter a sound. Any attempt to cry out
seemed only the more to choke off the words.

How it was possible for any one to have hidden in the
machine, and to have accompanied me thus far unnoticed,
I failed to understand. Then again, the somber and frail
robe of the figure seemed far too thin to afford protec-
tion against the temperature of the altitude now attained,
the thermometer indicating more than fifty-five degrees
below zero. Surely, any living thing unprotected by suit-
able garments would have succumbed in less than a
minute. What could this stranger mean or be doing
here? How had this figure stalked or crawled in front of
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me unobserved? Why was it turning the steering wheel
so determinedly, and in so mysterious a fashion? Why
did it crush my bleeding hands in its icy grasp? I might
query and question, but alas for the reply!

Now my aeroplane was slowly turning! Soon it stood
perpendicular in the air—the great eight-cylinder, or one
hundred fifty horse-power engines having by reason of
their weight, swung beneath. As the great machine
swayed and oscillated in its downward course, the speed
seemed to have increased tenfold. As the mighty ma-
chine rushed and plunged, the air from below seemed to lift
me by its power, as if blown upward in the air by some
cyclonic blast. The siren-like screeching sound caused
by its rapid fall still increased, until it became a horrible,
high-keyed shrick. As we rushed down, ever down, my
mysterious companion seemed to increase that vise-clutch
on my hands, squeezing with mightier strength. Yet, the
pain of all this was, somehow, driving fear from me, in-
creasing my strength, and inducing a calmer attitude.
Ultimately, I leaned forward and addressing my com-
panion, in a choking voice full of anguish, I cried with
all the strength left me, “Will you please let go my
hands?” And then, noting that the stranger paid no at-
tention, I quickly demanded—*“Take your hands away!
Let go! Don’t you see we are falling—to—to certain
death?” Still the figure did not move, nor could I im-
agine who or what it was. The pain was now more intense
and as the form took fresh hold of my hands, a steady,
throbbing ache seemed like unto a huge club rapidly
beating, and driving by its torture to the border of un-
consciousness, or holding me to suffer while dying through
countless deaths.
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Then came relief, as my strength seemed to temporarily
return. Again, I gathered myself together in another
mighty effort to wrest myself from the strangling grip.
Oh, for some release! I turned, I twisted, tugged and
pulled ; yet the stranger appeared immovable,—those long,
bony tentacle-like fingers retained their hold.

Again I cried, my breath coming fast, and breathing
with intense difficulty: “Let—let—go! Don’t—you—
see—w-we a-are—f-falling, y-y-you—f-fiend! Damn
you! Damn you, let go!”

“Calm yourself, John,” the voice at last returned, in
clear, measured tones. “It is I, Azreal. Your friend
and neighbor.” Thus addressing me, he looked up.
Truly, it was the same Azreal, yes, the same that appeared
to me in my dream of the night before. Here he was be-
fore me. There was no time now for reflection—I knew
it would all soon be over. I readily discerned the Earth
beneath; it looked as if coming rapidly toward the ’plane
to greet and save us on its great loving bosom.

“We will arrive there soon now, John. Be calm,” I
heard Azreal softly whisper. Indeed, his gentleness amazed
me.

Still clutching the wheel with all remaining strength,
I felt each hope, all vain desires, fast slipping from me.
Should I then, throw myself with one mighty effort, into
the loving arms of my companion Azreal!

Down, ever down, we flew. The ’plane plunging and
turning, and shrieking with human-like agony of fear.
How the wings ripped and tore to shreds and tatters as
swaying from side to side, rollmg and tumbling like a
fast revolving wheel, they cut through the air! Now, the
wires snapped, while the wings broke and threshed, their
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ends beating through the upward howling wind. Strange
and darkling colors now oppressed the sight. The ear-
drums numbed, save for the thousand-and-one weird beat-
ings beyond all human ken. And withal, the ever-present,
half-conscious dread of life extinction—repellent to the
vigorous soul.

“Oh, wife! Oh, my loved ones!” I cried despairingly.
Oh, for just one more chance'—Only one more—and
then? But I knew it could not be. “Then submission,”
I thought—resignation to the inevitable. A hush seemed
now to have fallen upon all. But again the faces on the
field were revealed, ashen colored and drawn, as if some
startling calamity were at hand. Yes—they were watch-
ing—looking up. Yes, and there stood Azreal’s old white
horse in the midst of all. There was Julie—my dear
wife. And Paul and Hester, and all others of my family
and friends. Did they know it was I who was falling?
Yes, and I shall plunge them into life-long grief! The
human agony of that one thought alone would have suf-
ficed to dethrone the mind. But, at that moment I heard
Azreal say again, “Come, John.” “Yes, Yezad, Yezad,
Yezad”—1I repeated aloud, and then, in another instant,
I knew no more.

Upon again opening my eyes, a brief second later, I
beheld the aeroplane with my own body dropping from
the machine. I saw both shoot downward with meteoric
speed. Pain and all anxiety had now entirely left me. I
felt happy, calm and supremely serene. Strange, I no
longer saw Azreal, and his old white steed had also disap-
peared. The concourse of people were still watching—
looking upward. Suddenly, as the machine and my body
struck the earth and seemed to rebound, there arose a
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mighty cry of horror. As this, mingled with exclama-
tions of intense grief increased, pandemonium reigned
around the field, and panic-stricken groups rapidly re-
treated from the scene.

I heard distinctly the hysterical cries, mingled with
sobs, and realized to the full, the excitement and sorrow.
But it no longer affected me as it might have a while ago.
From the group of young and old in front of whom my
body had fallen, I beheld a young man suddenly spring
forward over my quivering body, now spread upon the
sward a jellied torn mass. His companions followed him
with hands uplifted and half-averted faces, as if to shield
their hearts from some mighty blow. I saw the same
young man fall upon his knees and prostrate himself
upon my lifeless form, and one by one, his young and old
companions came and knelt beside him.

But, ah! One woman from among them has toppled
over, and I see a very old man and another woman rub-
bing her hands and attempting to restore—to console her.
Now, they all kneel as if in prayer, and I see their bodies
heaving as they sob and utter subdued moans. Then the
young man is looking up in my direction—he raises his
hands slowly and painfully. Then rising to his feet, he
all but staggers upon my prostrate form. His hands are
pressed to his brows. Stopping short, he again looks up.
Listen!—he is speaking as he stretches forth his hands
toward the sky above. Finally sounds are wafted to
my hearing. They are the murmurs of voices full of pain
and suffering and tear-stained faces. The young man’s
anguish is too deep for words. Twice I hear him speak.
He is calling, “Father!—Father” Then all is still. As
I move forward and upward, I see them lead him away.



CHAPTER. XX
MY DUAL SELF

THE earth had now disappeared from view, and I found
myself apparently alone in that great measureless realm
known as space.

So interested had I become in watching the young man
and the afflicted woman whom he appeared to treat as a
Mother, and the small group of people surrounding them,
who so pitifully demonstrated their intense grief, that I
had not, up to the moment, entered upon any consider-
ation of my changed condition. Far and beyond it all, as
I now swiftly receded from this sorrow-stricken group—
and the field was fast emptying of its wild, thoughtless and
terror-stricken concourse—I became conscious of a feel-
ing that I was impelled on and on, destined to reach some
distant destination.

My body lay upon the field; that I knew. Yet, I could
see and think as intensely as ever, lacking only in the
longing for family or friends. I felt as if bereft of all
regrets—all loving memories forever left behind. There
was one excepti'on. A deep sorrow filled me, for evil done
my companions during life on earth. All sensation ap-
pealed to me as mental only. “In this realm,” I thought,
“my body would be superfluous and unnecessary.”

An examination of my surroundings now revealed

other and startling surprises. To my utter astonish-
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ment, while I failed to rid myself of the impression that I
still possessed a body with hands and feet, I could neither
see nor feel either. Indeed, I was invisible to myself. 1
did not breathe. Neither did I walk or run. I seemed
only to will myself along while borne through space—with-
out feeling of heat or cold, or atmospheric pressure. My
one desire was to reach some destination where I was
about to will myself. Suddenly, my thoughts were ar-
rested by many new and wonderful visions rapidly appear-
ing in surrounding space.

While my desire was to go on and still on—whither I
knew not—new interests retarded the consummation.
Since all bodily feeling of either sickness or pain, or sense
of touch, no longer retarded my mental freedom, I be-
came immediately enthusiastic in my attitude toward the
Universe and filled with deep sense of wonder and ad-
miration. It was purely a psychic state, wherein every-
thing is either mental pleasure or mental pain.

But very few of the many things revealed were antici-
pated by me. My next and greatest surprise was the
sudden discovery that I was not alone! It was no slight
shock, this startling revelation. I had a companion —A
man, who was moving along with me, and only a few feet
away. His face was turned away, but from a quick survey
I adjudged him to be about my own age and build.
There he was, as if floating along with me in silence.
“Where did he come from?” thought I-—“and who is he?”
Then, there was a something so familiar about him that
when he finally turned his face in my direction I willed
myself to beckon him with my invisible hands.

He must have seen the movement, for he smiled and
looked straight ahead. Yet, he made no effort to come
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nearer. So I waited until sure he would again see me.
Then, smiling in return, I beckoned. This time he came
quite close. Being near enough, I imagined, to hear my
voice, I attempted again to address him. But, to my dis-
may and great disappointment, not a sound nor word
could I utter. “This is too bad,” I said to myself de-
jectedly. “Yes, it is too bad,” returned a mental mes-
sage to my mind—just as plainly as though my companion
had spoken aloud.

“Whose voice was it?” I asked myself. And imme-
diately came back, “Mine.” “Who art thou?” I mentally
demanded, but no reply was returned. This puzzled me,
for something seemed to indicate that he had heard my
query. In moving over somewhat closer to him, I observed
a certain familiarity of form and features, that I hitherto
believed had been alone characteristic of my own body.
But why was he so diffident? Why did he not reply, or let
me understand the reason for his silence?

He was a solemn looking individual and gazing straight
ahead. “Maybe he’s the devil,” I thought to myself.
“T’ll find out who he is, if I have to touch him with my
invisible hand.” I thought this, with some feeling.

Certainly, there is one thing about the human that
does not change in life or death—our mental feeling.
What was I to think of a fellow who ignored my pres-
ence? But I had learned to control my temper while on
Earth, so I suppressed all feeling and mentally asked,
“My dear companion, art thou from Earth?”

“Oh, yer make me sick! Can that ‘thou’ business! Cut
it out! What cha mean yer lost yer nanny? Say, you
mug, where did you bob from? Say, where’d yer leave yer
shirt?”
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His reply was far more familiar than I expected, and
a little less elegant than anticipated. I had, however,
the satisfaction of immediately knowing where he was
from. A direct answer from the form would have been
superfluous.

“I came from the Earth, too,” I replied.

“Well, I came single,” said he with a grin.

Then, as I observed a small wandering meteor rapidly
approaching, I mentally raised my invisible arms, and
telepathically cried out, “Look out! Dodge, or it will
hit you!” It must have been traveling at a far greater
speed than I had calculated, for as I mentally shouted
my warning, I saw it strike him near the center of his
body, and pass entirely through the form. It was moving
so rapidly that the shock did not appear in the least to
retard its speed. I expected to look up and find my
companion gone, but, instead, he was still floating beside
me—looking none the worse for the strange occurrence.

“Say, what da yer mean by poking yer arms in front
of me face? I saw the dum thing a-coming, an’ say,
I saw the bloomin’ thing pass right through that nut of
yours. How’d it feel?”

“Why, I didn’t feel anything,” I replied, “but I saw
it pass right through your body,” I added.

“The hell yer did! I haven’t a body, an’ me arms an’
legs are gone! You’re all right! You’re all there, but
keep yer fins out of me vision !”

“That’s strange, you seem all there, too! We both
see each other, but we can’t see ourselves. We are invisi-
ble here, to no one except ourselves!” I replied.

As we journeyed on, our confidence in each other in-
creased, until I finally related my last experience on Earth.
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How I had been induced to try and beat my own record, in
a higher altitude of aerial flight; how the gasoline became
frozen in the tank of my aeroplane; my failure to take into
consideration the necessity of protection against the in-
tense cold of an altitude of about six miles; the conse-
quent stopping of the engines, and the fatal sleep. Of
having been overcome from lack of oxygen; then, my loss
of control over the machine during the few seconds of
sleep, and the fatal plunge to earth. I explained to him
all the details of my eventful last trip. He listened with
apparent interest to the recital, not interrupting me
once during the whole explanation. When I had finished,
he calmly said, “Say, stranger, that’s the route I came
by. What’s your name?”

“What’s your name?” said I, giving him the Yankee
answer.

“My name? Well, I hain’t got none this trip. I'm
just a fellow’s Malality—his name was Bacon—John
Bacon. But he was all right—a gentleman. I had a good
home. He’ll know me when we meet, but he don’t know
me now. Bonalities and Malalities are strangers after
death parts ’em.”

“Then, you are my Malality—for I am John Bacon!
You are really my dual self, who has tempted me, filled my
mind with evil, and with whom I have been mentally
wrestling, to subdue and overcome, all my life. So YOU
are my Malality self? Well, if it were not for old as-
sociation’s sake, I would say, ‘Begone!” Thank heaven,
I'm rid of you! But, I know you couldn’t, with any
prospect of success, change your disposition in one short
life. I'm glad if I’ve been of any benefit to you, but, I
hope to get a Malality that won’t tempt me quite so
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much as you have done, and I trust you’ll make your
next Bonality a better companion.”

“Well, you’ve been a pretty good kid to me. T feel
as if I’d been to Sunday School all my life, but I man-
aged to get the best of you a few times—you bet.” Here
my companion grinned savagely, and then continued:
“Say, old top, you made a good, healthy home for both
of us, but you acted meanly in keeping me down all the
time. What was the use of your studying so hard, and
keeping me waiting around for you to get through?
What did it all amount to? If you had let me have my
way, you’d have had a good time. Maybe we’d have been
up here sooner, but what’s the odds, we’d have gone right
back again. But, I got you drunk once, John. Remem-
ber it? Ha! Ha! You were sick as a dog. What a nice
bun you had on. I did my best to break your will then—
curse you. But you were such a ‘goody-goody’ son of a
bum, you didn’t have enough sense to be decent to me.”

“I did the best I could for you. I tried to make you
better—and I think you are.”

“Well, I may be a little better, but it will take several
of your kind to put me in the Bonality class. I ain’t
particular whether I get there or not. The world owes me
a good living. Let others work—your kind—I’d rather
take it easy. Give me plenty to eat and drink, and an
easy time, an’ I’'m satisfied. Next time I go back, Tll
have me way.”

“The next time you go back to Earth, you’ll return
Elere a better man. You were about as low as they make
em when you started out with me, but you’ve improved.”

“Oh, cut that josh. You make me sick. T’d like to
see you drunk again.”
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“You said that many times,” I answered.

“Yes, I know I have, and I meant it. Do you remem-
ber? Let me remind you about it. Do you remember when
that bloke Dickerson invited yer to take a drink? You
followed him right in, like a baby. He was a man after
me own heart. He had a sleek and oily tongue all right.
He could throw the cards, fight, and put up the biggest
bluff of any man. Why, he was a top-notch pal. He
would cut yer throat, or stick yer in the dark, and go to
sleep like a kid, right after. If you’d been a good feller,
he wouldn’t have filled yer beer glass with whiskey, when
you stooped over to pick up his half dollar, you boob.
He hated yer because yer always refused to have a good
time. He filled yer glass when you weren’t lookin’, an’
yer got drunk, didn’t yer? Now yer see when yer got
drunk, in order to punish yer, I made you give him every
dollar you had. If you’d allowed me to have my way once
in a while, maybe I wouldn’t have done that. See?”

“How unfortunate for you, I didn’t let you try. If
I had, I would have gone back to somebody’s Malality.
As it is, I still am Bonality—the individual aiming at
right. Dickerson never showed his true side to me but
once, then I found he was gentle, kind, and considerate.
They tell me, that when he was a young man, he was of
excellent character. His Bonality dominated. Then he
began to drink. No one can drink without weakening his
will, and once the will is weakened, his Malality begins
to obtain the upper hand. Nothing but a Bonality of
tremendous power can break the hold of our second
nature. Bonality represents the good. When they are
sent forth into the world, with them is placed a second, a
Malality—one who is below the worst or weakest Bon-



202 YEZAD, A ROMANCE

ality. Itis the duty of the Bonality to teach and overcome
the evil second self, and thus lead this hidden evil to a
higher, or better life. This I tried to do for you, and I
know you are better now than in the beginning.”

