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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.
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Introduction


by George A. Vanderburgh and Robert E. Weinberg


WEIRD TALES, THE SELF-DESCRIBED “Unique Magazine,” and one of the most influential Golden Age pulp magazines in the first half of the twentieth century, was home to a number of now-well-recognized names, including Robert Bloch, August Derleth, Robert E. Howard, H. P. Lovecraft, Clark Ashton Smith, and Manly Wade Wellman.


But among such stiff competition was another writer, more popular at the time than all of the aforementioned authors, and paid at a higher rate because of it. Over the course of ninety-two stories and a serialized novel, his most endearing character captivated pulp magazine readers for nearly three decades, during which time he received more front cover illustrations accompanying his stories than any of his fellow contributors.


The writer’s name was Seabury Quinn, and his character was the French occult detective Jules de Grandin.


Perhaps you’ve never heard of de Grandin, his indefatigable assistant Dr. Trowbridge, or the fictional town of Harrisonville, New Jersey. Perhaps you’ve never even heard of Seabury Quinn (or maybe only in passing, as a historical footnote in one of the many essays and reprinted collections of Quinn’s now-more-revered contemporaries). Certainly, de Grandin was not the first occult detective—Algernon Blackwood’s John Silence, Hodgson’s Thomas Carnacki, and Sax Rohmer’s Moris Klaw preceded him—nor was he the last, as Wellman’s John Thunstone, Margery Lawrence’s Miles Pennoyer, and Joseph Payne Brennan’s Lucius Leffing all either overlapped with the end of de Grandin’s run or followed him. And without doubt de Grandin shares more than a passing resemblance to both Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes (especially with his Dr. Watson-like sidekick) and Agatha Christie’s Hercule Poirot.


Indeed, even if you were to seek out a de Grandin story, your options over the years would have been limited. Unlike Lovecraft, Smith, Wellman, Bloch, and other Weird Tales contributors, the publication history of the Jules de Grandin tales is spotty at best. In 1966, Arkham House printed roughly 2,000 copies of The Phantom-Fighter, a selection of ten early works. In the late 1970s, Popular Library published six paperback volumes of approximately thirty-five assorted tales, but they are now long out of print. In 2001, the specialty press The Battered Silicon Dispatch Box released an oversized, three-volume hardcover set of every de Grandin story (the first time all the stories had been collected), and, while still in production, the set is unavailable to the general trade.


So, given how obscure Quinn and his character might seem today, it’s justifiably hard to understand how popular these stories originally were, or how frequently new ones were written. But let the numbers tell the tale: from October 1925 (when the very first de Grandin story was released) to December 1933, a roughly eight-year span, de Grandin stories appeared in an incredible sixty-two of the ninety-six issues that Weird Tales published, totaling well-over three-quarters of a million words. Letter after letter to the magazine’s editor demanded further adventures from the supernatural detective.


If Quinn loomed large in the mind of pulp readers during the magazine’s hey-day, then why has his name fallen on deaf ears since? Aside from the relative unavailability of his work, the truth is that Quinn has been successfully marginalized over the years by many critics, who have often dismissed him as simply a hack writer. The de Grandin stories are routinely criticized as being of little worth, and dismissed as unimportant to the development of weird fiction. A common argument, propped up by suspiciously circular reasoning, concludes that Quinn was not the most popular writer for Weird Tales, just the most prolific.


These critics seem troubled that the same audience who read and appreciated the work of Lovecraft, Smith, and Howard could also enjoy the exploits of the French ghostbuster. And while it would be far from the truth to suggest that the literary merits of the de Grandin stories exceed those of some of his contemporaries’ tales, Quinn was a much more skillful writer, and the adventures of his occult detective more enjoyable to read, than most critics are willing to acknowledge. In the second half of the twentieth century, as the literary value of some pulp-fiction writers began to be reconsidered, Quinn proved to be the perfect whipping boy for early advocates attempting to destigmatize weird fiction: He was the hack author who churned out formulaic prose for a quick paycheck. Anticipating charges that a literary reassessment of Lovecraft would require reevaluating the entire genre along with him, an arbitrary line was quickly drawn in the sand, and as the standard-bearer of pulp fiction’s popularity, the creator of Jules de Grandin found himself on the wrong side of that line.


First and foremost, it must be understood that Quinn wrote to make money, and he was far from the archetypal “starving artist.” At the same time that his Jules de Grandin stories were running in Weird Tales, he had a similar series of detective stories publishing in Real Detective Tales. Quinn was writing two continuing series at once throughout the 1920s, composing approximately twenty-five thousand words a month on a manual typewriter. Maintaining originality under such a grueling schedule would be difficult for any author, and even though the de Grandin stories follow a recognizable formula, Quinn still managed to produce one striking story after another. It should also be noted that the tendency to recycle plots and ideas for different markets was very similar to the writing practices of Weird Tales’s other prolific and popular writer, Robert E. Howard, who is often excused for these habits, rather than criticized for them.


Throughout his many adventures, the distinctive French detective changed little. His penchant for amusingly French exclamations was a constant through all ninety-three works, as was his taste for cigars and brandy after (and sometimes before) a hard day’s work, and his crime-solving styles and methods remained remarkably consistent. From time to time, some new skill or bit of knowledge was revealed to the reader, but in most other respects the Jules de Grandin of “The Horror on the Links” was the same as the hero of the last story in the series, published twenty-five years later.




He was a perfect example of the rare French blond type, rather under medium height, but with a military erectness of carriage that made him look several inches taller than he really was. His light-blue eyes were small and exceedingly deep-set, and would have been humorous had it not been for the curiously cold directness of their gaze. With his wide mouth, light mustache waxed at the ends in two perfectly horizontal points, and those twinkling, stock-taking eyes, he reminded me of an alert tomcat.





Thus is de Grandin described by Dr. Trowbridge in the duo’s first meeting in 1925. His personal history is dribbled throughout the stories: de Grandin was born and raised in France, attended medical school, became a prominent surgeon, and in the Great War served first as a medical officer, then as a member of the intelligence service. After the war, he traveled the world in the service of French Intelligence. His age is never given, but it’s generally assumed that the occult detective is in his early forties.


Samuel Trowbridge, on the other hand, is a typical conservative small-town doctor of the first half of the twentieth century (as described by Quinn, he is a cross between an honest brother of George Bernard Shaw and former Chief Justice of the United States Charles Evans Hughes). Bald and bewhiskered, most—if not all—of his life was spent in the same town. Trowbridge is old-fashioned and somewhat conservative, a member of the Knights Templar, a vestryman in the Episcopal Church, and a staunch Republican.


While the two men are dissimilar in many ways, they are also very much alike. Both are fine doctors and surgeons. Trowbridge might complain from time to time about de Grandin’s wild adventures, but he always goes along with them; there is no thought, ever, of leaving de Grandin to fight his battles alone. More than any other trait, though, they are two men with one mission, and perhaps for that reason they remained friends for all of their ninety-three adventures and countless trials.


The majority of Quinn’s de Grandin stories take place in or near Harrisonville, New Jersey, a fictional community that rivals (with its fiends, hauntings, ghouls, werewolves, vampires, voodoo, witchcraft, and zombies) Lovecraft’s own Arkham, Massachusetts. For more recent examples of a supernatural-infested community, one need look no further than the modern version of pulp-fiction narratives … television. Buffy the Vampire Slayer’s Sunnydale, California, and The Night Strangler’s Seattle both reflect the structural needs of this type of supernatural narrative.


