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SYNOPSIS




In “The Electric Executioner”, a railway agent narrates his encounter with a deranged inventor, Arthur Feldon, while traveling through Mexico. Feldon has built a horrifying electrical device intended to purge the world of what he deems "unfit individuals." As the protagonist becomes embroiled in Feldon's delusional crusade, tension escalates aboard the train, leading to a shocking confrontation that melds science, fanaticism, and horror.
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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.




 








The Electric Executioner






 




For one who has never faced the danger of

legal execution, I have a rather queer horror of the electric chair as a

subject. Indeed, I think the topic gives me more of a shudder than it gives

many a man who has been on trial for his life. The reason is that I associate

the thing with an incident of forty years ago—a very strange incident which

brought me close to the edge of the unknown’s black abyss.




In 1889 I was an auditor and investigator

connected with the Tlaxcala Mining Company of San Francisco, which operated

several small silver and copper properties in the San Mateo Mountains in

Mexico. There had been some trouble at Mine No. 3, which had a surly, furtive

assistant superintendent named Arthur Feldon; and on August 6th the firm

received a telegram saying that Feldon had decamped, taking with him all the

stock records, securities, and private papers, and leaving the whole clerical

and financial situation in dire confusion.




This development was a severe blow to the

company, and late in the afternoon President McComb called me into his office

to give orders for the recovery of the papers at any cost. There were, he knew,

grave drawbacks. I had never seen Feldon, and there were only very indifferent

photographs to go by. Moreover, my own wedding was set for Thursday of the

following week—only nine days ahead—so that I was naturally not eager to be

hurried off to Mexico on a manhunt of indefinite length. The need, however, was

so great that McComb felt justified in asking me to go at once; and I for my

part decided that the effect on my status with the company would make ready

acquiescence eminently worthwhile.




I was to start that night, using the

president’s private car as far as Mexico City, after which I would have to take

a narrow-gauge railway to the mines. Jackson, the superintendent of No. 3,

would give me all details and any possible clues upon my arrival; and then the

search would begin in earnest—through the mountains, down to the coast, or

among the byways of Mexico City, as the case might be. I set out with a grim

determination to get the matter done—and successfully done—as swiftly as

possible; and tempered my discontent with pictures of an early return with

papers and culprit, and of a wedding which would be almost a triumphal

ceremony.




Having notified my family, fiancée, and

principal friends, and made hasty preparations for the trip, I met President

McComb at eight p.m. at the Southern Pacific depot, received from him some

written instructions and a checkbook, and left in his car attached to the 8:15

eastbound transcontinental train. The journey that followed seemed destined for

uneventfulness, and after a good night’s sleep I reveled in the ease of the

private car so thoughtfully assigned me; reading my instructions with care, and

formulating plans for the capture of Feldon and the recovery of the documents.

I knew the Tlaxcala country quite well—probably much better than the missing

man—hence had a certain amount of advantage in my search unless he had already

used the railway.




According to the instructions, Feldon had

been a subject of worry to Superintendent Jackson for some time; acting

secretively, and working unaccountably in the company’s laboratory at odd

hours. That he was implicated with a Mexican boss and several peons in some

thefts of ore was strongly suspected; but though the natives had been

discharged, there was not enough evidence to warrant any positive step

regarding the subtle official. Indeed, despite his furtiveness, there seemed to

be more of defiance than of guilt in the man’s bearing. He wore a chip on his

shoulder, and talked as if the company were cheating him instead of his

cheating the company. The obvious surveillance of his colleagues, Jackson

wrote, appeared to irritate him increasingly; and now he had gone with

everything of importance in the office. Of his possible whereabouts no guess

could be made; though Jackson’s final telegram suggested the wild slopes of the

Sierra de Malinche, that tall, myth-surrounded peak with the corpse-shaped

silhouette, from whose neighborhood the thieving natives were said to have

come.




At El Paso, which we reached at two a.m.

of the night following our start, my private car was detached from the

transcontinental train and joined to an engine specially ordered by telegraph

to take it southward to Mexico City. I continued to drowse till dawn, and all

the next day grew bored on the flat, desert Chihuahua landscape. The crew had

told me we were due in Mexico City at noon Friday, but I soon saw that

countless delays were wasting precious hours. There were waits on sidings all

along the single-tracked route, and now and then a hot-box or other difficulty

would further complicate the schedule.




At Torreón we were six hours late, and it

was almost eight o’clock on Friday evening—fully twelve hours behind

schedule—when the conductor consented to do some speeding in an effort to make

up time. My nerves were on edge, and I could do nothing but pace the car in

desperation. In the end I found that the speeding had been purchased at a high

cost indeed, for within a half-hour the symptoms of a hot-box had developed in

my car itself; so that after a maddening wait the crew decided that all the

bearings would have to be overhauled after a quarter-speed limp ahead to the

next station with shops—the factory town of Querétaro. This was the last straw,

and I almost stamped like a child. Actually I sometimes caught myself pushing

at my chair-arm as if trying to urge the train forward at a less snail-like

pace.




It was almost ten in the evening when we

drew into Querétaro, and I spent a fretful hour on the station platform while

my car was sidetracked and tinkered at by a dozen native mechanics. At last

they told me the job was too much for them, since the forward truck needed new

parts which could not be obtained nearer than Mexico City. Everything indeed

seemed against me, and I gritted my teeth when I thought of Feldon getting

farther and farther away—perhaps to the easy cover of Vera Cruz with its

shipping or Mexico City with its varied rail facilities—while fresh delays kept

me tied and helpless. Of course Jackson had notified the police in all the

cities around, but I knew with sorrow what their efficiency amounted to.
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