“That’s the way you’ve always preached,” returned
my companion, “but no ill will do I hold. Maybe you’re
on the right tack. The next bloke, however, will suffer
if he lets me loose,” he added.

Time is not measured, in eternity, so how long we had
been together there was no way of determining. Neither
is there measurable distance, for all that is necessary is
to will the mind to be at any desired place, and instantly
the spirit is there.

Our conversation covered many subjects, as we went
forward; the principal issue, however, was our present
condition. We both understood that we had left the
Human, and were now in the Spiritual. While we
journeyed along, side by side, we met thousands upon
thousands of spirits, always in pairs, and of all ages and
nationalities. With many we held conversation. Every
color, kind, and creed, black and white, brown and yellow
—every race from the face of the earth, now mingled to-
gether, and all in general conversation. There was no
difficulty to understand each other. There is no lan-
guage in the realm of infinite space. All ideas were ex-
pressed through the mind, hence no figure of speech
interfered with thought as expressed in intercourse be-
tween minds.

How different was all this on earth, where a multi-
plicity of languages had shaded, prejudiced or oppressed
fche human mind. 'This language condition will always
interfere with that great ideal state—<the brotherhood
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of man.” When we know one another, we are not so apt
to hate, nor war upon our fellows. In this universal
realm, all were perfectly happy in the thought that each
was understood by the other.

“If we ever return to earth again, our objective should
be to advocate one language for all nations of the earth,
many tongues being the only barrier that now separates
nation from nation, and prevents the desired oneness of
mankind. One language would doubtless lead to eternal
peace and brotherhood. What a simple solution of their
many present difficulties—a universal language,” I ex-
claimed.

The stories and confessions of crime, murder, war and
injustice, that I heard from the minds of many Malalities,
were counterbalanced ten thousand fold by the tales of
love, duty, and self-sacrifice, from the Bonalities, clearly
proving, that mankind is rapidly advancing by the uplift.
Happiness is on the increase! Goodness is a million times
more common now than a few centuries ago. Hundreds
upon hundreds were floating along with us, doubtless,
long before their time, because war had precipitated their
presence. But, indubitably, they will return better men,
next time, as they had sacrificed themselves for humanity.
So we all do—consciously or unconsciously. We die that
others may live—better lives. This, we shall ever do, but
in lessening degree, until mankind becomes perfect. What
a glorious thought possessed me, as we journeyed on
through ethereal space, the widening vault ever vibrating
with scintillating sounds and longings of pronounced

progress.



CHAPTER XXI
THE MOON

THaERE being no measure of time in space, it was im-
possible to estimate how long my Malality and I had been
in communication with others similarly situated. Soon,
however, we all realized our close proximity to the Moon.

“We’re about two hundred and thirty thousand miles
from home on Earth, according to my reckoning,” re-
marked my companion, as, within a few miles, we neared
its rough, barren and scarred surface.

“And according to my reckoning, we shall be enabled
to confirm the many estimates made by others, as to its
condition,” I replied.

“It’s a dead one,” said my Malality in disgust.

We were now so near, it was quite easy to study its
surface at close range. The Moon was indeed dead. Not
a particle of water appeared upon its entire surface, not
a cloud in the sky. Indeed, there was no “sky,” for its
atmosphere had entirely disappeared. When all the
moisture on its surface had been finally absorbed by the
sphere itself, the air had disappeared.

We descended to her bare surface, in the vicinity of the
great voleanic crater Secchi, at the base of which was
formerly the great sea of Tranquillitatis—both of which
are visible to the naked eye from the Earth on a moon-

light night. Together, they Present one of the darkest
204
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areas of the Moon. The whole surface of the satellite ap-
peared as if it had been rent and torn, ages ago, by a
hundred thousand volcanoes—all now entirely extinct.
They presented to our vision a series of unbroken chains
of volcanic mountains covering every inch of the Moon’s
surface. In the vicinity of the Serenitatis depression,
appeared another dark section, representing what was
probably a former ocean bed. Its internal fires were un-
doubtedly extinct, for we could trace no indication of
life from within its craters. Indeed, no evidence of life
was visible anywhere, as existence in the sense of life of
any kind, would have been impossible, owing to the ab-
sence of air. When celestial bodies finally lose their great
protecting air blanket, they are subject to the two ex-
tremes—intense heat from the rays of the Sun, and the
frigid cold of surrounding space.

We were much interested in the discovery of small
planets from five to fifty miles in diameter. These we
termed “Small Moons,” as they revolved in their orbits
around the Earth. We saw several hundreds of them in
the space between the Earth and Moon, all rushing along
in their orbits at varying speeds. There must have been
also several thousands beyond the Moon, all within a few
hundred miles of its surface. Further, we had evidences
that when the Moon was in her glory, her people had
built great cities in which they had lived for ages, in peace
and comfort.

As indicated, on our way from Earth to Moon, we
passed countless numbers of small planets. Some were
moving together in clusters, others in long, endless streams,
while a few were alone and revolving independently. The
separate ones were by far the brightest and largest
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in size. “How like the human family,” I thought, “the
weak and seeming unimportant, forever in clusters, or
forming in endless streams following beaten paths. The
big and bright, generally stand alone.” No two planets
appeared to be in the same stage of development, each rep-
resenting a different degree of perfection. Many were in
a gaseous state, representing the new born; others, old,
wrinkled, or dried up, presenting the old age of planet life.

We passed one stream which, if visible to people on
Earth, would have appeared as a comet. We estimated
this procession to be more than two millions of miles long.
From our view-point, it looked like a huge reptile made
up of an infinite number of luminous bodies, all speeding
through airless space and led by a great blazing star.
This mass was traveling at a rate of three hundred and
fifty miles a second, in an orbit around the Sun that would
take more than a thousand years to circle. In the race
some were certain to be left behind.

In addition to this vast number of gaseous bodies, we
encountered countless meteorites. The most numerous
among these are the aerolites, whose composition is made
up almost entirely of stony matter. Strange as it may
seem, the so-called siderite meteorites, which Earth’s
astronomers claim are composed of metallic iron alloyed
with nickel, were not observed.

We were informed by strangers we encountered, that
the so-called siderite meteorites observed to fall on Earth,
were nothing more or less than collapsed torpedoes, or
flying machines, sent forth by the inhabitants of some
far-distant planet. They either miscalculated the density
of our rarified atmosphere, or had lost control of their
nickel and copper constructed machines, unfortunately,
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plunging through the atmosphere so rapidly, as to fuse,
so, falling to Earth a moulten mass.

These strange travelers told us, also, that the human
race voluntarily, and by this means of transportation,
distributes itself throughout the universe. So, it may
be possible, the people of Earth will yet find means to send
emigrants to new planets in the ages yet to come.

Earth’s astronomers estimate, that about forty million
aerolites daily strike our outer atmosphere, and through
friction are fused, consumed, and fall to the surface, in
dust. Only the largest of these are seen by the people
on Earth, and then only on clear nights. While, doubt-
less, all produce a quite distinct noise in their rapid ap-
proach through the increasing density of air, they are
entirely consumed so far away that sound rarely reaches
Earth.

As we reached Caucasus Mountains, at the foot of
which, on the west, lies the dried up ocean bed of Sereni-
tatis on the Moon’s Northern Hemisphere, we observed,
far away to the east, the great volcano Aristillus loom-
ing up several thousand feet. Near the base of the ex-
tinct crater, we discovered ruins of what once seemed to
have been a magnificent city. The city’s broad streets
were constructed from highly polished green tile, the
surface of which was corrugated and had withstood the
rigors of alternating extremes of temperature for untold
ages. These ages of meteoric bombardment had de-
stroyed the greater part of the city, which we estimated
to have been some twenty miles square. All the build-
ings were originally white tiled, with roofs of tile surfaced
with gold leaf. The builders had evidently mastered the
art of tile production. The buildings themselves were
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uniform neither in size nor height, showing clearly the
builders’ versatility. The city faced south, where in the
distance, across the dried up ocean bed, could be seen the
crater Autolycus, and beyond the Apennines Mountains.

This city, in ruins, was the last mute evidence of man-
kind’s presence on the Moon. How wonderful it must
have been when its great human throng proudly walked its
streets! I could see back into the dim past, these buildings
of pure white and gold, and their streets teeming with life
and the shouts of the young and old. What music in the
children’s laughter, as they freely rode or walked about,
’midst richness and beauty, and love and song. It must
have been a city of twenty millions or more and much
further advanced in human intelligence than are the
Earth’s people. What had become of them? Had they
been slowly decimated by lack of water? It is known,
that as a planet’s internal fires cool, the moisture on its
surface and within its atmosphere is absorbed, leaving the
sphere entirely dry.

Scientists of the Moon, discovering the slow disappear-
ance of water, must have made desperate efforts to over-
come disaster. Irrigation began, and, coupled with the
construction of immense hydraulic pumps, provision was
sought for the future safety of the race.

Did they finally migrate to some nearby planet, one in
condition better calculated to sustain life? Was this
feasible?

They evidently had tremendous water systems, for
every\.vhere we discovered evidences of great hydraulic
pumping stations and immense canals.

.The Moon’s surface was now unprotected from the
direct rays of the Sun on the one hand, and intense cold
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on the other. Wherever her surface is subjected to the
Sun’s direct rays, the rocks become so heated that they
soften almost to fusing point. When the Sun’s rays do
not directly strike, the temperature is reduced to several
hundred degrees below zero.

Think of a ray of sunlight so hot as to melt stone,
while in the shadow, a temperature so cold prevails, that
the Mississippi River would freeze solidly in a few seconds.

Why is the Moon so bright? Is it due entirely to her
reflection of the Sun’s rays? There being no protecting
blanket of atmosphere around the Moon to deflect Sun
rays, or to act as a distributor of heat or cold, together
with the perpetual striking of meteors, tends to increase
spasmodic heat upon the Moon’s surface.

The air blanket surrounding our Earth to a large ex-
tent fuses these falling bodies. Only in rare instances
do they ever reach the Earth’s surface.

Looking down upon the exhibition of meteors falling
constantly upon the Moon, we become convinced, that
some day, the Moon would run against one so large, that
it would lessen her speed, so that she might make but one
annual revolution around the Earth. “What dire conse-
quences,” I thought, “might follow this catastrophe?
Would the tides of the ocean be so infrequent that their
waters would become fouled? Would the Sun’s influence
alone on the tide be sufficient to obviate the possibility?”

Our attention finally centered upon two small spheres,
less than fifty miles away. They were each about five
miles in diameter, side by side, traveling at high velocity.
As they sped on, we saw them repeatedly strike together,
the force of the impact causing them to rebound a mile
or two. At each blow, we could see, that friction was grad-
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ually heating both, until they attained a heat so great that
fires belched forth, increasing in intensity, until both
glowed at white heat. The area of this intense heat con-
stantly increased at each blow, until both spheres became
a moulten mass; their forms finally becoming oblong in
shape, and lengthening out until the ends of each seemed
to fuse together.

As they disappeared from our sight, both had merged
into one gaseous ball, greater by many times than their
former combined size. We had witnessed the birth of a
new planet; though small and correspondingly short
lived, a planet, nevertheless, that shall go through all
those varying stages recognized in a human life. Hun-
dreds of these formations were going on around us. In
this process, they seemed to swallow each other in a
blaze of fire, rolling, turning, and twisting in their con-
centric energy, while traveling in orbits at hundreds of
miles a minute.

So numerous are the dead planets, wandering through
space, that no approximate calculation of time could
show them as paired, and regenerated. New planets ap-
peared to dodge everything in their paths. Can this be a
natural law?

Here, I indicated to my Malality, that we had seen
enough, and suggested that we continue our journey. At
this moment, we discovered, that we could WILL ourselves
anywhere—and instantly be where we willed!

Taking a parting view of the old Moon’s dry, and
cracked surface, with the deeper furrows, we turned our
faces in the direction of the Sun. It was at once evident
to us that his smaller child, the Earth, lives a useful life.

It has been calculated that the Sun and his system, in-
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cluding the Earth, is rushing at the rate of twelve miles
per second towards the constellations Hercules and Lyre,
where Vega, one of the most beautiful and larger of the
Suns, is located. This star of first magnitude appears to
be rushing at the rate of forty-four miles a second to-
wards the Sun. But, what must be said of the conse-
quences of their meeting in the dim and distant future?
The Sun is a million times greater in volume than the
Farth, while Vega is a thousand times greater than the
Sun. Our Sun’s system is estimated as not far from that
vast center of space encircled by the Milky Way. Evi-
dently, it has traversed the intervening space from the
South of that region.

Ahead, lies a cluster of stars towards which we are
speeding at about three hundred sixty-five million miles
each year. Vega is madly rushing towards Earth, as if to
welcome us. Will the final meeting result in forming one
great planet, on which may dwell the perfect?

We asked ourselves this question, but, as we journeyed
on, neither of us could reply.

Being now completely overcome by a desire to end our
sojourn, we willed attainment of our destination.



CHAPTER XXII
THE GREAT WHITE WAY

THERE was no conceivable lapse of time between the
moment of willing our journey’s end and the instant ar-
rival at our destination.

The dazzling beauty of the scene that met the gaze of
my Malality and Self is indescribable. A great vivid shaft
of light, twenty thousand miles in diameter, shone forth
from Beginnan, a great black planet in the system of
Vega of the constellation Lyre, and extended like a great
heavenly searchlight into space, for countless billions of
miles. So pure were its rays that Earth’s sunlight, in
comparison, looked pale and dim, yet, its magnificent
and dazzling beauty, instead of blinding, only increased
our sense of vision. So perfect and powerful was its
magnifying force, that we were enabled to see objects
at will, and at any desired distance. Yet, there was an
absence of glare, reflection or shadow casting. From our
far outward position, however, this glorious stream of
light was opaque. Our eyes could not penetrate the mys-
teries beyond its bounds.

'A§ we neared its outer edge, and were about to step
within the resplendent bright beam, there suddenly ap-
pear:ed, facing us, a long row of tall patriarchal
looking men, standing erect and with solemnity, a
few ‘Paces apart. They seemed to extend in a long
straight line, reaching from Beginnan out into fathom-

less | space. Expectancy was plainly marked upon
212



THE GREAT WHITE WAY 213

every face, as they each peered into outer darkness.

As we gazed, we saw hundreds of Individuals with their
Malalities arrive at the outer edge, to face, in turn, one
of these border sentinels and hold a short, silent conversa-
tion. Then, was assigned a different Malality to each
Bonality, and a new Bonality to the Malality. This done,
the bearded, silent sentinel pointed in the direction of
some distinct planet, whereupon each pair, or two com-
panions, would together take their departure for the older
or newer world. The change was in order to secure per-
fection in the struggle for man’s endless existence.

Strange, but my companion at once recalled, and the
reflection dawned upon myself, that we had made the
Jjourney to this same place before. That we had seen the
same familiar faces of the chosen patriarchs, all clothed
in garments of immaculate white, yes—hundreds of thou-
sands of times before. We had probably seen each one
of these selfsame sentinels, guarding this Great White
Way.

The arrivals were coming and going * forward in a

* “Living humanity is composed of about one billion, two hundred
thousand millions of human beings, the number of men and women
being approximately equal at any given time.”

“Of these there die annually 35,879,520 of both sexes.”

“Daily there die 98,848 male and female.”

“In an hour 4,020 die.”

“In a minute 67 die.”

“In every second just a fraction more than one human being dies.”

“Now as these stream out of life there streams in at the other
pole precisely the same number of human entities—no more, no less;
the cosmic balance is absolute. Life, like a pendulum, swings in and
out of matter, steady, unfailing in regularity, ceaseless'in activity.
When, in an hour, four thousand and twenty human entities pass
through the gate of ebony and death, there enter, in the s.ame hour,
exactly four thousand and twenty human entities by the ivory gate
of birth. It is the out-breathing and in-breathing of the cosmic life.
1t is balanced and it is eternal.”—Vance THOoMPSON.
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continuous and mnever-ending stream of people of all
ages—arriving and departing invariably in pairs. Oc-
casionally, a newly arrived Personality who had reached
perfection of character, was allowed to enter the im-
penetrable light, and we beheld him no more. We dis-
tinguished no perfect Personalities as arriving from
Earth, and for a while marveled at the thought. Finally,
we remembered being told, that the Earth was far behind
all other planets in civilization, and that the mass of
people were human savages—ready to war upon and de-
stroy each other, without knowing why. Even the most
educated savages among Earth’s men sought to justify
murder and lesser crimes. We had been told that a
mighty tide tending to the creation of a better world
on Earth, had begun.