Early in the series, de Grandin is presented as Trowbridge’s temporary house guest, having travelled to the United States to study both medicine and modern police techniques, but Quinn quickly realized that the series was due for a long run and recognized that too much globe-trotting would make the stories unwieldy. A familiar setting would be needed to keep the main focus of each tale on the events themselves. Harrisonville, a medium-sized town outside New York City, was completely imaginary, but served that purpose.


Most of the de Grandin stories feature beautiful girls in peril. Quinn discovered early on that Farnsworth Wright, Weird Tales’s editor from 1924 to 1940, believed nude women on the cover sold more copies, so when writing he was careful to always feature a scene that could translate to appropriately salacious artwork. Quinn also realized that his readers wanted adventures with love and romance as central themes, so even his most frightening tales were given happy endings ( … of a sort).


And yet the de Grandin adventures are set apart from the stories they were published alongside by their often explicit and bloody content. Quinn predated the work of Clive Barker and the splatterpunk writers by approximately fifty years, but, using his medical background, he wrote some truly terrifying horror stories; tales like “The House of Horror” and “The House Where Time Stood Still” feature some of the most hideous descriptions of mutilated humans ever set down on paper. The victims of the mad doctor in “The House of Horror” in particular must rank near the top of the list of medical monstrosities in fiction.


Another element that set Quinn’s occult detective apart from others was his pioneering use of modern science in the fight against ancient superstitions. De Grandin fought vampires, werewolves, and even mummies in his many adventures, but oftentimes relied on the latest technology to save the day. The Frenchman put it best in a conversation with Dr. Trowbridge at the end of “The Blood-Flower”:




“And wasn’t there some old legend to the effect that a werewolf could only be killed with a silver bullet?”


“Ah, bah,” he replied with a laugh. “What did those old legend-mongers know of the power of modern firearms? … When I did shoot that wolfman, my friend, I had something more powerful than superstition in my hand. Morbleu, but I did shoot a hole in him large enough for him to have walked through.”





Quinn didn’t completely abandon the use of holy water, ancient relics, and magical charms to defeat supernatural entities, but he made it clear that de Grandin understood that there was a place for modern technology as well as old folklore when it came to fighting monsters. Nor was de Grandin himself above using violence to fight his enemies. Oftentimes, the French occult investigator served as judge, jury and executioner when dealing with madmen, deranged doctors, and evil masterminds. There was little mercy in his stories for those who used dark forces.


While sex was heavily insinuated but rarely covered explicitly in the pulps, except in the most general of terms, Quinn again was willing to go where few other writers would dare. Sexual slavery, lesbianism, and even incest played roles in his writing over the years, challenging the moral values of the day.


In the end, there’s no denying that the de Grandin stories are pulp fiction. Many characters are little more than assorted clichés bundled together. De Grandin is a model hero, a French expert on the occult, and never at a loss when battling the most evil of monsters. Dr. Trowbridge remains the steadfast companion, much in the Dr. Watson tradition, always doubting but inevitably following his friend’s advice. Quinn wrote for the masses, and he didn’t spend pages describing landscapes when there was always more action unfolding.


The Jules de Grandin stories were written as serial entertainment, with the legitimate expectation that they would not be read back to back. While all of the adventures are good fun, the best way to properly enjoy them is over an extended period of time. Plowing through one story after another will lessen their impact, and greatly cut down on the excitement and fun of reading them. One story a week, which would stretch out this entire five-volume series over two years, might be the perfect amount of time needed to fully enjoy these tales of the occult and the macabre. They might not be great literature, but they don’t pretend to be. They’re pulp adventures, and even after seventy-five years, the stories read well.


Additionally, though the specific aesthetic values of Weird Tales readers were vastly different than those of today’s readers, one can see clearly see the continuing allure of these types of supernatural adventures, and the long shadow that they cast over twentieth and early twenty-first century popular culture. Sure, these stories are formulaic, but it is a recipe that continues to be popular to this day. The formula of the occult detective, the protector who stands between us and the monsters of the night, can be seen time and time again in the urban fantasy and paranormal romance categories of commercial fiction, and is prevalent in today’s television and movies. Given the ubiquity and contemporary popularity of this type of narrative, it’s actually not at all surprising that Seabury Quinn was the most popular contributor to Weird Tales.


We are proud to present the first of five volumes reprinting every Jules de Grandin story written by Seabury Quinn. Organized chronologically, as they originally appeared in Weird Tales magazine, this is the first time that the collected de Grandin stories have been made available in trade editions.


Each volume has been graced by tremendous artwork from renowned artist Donato Giancola, who has given Quinn’s legendary character an irresistible combination of grace, cunning and timelessness. We couldn’t have asked for a better way to introduce “the occult Hercule Poirot” to a new generation of readers.


Finally, if Seabury Quinn is watching from above, and closely scrutinizing the shelves of bookstores, he would undoubtedly be pleased as punch, and proud as all get-out, to find his creation, Dr. Jules de Grandin, rising once again in the minds of readers around the world, battling the forces of darkness … wherever, whoever, or whatever the nature of their evil might be.


When the Jaws of Darkness Open,


Only Jules de Grandin Stands in Satan’s Way!


Robert E. Weinberg


Chicago, Illinois, USA


and


George A. Vanderburgh


Lake Eugenia, Ontario, Canada


23 September 2016




The Horror on the Links


IT MUST HAVE BEEN past midnight when the skirling of my bedside telephone awakened me, for I could see the moon well down toward the horizon as I looked through the window while reaching for the instrument.


“Dr. Trowbridge,” an excited voice bored through the receiver, “this is Mrs. Maitland. Can you come over right away? Something dreadful has happened to Paul!”


“Eh?” I answered half asleep. “What’s wrong?”


“We—we don’t know,” she replied jerkily. “He’s unconscious. You know, he’d been to the dance at the country dub with Gladys Phillips, and we’d been in bed for hours when we heard someone banging on the door. Mr. Maitland went down, and when he opened the door Paul fell into the hall. Oh, Doctor, he’s been hurt dreadfully. Won’t you please come right over?”


Physicians’ sleep is like a park—public property. With a sigh I climbed out of bed and into my clothes, teased my superannuated motor to life and set out for the Maitland house.


Young Maitland lay on his bed, eyes closed, teeth clenched, his face set in an expression of unutterable dread, even in his unconsciousness. Across his shoulders and on the backs of his arms I found several long incised wounds, as though the flesh had been raked by a sharp pronged instrument.


I sterilized and bandaged the cuts and applied restoratives, wondering what sort of encounter had produced such hurts.


“Help! Help! O, God, help!” the lad muttered thickly, like a person trying to call out in a nightmare. “Oh, oh, it’s got me; it’s”—his words drowned in a gurgling, inarticulate cry of fear and he sat bolt upright, staring round with vacant, fear-filmed eyes.


“Easy, easy on, young fellow,” I soothed. “Lie back, now; take it easy, you’re all right. You’re home in bed.”


He looked uncomprehendingly at me a moment, then fell to babbling inanely. “The ape-thing—the ape-thing! It’s got me! Open the door; for God’s sake, open the door!”


“Here,” I ordered gruffly as I drove my hypodermic into his arm, “none o’ that. You quiet down.”


