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SYNOPSIS




Stricken with the terrible leprosy after a trip to the Orient , a man turns to his only friend—Andrews, an enigmatic surgeon with a fascination for unorthodox science, in search of desperate help. When Andrews proposes a plan to fake his death and spare him from public disgrace, the man agrees. But as he surrenders to the shadows of the scheme, he begins to suspect that Andrews’s motives may be far more disturbing than he imagined.
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NOTICE




This text is a work in the public domain and reflects the norms, values and perspectives of its time. Some readers may find parts of this content offensive or disturbing, given the evolution in social norms and in our collective understanding of issues of equality, human rights and mutual respect. We ask readers to approach this material with an understanding of the historical era in which it was written, recognizing that it may contain language, ideas or descriptions that are incompatible with today's ethical and moral standards.




Names from foreign languages will be preserved in their original form, with no translation.
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I

awoke abruptly from a horrible dream and stared wildly about. Then, seeing the high,

arched ceiling and the narrow-stained windows of my friend’s room, a flood of uneasy

revelation coursed over me; and I knew that all of Andrew’s hopes had been realized.

I lay supine in a large bed, the posts of which reared upward in dizzy perspective;

while on vast shelves about the chamber were the familiar books and antiques, I

was accustomed to seeing in that secluded corner of the crumbling and ancient mansion

which had formed our joint home for many years. On a table by the wall stood a huge

candelabrum of early workmanship and design, and the usual light window-curtains

had been replaced by hangings of somber black, which took on a faint, ghostly luster

in the dying light.




I

recalled forcibly the events preceding my confinement and seclusion in this veritable

medieval fortress. They were not pleasant, and I shuddered anew when I remembered

the couch that had held me before my tenancy of the present one—the couch that everyone

supposed would be my last. Memory burned afresh regarding those hideous circumstances

which had compelled me to choose between a true death and a hypothetical one—with

a later re-animation by therapeutic methods known only to my comrade, Marshall Andrews.

The whole thing had begun when I returned from the Orient a year before and discovered,

to my utter horror, that I had contracted leprosy while abroad. I had known that

I was taking grave chances in caring for my stricken brother in the Philippines,

but no hint of my own affliction appeared until I returned to my native land. Andrews

himself had made the discovery, and kept it from me as long as possible; but our

close acquaintance soon disclosed the awful truth.




At

once I was quartered in our ancient abode atop the crags overlooking crumbling Hampden,

from whose musty halls and quaint, arched doorways I was never permitted to go forth.

It was a terrible existence, with the yellow shadow hanging constantly over me;

yet my friend never faltered in his faith, taking care not to contract the dread

scourge, but meanwhile making life as pleasant and comfortable as possible. His

widespread though somewhat sinister fame as a surgeon prevented any authority from

discovering my plight and shipping me away.




It

was after nearly a year of this seclusion—late in August—that Andrews decided on

a trip to the West Indies—to study “native” medical methods, he said. I was left

in care of venerable Simes, the household factotum. So far no outward signs of the

disease had developed, and I enjoyed a tolerable though almost completely private

existence during my colleague’s absence. It was during this time that I read many

of the tomes Andrews had acquired in the course of his twenty years as a surgeon,

and learned why his reputation, though locally of the highest, was just a bit shady.

For the volumes included any number of fanciful subjects hardly related to modern

medical knowledge: treatises and unauthoritative articles on monstrous experiments

in surgery; accounts of the bizarre effects of glandular transplantation and rejuvenation

in animals and men alike; brochures on attempted brain transference, and a host

of other fanatical speculations not countenanced by orthodox physicians. It appeared,

too, that Andrews was an authority on obscure medicaments; some of the few books

I waded through revealing that he had spent much time in chemistry and in the search

for new drugs which might be used as aids in surgery. Looking back at those studies

now, I find them hellishly suggestive when associated with his later experiments.
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