As we both stood facing the light, the voice of the
nearest sentinel was heard. I knew by the expression
upon his face—when he greeted us—that we were not un-
expected. He was a man of remarkable personality, a
figure stately in bearing, and of form divine. He re-
vealed the most perfect type of physical perfection we
had ever seen. In stature he was more than ten feet high.
His massive head appeared all out of proportion, however,
to his body. His face glowed with unusual intelligence,
and a powerful will inspired within us immediate confi-
flence. I had never met one on Earth, who had so quickly
imparted the feeling that now possessed me.

As we took our positions directly in front of him, he
2‘23{1111:1})1:8}}:&;1’:1 t;sl.if to warn s:gainst going further to-
2s if to rea:; tho ight. He qu.wkly scrutinized us both,

e story of our lives from out our counte-
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nances. And that is really what he did, for I then recol-
lected what I had been informed on previous visits there;
that the whole account was plainly written on every face,
each being silently judged by the patriarchs. I knew
that if my life was so written, that it might be read from
my countenance, it was useless for either of us to waste
words by relating how good we had been, or for the patri-
arch to inform me how wickedly we had lived in our last
existence. All was manifestly revealed for him to read
and judge.

“Fine looking old gink, ain’t he?” remarked my Mal-
ality—taking the proverbial “step” from the sublime to
the ridiculous.

“You’ve carried your slang right up to judgment,” I
remarked. “Why don’t you wait until you get back
to Earth where it is more common,” I said in disgust—
fearing the white-robed figure had overheard him.

“Well, he doesn’t like hypocrites any better than you do.
I'm going to ‘B natural,’ as they say in music,” he replied.

Before given an opportunity to say more, the sentinel
spoke in clear, soft musical tones—*“Welcome, pilgrims
from planet Earth.”

As with ourselves, his lips were immovable, nor was
there any sound when he spoke, though we both under-
stood perfectly.

As he greeted us, he stepped back one pace into the
light, thus concealing the upper part of his body as com-
pletely as though it had been in utter darkmess. It was
evident that all of the guardians of the Great White Way
stood upon the outer edge of the light column while hold-
ing conversations with arrivals from the various planets.
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When not thus engaged, they drew back into the light
which immediately enveloped and entirely concealed them
within its brilliant bounds.

“Malality of John Bacon. Return to Earth with the
Bonality next to you!” commanded the same voice.

“What, that guy?” exclaimed my former companion
in a tone of disgust and glancing at the sentinel with a
scowl, as he pointed in the opposite direction.

I turned to see who his new Bonality might be, but
to my astonishment was unable to discern anything, for
an invisible curtain of darkness lay between us.

“Can’t see you, John, but good-by, o’ pal,” I heard
him say. Then all was silent, I felt and knew, almost
quicker than I could think it, that he and his companion
were, at that moment, reborn upon Earth.

Then the voice spoke to me, saying, “You have made
.fa.vorable progress. I read through your countenance an
improvement in character. All my brother guardians re-
joice with me. We are delegated first, to welcome you,
then read your past life, and direct your return. Every
act of your life, evil and good, is plainly stamped upon
your brow. The good will forever remain, while the bad
s.hall be overcome and changed to good. In your new
life, obey the Natural Laws. When in doubt, go to
Nature, study her ways and be wise! Your progress up-
ward to a better existence will ever be determined by how
well you control your Malality—the perfect mastery of
Bon:l(;ty,hyﬁurself. Knoy thyself. Evil acts are com-
mitted, wholly under i .
come master Zf yours:l}fl'e l;{ﬁelrlrf;;; o your Malality. Be-

) : €r, you create your own
punishments as well as your own rewards I
I stood there before him, in respectful silence. 'Then,
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my mind returned to thoughts of dual self. He had gone
now. How strange it all seemed! Yet, would he return
further improved, or would this new companion weakly
permit him to get the upper hand? T fully realized the
responsibilities of every Personality. To master our Mal-
ality is to master the world!

“Yes, and heaven, too, for when you are complete mas-
ter, we want you here,” broke in the sentinel. He con-
tinued then, “My name is Marcomet. I am a man from
Mars who has attained perfection. Most of the people
on Mars have advanced to a like state of perfection,
and are here with me. You, from Earth, have so far pro-
gressed that I may accord you the privilege of stepping
forward into the light.” With an all but imperceptible
bow, and a graceful sweep of the hand, he bade me enter.

As I passed forward into the rays of dazzling bright-
ness, he turned slightly, and looking up toward Beginnan,
with another graceful wave of his hand, he exclaimed,—
“Behold

As this thought was communicated, I had not the com-
plete presence of mind to reply—so great was my aston-
ishment—and so completely had I become enraptured by
the magnificent sight that met my gaze. The scene
opened before me, an endless panorama of gorgeous splen-
dor, inspiring one with an intense feeling of joyous ec-
stasy, yet bringing to the mind a sense of quietness and
serene pleasure. The scene that met my gaze was of
indescribable beauty.

Stretching out before me, in broad columns, up and
down the Great White Way—as far as the eye could see
—were endless lines of human beings of all ages, each by
thousands, passing on toward Beginnan. Some in couples,
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went hand in hand, while others passed alone. Occa-
sionally a young man and maiden, or an old couple might
be seen arm in arm. No raiment concealed their bodies,
nor did they carry worldly goods. Like unto my own,
their bodies had been transfigured.

So absolutely was I enraptured by these scenes, that all
realization of sound was, up to this moment, confused and
uncertain. Presently, there dawned upon me, the swelling
notes of beautiful music, vibrating and re-vibrating all
along that vast White Way, filling it with highest charm
of sweetness and melody. Presently I perceived that the
vast multitude of voices had joined in at certain intervals,
swelling the blending notes until it seemed that the very
gates of heaven had opened and all therein had suddenly
burst forth into music and in song. I became so enrap-
tured by the strains that it lulled me to a feeling resem-
bling a beautiful dream. As the delicate chords were
wafted far into the distance, and mellow vibrations melted
away, each murmur recalled the music of some distant
singing brook, and gradually, as a dewdrop fades before
the .Sun, I realized that there was no greater joy than
musie.

Marcomet, in all his splendor, now stood without, wel-

coming the new arrivals and benignly directing the re-
turn of others.



CHAPTER XXIII
MARCOMET

MarcomeT soon returned from the outer sphere, his
manner indicating that he was in deep meditation, as if
considering some serious problem. For a long time he
stood peering into space, his eyes turned toward the great
Sun, Vega, and the pearly white planet, which no mental
earthly eye had ever beheld—Beginnan. My own eyes,
following the direction in which he looked, revealed its-
magnificent beauty—the seeming center of the universe
and humanity’s final home.

For billions of miles, in either direction, I beheld the
onward and upward march of countless Pilgrims on their
way. On they came ’mid laughter and song, the merry
prattle of children, the tender lullabys of beautiful
motherhood, and the sparkling wit of the young. All
were perfect. Perfection means love, music, song, and
the cultivation of supreme happiness. Knowledge is but
the stepping stone to all this.

Notwithstanding countless human beings arriving from
each one of the millions of planets in space, I saw no two
who resembled one another. There were, however, several
who appeared to be in authority, and who, completely
arousing my curiosity, induced me to ask Marcomet who

they were. One commanding and distinguished appearing
219
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person, who carried a great golden trumpet, was espe-
cially prominent.

“Who is it?” I asked, indicating the person.

«I will point out a few of them to you,” he replied.
“The first is Gabriel, ‘Chief of the Angelic Guards.’ Next
to him stands ‘Uzziel, second in command.” He represents
God’s strength. Behind them stands ‘“Zephon, the Guar-
dian Angel of Paradise,” and the beautiful ‘Zophicel, the
swift-winged cherubim.””

“Who is that erect figure leading the pure white horse,
at the head of that mighty army?”

“That is ‘Michael, Prince of Celestial Armies,’ and
the horse he leads is ‘Skinfaxi,” he who draws the ‘Chariot
of Day.” Observe, sitting inside the chariot, ‘Veronica,’
the maiden who handed her handkerchief to the Man of
Sorrows on his way to Calvary. It is recorded that he
wiped his face in it, and returned it to the Maiden. Ever
after, the cloth retained a perfect likeness of Him pho-
tographed on it. Walking near the chariot you see
‘Noukhail, the Angel of Day and Night,” now preparing to
mount the Day Horse.”

“Tell me, Marcomet, who are those two walking to-
gether in perfect step, and leading the way for others?”

“They are ‘Zimri,” of the six wise men of the East, led
by the guiding star to the birth of the Man of Sorrows,
repres.enting human wisdom. Then Beatrice, near him—
z;ev :)th}sldom that comes of faith. Following them are a
. ers of Earth who were persecuted by the vain and
lgl')norant for daring to express their wisdom. There you
i B o G ko

; » ‘Bruno’ who, by the order
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of the Inquisition, was buried alive in Rome, A.D. 1600,
for asserting that the Earth was not standing still.
There,” pointing, “is ‘Crosse,” electrician; ‘Galileo,’ one
of the first greatest astronomers, who was, in 1616 and
1633, imprisoned for the same cause. ‘Offerus,” the bearer
of Christ, is there; and walking together is ‘Cleombrotus,’
the Advocate of Plato’s book on immortality and happi-
ness, and Eloa, the chosen one, and friend of Gabriel.”

“Who are those extremely sober-appearing three, com-
ing forward in the distance?”

“They, also, are from Earth. Though wise beyond the
average, they were wont to hire out to talk and entertain
fools and hypocrites. They are the famous court jesters,
Chicot, Patch, and ‘Wetzweiler.” ”

“] see no kings, nor soldiers, nor the men who have
stimulated war and strife,” I remarked; “none at all whose
images stand high in stone and bronze, on pedestals, to
decorate the public squares and parks of Earth!”

“Ages shall pass before one who has aided in destroying
human life shall enter here,”” Marcomet slowly replied in
measured tones. “Men engaged in the destruction of
human life, advocating the killing of others, indeed, tak-
ing life under any pretext, return to the lowest order of
a future Duality. The penalty for taking life depends
upon its justification. There is only one Judge,” he said
solemnly.

“Move to the edge, and glance into the outer dark-
ness,” suddenly commanded Marcomet. “QObserve those
who have for many ages waited out there, preparing their
minds for some more reasonable view of existence. There,
many shall stand for hundreds of years in Earth’s time
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measure, before they improve sufficiently to act as Mal-
alities. Others remain here thousands of centuries.
These human beings present the lowest types of the hu-
man mind. They are now fiends—sadly I say it—and
mostly from Planet Earth, where each will return later as
a Malality. Over there,” said Marcomet, pointing out
into the blackness which my eyes could with difficulty
penetrate, “sullenly stands ‘Zanga,’ representing revenge.
For years he has sulked. Time will make him somewhat
more tolerant, and then he will be permitted to go forth
in company with a strong Bonality, to learn the higher
lessons of life. Near him stands Item, a vile creature,
money broker, cheat, villain, bully, who cajoles and
curses, who fawns, flatters and filches. There come two
more celebrities. ‘Whang,’ the avaricious Chinese miller;
and ‘Jonathan Wild,” the man of ten maxims, a cool,
calculating, heartless villain. Others are coming in the
distance. ‘Lumpkin,” fond of low society. ‘Lucifer,’ rep-
resenting price; and ‘Linne the Spendthrift.” Then there
is that old offender, ‘Mrs. Frail,’ full of affectation, wan-
tonness, malice, and folly; and accompanying her is ‘Frib-
ble‘," of Weal'{ nerves, a contemptible mollycoddle.”

What wickedness is now being plotted by those yon-
der, whose heads are close together in earnest
conversation? Their lips move not, and their hideousness
is only equaled by that of a Frankenstein.”

“Plotters though they be, no evil will result from their
f}ll'e:sentl s::.te. Apart, they are cowards, and will cease
eir plottings. The one o 1 s ¢ .
lustfull,) destriying angel ; ‘A:mz}(li(:eun’ght dls Asmadm,,’ .
and dress; and the one with th ” % emon of vanity
o Toog beard s Kastaphilos e stooping s.houlders and

phtlos,” the Wandering Jew who
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struck at the Man of Sorrows, and was formerly door-
keeper for Pontius Pilate.”

“Tt is now time for you to return,” said Marcomet.

“Did my efforts to overcome my Malality earn a better
companion for my next experience?” I inquired.

“It will be far superior in all respects,” replied Mar-
comet, and then, continuing, said—“Our Dual companions
are far different in each separate existence. When the
Bonality has absolutely conquered it takes its place here
among the perfect. The Malality that was mastered be-
comes a Bonality in its next existence. Then, it tries to
overcome its Malality in order to become perfect, and so,
the struggle goes on, until each one has finally attained
perfection.”

“How many separate existences may each one have to
pass, before attaining perfection?” I asked.

“Some have had but one, though all now remaining
have lived through countless lives,” he answered.

“Does knowledge help to attain perfection?”

“It helps, yes, for it leads us to a better understanding
of the natural laws of the Universe. People who have
knowledge, however, do not always follow its teachings.
Ignorance often lives a better and purer life than knowl-
edge, though it cannot lead to progress. It is often
truthful and negatively good. It does not require an
education to be good. Neither does an education guaran-
tee higher morals, nor a better disposition. Faith in our
own divinity, however, guarantees an improvement in both
of those high qualities and many more.”

“Are the people of Mars more advanced than those
of Earth?” I inquired.

Marcomet did not immediately reply, but remained
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as if in deep meditation. Then, turning to me almost
appealingly, he said: “John Bacon, I have a message to
the people of your Earth. I have looked in vain for a
bearer of that message, until you appeared. Earth’s
people are at present the furthest removed from perfec-
tion of all the peoples occupying the billions of planets
in space. Through the act of a Judas, the Human Race
upon Earth at once descended to the very lowest condi-
tion. From this it is now again rapidly rising. You
can be of the utmost service to your fellow men upon
Earth if you will attempt to change their minds with
the story that I shall now relate. There are many who
will not believe when you repeat my story, but do not
let this deter you from the telling. Skeptics there are,
and shall be, when men allow Malality to prevail. Now,
do you promise, John Bacon, to tell Earth’s people my
story so soon as you arrive at the age of understanding?
Will you do all in your power to circulate it, that they
may know their true origin?”

“I will do my best to remember your words, and will
repeat it as you tell me,” I returned.

“I came from Mars several million years ago, long
before the surface of that planet began to dry up. Since
I must frequently refer to time, let me remind you that
while a day on Mars is only thirty-seven minutes longer
than Earth’s day, our years are nearly twice the length.
The Sun rises three hundred and sixty-five times a year
on Ear’th, but on Mars it rises six hundred and eighty-
seven times a year. So you see, when a person is a year
old on Mars, he is very nearly two years old on Earth.

“Both planets were born during the same century,
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venty-two million of Mars’ years ago; therefore, Earth
wst be nearly double that age. The Sun hurled the
iarth into space, a distance of nearly ninety-two millions
f miles, while Mars—a sphere about half its size—was
hrown into space about one hundred and forty millions of
siles, consequently, they are about forty-eight millions
f miles apart. Because Mars is so much smaller, the
;rocess of cooling took less than half the time of Earth,
ence, millions of years before the Earth was prepared for
uman inhabitation, Mars had been settled by the human
‘ace, and was advanced in all branches of human knowl-
:dge. Indeed, Mars never was so deficient in human
tnowledge as Earth’s people are to-day. As I have
sready indicated, this unfortunate condition exists as
‘he result of the greatest calamity known to the history
»f worlds. It is a misfortune that has brought untold
misery and suffering upon the innocent, and from which
they may not recover until communication with their near-
est neighbor, Mars, be established. The people of that
planet have patiently awaited through untold centuries
for Earth’s scientists to devote their energies in con-
structing wireless electric stations for the receipt and
transmission of messages between the planets. Whenever
this is done, Mars will find opportunity and the means to
communicate certain necessary information which, when
acted upon, will aid, advance and relieve Earth’s people
of all laborious toil. Scientific advancement on Earth
will then have reached a stage that its people need alone
employ the forces around them in order to transform their
planet into a veritable heaven for all.

“Briefly, I will narrate of Mars’ human history. The



226 YEZAD, A ROMANCE

history of its people may be said to date back to the first
day of the first year, and to continue in one unbroken
record to the present time.

“Every important fact has been carefully noted in an
imperishable record, consisting of certain compositions
which will neither burn, break, nor deteriorate by time.
Yet, these are so light and thin in substance, that a com-
plete record covering Mars’ entire history may be carried
with perfect ease under the arm of a child.