The opiate took effect almost immediately, and I left him with his parents while I returned to catch up the raveled ends of my torn sleep.


HEADLINES SHRIEKED AT ME from the front page of the paper lying beside my breakfast grapefruit:


SUPER FIEND SOUGHT IN


GIRL’S SLAYING


Body of Young Woman Found Near Sedgemore


Country Club Mystifies Police—Criminal


Pervert Blamed for Killing—Arrest Imminent




Almost entirely denuded of clothing, marred by a score of terrible wounds, her face battered nearly past recognition and her neck broken, the body of pretty Sarah Humphreys, nineteen, a waitress in the employ of the Sedgemore Country Club, was found lying in one of the bunkers of the club’s golf course this morning by John Burroughs, a greens keeper. Miss Humphreys, who had been employed at the clubhouse for three months, completed her duties shortly before midnight, and, according to statements of fellow workers, declared she was going to take a short cut across the links to the Andover Road, where she could get a late bus to the city. Her body, terribly mutilated, was found about twenty-five yards from the road on the golf course this morning.


Between the golf links and the Andover Road is a dense growth of trees, and it is thought the young woman was attacked while walking along the path through the woods to the road. Deputy Coroner Nesbett, who examined the body, gave his opinion that she had been dead about five hours when found. She had not been criminally assaulted.


Several suspicious characters have been seen in the neighborhood of the club’s grounds recently, and the police are checking up on their movements. An early arrest is expected.





“There’s two gintelmen to see ye, sor.” Nora McGinnis, my household factotum, interrupted my perusal of the paper. “’Tis Sergeant Costello an’ a Frinchman, or Eyetalian, or sumpin. They do be wantin’ ter ax ye questions about th’ murther of th’ pore little Humphreys gurl.”


“Ask me about the murder?” I protested. “Why, the first I knew of it was when I looked at this paper, and I’m not through reading the account of the crime yet.”


“That’s all right, Dr. Trowbridge,” Detective Sergeant Costello answered with a laugh as he entered the dining room. “We don’t figure on arrestin’ you, but there’s some questions we’ll be askin’, if you don’t mind. This is Professor de Grandin of the Paris police. He’s been doin’ some work for his department over here, an’ when this murder broke he offered th’ chief his help. We’ll be needin’ it, too, I’m thinkin’. Professor de Grandin, Dr. Trowbridge,” he waved an introductory hand from one of us to the other.


The professor bowed stiffly from the hips in continental fashion, then extended his hand with a friendly smile. He was a perfect example of the rare French blond type, rather under medium height, but with a military erectness of carriage that made him seem several inches taller than he actually was. His light blue eyes were small and exceedingly deep-set, and would have been humorous had it not been for the curiously cold directness of their gaze. With his blond mustache waxed at the ends in two perfectly horizontal points and those twinkling, stocktaking eyes, he reminded me of an alert tomcat. Like a cat’s, too, was his lithe, noiseless step as he crossed the room to shake hands.


“I fear Monsieur Costello gives you the misapprehension, doctor,” he said in a pleasant voice, almost devoid of accent. “It is entirely true I am connected with the Service de Sûreté, but not as a vocation. My principal work is at the University of Paris and St. Lazaire Hospital; at present I combine the vocation of savant with the avocation of criminologist. You see—”


“Why,” I interrupted as I grasped his slim, strong hand, “you’re Professor Jules de Grandin, the author of Accelerated Evolution?”


A quick, infectious grin swept across his mouth and was reflected in his eyes. “You know me, hein? Good, it is that I am among friends! However, at the moment our inquiries lie in quite another field. You have a patient, one Monsieur Paul Maitland, yes? He was set upon last night in the Andover Road, no?”


“I have a patient named Paul Maitland,” I admitted, “but I don’t know where he received his injuries.”


“Nor do we,” he answered with a smile, “but we shall inquire. You will go with us while we question him, no?”


“Why, yes,” I acquiesced. “I should be looking in on him this morning, anyhow.”


“AND NOW, YOUNG MONSIEUR,” Professor de Grandin began when introductions had been completed, “you will please tell us what happened last night to you. Yes?”


Paul looked uncomfortably from one of us to the other and swallowed nervously. “I don’t like to think of it,” he confessed, “much less talk about it; but here’s the truth, believe it or not:


“I took Gladys home from the club about eleven o’clock, for she had developed a headache. After I’d said good night to her I decided to go home and turn in, and had gotten nearly here when I reached in my pocket for a cigarette. My case was gone, and I remembered laying it on a window ledge just before my last dance.


“The Mater gave me that case last birthday, and I didn’t want to lose it, so, instead of telephoning the club and asking one of the fellows to slip it in his pocket, like a fool I decided to drive back for it.


“You know—at least Dr. Trowbridge and Sergeant Costello do—the Andover Road dips down in a little valley and curves over by the edge of the golf course between the eighth and ninth holes. I’d just reached that part of the road nearest the links when I heard a woman scream twice—it really wasn’t two screams, more like one and a half, for her second cry was shut off almost before it started.


“I had a gun in my pocket, a little .22 automatic—good thing I did, too—so I yanked it out and drew up at the roadside, leaving my engine running. That was lucky, too, believe me.


“I ran into the woods, yelling at the top of my voice, and there I saw something dark, like a woman’s body, lying across the path. I started toward it when there was a rustling in the trees overhead and—plop!—something dropped right down in front of me.


“Gentlemen, I don’t know what it was, but I know it wasn’t human. It wasn’t quite as tall as I, but it looked about twice as wide, and its hands hung down. Clear down to the ground.


“I yelled, ‘What the hell goes on here?’ and pointed my gun at it, and it didn’t answer, just started jumping up and down, bouncing with its feet and hands on the ground at once. I tell you, it gave me the horrors.


“‘Snap out of it,’ I yelled again, ‘or I’ll blow your head off.’ Next moment—I was so nervous and excited I didn’t know what I was doing—I let fly with my pistol, right in the thing’s face.


“That came near bein’ my last shot, too. Believe me or not, that thing, whatever it was, reached out, snatched the gun out of my hand, and broke it. Yes, sir, snapped that pistol in two with its bare hands as easily as I could break a match.


“Then it was on me. I felt one of its hands go clear over my shoulder from breast to back in a single clutch, and it pulled me toward it. Ugh! It was hairy, sir. Hairy as an ape!”


“Morbleu! Yes? And then?” de Grandin prompted eagerly.


“Then I lunged out with all my might and kicked it on the shins. It released its grip a second, and I beat it. Ran as I never had on the quarter-mile track, jumped into my car and took off down the road with everything wide open. But I got these gashes in my back and arms before I got to the roadster. He made three or four grabs for me, and every one of ’em took the flesh away where his nails raked me. By the time I got home I was almost crazy with fright and pain and loss of blood. I remember kicking at the door and yelling for the folks to open, and then I went out like a light.”


The boy paused and regarded us seriously. “You think that I’m the biggest liar out of jail, most likely, but I’ve been telling you the absolute, straight truth, sirs.”


Costello looked skeptical, but de Grandin nodded eagerly, affirmatively. “But certainly you speak the truth, mon vieux,” he agreed. “Now, tell me, if you can, this poilu, this hairy one, how was he dressed?”


“Um,” Paul wrinkled his brow. “I can’t say surely, for it was dark in the woods and I was pretty rattled, but—I—think it was in evening clothes. Yes; I’d swear to it. I saw his white shirt bosom.”


“Ah?” de Grandin murmured. “A hairy thing, a fellow who leaps up and down like a mad monkey or a jumping-jack and wears the evening clothes? It is to think, mes amis.”


“I’ll say it is,” Costello agreed. “It is to think what sort o’ hooch they’re servin’ to th’ youngsters nowadays—or mebbe they can’t take it like us old vets o’ th’ first World War—”


“Dr. Trowbridge is wanted on the ’phone, please,” a maid’s announcement cut his ponderous irony. “You can take it on this one, if you wish, sir. It’s connected with the main line.”


“This is Mrs. Comstock, doctor,” a voice informed me. “Your cook told us you were at Mrs. Maitland’s. Can you come to my house when you leave there? Mr. Manly, my daughter’s fiancé, was hurt last night.”


“Hurt last night?” I repeated.


“Yes, out by the country club.”


“Very well, I’ll be right over,” I promised, and held out my hand to Professor de Grandin. “Sorry I have to run away,” I apologized, “but another man was hurt at the club last night.”


“Pardieu!” His little round blue eyes bored into mine. “That club, it are a most unhealthy place, n’est-ce-pas? May I accompany you? This other man may tell us something that we ought to know.”


YOUNG MANLY’S INJURY PROVED to be a gunshot wound inflicted by a small caliber weapon, and was located in the left shoulder. He was reticent concerning it, and neither de Grandin nor I felt inclined to press him insistently, for Mrs. Comstock hovered in the sick room from our entrance till the treatment was concluded.


“Nom d’un petit porc!” the little Frenchman muttered as we left the Comstock residence. “He is close-mouthed, that one. Almost, it would appear—pah! I talk the rot. Let us go to the morgue, cher collègue. You shall drive me there in your motor and tell me what it is you see. Oft times you gentlemen of general practice see things that we specialists cannot because we wear the blinders of our specialties, n’est-ce-pas?”


In the cold, uncharitable light of the city mortuary we viewed the remains of poor little Sarah Humphreys. As the newspaper had said, she was disfigured by a score or more of wounds, running, for the most part, down her shoulders and arms in a series of converging lines, and incised deeply enough to reveal the bone where skin and flesh had been shorn through in places. On throat and neck were five distinct livid patches, one some three inches in size, roughly square, the other four extending in parallel lines almost completely round her neck, terminating in deeply pitted scars, as though the talons of some predatory beast had sunk into her flesh. But the most terrifying item of the grisly sight was the poor girl’s face. Repeated blows had hammered her once-pretty features to a purpled level, and bits of sand and fine gravel still bedded in the cuticle told how her countenance must have been ground into the earth with terrific force. Never, since my days as emergency hospital interne, had I seen so sickening an array of injuries on a single body.


“And what is it you see, my friend?” the Frenchman asked in a low, raucous whisper. “You look, you meditate. You do think—what?”


“It’s terrible,” I began, but he cut me off impatiently.


“But certainly. One does not look to see the beautiful in the morgue. I ask for what you see, not for your aesthetic impressions. Parbleu!”


“If you want to know what interests me most,” I answered, “it is those wounds on her shoulder and arms. Except in degree, they’re exactly like those which I treated on Paul Maitland last night.”


“Ah-ha?” His small blue eyes were dancing with excitement, his cat’s-whiskers mustache was bristling more fiercely than ever. “Name of a little blue man! We begin to make the progress. Now,”—he touched the livid patches on the dead girl’s throat daintily with the tip of a well manicured nail—“these marks, do they tell you something?”


I shook my head. “Possibly the bruise left by some sort of garrote,” I hazarded. “They are too long and thick for fingerprints; besides, there’s no thumb mark.”


“Ha-ha.” His laugh was mirthless as that of an actor in a high school play. “No thumb mark, you say? My dear sir, had there been a thumb mark I should have been all at sea. These marks are the stigmata of the truth of young Monsieur Maitland’s story. When were you last at le jardin des plantes, the how do you say him?—zoölogical garden?”


“The zoo?” I echoed wonderingly.


“Précisément, the zoo, as you call him. Have you never noted how the quadrumana take hold of a thing? I tell you, cher collègue, it is not very much of an exaggeration to say the thumb is the difference between man and monkey. Man and the chimpanzee grasp objects with the fingers, using the thumb as a fulcrum. The gorilla, the orangutan, the gibbon are all fools, they know not how to use their thumbs. Now see”—again he indicated the bruises on the dead girl’s throat—“this large square patch, it is the mark of the heel of the hand, these circling lines, they are the fingers, and these wounds, they are nail prints. Name of an old and very wicked tomcat! It was the truth young Maitland told. It was an ape that he met in the wood. An ape in evening clothes! What do you make of that, hein?”


“God knows,” I answered helplessly.


“Assuredly,” he nodded solemnly. “Le bon Dieu truly knows, but me, I am determined that I shall know, too.” Abruptly he turned from the dead girl and propelled me gently toward the door by the elbow. “No more, no more now,” he declared. “You have your mission of help to the sick to perform; I also have some work to do. If you will take me to police headquarters I shall be obliged to you, and, if the imposition is not too great, may I dwell at your house while I work upon this case? You consent? Good. Until tonight, then, au ’voir.”


IT WAS SOME TIME after eight o’clock that evening when he came to the house, laden with almost enough bundles to tax a motor truck. “Great Scott, professor,” I exclaimed as he laid his parcels on a convenient chair and gave me a grin which sent the waxed points of his mustache shooting upward like a pair of miniature horns, “have you been buying out the town?”


“Almost,” he answered as he dropped into an easy chair and lit an evil smelling French cigarette. “I have talked much with the grocer, the druggist, the garage man and the tobacconist, and at each place I made purchases. I am, for the time, a new resident of your so charming city of Harrisonville, eager to find out about my neighbors and my new home. I have talked like a garrulous old woman, I have milled over much wordy chaff, but from it I have sifted some good meal, grâce à Dieu!”


He fixed me with his curiously unwinking cat-stare as he asked: “You have a Monsieur Katmar as a neighbor, have you not?”


“Yes, I believe there’s such a person here,” I replied, “but I know very little about him.”


“Tell me that little, if you will be so kind.”


“H’m. He’s lived here just about a year, and kept very much to himself. As far as I know he’s made no friends and has been visited by no one but tradesmen. I understand he’s a scientist of some sort and took the old Means place out on the Andover Road so he could pursue his experiments in quiet.”


“One sees,” de Grandin tapped his cigarette case thoughtfully. “So much I have already gathered from my talks with the trades people. Now tell me, if you can, is this Monsieur All-Unknown a friend of the young Manly’s—the gentleman whose wound from gunshot you dressed this morning?”


“Not that I know,” I answered. “I’ve never seen them together. Manly’s a queer, moody sort of chap, never has much to say to anyone. How Millicent Comstock came to fall in love with him I’ve no idea. He rides well and is highly thought of by her mother, but those are about the only qualifications he has as a husband that I’ve been able to see.”


“He is very strong, that one?”


“I wouldn’t know,” I had to confess.