“By an electro-radium process, the record is transcribed
on sheets less than one ten-thousandth of an inch in thick-
ness, and of the average book page size. Upon this
records, including all the happenings from day to day,
are carefully preserved. Thus the important events cov-
ering a period of a hundred years are easily transcribed
upon one sheet. Ten thousand of these records reach
but one inch in thickness, and contain the history of
Mars for a million years. While such a record would
weigh but a total of one pound on Earth, they weigh far
less, or about four-tenths of a pound, on Mars. Each of
these plates is capable of recording about one hundred
times the amount of reading matter contained in a com-
plete twenty-nine volume work of Earth’s largest encyclo-
pedia. Since no news is ever printed or read on Mars,
all important events are recorded on these ‘radio-
sheets.’ ' Every man, woman and child is supplied with
a small l‘ns'ﬁl'llment, no larger than a coin of Earth, and
:ﬁile‘ci aadiﬁzzj;g,rtzilﬁ’ which, .When placed gently agai.nst
aloud, similarly ,to a flres o 1t1’1 S hepate, by talking
touches. It repeats trl)leoxt;grzp , agl et the Readograph
is applied, with the vOlumeor as often as the l.lle:a,dogrcfph

and tone of the original voice.
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“It is quite easy to find the record of any day, month,
or year desired, by moving the Readograph over the face
of the radio-sheets.

“There are many other and wonderful instruments em-
ployed on Mars, and of these I will inform you later.”

After pausing for a moment, he continued:

“I see, in the distance, a stranger coming. I must
greet her. I will return and relate the earlier history of
Mars and the wonderful achievements in settling your
Earth and Moon.”

It was not long before Marcomet returned. I noted
that he keenly glanced at me, but not until he had in-
formed me that a woman had arrived from the same part
of Earth on which I had resided. Then I ceased to ques-
tion him.

He failed to inform me who the woman was, and a
peculiar sensation seized me. One that I cannot well
describe, though it seemed to impress me that the arrival
was one whom I had known in life, and whose Personality
had left more than one human imprint on my being and
character.



CHAPTER XXIV
THE PLANET MARS

“QOr all the stars you behold from here,” said Mar-
comet, turning with a graceful sweep of his hand toward
the outer universe, “few are so small as Earth’s Sun.
Suns are void of atmospheres. They exist in gaseous
states until, through solidification of the gases, they reach
the moulten state. Unlike planets, they each have no
brother Sun to induce a surrounding atmosphere.”

“If all the so-called children of the Sun were originally
thrown off, why did the process cease in its persistence?”
I asked.

“He began to throw off planets when much younger, or
nearer the gaseous state, and ceased when the moulten
state was reached,”—replied Marcomet.

“Where does its heat go?” said I.

“Energy or heat rays find lodgment in some Sun or
the planets of the universe. It is transferred continually,
from one body to another, some billions of miles away,
through the vast expanse of space—this, without loss.”

“What will become of Earth’s Sun when it reaches the
moulten.or burned-out condition?” I asked, becoming in-
tensely interested, “as well as the Earth, Mars, Jupiter,
and all the rest?”

“Hold on,” returned Marcomet, raising his hand in

admonishment, “one question at a time, please. As to
228
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your first question, ‘What will become of the Sun when
he burns himself out?” He will become a wanderer of
the skies until he meets, through mutual attraction, a
planet of equal or greater size. The force of the collision
becomes so terrific that both instantly change into one
whirling gaseous mass. As time elapses, this reformed
mass hurls into surrounding space parts of itself, repre-
senting smaller child worlds, which this mother Sun warms,
cares for, and protects, until they are enabled to care for
themselves.”

“What becomes of the children of the Sun when he goes
off and leaves them?”

“Why, they each go wandering away in search of mar-
riage to another Sun.”

“When the Sun throws off his so-called children in a
gaseous form, what constitutes the formation of a planet
such as ours?” I inquired.

“The mass of superheated gas gradually becomes
cooler and, growing smaller and more compact in form
as this process continues, it soon becomes a hot and solid
mass. As the surface of this mass begins cooling, through
the action of the mother Sun, the elements of an atmos-
phere gather, forming a tremendous and all-enwrapping
blanket of moisture, thus gradually but continuously
tending to cool the surface. In the beginning, all the
moisture precipitated is drawn back by the Sun and
thrown off as surface heat by the planet into the sur-
rounding atmosphere. This forms into fog, clouds, and
steam. In time—counted by thousands of years—the
surface becomes sufficiently cooled, so that moisture con-
denses, gradually increasing in amount until the planet’s
face is covered with water. As this water begins to satu-



230 YEZAD, A ROMANCE

rate by gravitation the hardening outside surface of the
Planet it comes in contact with the moulten mass within,
resulting in explosions and eruptions at the surface,
puffing the mass into uneven surfaces—as hills, mountains,
plains and valleys, the waters the while receding to the
lowest levels. Thus, part of the surface remains high and
dry. As the ages pass, the water is kept pure by satura-
tion and alternate evaporation in the surrounding atmos-
phere, the Sun and gravity being the active agents. By
this process the water area decreases, while increasing
the land surface.

“As the internal fires of the planet cool, the waters at
the surface follow and are gradually absorbed. So, you
will perceive, that as the water seeps through more and
more land appears. Then lakes and water in the higher
altitudes become dried up and, over certain parts of the
planet’s surface, patches of dry area begin to appear.
These are really deserts—the first warning sign of an
uninhabitable planet. There are now two desert belts
extending entirely around Mars as, also, nearly around
Earth. They appear on both planets when in the Tropic
of Capricorn. These will slowly extend until they cover
the entire surface of each planet.

“As the moisture of a planet becomes absorbed, that
element of the atmosphere decreases in proportion, until
final absorption leaves the surface of the planet un-
protected against extreme heat of the Sun on one hand
ang the ixftense .cold from the outer ether on the other.
inst'fu};ze:fh}g It;r:f;rove}cll- 1}::alesco.pes and othe.r Intricate
prove the heavens tos’c ; lc‘ I« “fln later de:scT'lbe to you,

ontain billions upon billions of Suns
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and Planets. So great, indeed, are their number as to be
absolutely uncountable. With this vast number of Suns
existing in ether, with the heat arriving from each, it
might be deemed that their rays would finally heat the
entirety of space, raising the temperature to an unbear-
able heat. But heat rays pass through ether without
loss, for there is nothing to hold them. Does it seem
possible that a heat ray or beam of light will pass from
your Sun, ninety-three million miles away from Earth,
and through the ether without loss of heat energy? Such,
however, is the case, and were it not for the protecting
envelope of air and moisture which catches and dissipates
the heat, nothing of animal or vegetable life could exist
upon the surface of Earth.

“Earth is much larger than Mars. Both were shot
into space with sufficient force to carry the former about
ninety-three million miles into ethereal space, while Mars
was impelled some forty-eight million miles farther on.
So you see that everything in Nature, whether a Sun or
a human being, goes through the same process of birth,
life and death. Life is the only thing that really exists.
There are no Kingdoms or divisions, for whether animal,
vegetable, or mineral, it is the same life, in varying forms,
each going through forever its positive living and nega-
tive or dying process. As soon as born it begins to die,
and as soon as dead it begins to live. Part of everything
is forever dying, or forever being born. It never ceases,
under natural conditions. In the realm of ether onmly is
there absolute suspension of chemical changes.”

“Then Mars must have cooled many thousands of years
before the Earth?” I suggested.
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“Yes, for millions of years before the Earth was fit for
human habitation, Mars was a flourishing plane ,? re-
plied Marcomet. “If you heat two stones of unequal mass
to the same degree, the smaller will cool off first. Mars,
being the smaller of the two, naturally cooled millions of
years before the Earth.

“The Sun nearest to your Earth’s small Sun is known to
your Astronomers as Alpha Centauri. This Sun is esti-
mated to be twenty-five thousand billions of miles from
Earth.

“It has a planet which your Astronomers have not dis-
covered, nor will they ever, as all planets at that distance
show black. I will, however, give you the name of the
planet since it has to do with the settlement of Mars.
Its name is Alphacent. It is a planet fifty times larger
than your own. The people of this great world have,
from unknown time, conquered not only their own atmos-
phere, but all surrounding space. The inhabitants con-
tinue to migrate to other planets as fast as conditions
warrant, or as they become adapted to human existence.
These people have sent forth a continuous stream of emi-
grants to new planets and established thousands of world
settlements throughout space. The migratory instinct is
natural in everything. Indeed, it is a law of the Uni-
verse to mast.er or settle, first, the dry land, then the
:Vl?::rta:es air, and finally t}.le great an.d infinite ether,

. pace through which everything swiftly and
unimpededly moves, each in its own trackless path of
frigidity.

[13 :
ola iis,lilna;iz:’ tht:lll‘:zih(;:: each .of thfz unc0}1nted

s , and air of his own imme-
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diate world, he naturally seeks to emigrate and settle
the worlds next in readiness around him. The people of
Mars were animated by this spirit.”

“Where did the people of Mars first come from?” I
asked Marcomet.

“From Alphacent! It is the most advanced of the
planets in science. The history of Mars informs us that
these people had watched the slow progress of Mars’
development for many thousands of centuries, before en-
trusting human existence onto its surface. Finally, when
they realized its preparedness they impelled electric tor-
pedoes, filled with emigrants, for the new world of Mars.
One expedition was alone necessary to convey ten thou-
sand emigrants to Mars. Thus the expansion of the hu-
man race in the great Kingdom of Worlds added another
conquest to Man’s glory. Yes, and it laid the foundation
for the establishment of peoples upon the beautiful family
of planets around your Sun. Later, the people of Mars
commenced sending expeditions, the first being to the
Moon. The people on Mars increased very rapidly, and
finally covered his whole habitable surface with a uni-
formly advanced population in all respects similar to
the mother people. They settled upon the shores of his
beautiful oceans, lakes and rivers, in the verdant valleys,
and upon the tops of low hills, as no high mountains exist
on Mars. His surface has always been more or less flat,
for which reason easy transportation obtains. At the
time I left, the people on Mars were perhaps the most
advanced in knowledge of any Universal race.

“The surface of this planet is marked out in communi-
ties of exact size. The soils, water and air are all scien-
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tifically analyzed, thereby insuring accurate information
as to its adaptability for agriculture, horticulture, manu-
facturing, and health. There is no guess work in these
things. No cities are permitted to exist, but each person
must own several acres, which are cultivated for his own
private use. All general cultivation is adhered to by the
community, each sharing in the work for the benefit of the
whole. B
“The community’s lands are laid out in squares, all the
streets and sidewalks being of pure white artificial stone
with a polished surface, preventing wear or waste through
too rigorous weather. The houses are of similar arti-
ficial stone, variation in color prevailing in beauty or for
decoration’s sake. All the people array their bodies in
silks of variegated colors, draped gracefully around their
bodies, while the only footwear to be found are sandals.
Their silk is much finer, lighter, and stronger than that
produced on Earth, therefore, when tightly woven, is an
absolute protection against the elements. Through sun-
shine or rain, these garments prove of absolute comfort
and beauty. They are necessarily light, strong, sanitary,
and so serviceable that each garment may, with care, be
worn several hundred years. Nothing but self-propelling
electric vehicles, the wheels covered with a soft resistant
material somewhat similar to rubber, but practically
everlasting, are permitted in the thoroughfares of Mars.
Thus, the hard, smoothly-polished stone receives but little
Weal:. All machines on Mars are noiseless, and Electro-
motive for‘ce performs all the labor. It cleans, heats,
cc)?ollvsl :;‘.i Ili};;;ehfgg:, t};llzblli{ce :;ildings, and all the streets
ograph referred to, other
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instruments that may be carried in the folds of the peo-
ple’s loose silk raiment, and no larger than an ordinary
watch, are used to converse at any distance, one mile or
many. A wireless instrument, to be described later, is of
boundless utility. Many of these wonderful instruments
were taken to Mars by emigrants from Alphacent, but
others are the product of his scientific inventors.

“Long before the emigrants arrived from Alphacent
on Mars these people of the greater planet actually
assisted nature in preparing the latter’s surface for the
future race of people. They planted his entire fertile
surface, and stocked his waters with fish, much as the
Martians, a few hundred thousand years later, did for
your Moon.”

“Tell me, Marcomet, why they did this. Would not
nature have accomplished all this in due time?* I inquired.

“Yes, nature provides a way for distributing all seeds
and animal creations upon every new planet. Indeed,
nature is forever sowing and reaping, whether the planet
is fit or unfit—nature ever sows. Nature, however, re-
quires thousands of years to accomplish what the intelli-
gence of man may obtain within a few short years. The
people of Alphacent knew this. Consequently they devised
means of planting upon and over a whole planet at one
time. It is a very simple undertaking, after you know
how. They assisted nature to hurry vegetation so that
a new world might be established. I will explain to you
later how the people of Mars successfully accomplished
a similar undertaking with the assistance of torpedoes.
When the emigrants arrived on Mars everything grown
on Alphacent was found in readiness, awaiting the guid-
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ing hand of man to improve and cultivate, yet, assisted by
the magic of nature, in the process of multiplication.
Knowledge from Alphacent had fortunately passed on
to Mars. '

“They began anew, where they had left off on the
old. By knowledge thus accumulated, a marvelous
progress set in. Mars fairly blossomed like a vast and
well-kept garden. Improving upon the old in his rapid
strides toward perfection, Mars became a transcendent
world of great promise. His climate was so healthful and
salubrious that human life was prolonged more than four
thousand per centum. The first million years of Martian
history is filled with accounts of his humid and excessively
damp climate, causing everything on the planet’s surface
to attain an enormous size. Gradually, as the planet’s
water became absorbed, and more land appeared, the size
of everything grew proportionately less.”

“Has labor, then, been entirely abolished?”’ I inquired.

“Yes, almost entirely. Everything is performed by
electrical power, radium and liquefied air. These three
elements are of insistent utility. A sufficient force of any
one of these three elements may be carried in a small tube
weighing less than one ounce. It is capable of propelling
an individual ten thousand miles through the air in an
ifiiizcg‘:ia;er;-chair. The people of Mars do not employ

S, but travel and transport everything by their
electro-aero-chairs or the electro-aero-car. The first of
sportation of all freight. The ‘cars’

vary in size and powe i
r, according to each
ropose r-
pose.” proposed pu

“Then no b
o A
ats are necessary?” I inquired.
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“No. The air is a sea void of shoals or sandbars.
Earth’s people shall some day master it, then they will
readily discover the non-utility of both land and water.”

In silence I bowed my head, and with keen expectancy
awaited his next announcement.



CHAPTER XXV
THE INHABITANTS OF MARS

“IN transmitting thought you will observe, in my con-
versation, that I employ only familiar terms of Earth,
so that you may the better comprehend my meaning, and
avoid confusion of ideas,” remarked Marcomet.

I thanked him for the kindly consideration accorded,
though he mildly protested by acknowledging that it was
a duty as well as his pleasure.

“Were the emigrants from Alphacent a very highly
developed race, physically and mentally?”” I inquired.

“Yes, I have already informed you of this. They are
far in advance, physically and mentally, of any existing
race in the universe—so far as I know. In size and
stature, at the epoch referred to, they were veritable
giants, averaging fifteen feet in height. They were
students of nature, for they each, and without authority,
analyzed and investigated for themselves. Nature, you
must know, answers every question put in truth by the
diligent and persistent searcher. Hence, disease was ab-
solutely mastered by these people, and death was almost
unknown. Since they knew that life was a succession of
separate existences, the custom of the people was not to
live beyond the age of near or about three thousand years.
At that period of life a complete renewal of the body

seemed best, and it became customary to publish a notice
238
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so that every one might learn of the individual’s inten-
tion through the Readograph. Such a notice usually
began,—I hereby give fifty years’ notice of my intention
to be re-born.’ Hereupon, the properly appointed indi-
viduals would immediately make a physical examination
of the person announcing the intent. Notations of cer-
tain parts of the body showing excessive wear were taken.
If an examination disclosed that the Individual was at all
hurrying matters, and the parts showing decay could be
substituted, consent would be denied, and a denial of
privilege would be published in a like manner, withholding
and forbidding them to leave. A substitution of all worn
parts would then be made. On the other hand, if rebirth
was thought best, no denial to the person’s intention would
be made. Then, the person had a right to elect a time
after the expiration of the published period.”

“Do you mean that they were enabled to repair any
worn-out parts of the physique from time to time?” I
asked in astonishment.