“Very well, then. Listen at me, if you please. You think de Grandin is a fool, hein? Perhaps yes; perhaps no. Today I do other things than talk. I go to the Comstock lady’s house and reconnoiter. In an ash can I find a pair of patent leather dress shoes, very much scratched. I grease the palm of a servant and find out they belong to that Monsieur Manly. In the trash container I make further researches, and find a white-linen dress shirt with blood on it. It is torn about the cuffs and split at the shoulder, that shirt. It, too, I find, belonged to Monsieur Manly. Me, I am like the dealer in old clothes when I talk with Madame Comstock’s servant. I buy that shirt and those shoes from him. Behold!”


From one of his parcels he drew forth a pair of dress shoes and a shirt and spread them for my inspection as if they were curios of priceless value. “In Paris we have ways of making the inanimate talk,” he asserted as he thrust his hand into his pocket and drew out a bit of folded paper. “That shirt, those shoes, I put them through the degree of the third time, and how they talk to me. Mordieu, they gabble like a pair of spinsters over the teacups!” Opening the paper he disclosed three coarse dull-brown hairs, varying from a half inch to three inches in length.


I looked at them curiously. They might have been from a man’s head, for they were too long and straight to be body-hairs, but their texture seemed too harsh for human growth. “U’m,” I commented noncommittally.


“Précisément,” he grinned. “You cannot classify them, eh?”


“No,” I admitted. “They’re entirely too coarse to have come from Manly’s head. Besides, they’re almost black; his hair is a distinct brown.”


“My friend,” he leaned toward me and stared unwinkingly into my face, “I have seen hairs like that before. So have you, but you did not recognize them. They are from a gorilla.”


“From a gor—man, you’re raving!” I jerked back. “How could a gorilla’s hair get on young Manly’s shirt?”


“You have the wrong preposition,” he corrected. “They were not on his shirt, but in it. Below the neck line, where a bullet had torn through the linen and wounded him. The hairs I found embedded in the dried blood. Look at this garment, if you please”—he held the shirt before me for inspection—“behold how it is split. It has been on a body much too big for it. I tell you, Monsieur Trowbridge, that shirt was worn by the thing—the monster—which killed that pitiful girl dead on the links last night, which attacked the young Maitland a few minutes later, and—which got paint from Madame Comstock’s house on these shoes when it climbed into that house last night.


“You start, you stare? You say to yourself, ‘This de Grandin he is crazy like the April-fish, him!’ Attend me while I prove each step in the ladder:


“This morning, while you were examining young Monsieur Manly’s wound, I was examining both him and his room. On his window sill I noted a few scratches—such scrapes as one who drags his legs and feet might make in clambering across the window ledge. I look out of the window, and on the white-painted side of the house I see fresh scratches in the paint. Also, I find scratch-marks on the painted iron pipe that carries water from the roof in rainy weather. That pipe runs down the corner of the house near Manly’s window, but too far away for a man to reach it from the sill. But if a man has arms as long as my leg, what then? Ah, then he could have made the reach most easily. Yes.


“Now, when I buy those shoes, that shirt, from Madame Comstock’s servant, I note both paint and scratches on the patent leather. Later I compare the paint on the shoes with that on the house-side. They are the same.


“Also I note the shirt, how he is blood-stained and all burst-out, as though the man who wore him suddenly expanded and burst through him. I find beast-hairs in the blood stains on the shirt. So, now, you see?”


“I’m hanged if I do,” I denied.


He bent forward again, speaking with rapid earnestness: “The Comstock servant tells me more when I quiz him. He tells me, by example, that last night the young Manly was nervous, what you call ill at ease. He complained of headache, backache, he felt what he called rotten. Yes. He went to bed early, and his fiancée went to the country club dance without him. The old madame, she, too, went to bed early.


“Ha, but later in the night—at almost midnight—the young man went for a walk, because, he said, he could not sleep. That is what he told the servant this morning, but”—he paused impressively, then went on, spacing his words carefully—“the servant had been up all night with the toothache, and while he heard the young man come in sometime after midnight, he did not hear him leave, as he certainly would have done had he gone out the door.


“And now, consider this: A policeman of the motorcycle tells me he observed the young Manly coming from that Monsieur Kalmar’s house, staggering like one drunk. He wonders, that policeman, if Monsieur Kalmar keeps so much to himself because he sells unlicenced liquor after the saloons are closed. What now, cher collègue? You say what?”


“Damn it!” I exploded. “You’re piecing out the silliest nonsense story I ever heard, de Grandin. One of us is crazy as hell, and I don’t think it’s I!”


“Neither of us is crazy, mon vieux,” he returned gravely, “but men have gone mad with knowing what I know, and madder yet with suspecting what I am beginning to suspect. Will you be good enough to drive me past the house of Monsieur Kalmar?”


A FEW MINUTES’ RUN CARRIED us to the lonely dwelling occupied by the eccentric old man whose year’s residence had been a twelve months’ mystery. “He works late, that one,” de Grandin commented as we drove by. “Observe, the light burns in his workshop.”


Sure enough, from a window at the rear of the house a shaft of bright light cut the evening shadow, and, as we stopped the car and gazed, we could see Kalmar’s bent form, swathed in a laboratory apron, passing and repassing the window. The little Frenchman looked long at the white-draped figure, as if he would imprint its image on his memory, then touched me on the elbow. “Let us go back,” he ordered softly, “and as we go I shall tell you a story.


“Before the war that wrecked the world there came to Paris from Vienna one Doctor Beneckendorff. As a man he was intolerable, but as a savant without parallel. With my own eyes I saw him do things that in an age less tolerant of learning would have brought him to the stake as a wizard.


“But science is God’s tool, my friend. It is not meant that man should play at being God. That man, he went too far. We had to put him in restraint.”


“Yes?” I answered, not particularly interested in his narrative. “What did he do?”


“Ha, what did he not do, pardieu? Children of the poor were found missing at night. They were nowhere. The gendarmes’ search narrowed to the laboratory of this Beneckendorff, and there they found not the poor missing infants, but a half-score ape-creatures, not wholly human nor completely simian, but partaking horribly of each, with fur and hand-like feet, but with the face of something that had once been of mankind. They were all dead, those poor ones, fortunately for them.


“He was adjudged mad as the June-beetle by the court, but ah, my friend, what a mentality, what a fine brain gone bad!


“We shut him up for the safety of the public, and for the safety of humanity we burned his notebooks and destroyed the serums with which he had injected the human babes to turn them into pseudo-apes.”


“Impossible!” I scoffed.


“Incredible,” he agreed, “but not, unfortunately, impossible—for him. His secret entered the madhouse with him; but in the turbulence of war he escaped.”


“Good God,” I cried. “You mean this monster-maker is loose on the world?”


He shrugged his shoulders with Gallic fatalism. “Perhaps. All trace of him has vanished, but there are reports he was later seen in the Congo Belgique.”


“But—”


“No buts, my friend, if you will be so kind. To speculate is idle. We have arrived at an impasse, but presently we may find our way over, under or around it. One favor, if you will be good enough to grant it: When next you attend the young Manly, permit that I accompany you. I would have a few minutes’ talk with Madame Comstock.”


Cornelia Comstock was a lady of imposing physique and even more imposing manner. She browbeat fellow club members, society reporters, even solicitors for “causes,” but to de Grandin she was merely a woman who had information he desired. Prefacing his inquiry with the sort of bow no one but a Frenchman can achieve, he began directly:


“Madame, do you, or did you ever, know one Doctor Beneckendorff?”


Mrs. Comstock gave him a look beside which the basilisk’s most deadly glare would have been languishing. “My good man—” she began as if he were an overcharging taxi driver, but the Frenchman met her cold gaze with one equally frigid.


“You will be good enough to answer me,” he told her. “Primarily I represent the Republic of France; but I also represent humanity. Once more, please, did you ever know a Doctor Beneckendorff?”


Her cold eyes lowered before his unwinking stare, and her thin lips twitched a little. “Yes,” she answered in a voice not much more than a whisper.


“Ah. So. We make progress. When did you know him—in what circumstances? Believe me, you may speak in confidence before me and Dr. Trowbridge, but please speak frankly. The importance is great.”


“I knew Otto Beneckendorff many years ago. He had just come to this country from Europe and was teaching biology at the university near which I lived as a girl. We—we were engaged.”


“And your betrothal, for what reason was it broken, please?”


I could scarcely recognize Cornelia Comstock in the woman who regarded Jules de Grandin with wondering frightened eyes. She trembled as with a chill, and her hands played nervously with the cord of her tortoiseshell pince-nez as she replied: “He—he was impossible, sir. We had vivisectionists, even in those days—but this man seemed to torture poor, defenseless beasts for the love of it. I handed back his ring when he boasted of one of his experiments to me. He positively seemed to gloat over the memory of the poor brute’s sufferings before it died.”


“Eh bien, Madame,” de Grandin shot me a quick glance, “your betrothal, then, was broken. He left you, one assumes, but did he leave in friendship?”


Cornelia Comstock looked as if she were upon the verge of fainting as she whispered, “No, sir. No! He left me with a dreadful threat. I recall his very words—how can I ever forget them? He said, ‘I go, but I return. Nothing but death can cheat me, and when I come back I shall bring on you and yours a horror such as no man has known since the days before Adam.’”


“Parbleu,” the little Frenchman almost danced in his excitement. “We have the key to the mystery, almost, Friend Trowbridge!” To Mrs. Comstock he added, “One more little, so small question, if you please, Madame: Your daughter is betrothed to one Monsieur Manly. Tell me, when and where did she meet this young man?”


“I introduced them,” Mrs. Comstock’s hauteur showed signs of return. “Mr. Manly came to my husband with letters of introduction from an old schoolmate of his—a fellow student at the university—in Capetown.”


“Capetown, do you say, Madame? Capetown in South Africa? Nom d’un petit bonhomme! When was this, if you please?”


“About a year ago. Why—”


“And Monsieur Manly, he has lived with you how long?” his question shut off her offended protest half uttered.


“Mr. Manly is stopping with us,” Comstock answered icily. “He is to marry my daughter next month. And, really, sir, I fail to see what interest the Republic of France, which you represent, and humanity, which you also claim to represent, can have in my private affairs. If—”


“This Capetown friend,” the little Frenchman interrupted feverishly. “His name was what, and his business?”


“Really, I must decline—”


“Tell me!” He thrust forth both his slender hands as if to shake an answer from her. “It is that I must know. Nom d’un fusil! Tell me, at once!”


“We do not know his street and number,” Mrs. Comstock seemed completely cowed, “but his name is Alexander Findlay, and he’s a diamond factor.”


“Bien.” The Frenchman struck his heels together and bowed as if hinged at the hips. “Thank you, Madame. You have been most kind and helpful.”


IT WAS PAST MIDNIGHT when the ’phone began to ring insistently. “Western Union speaking,” a girl’s voice announced. “Cablegram for Dr. Jules de Grandin. Ready?”


“Yes,” I answered, seizing pencil and pad from the bedside table, “Read it please.”


“‘No person named Alexander Findlay diamond factor known here no record of such person in last five years. Signed, Burlingame, Inspector of Police.’


“It’s from Capetown, South Africa,” she added as I finished jotting down her dictation.


“Very good,” I answered. “Forward a typed confirmation, please.”


“Mille tonneres!” de Grandin exclaimed as I read the message to him. “This makes the picture-puzzle complete, or very nearly so. Attend me, if you please.”


He leaped across the room and extracted a black-leather notebook from his jacket pocket. “Behold,” he consulted a notation, “this Monsieur Kalmar whom no one knows, he has lived here for ten months and twenty-six days—twenty-seven when tomorrow morning comes. This information I have from a realtor whom I interviewed in my rôle as compiler of a directory of scientists.


“The young Monsieur Manly, he has known the Comstocks for ‘about a year.’ He brought them letters from a schoolmate of Monsieur Comstock who proves to be unknown in Capetown. Parbleu, my friend, from now on Jules de Grandin turns night into day, if you will be so kind as to take him to a gun merchant from whom he may procure a Winchester rifle. Yes,” he nodded solemnly, “it is so. Vraiment.”


TIME DRIFTED BY, DE Grandin going gun in hand each night to keep his lonely vigils, but no developments in the mystery of the Humphreys murder or the attack on Paul Maitland were reported. The date of Millicent Comstock’s wedding approached, and the big house was filled to overflowing with boisterous young folks; still de Grandin kept up his lonely patron—and kept his own counsel.


THE NIGHT BEFORE THE wedding day he accosted me as he came down the stairs. “Trowbridge, my friend, you have been most patient with me. If you will come with me tonight I think that I may show you something.”


“All right,” I agreed. “I haven’t the slightest notion what all this folderol’s about, but I’m willing to be convinced.”


A little after twelve we parked the car at a convenient corner and walked quickly to the Comstock place, taking shelter in the shadow of a hedge that marked the boundary of the lawn.


“Lord, what a lovely night!” I exclaimed. “I don’t think I remember ever seeing brighter moonlight—”


“H’m’m’m’m!” His interruption was one of those peculiar nasal sounds, half grunt, half whinny, which none but the true Frenchman can produce. “Attend me, if you please, my friend: No man knows what part Tanit the Moon Goddess plays in our affairs, even today when her name is forgotten by all but dusty-dry antiquaries. This we do know, however; at the entrance of life our appearance is governed by the phases of the moon. You, as a physician with wide obstetrical experience, can confirm that. Also, when the time of exit approaches, the crisis of disease is often governed by the moon’s phase. Why this should be we do not know, but that it is so we know all too well. Suppose, then, the cellular organization of a body be violently, unnaturally, changed, and nature’s whole force be exerted toward a readjustment. May we not suppose that Tanit who affects childbirth and death, might have some force to apply in such a case?”


“I dare say,” I conceded, “but I don’t follow you. Just what is it you expect, or suspect, de Grandin?”


“Hélas, nothing,” he answered. “I suspect nothing, I affirm nothing, I deny nothing. I am agnostic, but also hopeful. It may be that I make a great black lutin of my own shadow, but he who is prepared for the worst is most agreeably disappointed if the best occurs.” Irrelevantly he added, “That light yonder, it shines from Mademoiselle Millicent’s chamber, n’est-ce-pas?”


“Yes,” I confirmed, wondering if I were on a fool’s errand with an amiable lunatic for company.


The merrymaking in the house had quieted, and one by one the lights went out in the upper windows. I had an almost overwhelming desire to smoke, but dared not strike a match. The little Frenchman fidgeted nervously, fussing with the lock of his Winchester, ejecting and reinserting cartridges, playing a devil’s tattoo on the barrel with his long white fingers.