“Yer. th - could safely substitute any worn-out part of
the bod, well as construct and replace diseased nerves,
correct ap- prevent hardening of the arteries, and so
regulate the chemical requirements of the system as to
keep it in perfect balance. Does this seem remarkable
to you?” he added.

%I must confess it does,” I replied.

“Think a moment! Are you not aware of the many
marvelous surgical feats now performed on Earth? They
now do in part what some day shall be done in whole, but
only as Earth’s people grow away from war and savagery.
So long as the energy of nations is dissipated in strife
and the support of strife makers, and the deifying of all
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such, progress will be slow and difficult. By comparison,
you of Earth spend a cent for science to every thousand
dollars for ‘glory.’ Science, even now, imparts to you
the art of renewing noses, ears, stomachs, livers, and
teeth.”

I had humbly to admit the fact.

“After one publishing a notice to depart had proven
to be beyond repair,” continued Marcomet, “notice was
privately served on all relatives and friends, that permis-
sion had been granted for the re-borning. Each inhabit-
ant of Mars had a name and was given a number, both of
which was the same,—written and in figures—in each suc-
cessive existence. It was the duty of the individual in
each new existence to announce when the age of fifty years
had been reached, and giving his true name and number.
There was no way to deceive by a mis-statement for the
individuality was invariably recognized by the people,
long before the required age had been attained. Under
fifty, they were considered infants with names unrecog-
nized by any one except the parent. At the age of fifty,
the name of identification in their previous existence was
returned them. Their mental training was so highly de-
veloped that it became essential and was not difficult for
any person to remember the three thousand years of their
prior existence.”

“Then, one always had the same name, but what of them
bt.afore they reached the age of fifty? What name, if any,
did they bear?”

“{Uready I have informed you that every one was
considered an ‘infant’ prior reaching that age, and until

Positively recognized would be referred to as a ‘male

infant’ or ‘female infant’ of such and such parentage.
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It was customary for parents to give their offspring pet
names by which they were known to them alone. Fre-
quently the parents, or infants themselves, upon reaching
an early age, that is, fifteen or twenty, would disclose
their identity, and immediately adopt their true name
and number.”

“You have not yet told me, Marcomet, how the aged
voluntarily terminated their lives,” I suggested.

“In a carefully selected location on Mars, where per-
petual warmth and sunshine continues during most of
the year, a wonderful garden of magnificent beauty ex-
isted. It was adorned with lilies, forget-me-nots, roses,
daisies, honeysuckle, and hollyhocks—indeed, all the
flowers of delicate scent and pungency. Their fragrance
unfailingly ever filled the air, and their soft and delicate
colors delighted the eye of the beholder when contrasted
with the deep green of the stately elm, and the graceful
willow. The trees, shrubs and flowers seemed, as it were,
to reproduce every human character. The weak and
strong, homely or beautiful characters seemed each rep-
resented there, as a perpetual reminder to those who had
passed. The garden was laid out with gorgeous magnifi-
cence, without stint of richness in color and as near per-
fection as man can build. Filled with dancing fountains
and miniature cascades, with cool, white manufactured
marble paths, winding off in varying directions, but lead-
ing where—no one could know. It was a weird, dazzling,
awe-inspiring sight when beheld from without.

“This garden was entirely surrounded by a high, white
marble fence, through which the eyes of the passerby
might peer, in an attempt to penetrate the depth of
flowers and foliage, to result only in disappointment.
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“There was but one entrance, and that by a single gate.
The weary traveler, who had permission, passed gladly
through, as the gate was ever unguarded. None was denied
the right to enter—no human or divine penalty for seek-
ing its welcome portal. Those who passed in appeared to
do so eagerly and with joy. As the pilgrim faced East
and went forward through the palatial portico, he was
observed to proceed until he reached a point where numer-
ous paths led off in different directions, terminating in an
endless maze. It mattered little what path was chosen as
each one here and there branched off until it fairly bewil-
dered the traveler. Exhausted and weary, he now lay,
down to rest *midst all the splendor of the scene—for none
might find his or her way out again. The beauty and
promise to each traveler became overwhelming. We each
choose our particular path to the beauties yet unseen,
but the windings in the labyrinth all lead—here. Do you
understand?” asked Marcomet quietly and with emphasis.

I dreamily nodded, bowing my head in assent.

Without awaiting my return from absentmindedness,
he continued: “The growth in the population of Mars,
you must know, was rapid, and from the very beginning
their progress kept pace with and in many ways excelled
the mother country. The birth rate of Mars after awhile
was, however, in exact proportion to his death rate.
gzr?l:iri(;;k cal‘?’r.e;c (;1f that. As de.aths were infreqlfel'lt., s0
o the..o 1of :hgai\x/}e occasion for much rejoicing.
contem’Plate(g Z N 'artlan's e unl.)ounded 28 they

personality being permitted to return,

instead of being directed to a new world, as frequently
happens.”

“How
was Mars governed?” I ventured to inquire,
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“There was no centralized ‘government’ on Mars. The
people of each separate community, having certain well-
defined boundaries, governed themselves through two edu-
cational bodies, co-equal in power. The people as a whole,
however, enjoyed free intercourse between communities—
all enjoying absolute freedom everywhere. There were
no printed laws to govern Mars, as none were deemed
necessary. Each person lived by the law of custom—
well understood. Intelligence, order and the high human
attributes of the Martians were so general that, aside from
the existence of the unwritten law of trained habits and
intellectual customs, further devices would have only
tended to impede progress.

“There were two distinct organizations for each com-
munity. These constituted the only authority, and were
distinct and separate in function from one another. For
your convenience in understanding quickly, I shall call
the first organization The Senate. Any person, male or
female, over one hundred years old, could become a mem-
ber after passing a rigid examination in chemistry, geom-
etry, psychology, or certain other groups of scientific
knowledge wherein they excel—one or more. There was
no positive rule as to the exact science, if they only merited
recognition. The examination covered a tremendous field
of learning, but the candidate was only expected to take
the subject in which he believed he excelled. They were
passed and admitted by such members as were best qualified
to judge the scientific subjects in which the candidate
deemed himself expert. The qualifications of a candidate
in any branch were judged solely by the members special-
izing in that branch, though a versatile examiner might
belong to several branches.”
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“Which branch stood first in importance?” I asked.

“The members were never graded after admittance into
the Senate. No one was permitted to lead. Each group
of specialists were self-governing, though all matters of
general importance, as effecting the entire community,
were submitted to the whole body. Perhaps among the
more important branches were some of those specializing
in certain branches of chemistry, for the reason that
certain of these branches were in full charge of the pub-
lic health. They studied, to wit, the chemical needs of
the human body, and the chemical values of foods. They
studied and examined each person, so that every one was
able to determine for himself continuously what was neces-
sary to eat and to do, in securing vigorous health, thereby
immunizing himself of disease. They had learned that
disease was an effect and not the cause. Their investiga-
tions tended to discover more appropriate chemical com-
pounds for the human system, such as strengthening the
tissues of the body and thereby substantially lengthening
human life. They were aware that no disease of any
kind could obtain if the body be made proof against it.
Studying disease is of utility only after people become
afflicted. Weak bodies are subject to more forms of dis-
ease than are liable to be mastered.”

“Was t}.1ere no mystery about disease on Mars?”
th::‘:l::jh:sr sm; frzl:’stter); }in all Nature that can long defy
sistently and intellli. enil . T(;I &y st hOWever', be per-
mastered thers 1 ,{,;‘ ;le { c(;)I;VI ucted. The Martians have

“You just menti,onedpll:) 1i s proudly i
body existed i euch > I believe, that another educational

community of Mars?”

“The other body I shall call the ‘House,” as it was
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composed wholly of men and women Astronomers. Natu-
rally, you would think their work had most to do with the
surrounding Suns and Planets. But this was not alto-
gether true, as that body also attended to everything
pertaining to the surrounding air and ether beyond. All
transportation by air and beyond was under their im-
mediate supervision. The members composing this body
were made up of the greatest minds in the communities,
hence, the recognized superior minds of the realm. The
same method of examination for admission was employed,
but there were always fewer candidates, as the examina-
tions were more exacting and difficult. It required minds
formed and born, rather than educated, to enter this
body. Natural ability embodies imagination, patience,
persistence, broad mindedness, and an extended capacity.
No education supplies these. Both Senate and House
were open day and night, many members being continually
present.

“The buildings wherein these bodies met were usually
situated upon some high eminence, being large and impos-
ing, and constructed of a white manufactured stone, the
surface of which resembled highly polished china. It was
much harder than the finest steel, and absolutely weather-
proof. The buildings were imperishable. Many built
several hundred thousand years ago are still in a perfect
state of preservation.”

“What were the qualifications of citizenship on Mars?”

“Eligibility to citizenship demanded that a person be
at least fifty or more years old, and the qualifications were
that he shall pass a satisfactory examination held by ten
Senate members before he is entitled to all the benefits
of citizenship. The examinations were alike in every case,
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and the answers given demonstrated fitness. The benefits
of citizenship accorded certain rights and a grant of land
with a house thereon, also, the right to visit, petition and
be heard before the Senate of the community wherein they
reside. A citizen of one community was free to visit,
live in, or travel at will in all other communities.”

“Then, children under fifty, and people incapable of
becoming citizens, did not travel as they desired?”” I sug-
gested.

“No. They might go abroad with parents, but not
alone. Their parents were absolutely responsible for
them until they reached the age and requirements of citi-
zenship, even though a thousand years old before suc-
ceeding in passing the examination.”

“If there were no printed laws, lawyers, courts or
judges, how then are differences settled?”

“When disputes arose in the family between children, the
head of the family—the mother—decided matters. Her
word was final. When these differences were between
citizens, both were required to immediately appear before
two Senate members, some of whom were sitting day and
night. They presented their own case, without any aid,
and witnesses were not permitted.”

“After both sides of the case were heard,—then what?”
I eagerly asked.

“Then two Senators immediately decided the matter in
dispu’ce3 and fixed the penalty, provided both agreed. If
they failed to agree, the disputants had to appear at once
before the other Senators, and continued to do so until
two of the latter agreed on the case. When a decision
was once re'ndered, neither of the disputants, during life,
might mention the matter again, nor was any one allowed
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to ask either of them the success or failure of the issue.”

“What was the penalty in case they ignored the Sena-
tors’ verdict?”

“The penalty was to advertise the person’s offense
throughout every home in the realm. Indeed, the worst
disgrace suffered by any person was to be held up to public
scorn; therefore, cases of disobedience were very rare.”

“Since there were no published laws, then there were no
political bodies?”

“None.”

“Did not some form of evil exist?”

“Yes, among people that were not absolutely perfect.”

“How, then, was evil regulated or suppressed?”

“By example, moral suasion, and publicity. All knowl-
edge of existing evil was known to certain Senate Mem-
bers only, who quietly regulated or suppressed it.”

“Would free intercourse among nations and the employ-
ment of one common language on Earth remedy evils?”
I asked.

“These would help. One language on Mars gave all
the feeling of perfect security. Several languages would
have destroyed the harmony, cause suspicion, or induced
one who failed to understand another, to humorously re-
gard his language, manners or customs. On Mars, when
people betrayed any disrespect, or quarreled, then to
school they had to go, and there stay until they had
learned to thoroughly master the weakness.”

“Then, I suppose, some remained in school most of the
three thousand years of their lives?” I suggested.

Here I detected a playful smile which seemed to cross
Marcomet’s face, as he replied solemnly: “Yes, and
when they came back they began all over again.”
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«{Were there no rich and poor on Mars?”’ I asked,
suggesting a change in query and answer.

“There were neither rich nor poor, for the excellent rea-
son that there was no money. They had no use for
that commodity. Each individual contributed a certain
amount of work for the benefit of all. Then all surplus
belonged to the whole. Menial labor was practically un-
known. They had learned how to harness the energies,
so freely supplied by Nature, to perform all menial labor.
The more delicate energies of human body were not per-
mitted to be abused or broken by the harder toil. Their
brains and hands were for working out life’s higher prob-
lems, in its upward march.”

“Upon what scale was labor performed on Mars?” I
ventured.

“The labor was all done by machinery—upon a huge
scale. Each community specialized in certain things,
according to soil, climate and natural conditions. In
farming, for instance, the soil best adapted to raise cer-
tain things was selected. Sufficient of everything was
provided, so that each person had plenty.”

“You have mentioned certain motive power used on
Mars?”

“Electricity, radium and liquefied air were formerly
employed. Liquefied air is not now permitted, for the
atmosphere has become so rarefied that it cannot be
spared. Electricity was, however, the most common
power for many kinds of service. Small batteries, weigh-
e o o 0 e

s enough light, heat

and power to last from ten to fifteen years, without
renewal.” ’
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“How was it released by the person carrying it?”

“At will, and this concentrated energy-instrument was
so constructed that there was positively no danger to the
person.”

“What incentive have living beings to strive for if there
be no reward as a consummation?”

“There can only be one noble incentive worthy of our
striving. The reward of a greater knowledge. For this,
Martians have ever striven with an intense desire. Hence
their exalted position in the great family of worlds.”



CHAPTER XXVI
PREPARATIONS

SiMULTANEOUSLY with Marcomet’s concluding remarks,
I observed a great company of several hundreds, standing
in pairs, and in long line immediately outside the great
white way. Marcomet seemed to await their approach,
for he turned from me and went toward them.

When they arrived and stood before him as if to be
judged, Marcomet willed that I should not overhear his
conversation. As he addressed each one, I had no means
of divining what he said.

I saw others join them, re-form into different couples
regardless of variation in age or size, and then, fading
apparently away in pairs, they seemed as if bound for a
new existence.

“Was that not a large company for so short a period?”
I ventured.

“No,” replied Marcomet. “Time is not an entity here,
but, since it obtains on Earth, I may tell you that this
large company came from there. A transatlantic steamer
foundered at sea, and that accounts for the great variety
of ages you observed. The accident happened, according
to Earth’s time, less than one thousandth of a second ago.

“When I shall have completed my narrative you will
be back to Earth again with another M alality in less than

a second of time. You will understand that, according to
250
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Earth’s time, you have been here only the fractional part
of a second!”’

Without further comment on the subject, he resumed:

“The inhabitants of Mars dress only in light, loose
raiment, gorgeous in color and luster, draped to the
form, manufactured from a material lighter in weight
and much stronger than your finest silk. It is impervious
to dampness and a non-conductor of heat and cold.”

“Are there no prudish people who object to this loose,
comfortable form of covering?”

“I have already said that there are no bad people on
Mars ! he replied.

“But, I inquired about pru ?

“Prudish people?” he interrupted interrogatively, and
then for what seemed a minute he stood gazing into the
far beyond, as if to repress a show of vexation. Finally
he faced about and said: “Prudishness is only another
word for wickedness. A prudish mind is an evil one. As
is rightly said, ‘Evil to him who evil thinks.” A person
is evil in proportion to the domination of his Malality.
Wicked people see wickedness in others. Purity sees
purity alone. Honesty, not innocence, is pure. The home
is the foundation rock upon which honesty is built.”

“As the people of Mars advance nearer perfection,” I
asked, “what incentive will there finally be for good—
when all the bad is eradicated? If there be no bad, how
can people know what good is? We would not understand
light if there was no darkness,” I said.

“It matters little how high the average of goodness
may be, there is always something higher and better to
strive for. There is the same proportional difference be-
tween the good and the very good, as there is between the
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bad and very bad. Perfection is an entirely relative
term. Certain degrees of perfection attain definite re-
sults, as certain degrees of evil carry their own penalties.”

I now became conscious of the arrival of several more
people and their Dualities. Again Marcomet began to
pair them, and to send them forth anew, until there was
but one couple remaining. I waited for some time, in
respectful silence, so that he might give them final words
of instruction. When he appeared to have overlooked
them, I turned and said, “Are you aware that a Personal
and Dual spirit awaits without?”

“Yes, there are millions waiting whom you do not see.
. Behold!”” Raising his hand, as if in command of an army.
And suddenly I had revealed to me a great multitude of
people, stretching far out into space. The vision was but
for an instant. As he lowered his hand the vision, like an
apparition, dissolved from view, but the lone couple I
had seen were still in evidence.

“The Personality you see desires to speak with you,”
said Marcomet.