A wrack of clouds had crept across the moon, but suddenly it swept away, and like a floodlight turned on the scene the bright, pearly moonlight deluged everything. “Ah,” my companion murmured, “now we shall see what we shall see—perhaps.”


As if his words had been a cue there echoed from the house a scream of such wild, frenzied terror as a lost soul might emit when summoned to eternal torment. “Ah-ha?” de Grandin exclaimed as he raised his rifle. “Will he come forth or—”


Lights flashed inside the house. The patter of terrified feet sounded among the babel of wondering, questioning voices, but the scream was not repeated.


“Come forth, accursèd one—come forth and face de Grandin!” I heard the small Frenchman mutter, then: “Behold, my friend, he comes—le gorille!”


From Millicent’s window, horrible as a devil out of lowest hell, there came a hairy head set low upon a pair of shoulders at least four feet across. An arm which somehow reminded me of a giant snake slipped past the window casing, grasped the cast-iron downspout at the corner of the house, and drew a thickset, hairy body after it. A leg tipped with a handlike foot was thrown across the sill, and, like a spider from its lair, the monster leaped from the window and hung a moment to the iron pipe, its sable body silhouetted against the white wall of the house.


But what was that, that white-robed thing which hung pendant from the grasp of the beast’s free arm? Like a beautiful white moth inert in the grasp of the spider, her fair hair unbound, her silken night robe rent into a motley of tatters, Millicent Comstock lay senseless in the creature’s grasp.


“Shoot, man, shoot!” I screamed, but only a thin whisper came from my fear-stiffened lips.


“Silence, imbécile!” de Grandin ordered as he pressed his cheek against his gunstock. “Would you give warning of our ambuscade?”


Slowly, so slowly it seemed an hour was consumed in the process, the great primate descended the water-pipe, leaping the last fifteen feet of the descent and crouching on the moonlit lawn, its small red eyes glaring malignantly, as if it challenged the world for possession of its prey.


The bellow of de Grandin’s rifle almost deafened me, and the smokeless powder’s flash burned a gash in the night. He threw the loading mechanism feverishly, and fired a second time.


The monster staggered drunkenly against the house as the first shot sounded. At the second it dropped Millicent to the lawn and uttered a cry which was part roar, part snarl. Then, one of its great arms trailing helplessly, it leaped toward the rear of the house in a series of long, awkward bounds which reminded me, absurdly, of the bouncing of a huge inflated ball.


“Attend her, if you please, my friend,” de Grandin ordered as we reached Millicent’s inert form. “I shall make Monsieur le Gorille my personal business!”


I BENT ABOVE THE SENSELESS girl and put my ear to her breast. Faint but perceptible, I made out a heart-beat, and lifted her in my arms.


“Dr. Trowbridge!” Mrs. Comstock, followed by a throng of frightened guests, met me at the front door. “What’s happened? Good heavens, Millicent!” Seizing her daughter’s flaccid hand in both her own she burst into a flood of tears. “Oh, what’s happened? What is it?”


“Help me get Millicent to bed, then get some smelling salts and brandy,” I commanded, ignoring her questions.


A little later, with restoratives applied and electric pads at her feet and back, the girl showed signs of waking. “Get out—all of you!” I ordered. Hysterical women, especially patients’ mothers, are rather less than useless when consciousness returns after profound shock.


“Oh—oh, the ape-thing! The dreadful ape-thing!” cried Millicent in a small, childish whimper. “It’s got me—help—”


“It’s all right, dear,” I comforted. “You’re safe, safe home in your own bed, with old Dr. Trowbridge standing by.” It was not till several hours later that I realized her first waking exclamation had been almost identical to Paul Maitland’s when he revived from his faint.


“Dr. Trowbridge,” Mrs. Comstock whispered from the bedroom door. “We’ve looked all over, but there’s no sign of Mr. Manly. Do—do you suppose anything could have happened to him?”


“I think it quite likely that something could—and did,” I answered curtly, turning from her to smooth her daughter’s fluttering hand.


“PAR LE BARBE D’UN bouc vert!” de Grandin exclaimed as, disheveled, but with a light of exhilaration in his eyes, he met me in the Comstock hall some two hours later. “Madame Comstock, you are to be congratulated. But for my so brave colleague Dr. Trowbridge and my own so very clever self your charming daughter would have shared the fate of the poor Sarah Humphreys.


“Trowbridge, mon vieux, I have not been quite frank with you. I have not told you all. But this thing, it was so incredible, so seemingly impossible, that you would not have believed. Parbleu, I do not quite believe it myself, even though I know that it is so!


“Let us recapitulate: When this sacré Beneckendorff was in the madhouse he raved continually that his confinement cheated him of his revenge—the revenge he had so long planned against one Madame Cornélie Comstock of America.


“We French are logical, not like you English and Americans. We write down and keep for reference even what a madman says. Why not? It may be useful someday, who knows?


“Now, Friend Trowbridge, some time ago I told you this Beneckendorff was reported in the Congo Belgique. Yes? But I did not tell you he were reported in charge of a young, half-grown gorilla. No. When this so unfortunate Mademoiselle Humphreys is killed in that so terrible manner I remember my own African experiences, and I say to me, ‘Ah-ha, Jules de Grandin, it look as if Monsieur le Gorille has had a finger in this pie.’ And thereupon I ask to know if any such have escape from a circus or zoo nearby. All answers are no.


“Then that Sergeant Costello, he bring me to this so splendid savant, Dr. Trowbridge, and with him I go to interview the young Monsieur Maitland who have encountered much strangeness where the young Humphreys girl met death.


“And what does the young Maitland tell me? He tells of something that have hair, that jump up and down like an enraged ape and that act like a gorilla, but wears man’s evening clothes, parbleu! It is to think. No gorilla have escaped, yet what seems like a gorilla—in gentleman’s evening clothes, Mordieu!—have been encountered on the golf links.


“Thereupon I search my memory. I remember that madman and the poor infants he has turned into half-ape things by administration of his so vile serums. I say to me, ‘If he can turn man-children into monkey-things, for why can he not turn ape-things into men-things. Hein?’


“Then I find one Dr. Kalmar who has lived here for a year, almost, and of whom no one knows anything. I search about, I make the inquiries, and learn one man has been seen coming to and from his place in secret. Also, in this same man’s discarded shirt I find the hairs of a gorilla. Morbleu! I think some more, and what I think is not particularly pleasant.


“I reason: Suppose this serum which may make a man-thing of an ape-thing is not permanent in its effect? What then? If it is not renewed at stated intervals the man becomes an ape again. You follow? Bien.


“Now, the other day I learn something which gives me to think some more. This Beneckendorff, he raves against one Madame Comstock. You, Madame, admit you once knew him. He had loved you as he understood love. Now he hated you as only he could hate. Is it not against you he plans this devilish scheme? I think it quite possible.


“And so I send a cablegram—never mind to whom, Dr. Trowbridge knows that—and I got the answer I expect and fear. The man in whose shirt I find those hairs of the gorilla is no man at all, he is one terrible masquerade of a man. So. Now, I reason, ‘Suppose this masquerading monkey-thing do not get his serum as expected, what will he do?’ I fear to answer my own question, but I make myself do so: Voilà, I buy me a rifle.