“He does?” I said with some surprise, turning to scruti-
nize the faces more closely.
“You don’t appear to know me, John,” said the figure.
“Don’t you remember Daniel Lurkin?”
. He had hardly told his name before my recollection of
him came back.
“You have. changed, Daniel. Your face looks harder.
I missed seeing you at Brighton last summer. Where
were you?”
“Why, didn’ i
¥, didn’t you know, I died early last Spring—in—
May, I think.” ’ v prngTm
“What ailed you?”
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“No ailment. I was hanged. Didn’t hurt though, worst
part was the anticipation and fear of pain, like a person’s
first experience in a dentist’s chair having a tooth pulled.
Fear is the worst part of it. You seem surprised?”

“Yes, I am, Daniel. What crime did you commit?”

“Why, I killed a man for stealing my wife away. I
thought I was justified in removing him, but they tell me
up here that a woman who is willing to be stolen from her
husband, should not be hindered, neither should any one
undertake to punish the moral thief ; he punishes himself.”

“Why are you detained ?”

“Like a multitude of others, I’'m not fit to return. After
a few million years of intense thought on the subject of
my crime, I shall then be fitted to return.”

Then Daniel and his companion disappeared and I saw
them no more.

“Where is the executioner, Marcomet? Has the State
a right to kill that the individual does not possess? In
Justice, shall he not be punished, too?”

“Removing persons for the good of society is a duty.”
Continuing, he said—*“To allow a few to break down or
destroy the accumulated intelligence and wealth that for
ages honest and industrious people have built up, without
some effort to destroy them, is cowardly. Ignorance and
the savage instinct is at the bottom of all wars, as well as
all disease. We should not seek either, but cultivate
every means to prevent both. We are best prepared when
we are strongest, for strength, whether intelligently or
ignorantly applied, will dominate. Ignorance sown in
strength will ever overpower intelligence sown in weak-
ness. Strength with intelligence cannot be subdued. Be
prepared for any eventuality, whether in preventing crime,
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or staying the occasion for war. Take this message back
to Earth! If war threatens, be prepared as no one else is!
Then arbitrate the difference. When the differences are
settled to the satisfaction of all parties involved, begin
anew to prepare, as never before. In this fashion will
all war be abolished. It will destroy you if the course
prescribed be neglected. Supreme power should be vested
in no one. Let every community be sufficient in all re-
spects unto itself.”

“Where does the greatest danger to liberty exist on
Earth?”

“Sometimes, though not always, where there is the
greatest liberty. For liberty attracts the downtrodden,
and, being accustomed to oppression, their pent-up human
passions seek in the name of Liberty to wreck the world
with license.”

“Does every one work upon Mars?”

“Every person over fifty years old may be compelled
to work at least one hour a day. Since every one works,
all the daily work of Mars is done in less than twenty
minutes.”

“Since there is no medium of exchange, how do people
procure their necessities?”

“Each community raises everything on a gigantic scale
.—sufﬁcient for all. This is inspected, distributed, and
its surplus retained in great store houses furnished with
Preserving plants, and so perfected, that everything may
be preserved indeﬁnitely, in a fresh and ripe condition as
when first gathered.”

“In what amusements do the Martians indulge ?”
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“What are they amused at?” I said, with some show of
indignation.

“By being amused, I mean they are interested in Earth’s
people because, indirectly, all the white races can trace
their ancestry to Mars—but that is another story.”



CHAPTER XXVII
THE PSYCHOLOGRAPH

“«Joun,” said Marcomet, turning to me, “your friend
Jasper will soon be here.”

The thought had hardly been uttered before Jasper
and his Malality arrived arm in arm together. Though
I was not permitted to communicate with him, nor he to
see me, Marcomet permitted me listening to much of the
exchanged thought between them. I overheard their in-
terchange of thought. As I listened, I knew Marcomet
was inquiring about Jasper’s Malality.

“Yes, he’s been a putty gud companion,” I heard him
say. “But I’ve worn out more’n one pair o’ breeches jest
sittin’ on his pesky idees. It’s a gol darn interestin’ trip,
I tell ye. By gum, I’m tickled t’ death thet I tuck th’ trip.
Ain’t yer glad tue?” asked Jasper as he turned to his
Malality. But, receiving no response, he continued—
“Well, by gosh, I never knewed my shadder was so solom
afore. Yer must have got th’ best of me when we went t’
prayer meetin’, but th’ rest of th’ time I kept yer where
yer belonged, didn’t I?” Again Jasper eyed him sus-
piciously. “Say, Parson, I should say Marcomet, let
me have him agin fur another trip. I’ve learned him t’
keep his tongue quiet so much, thet he can’t talk, by

ginger. Next time he won’t see, ’less he be-haves.”
256
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Evidently Marcomet felt satisfied that both should
return together again, as I heard Jasper say, “I’ll take
gud care of him, an’ bring him back t’ yer better, next
time.” And then, getting as close to Marcomet as he
could, in a low tone, I overheard him ask, “Has Nancy
arrived? No? Well, I’ll wait ’til she comes, if I hev
t’ wait a thousand years,” and the man of Mars seemed
satisfied to grant his request.

But, even here, I discovered we must part from friends.
Suddenly the curtain was silently drawn between Jasper
and me, removing him from my vision and hearing—
forever.

“One of the most noted scientists of Mars,” said Mar-
comet, as he resumed his narrative, “invented a small
electric instrument which could be fastened to any part
of the body, and when so attached, would permanently
record all the thoughts of Bonality. It could not, how-
ever, record the thoughts of Malality. This instrument
became a tremendous factor in bringing about better
moral conditions, and its effect upon the daily life of
Mars was fast broadening.”

“What was the instrument called?” I asked with much
interest.

“The Psycholograph. The inventor, as in all cases of
new discoveries, presented it to the people of Mars, but
under the jurisdiction of the Community Senates alone it
was to be used for the benefit of all.”

«I presume that the interest of all the people was so
excited that each wanted to wear it?”

“It produced the greatest consternation among many,
while in others only an eager desire to wear it,” replied
Marcomet. “When the excitement created by the dis-
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covery had somewhat subsided, the Senates ruled that
every person throughout the whole realm of Mars should
wear the Psycholograph, this, for the purpose of record-
ing their true character and disposition. The instrument
automatically recorded all the thoughts of the Personality.
The method used was to question the person after the
Psycholograph had been attached. The first question
put by a Senate member might be ‘Do you love your
wife?” If the person answered ‘Yes,’ truthfully, it was
the Personality speaking, and the instrument would record
the reply. If, however, the answer given was not true,
then no record would be made. A person’s true character
was known by the number of recorded answers made to
questions put. The instrument was the means of immedi-
ately discouraging lying.”

“What became of the records? To whom did they
belong?”

“To the Community Senates. The Psycholograph re-
corded everything in code, therefore, being impossible
to read these without a key. This latter was in charge of
a Senator duly appointed.

“I have already informed you that before the age of
fifty years is reached, every child is given a number, the
same as possessed in a previous existence. Hence, each
perso.n’s number is a positive identification everywhere.
T}.le instrument is so attached to the person that, after
being fastened and sealed, it can never be removed. When
e o et e ke o 0 ey oragh, e
ber. He or she ma :lowes, und?r that person’s num-
Senate publishes the r);cordniv'examu‘le them, u.nle.SS the

» with a view to punishing the
person for a wrong. Or unless it be the wife or
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husband of the person, in which case either has absolute
access to the other’s record. Since each person knew his
own number, he was able at all times to secure his record
without difficulty.

“After a record was made by the Psycholograph, one
could then examine the same by the aid of a key, and
thus learn from it all his weaknesses and how far he had
allowed himself to be dominated by the evil one within.
Each one knew, by reading the record, the weaknesses his
character disclosed. It was not necessary for others to
tell you of your faults. You knew of them yourself,
and quickly learned how to guard against and master the
most dangerous ones.”

“Was the instrument used for sifting out all wrong-
doing?”

“It was used for that purpose but a few times. It
became unnecessary to seek out wrong after the Senate
rule was made. Those who acknowledged their faults,
were forgiven. All wrongdoers confessed their faults,
thus earning immunity.”

“Before whom did they confess?”

“Before any Senator, who would secure a Psycholograph
record of the wrongdoing. After this the record was
sealed and filed away, never to be opened unless later the
person committed further wrong. In such case, the
records were published so that the public might know the
person’s disgrace. No greater punishment than this was
suffered by an individual. To inflict this penalty was
the greatest of all punishments.”

“Were records of all persons destroyed after their
death?”

“Yes.”
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“Were the Martians required to confess to wrong-
doing?”

“If they knew they had done wrong, they did so volun-
tarily, because it was customary and because they earned
immunity. But every one acted as his own judge in all
moral relations. An act was morally right or wrong ac-
cording to the view of the person involved, every one
deciding that matter for himself.”

“Then, what an outsider might consider morally wrong,
the persons involved would decide to be right?”

“Yes, that was their business. No person had any
right to condemn another for things not affecting him.
The public never interfered except to protect public
morals. Private acts were never public matters.

“If an old man of twenty-five hundred years and a
young maiden of three hundred years decided to marry,
the person attempting to interfere with the union, with-
out good reason, would be held up to public condemnation.
But, any ten persons over fifty years of age, who believed
that one or both of the parties to the union were acting
in bad faith, could petition the Senate to use the Psycholo-
graph, and thus learn the truth. If the record showed
bad faith upon the part of either, no union would be al-
lowed.”

“I should think then, that it would be wiser for each
couple contemplating marriage to have Psycholograph
rec.ords taken, thus avoiding the danger of unnatural
unions? They might, in order to show complete sincerity,
exchange records?”
thi:Y;(::-yh:;(‘:nanti(:]Iiated’” re[l)lie:d Ma:rcomet. “They do
ords, before mirria erchoup . lnvarlably exchange rec-

’ ge. Yrequently the bride has cause to
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say, ‘I could love your Bonality, but I never could stand
your Malality.’ ”

“Then many unhappy unions are avoided?”

“Certainly. No young man can say to every girl he
fancies, ‘I love you.” ‘Furnish me with a Psycholograph
record before I express my feeling to you,” she would re-
ply. Or she might reply, that she loved what she believed
was his Personality, but before deciding she would like to
examine the record to find out whether it was the man’s
Duality that had been making these fanciful love protes-
tations.”

“Do they frequently part, after reading each other’s
records?” I asked.

“They rarely progress so far in their love making as
to part disappointed. When both show a record not very
flattering, they marry because they deem it the very best
they can do. Others shudder at the thought of what they
have avoided. Whatever they decide, each enters the mar-
riage state knowing well the character of the mate chosen.
No one is or can be taken advantage of.”

I could not help remarking—*“I wish they had that lit-
tle instrument on Earth. What troubles they might
avoid !”

Marcomet looked not a little surprised at my abrupt
exclamation, but I could discover a pleased expression
in his eyes when he replied: “You’ll have it soon. You
have succeeded in recording the voice, and you will suc-
ceed in recording thought. Your inventors must take
care to record the Bonality’s thought alone.”

I could not help speculating upon this part of his nar-
rative. On Mars they must keep the Bonality always
in the foreground. How much, soever, evil the Malality
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might be would never be known or suspected if the Bon-
ality dominated.

If the Psycholograph showed that Bonality spoke truth-
fully, and both parties loved the other, there was no way,
of course, of knowing what Malality both carried, nor
would they ever know, unless they later weakly allowed
that side of their nature to expose itself.

“‘Love is blind’ on Earth, but not on Mars,” I thought,
and Marcomet had made the whole matter clear to me.

“In order to effect a perfect union, the instrument must
disclose that each one’s Personality loves the other. If,
after a couple have once married, either wife or husband
has reason to believe that the other’s affection is on the
decrease, each has the right to subject the other to an
examination by the Psycholograph. If the result dis-
closes that the wife’s love is unchanged, though his love
has somewhat abated, both are required to continue the
union, so that she be given an opportunity to win back,
if possible, the husband’s affection. The instrument would
invariably show why his love is growing cold. One of the
reasons might be that he is dissatisfied with her cooking,
or that she has grown careless in her personal appearance,
or perhaps she is slack in her housekeeping, or that she
has fallen in love with some one else. Here, therefore,
was her opportunity to make a strong and honest effort to
correct the weakness, if weakness it might be. The Psy-
cholograph was frequently resorted to in order to know
what. progress was being made along these lines. Can
you 1magine a woman’s happiness in again winning back
the lost love? If honest effort prevailed this beautiful
result was certain. For, does not honest endeavor bring
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its own reward? What woman would not make an effort
to retain the love of him whom she loved?

“Now, on the other hand, suppose the record develops
that her love for him has lessened, and that he finds it is
because he is lazy, indolent, shiftless, brutal, or has fallen
in love with another woman, or a thousand other weak-
nesses that man develops through his ignoble nature. The
disclosure would, without fail, have an instant effect
upon him, and he would hasten to mend his ways.

“On Mars, however, man can’t advertise his reforma-
tion. On Earth man alone rules, and he has ever been
proud of his prerogative.”

“Can a married person love more than one?”

“The Bonality can love but one, and if we master our
other self, so that we are not dominated by Malality we
never can love but one. Men or women who love more
than one, thus express the weakness of their will, and
their failure to control the companion over whom they
should exercise it. One who loves two, may love many.
Pity the one who thus destroys the hope of many lives.”

“What is love?”

“We know, first, what love is not. The common error
is to mistake passion for love. The affection called pas-
sion is the only ‘love’ existing among animals. The young
man who can say to different girls, ‘I love you,’ twice dur-
ing the same evening, is merely telling them how he feels.
Love is the adoration of our highest ideals. It does not
mean the common, low, and melodramatic word so popu-
lar on Earth. It begins and ends in faith. It may be
slow in growth, but its renunciation will be likewise.”

“Are there divorces on Mars?”
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“No. Either the husband or wife may subject one
another to an examination by the Psycholograph. If at
any time the husband desires a record of his wife’s Bon-
ality she must submit herself to the Psycholograph, and
vice versa. If the husband has been unfaithful or has
even been thinking wrongly, the instrument would disclose
the whole matter to his wife. The husband would likewise
have knowledge of his wife’s secret thought.”

“What happens if unfaithfulness is shown?”

“When a new affection enters either life, the moral
law teaches that no one has a right to interfere. It would
be manifestly a crime to compel two human beings to be
joined forever in wedlock when love existed only on one
or neither side. A simply published renouncement is all
that is necessary, when each may go his or her own way.
God desires love and happiness, but it cannot come ready-
made by laws or manufactured by customs. People can-
not be forced to love each other, as it becomes immoral
to compel.”

“You have told me what happened when the love of
wife or husband diminished, and how hard each strove to
regain lost affection, but you did not explain the result in
case love could not be regained, and the loss continued?”

“It obtains as a puzzling condition, and ever will,
when one’s affection grows cold in the face of every ade-
quate and beautiful condition. Of course, such cases are
rare on Mars, but when they appear custom then wills
Z:i:v:h:npi;sons must live apart 1'1ntil the Psycholograph

provement. If, within a reasonable period,

there is no return of affection upon the part of the one
grown cold, then either may re-marry.

Wh Their conception
of life is to seek forever happiness in its .

highest and most
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blissful form. They must, therefore, follow, morally, the
true impulse of their own heart, their Bonality.

“The public is not permitted, under any pretense
whatsoever, to invade the privacy of a Martian. Every
life is sufficient unto itself, and must account instanter for
transgression of the moral law. God judges! He does
not permit any one to supplant him. Those who do judge,
however, now stand without, not fit to return until
changed,” said Marcomet, pointing towards the immense
groups of individuals, many of whom had been outside
for many ages.

“They are so far wrong that they are deliberately held
here for a quiet contemplation of their assumption.
There is nothing so dangerous as the person who judges
others before they have had a chance. Some people have
been waiting ages to overcome this evil,” continued Mar-
comet with emphasis.

“Then the incentive for hypocrisy has been lessened by
the Psycholograph?” said I, wishing to change the subject.

“It very nearly wiped all out. There is no ‘class,” so
to speak, on Mars, therefore, there is no so-called ‘so-
ciety.’ This small instrument drove out ‘superior to thou’
in honest pursuits, and cleaner thoughts. Indeed, it saved
them from degradation. Money, it must be remembered,
is not the only factor in creating the class idea. We have
no money on Mars, yet we had, until the advent of this
instrument, a well-defined upper class. It was created
from unworthiness, supported by hypocrisy, and kept
alive by assumption. When light was thrown onto their
real life, through the Psycholograph, the classes all
rushed to cover until the storm blew over, then they went
to work. They did not intend to be dishonest or hypo-
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critical, but overfeeding and associating exclusively with
their own kind subsequently made them act queerly.
They did not realize that continued intermarriage within
their own social set was producing degenerates. When
lapse of time exposed this poor, weak social class, the
people did not ridicule, but rather pitied them.

“What a rejoicing there was when each one assumed
his work in life, so that, within a few years, they were
wont to look with pity on their previous condition.”



CHAPTER XXVIII
THE ASTRONOMICAL SOCIETY

“ONE of the famous men frequently referred to through-
out the ancient histories of Mars, and whose interesting
life all the children of the realm delight in reading, was
known as Christopher Spencer. While he lived that par-
ticular Martian life millions of years ago, people never
ceased to admire his personality and achievements. Part
of his life was spent upon Mars, where he was born, but
he migrated from there to the Moon in early youth.

“The Spencer family had been a noted one through
many thousands of years, owing to its uniform and ex-
cellent character, coupled with a high degree of intelli-
gence. For several thousands of years they, or their
ancestors, lived upon the border of the great and beauti-
ful Lake of Lucus Lunae, fed by the ‘Rivers Ganges,’
‘Clitumnus’ and ‘Chrysorrhoas,’ and connecting with the
‘Caricus,’ which flows towards ‘Fons J uventae’ and ‘Mes-
seis Fons.” These rivers are now dried up. Their great
beds have been utilized to form canals. The Ganges Canal
now beautiful in itself, connects with the Community, but,
alas, beyond the city lies only the desert of Stagnum
Pegaseum. There is, withal, but one cry from the great
voice of the people—water! Water! More water g

Here Marcomet turned from me, his head bowed upon his
267
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breast. To me it seemed a long time before he sufficiently
recovered to continue speaking.

“Most all the inhabitants have departed from Mars.
But that’s another story. I will not weary you with the
relation,” he said. “In the age, however, when Christo-
pher Spencer was born on the shores of the beautiful
Lake of Lucus, the community of Stagnum Pegaseum was
the most popular on all Mars. The community entirely
encircled this wonderful Lake of pure and limpid waters.
One, indeed, of dazzling celestial beauty—famous through-
out the realm. The Lake was fed by great rivers of won-
derful purity. Along its banks grew beautiful semi-tropi-
cal vegetation in uniform environment, and of picturesque
magnificence. Nature, in time, dried up the rivers and
the Lake, aye, even to the last drop. But man, with in-
domitable will, combined with perseverance, has since re-
stored them!”

Here again Marcomet paused, as if to emphasize his
words. A feeling of pride seemed to well up within him
as he uttered each thought.

“Through immense hydraulic pumping stations, the
present inhabitants have brought to the surface the very
water that once flowed above it. Unfortunately, Christ-
opher Spencer’s parents died while he was yet a child, less
than fifty years old, and as his remaining relatives were
then few, or none, he found himself friendless and alone
in the world. By that, I do not mean that any one suffers
from lack of companionship on Mars, but in one respect
the people of the entire universe are alike, in that they

have no particular interest in people or things
Few knew him,

tle.

out of sight.
therefore of human friendship he knew lit-

He was educated in the public institutions of the
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Community in which he lived, taking up Astronomy as the
goal of his ambition. He had great natural ability for
this particular branch, and, in a comparatively short time,
his name became known as a young and ardent astronomer
of remarkable proficiency. This soon gained for him the
privilege of applying for membership in the Astronomical
Society. After passing the necessarily successful examina-
tion, the Society received him into membership with honor.
Before he had obtained his one hundredth year, his name
on Mars had become famous. The fact that he was a man
of strong character, great ability, and an inventor of
renown, added to his fame and popularity. It was not
many years before he was the recognized leader of the
House.

“Spencer’s aptitude in the solution of many perplexing
problems in which Astronomers had failed, now excited
profound admiration. Though very high advancement in
the science of Astronomy had reached a point where great
telescopes were enabled to discern, and examine with ease
the surface of the farthest Planet or Sun—bringing them
so close to vision that objects on their surfaces appeared
as only a few feet away—the problem of penetrating
clouds, mists or fogs, was as yet unsolved, and was thought
among Astronomers to be impossible of solving. There-
fore, all planets during the formation process, and when
they had reached that stage when vapor surrounds them—
to incredible depths—were impenetrable by the most pow-
erful telescopes, so that no certain knowledge of Nature’s
processes could be obtained. Then, Spencer’s genius
proved its adequacy. To solve the problem, many had
tried, but Spencer knew it could be done. His first ex-
periment was in penetrating fogs on land and sea. After
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many discouragements, he succeeded in perfecting a.ma-
chine which pierced fogs of any depth. This achieve-
ment encouraged him to apply the same principle to the
telescope. He succeeded, and finally applied the prin-
ciples of the wireless telephone to the same instrument,
naming the completed machine the Transtelephonescope.
This instrument in concreted form was manufactured
in dimensions which not only brought objects billions of
miles distant to within four or five feet of vision, but its
receivers were so constructed that the listening operator
might hear the faintest sound when coming from that
section of the Planet to which the disc of the T'ranstele-
phonescope pointed. It was quite as easy, through this
instrument, to see as well as to hear far beyond a billion
miles. Of what utility and how interesting it would have
been to have had a similar instrument set up on another
planet! It would have been possible to carry on conver-
sations with perfect ease though billions of miles apart.
Would it not?” said Marcomet, turning suddenly and
facing me.

I nodded in assent. Indeed, I was so interested in his
narrative, I didn’t think quickly enough to reply.

“I will tell you later how all this was accomplished
by this very young man,” said Marcomet. “It could
Penetrate vapor of any depth. To its disc, sound-re-
ceivers were attached, with extensions regulated and at-
tu1.1ed to numerous smaller ones, each branching off to the
private rooms an.d experimental chambers of the members
:fldth:e iitizc;ntlr}xlncal Sor;iety. Here its members received
mitted it, so tha: el;e;:sf ro';n oo WOl'ld-s, and re-fzrans—
that Wa; ot Ch Tamily could keep in touch with all

g on through the Readograph. Sounds
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from other planets, or in the space surrounding them,
could be heard. The Transtelephonescope was so deli-
cately constructed that when pointed at a planet where in-
formation was desired it would only record the sounds
from the exact spot on the planet pointed at. Hence,
there was no confusion of sounds.

“Many of these powerful ‘Scopes’—as they were popu-
larly called—were set up in different districts of each
community, each in charge of Astronomers who took turns
in watching and recording matters of importance tran-
spiring on the planet under observation. Their efforts
never ceased through day or night.

“Through the ‘Scope’ we studied the languages and
customs of the planets, noting their progress, observing
their wars, catastrophes, accidents, and taking moving
pictures of all in their natural colors. Combining and
recording everything with the sounds accompanying, and
exhibiting the results to the people of Mars for their
entertainment and instruction.”

“Why do you hesitate?” I asked, as Marcomet almost
abruptly stopped short, peering into the distance—his
eyes fastened upon Earth.

“I was thinking of the pictures that had been taken of
that Planet,” he replied, pointing in its direction. “When-
ever our people seemed somewhat impatient or dissatisfied,
the Astronomers would turn the discs of their ‘Scopes’
toward Earth, taking a few moving pictures, and then
exhibiting them to our people. Many scenes from that
unfortunate planet would invariably cure any one of a
feeling of dissatisfaction. ‘Thank God I live on Mars,
the discontented one would say. ‘There is indeed hell;
others would remark, after viewing the pictures of sav-
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agery and war. There were scenes of cruelty and injus-
tice, everywhere. They observed the strong oppressing
the weak; the rich and powerful taking from the masses
the fruits of their toil; the blasted lives through broken
vows, and promises unkept. In every hamlet, we saw
prosperity and disaster, suhshine and sorrow, love and
hate, laughter and tears; all at the same moment. Then
pictures were given of mankind from the very beginning
on Earth. His savage battles from the time when, in his
ignorant, hardened nature, without provocation, he would
as quickly crush the innocent, cooing baby in its mother’s
arms, as he would crush out the life of an enemy with a
club. Indeed, he saw no penalty in either act. But, as our
people viewed and now view all of these scenes, they knew,
and know, that Nature holds a penalty in store for every
wrong, as well as a reward for every act of generous sac-
rifice, holy living, justice, and the noble desire for ultimate
perfection.

“They saw in the pictures, a few years later, the thiev-
ing wretch of a previous existence, now returned to an
ox-like existence of incessant toil; the gambler to a life of
p‘ain and sorrow; the libertine to a life of sickness and
fixs.eas?. Those who had followed lives of murder, hate and
mmjustice, were here again, reaping the results. For none
may escape the penalties weighed out with minutest exact-
ity e e s
itself by punishing its i de: d larths SOCle.ty Pen?,llzes
more guilty than ﬁxe : dn g . . The prisoner is no

Judge who inflicts the penalty upon

him—unless charity and mercy, with a desire for the good
of all, prompts the sentence

“Did not the people of Mars, themselves, suffer, to
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think that all these horrible things could be enacted be-
fore their eyes, and they still helpless to assist or advise?”

“For thousands of years, Mars’ scientists have strug-
gled to devise some method of communication, but without
success. Yet you may tell the people when you return.
It will some day be brought about, through your wireless
telegraphy.

“So far as Earth’s scenes of crime affecting our people,
I assure you they did not, for the Martians understand
that the actors in crime pay every particle of the debt—
no discounts with Nature! ‘Do wrong, if you will, but
you shall pay for it to the last minute particle? they
would say, when they beheld a human brute commit a
wrong.

“There is an interesting little world which has had a
wonderful history,” exclaimed Marcomet, suddenly point-
ing at Earth’s beautiful Moon. “We, for ages, had
watched and studied this attractive satellite, with increas-
ing interest. Through its various stages of development
we observed, until finally, impenetrable banks of mist en-
veloped it, making further study impossible. We realized
that it would take several hundred thousand years for this
mist to cool the sphere sufficiently to allow the surround-
ing moisture to condense upon its surface, and thus clear
the atmosphere so as to enable us to regard it again,
toward its planet development. We were impatient to find
a means of looking through the mist.

“Not until the arrival of Christopher Spencer, a few
thousand years later, and that wonderful invention, ‘the
Scope,’ had been discovered, did the astronomers con-
tinue their observations. When they first turned the
discs of their great instruments upon this ‘Queen’ of the
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skies, and gazed easily through the mist surrounding its
surface, it produced a sensation among them that has not
been paralleled to this day. When the news describing
it was flashed through the public Autoreadophone, the
wireless voice to every similar instrument, in every home
of Mars, great was the excitement of the people. Then
occurred a rush to all observatories of Mars, to behold
this ‘new born’ of the skies—as they felt disposed to call it.

“These staid and sober-looking astronomers could not
even refrain from joining in the general rejoicings, nor
could they restrain their child-like antics, so great was
the delight. If the Moon had been a human baby, it could
not have excited greater or more profound curiosity.”

“Ts all the news of Mars flashed by the wireless voice?”
I inquired.

“Yes,” replied Marcomet. “Public news is spoken into
an Autoreadophone, which is repeated aloud on every
machine in Mars, each being attuned to receive public
messages.”

“What do you mean by ‘attuned to receive?”” I said,
perplexedly.

“All ‘phones,” as they are commonly called, are ad-
justed so that the messages, instead of talking aloud, are
transmitted to permanent records which later may be read
by applying the Readograph. However, when you desire
to receive or send a message on the ’phone, it is necessary
to attune the instrument to the same degree of current
status as that of the instrument to which you wish to
speak, for each machine’s electro-motive force is per-
manent. ’Phones are all set at the same tension and every
person knows how to attune his *phone to receive and send
messages. In order to talk through this instrument, how-
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ever, they must first know and obtain the attuning force.
Of course, friends exchange these records, but no one else
may call up.

“Tt is customary for the people, early in the day, to at-
tune their instruments to the public wireless voice. The
families gather after breakfast in their spacious houses
and listen to the news. While all private houses in Mars
are but one story high, and contain no more than the
necessary rooms or divisions, many of these are built two
hundred feet high, with several galleries usually extending
entirely around the one public or principal room.

“Every convenience known to science and art is uni-
versal, the only difference being in the construction and
decoration, due to the individual taste of the occupants,
as everything belongs to everybody.

“Electricity, caught from the air by ingenious de-
vices, is universally employed for heating and lighting
their houses, grounds, walks, and roadways, or cooled by
iced air circulated by powerful electric fans set in the
walls of houses, on the walks and roadways, or wherever
necessary, according to the pleasure, comfort, or desire
of the individual. Cooking, in all forms, is done entirely
by the same devices. Power is plentiful everywhere—
more than sufficient for Man’s needs. Nothing is so cheap
on Earth as electro-force if the people would learn how
to harness it. Instead, ten thousand men on Earth work
to invent some new power that will destroy their fellows, or
blast the lives of millions of innocent women and children.
If they would only bend their energies toward harnessing
the inexhaustible power around them, they would serve
in relieving all from distasteful toil, so that each might
devote his time to the more noble work of improving his
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body and mind in learning to live and how to die! The
fair day and hour will dawn, however, in spite of the many
minds that cannot see into the future!

“As an instance, I give you this:—

“One morning, as the people gathered early in their
great rooms, the unseen voice was heard through the
phone by every listening inhabitant of Mars. The first
announcement created a thrill of interest—almost wonder.
The voice was that of Christopher Spencer, the greatest
astronomer Mars ever had. His first words were: ‘I have
examined the surface of the Moon, and find it has cooled
sufficiently to admit of vegetation, which has already made
its appearance. Not, however, in quantities of any one
or more kinds sufficient to sustain the life.’

“When the people heard this, a mighty cheer went up in
every home, the combined noise of which sounded like dis-
tant thunder on Christopher’s *phone. It was some mo-
ments before the sounds subsided sufficiently to allow him
to proceed, but when all was quiet again he continued:

“‘Four years ago there was not a sign of vegetable life
on the Moon. I knew it had to appear, but how? None
could convey the various kinds of seeds; then, how was
the Moon’s surface to be planted? About two years ago,
I noted that several weeds and flowers had sprung up.
How did they get there? I watched through each day
and far into the night. At last I discerned a spot about
a mile in diameter. It was situated on a high plateau.
There was no sign of vegetation anywhere within the
boundaries of that circular mile, About six months later,
as I was intently watching, I saw a beautiful meteor come
out of the sky and burst thirty to forty miles over the
spot I was viewing. There was nothing strange about
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this, except that I thought it singular why the meteor
should explode over that particular spot. I was amazed
one morning a few weeks after to see weeds, grass and
flowers coming up in scattered patches, all within that
circle! This impressed me deeply, and I soon proved to
my own satisfaction that the meteor had brought the
seeds!

“¢Then I at once realized that Nature’s method of
planting was the same throughout the universe. Vege-
table and insect life is transplanted from one planet to
another, through the direct and natural communication
of meteors. The meaning of it all was, obviously, that
everything from the smallest dust particles to the largest
bodies coming in contact with a planet’s atmosphere came
through the medium of meteors. There are seeds and
other forms of life in embryo, daily blown or brushed off
these visitors as they begin their rapid descent through at-
mospheres. In addition, quantities float in space, until
drawn into some atmosphere. Then, on they slowly seep
and float to the welcome Earth, where later they blossom
into new life, after millions of years of suspended ani-
mation!

“‘We of Mars, know that the temperature of space is
about —400° F., cold enough to kill anything, one would
think, but since there is %o air in space, nothing can disin-
tegrate, all life being held in suspense.

“ ‘Hundreds of insects and other forms of life never
before seen by Earth, are discovered upon Mars yearly!
They come into our atmosphere daily. Are you aware
that space is filled with countless species of bugs and
insects, held in suspense in their embryo or ovum form, all
ready to spring into life as soon as they fall within the
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attractive force of some passing planet? Wherever this
life is distributed, whether in the torrid or frigid zomes,
when the temperature rises sufficiently, it will spring forth
on our planet Mars. There sleeps, in partially suspended
life, enough embryo and seed, that if the zones suddenly
became temperate or torrid we would discover every form
of vegetation. The warming air sets all life free within
a few weeks after the extreme cold and ice have disap-
peared.

% ¢Meteors fall upon all planets in great number, most
of them carrying some form of germination.

«¢] now hear several asking where these seeds—this
life form—came from? Well, T’ tell you. You
doubtless meant to ask me where the meteors came from.
I believe they are smaller portions thrown off by planets
breaking up through the shock of striking another or
other planets. Some come through the explosions of vol-
canoes, when this life is thrown far into space. Vol-
canoes, in endless number, cast off tons of soil filled with
seeds, the momentum carrying them up far beyond the
attraction of gravitation into the ether of space. There
it remains suspended for ages, except it comes within the
attractive force of some nearer body.

“‘I am convinced that the ether of space is an abso-
lute preservative for anything in it. Time does not
change it. Nothing dies in the embryo state, in space.
All processes of life may be partially suspended. It
cannot perish, neither can it develop while in the waiting
state. Not only new life, but, doubtless, new thoughts,
come to us out of the heavens!

““This morning, out of the heavens, has come to me
the thought to migrate to a new and beautiful world.
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The Moon is being planted by Nature. It will take ages to
accomplish the feat. Let us, the people of Mars, assist
Nature, not only in planting, but in stocking it also!
What do you say, fellow citizens, shall we begin to plant
it with seed—now? Wait a moment. Don’t answer as
yet. I say, when the vegetation is ready on the Moon,
then man and beast invite emigration. Let us first assist
Nature to expedite the planting. Then we will establish
a new empire! Now, what say you all? Yes, or no?’

“ILike the roar of ten thousand distant cannon came
back a mighty ‘Yes.””



CHAPTER XXIX
FELIX CLAUDIO

“Tur excitement incident to Spencer’s announcement
over the phone that he desired to assist nature in the
planting of the Moon continued unabated. The wisdom of
an undertaking of such magnitude was freely discussed by
the people, many openly advocating and commending,
while a few were as positively opposing and condemning
the proposition. The development of the opposition was
due to a lack of faith in its feasibility, and not to a lack
of confidence in Spencer—as will appear later. While the
people were invariably called upon to freely express their
will in all matters dominating their lives, both the Senate
and the House depending on their jurisdiction regarding
the subject, the final decision was made by one of the
two bodies.

“In the House and Astronomical Society, nothing but
enthusiasm and praise was accorded Spencer among his
fellow scientists. Christopher Spencer was the recog-
nized leader in ability and enterprise. They all knew
that the people as a unit had given their consent, and
that the condemnation of the enterprise carried very little
weight. Not a voice was raised in opposition to him
among the people, and none among the Astronomers, un-

til the appointed meeting for the discussion of the subject
was held.

280
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“There lived in the same community as Spencer a man
by the name of Felix Claudio. He was a young man of
about two hundred years of age, and belonged to the same
Community Society of Astronomers. As an Astronomer,
he was considered exceedingly deficient, having barely
succeeded in passing the mnecessary examinations, and
then only after sixty years of continuous effort. As an
orator, however, he excelled all others, being the recognized
Jeader of the Astronomers in the Forum and foremost as
a public speaker. He was young, ambitious, and popular
with many who had listened to his eloquence, but who
had not learned how arrogant and sarcastic he might be,
or how caustic his tongue, when opposed. Among his
fellow Astronomers these failings detracted somewhat
from his popularity. A vacillating mind delights to agree
with everybody, but the cunning character expresses no
opinion until the opportunity arises to land on the win-
ning side. Such minds let others do the preliminary
work and wait until victory is in sight. Then they take
positions in the foremost ranks and contrive to steal all
the glory. Watch, just watch them now on Earth, steal
silently into the women suffrage movement, when victory
is in sight. All evil is about equally divided between both
sexes—for man is the son of a woman, and woman is the
daughter of man.

“Claudio was a patient listener, and waited until he
felt quite sure he was on the winning side before he ex-
pressed an opinion on any subject. In case of defeat, he
took it to heart. It stung his pride. He became bitter
and ready to vilify all successful opponents.

“On questions of most importance he waited until the
early skirmishes were over, with the parties drawn up in
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battle line. Then he chose the stronger side. Then it
was he used his oratorical powers to lead those who stood
with the strong, and denounce the weaker side. With him
it was not a question of right, but one of might. There
was only one exception to this rule of Claudio’s, and that
was, always to oppose anything advocated by Christopher
Spencer.

“It was but a few weeks after Spencer’s announcement
through the dutoreadophone that one morning he further
addressed the people as a whole, and in his accustomed
way, on the subject of the Moon.

< have discovered many new and interesting things,’
he told them. ‘I shall demonstrate to you by facts and
figures,” he continued, ‘that the temperature on the Moon
is about the same as that of Mars, zone for zone. It is
cold at the poles and torrid at its equator, but, through
the circulation of its oceans, most of its surface is semi-
tropical. Of course, we shall see the Sun there at an
average of about seven hours a day, for the whole day is
but fourteen hours in duration.

‘On account of the fact that the planet Earth is now
in a moulten mass, and entirely enveloped by a dense
blanket of almost boiling mist, the Sun’s reflection upon
its disc is not sufficient to give us Earthlight—nights of
great brilliancy. Earth is, however, more than fifty
times larger in mass than the Moon.

“ I have been endeavoring to estimate how many million
tons of seeds, with how many insects, certain food, animals
a‘nd fowls, it will be necessary to send on our first expedi-
tion. I have not succeeded in ascertaining the exact fig-
ures, but I shall be prepared to submit them at the next
astronomical meeting. I wish to announce, also, that I
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have now thought out the style and method of con-
struction of a certain form of torpedo that will suc-
cessfully accomplish the work of transportation to the
Moon. Shall we proceed?’ he asked, and back came the
answer from several million people in one thunderous
voice, ‘Yes! Truly the people had spoken as one person,
yet, in the face of this mighty endorsement, Felix Claudio
was openly opposed to the whole proposition, and by the
wiles of his eloquence sought to completely turn the tide
of public sentiment against it, but in vain—as you shall
see.

“It was not generally known why Claudio so bitterly
opposed Spencer in everything the latter advocated, par-
ticularly in the stupendous project of planting the Moon.
The wise ones understood, however, that it was due to
something more than an honest difference of opinion. It
was, indeed, pure jealousy, a human weakness thought to
be wholly eradicated on the planet Mars. In him, however,
the passion was as unreasonable and as deadly as ever.

“Both were suitors for the hand of Charlotte Dudley,
one of the realm’s most noted beauties, and springing
from a family of many noted Senators. She was a lovely
young woman of ninety-five summers, the youngest of a
family of eighty children. Her parents were now at the
zenith of their influence, and in the prime of life. Both
her father and mother were two thousand and fifty years
old, with every physical indication of their rounding out
a life of fully three thousand years or over.

“Charlotte’s parents looked upon the attentions of
Spencer, the famous young astronomer, with much favor,
encouraging and commending their daughter’s choice,
though strenuously opposing the idea of marriage before
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she had reached the customary age of one hundred years
or over. They were accorded the right to set the mar-
riage this early in Charlotte’s case, as she was the young-
est daughter and the pride of the whole family.

“As to Felix Claudio, neither the family nor Charlotte
regarded his attentions seriously, though his persistence
in making regular calls was more than embarrassing on
occasions when Christopher was present. Christopher
was about Charlotte’s age, while Felix was more than
one hundred years her senior. She steadfastly declined his
proffered affection, and ignored attentions which he sought
to force upon her.

“When she learned of his open opposition to Christ-
opher’s plan of planting the Moon, the knowledge of it
rankled in her heart. At the first opportunity she up-
braided him for his jealous unfairness and perfidy and
forbade him to call longer upon her—to which command
he paid not the slightest heed.

“Words do not express, however, the secret resentment
and jealous rage that now boiled in his heart. His every
thought was now centered in a plan to secretly undermine
the character and discredit the motives of his opponent.
The affront received at the hands of Charlotte hurt his
pride more than anything that happened to him before,
bringing out and intensifying all the evil within him.

“As for Christopher, he regarded the activities of Felix
in a friendly way, and had never by thought, word, or
def:d.,.showed the slightest concern. He openly invited
criticism and welcomed any opposition based upon a fair
discyssion of. the subject presented, but in personalities he
d?dmed to indulge. Therefore, when Claudio attacked
his character, custom and his idea of manliness forbade
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him enter into a public controversy. He held his peace
and awaited the day when the Astronomical Society
should meet to finally decide the question of his project.
He knew no fear, though gentle and retiring in disposi-
tion. It was an accepted rule that orators were generally
of small caliber, and were actors in words rather than
doers of deeds, all, however, being necessary to the gen-
eral progress.

“At the appointed hour, the Astronomical Society met
to discuss and decide upon Christopher’s plans. It would
require the favorable endorsement of every Astronomical
Society on Mars before the project could be undertaken.
It had become the custom for all the remaining societies
to follow the leadership of the one introducing or initiat-
ing an idea. All were constantly in direct communica-
tion with each other through the medium of the Awuto-
readophone. When, therefore, questions affecting the
whole realm were to be decided, they all stood as one body.
Every private house on Mars not only heard the whole
discussion perfectly, but could see the entire chamber
and the people in it as plainly as though they stood be-
side them. This convenience, however, did not remove the
desire to be on the ground, nor will it, for human curi-
osity not alone helps ambition, but cultivates desire.

“The clamor for ‘gallery’ seats in the Society’s great
auditorium was the greatest known for many centuries.
When the short proceeding for the consideration of
Christopher’s plan was opened, every Astronomer was
present and there was not an empty seat in the public
galleries. I have already said, that there are no officers
of the Society, not even a Secretary being necessary,
for the records of all proceedings are automatically taken
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down and transmitted to everybody by the ’Phone.

“Christopher Spencer was the first to address the So-
ciety, repeating, in a short, simple way, the plan con-
templated, without suggesting in detail how he proposed
to accomplish the undertaking. Claudio immediately fol-
lowed in a long address of abuse and sarcasm, questioning
the sanity of the promoter, casting aspersions on his
motives, dwelling upon the loss to Mars of millions of tons
of seeds, together with the wasted life and energy that was
sure to follow certain failure. There were no other ad-
dresses.

“As it is against custom on Mars to encore, there was
no demonstration to denote the feelings of the Astrono-
mers. The form of voting upon a question is simple.
The one opposing a motion has the first right to call
for a rising vote. This Claudio did. He said, standing,
‘All in favor of dropping forever this proposition, will
please stand up!” The manner of Claudio was dramatic,
but as he cast his eyes around the chamber, and saw that
no one was standing but himself, his face underwent
changes in rapid succession of surprise and anger. It was
evident to all that if any one had harbored any doubt as
to the feasibility of Spencer’s project, Claudio, by his
abuse, had changed them. The question was settled.
Mars would now undertake the planting and stocking
of a new world!

“The project required the construction of an immense
torpedo, sufficient in size to carry several million tons of
seeds, various species of animals, birds, and insect life.

Let me tell you how this young Martian accomplished
it.”



CHAPTER XXX
SPENCER’S PLANS

As I waited for Marcomet to resume, I saw the veil
which separated me from those without gradually dis-
solve, revealing to my gaze a scene of indescribable fury,
for there, standing vividly before me, as far into space
as I could discern, was a vast throng of persons of all
ages, male and female, whose incessant cries were terrify-
ing and most pathetic to hear. Their intermingling
voices were loud, alternating in ceaseless appeals or bit-
ter denunciation, distressing lamentations, or sullen pro-
fanity, ’midst the continuous babble and chattering of
those who ranted, argued, and swore, until one by one
they became silent or impassive.

As the curtain was drawn, shutting the scene from my
view, I meditated, contrasting the conditions of these
unhappy and sorrowful beings on the one side, and the
sublime peace and everlasting happiness manifested by
those I observed on the other, from my position on the
border of the great white way. Could I forever remain in
this hideous predicament, while the others passed on to
glory? Thus bewildered, I asked—“Are these two great
contrasting scenes illusions?”

“They are both realities,” calmly replied Marcomet.

“You behold without, the Malalities who must wait until
287
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subdued, when they are fitted to return. All will return
finally.”

As he spoke these words, I felt as though I had been
relieved of some great burden that had rested heavily
upon me. It encouraged and imparted the desire to know
more about human beings of other worlds, whom I shall
some day meet.

“The day following the decision to plant the Moon,”
continued Marcomet, as he resumed his narrative, “Spen-
cer was about to enter the beautiful Zenodochium to
meet and consult with newly arriving astronomers from
those distant communities. They were all strangers to
him. He was greatly pleased and much surprised to find
Charlotte there awaiting him.

“‘How did I know you were—I mean—how did you
know I was here?” he stammered, and stepped sideways in
his bewilderment. She was kind enough not to notice his
confusion, but, for the moment, could not refrain from
an attempt to tease him, by praising the speech, and
otherwise magnifying the wonderful ability of Felix
Claudio. In this, however, she signally failed, for no mat-
ter how unstinted her commendation of Claudio, Christo-
pher was sure to agree with her view-point.

““You can’t guess who was over to see me, last even-
ing, Christopher,” she continued.

“‘Some one we both know?’ he asked.

“<Certainly,” she said, smiling,

“‘Well, perhaps it. was Astronomer Tinker? No?
Tltfr‘ll,\rle.t me see. Was it D.r. Eliza})rat ?” he gravely asked.

. either of f;hem, stupid,’ replied Charlotte in feigned
disgust. ‘The idea! Do you think I desjr

t
either of those old dry-bones? e to marry
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“‘Why, I didn’t know that you were prepared even
to take a fellow with wet bones,” meekly suggested
Christopher.

““You know they are both over twenty-five hundred
years old. Each of them has had half a dozen legs and
arms substituted for those too old or worn out, and who
knows, by this time, how otherwise physically they may
be worn.’

“ ‘As long as their heads are healthy, they’re all
right, aren’t they? he argued.

% ¢0h, how exasperating you are! I don’t want their
heads or their feet—I want a whole man or none.’

“‘How soon do you want a whole one?’ he persisted.

“ ‘Why?* she snapped.

“¢Well, I feel about one and a half. Thought the sur-
plus might perhaps attract you.” Then, as she made no
comment, he lowered his voice and added: ‘Maybe, to
you, I look less than one? What do you say? he
asked, now drawing closer to her, his eyes looking into
hers.

“¢I said—I asked you—who you thought was over to
see me last evening,” was her evasive reply.

“‘Now, who exasperates, Charlotte? You want your
questions answered. Why don’t you answer mine?” he
said with some show of impatience. ‘Who was over to—
oh, I'll answer. I know who it was. I might have known
in the beginning, it was your very fine orator.

“‘My fine orator?’ she questioned again in feigned
surprise.

% <Yes, your orator, the one you praise, the one whose
surname is Claudio,” replied Christopher with a show of
feeling.
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“ Why, how easily you guessed it. How did you hap-
pen to think of him? Don’t you think he’s nice?’ she
asked with a twinkle in her eye.

“¢I presume I have to be going in now,” he answered,
assuming the manner of one deeply hurt, and ignoring
her question.

“<Oh, please don’t, Christopher. I didn’t mean it.
Please don’t go in yet.

¢« ¢—I better go in, I guess—you don’t like me,’ he
continued, making a slight movement as if to go.

“¢Now I do like you. You’re horrid to say these
things when you know I—I’m disgusted with that old
thing. You knew it was all pretense on my part, didn’t
you, dear? Oh, I think he is awful. He’s terrible!
Christopher, you don’t mean that, do you?’ she asked,
looking up into his manly face, her great, lustrous eyes
now suffused with tears.

“‘Why, you poor little girl, of course I don’t. You
look so sweet and pretty this morning, I feel like eating
you up,’ he answered passionately.

“‘Why, Christopher. How ferocious you are to-day!
Now, I must tell you about Claudio. You know he came
to me,” she began, ‘as big as life, in his beautifully up-
holstered electric aero-chair. He began by telling my
Father that he had important business with me. “How
honored your daughter should feel to have me call upon
her,” he said. Well, Father told him that the word honor
was a term that none should use unless armed to the teeth.
Then he asked where I was. Father knew I had forbidden
him to call, so he informed him I was out. The while, he
knew I was listening from behind the screen in the ro,om
Do you think Father did wrong? )



SPENCER’S PLANS 291

“‘Yes, in not giving him a foot-push. Your Dad is a
wise old owl. You didn’t want to meet Claudio, did you?’

“‘Why, no. Of course not.’

““Then, ’twas all right to let the rogue down easy.’

“ ‘I heard everything that they said,’ she continued.

“‘Please do not inform me, Charlotte,” he hurriedly
interrupted. ‘It might amount to a breach of confi-
dence.’

“‘I’m not going to tell you, only, he said things about
you that are not ’

“ ‘Please do not mention it,” he interrupted.

“ ‘Oh, well, if that’s your attitude, I’ll not say anything,
but Pm going to watch him,’ she replied with some show
of vexation.

“¢I suppose, I should be very jealous of him—but I
am not. I respect you too much to feel that way. I
have faith in you. Have you some—just a little, in me?’
he tenderly asked.

““Yes,’ she softly replied, her face suffused in blushes.
Then, looking up, she continued: ‘I think you are the
best man that ever li