“This gun has bullets of soft lead, and I make them even more effective by cutting a V-shaped notch in each of their heads. When they strike something they spread out and make a nobly deadly wound.


“Tonight what I have feared, but yet expected, comes to pass. Ha, but I am ready, me! I shoot, and each time I shoot my bullet tears a great hole in the ape-thing. He drops his prey and seeks the only shelter that his little ape-brain knows, the house of Dr. Kalmar. Yes.


“I follow all quickly, and reach the house almost as soon as he. He is maddened with the pain of my bullets, and in his rage he tears this so vile Kalmar into little bits, even as he has done to poor young Sarah Humphreys. And I, arriving with my gun, dispatch him with another shot. C’est une affaire finie.


“But before I come back here I recognize the corpse of this Dr. Kalmar. Who is he? Who but the escaped lunatic, the monster-maker, the entirely detestable Dr. Otto Beneckendorff? Before I leave I destroy the devil’s brews with which he makes monkeys of men and men of monkeys. It is far better that their secret be forever lost.


“I think Mademoiselle Humphreys was unfortunate enough to meet this ape-man when he was on his way to Dr. Kalmar’s, as he had been taught to come. As a man, perhaps, he did not know this Kalmar, or, as we know him, Beneckendorff; but as a brute he knew no other man but Beneckendorff—his master, the man who brought him from Africa.


“When he came upon the poor girl on the golf links she screamed in terror, and at once his savageness became uppermost. Believe me, the gorilla is more savage than the bear, the lion or the tiger. Therefore, in his anger, he tear her to pieces. He also tried to tear the young Monsieur Maitland, but luckily for us he failed, and so we got the story which put us on his trail.


“Voilà, it is finished. Anon I shall report to the good Sergeant Costello and show him the bodies at the Kalmar house. Also I shall cable back to Paris. The Ministry of Health will be glad to know that Beneckendorff is no more.”


“But, Monsieur de Grandin,” Mrs. Comstock demanded, “who was this man—or ape—you killed?”


I held my breath as he fixed his cold stare on her, then sighed with relief as he answered. “I can not say, Madame.”


“Well,” Mrs. Comstock’s natural disputatiousness came to the surface, “I think it’s very queer—”


His laugh was positively Olympian. “You think it very queer, Madame? Mort d’un rat mort, as Balkis said of Solomon’s magnificence, the half has not been told you!”


“WHEN THE POLICE LOOK for Monsieur Manly—mon dieu, what a name for an ape-thing!—they will be puzzled,” he told me as we walked to my car. “I must warn Costello to enter his disappearance as a permanently unsolved case. No one will ever know the true facts but you, I and the Ministry of Health, Friend Trowbridge. The public would not believe, even if we told them.”




The Tenants of Broussac
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THE RUE DES BATAILLES was justifying its name. From my table on the narrow sidewalk before the Café de Liberté I could view three distinct fights alternately, or simultaneously. Two cock-sparrows contended noisily for possession of a wisp of straw, a girl with unbelievably small feet and incredibly thick ankles addressed a flood of gamin abuse to an oily-haired youth who wore a dirty black-silk muffler in lieu of a collar. At the curb a spade-bearded patron, considerably the worse for vin ordinaire, haggled volubly with an unshaven taxi chauffeur over an item of five francs.


I had dropped my cigar end into my empty coffee cup, motioned the waiter for my addition and shoved back my chair, when a light but commanding tap fell on my shoulder.


“Now for it,” I muttered, feeling sure some passing bravo, aching for a fight, had chosen me for his attentions. Turning suddenly, I looked straight into a pair of light blue eyes, round as a cat’s, and just missing a humorous expression because of their challenging directness. Beneath the eyes was a straw-colored mustache, trimly waxed into a horizontal line and bristling so belligerently as to heighten its wearer’s resemblance to a truculent tomcat. Below the feline mustache was a grin wider and friendlier than any I’d seen in Paris.


“Par la barbe d’un bouc vert!” swore my accoster. “If it is not truly my friend, the good Dr. Trowbridge, then I am first cousin to the Emperor of China.”


“Why, de Grandin,” I exclaimed, grasping his small sinewy hand, “fancy meeting you this way! I called at the École de Médecine the day after I arrived, but they told me you were off on one of your wild goose chases and only heaven knew when you’d be back.”


He tweaked the points of his mustache alternately as he answered with another grin. “But of course! Those dull-witted ones would term my researches in the domain of inexact science a wild goose hunt. Pardieu! They have no vision beyond their test tubes and retorts, those ones.”


“What is it this time?” I asked as we caught step. “A criminal investigation or a ghost-breaking expedition?”


“Morbleu!” he answered with a chuckle; “I think, perhaps, it is a little of both. Listen, my friend, do you know the country about Rouen?”


“Not I,” I replied. “This is my first trip to France, and I’ve been here only three days.”


“Ah, yes,” he returned, “your ignorance of our geography is truly deplorable; but it can be remedied. Have you an inflexible program mapped out?”


“No. This is my first vacation in ten years—since 1915—and I’ve made no plans, except to get as far away from medicine as possible.”


“Good!” he applauded. “I can promise you a complete change from your American practice, my friend, such a change as will banish all thoughts of patients, pills and prescriptions entirely from your head. Will you join me?”


“Hm, that depends,” I temporized. “What sort of case are you working on?” Discretion was the better part of acceptance when talking with Jules de Grandin, I knew. Educated for the profession of medicine, one of the foremost anatomists and physiologists of his generation, and a shining light in the University of Paris faculty, this restless, energetic little scientist had chosen criminology and occult investigation as a recreation from his vocational work, and had gained almost as much fame in these activities as he had in the medical world. During the war he had been a prominent, though necessarily anonymous, member of the Allied Intelligence Service; since the Armistice he had penetrated nearly every quarter of the globe on special missions for the French Ministry of Justice. It behooved me to move cautiously when he invited me to share an exploit with him; the trail might lead to India, Greenland or Tierra del Fuego before the case was closed.


“Eh bien,” he laughed. “You are ever the old cautious one, Friend Trowbridge. Never will you commit yourself until you have seen blueprints and specifications of the enterprise. Very well, then, listen:


“Near Rouen stands the very ancient château of the de Broussac family. Parts of it were built as early as the eleventh century; none of it is less than two hundred years old. The family has dwindled steadily in wealth and importance until the last two generations have been reduced to living on the income derived from renting the château to wealthy foreigners.


“A common story, n’est-ce-pas? Very well, wait, comes now the uncommon part: Within the past year the Château Broussac has had no less than six tenants; no renter has remained in possession for more than two months, and each tenancy has terminated in a tragedy of some sort.


“Stories of this kind get about; houses acquire unsavory reputations, even as people do, and tenants are becoming hard to find for the château. Monsieur Bergeret, the de Broussac family’s avoue, has commissioned me to discover the reason for these interrupted tenancies; he desires me to build a dam against the flood of ill fortune which makes tenants scarce at the château and threatens to pauperize one of the oldest and most useless families of France.”


“You say the tenancies were terminated by tragedies?” I asked, more to make conversation than from interest.


“But yes,” he answered. “The cases, as I have their histories, are like this:


“Monsieur Alvarez, a wealthy Argentine cattle raiser, rented the château last April. He moved in with his family, his servants and entirely too many cases of champagne. He had lived there only about six weeks when, one night, such of the guests as retained enough soberness to walk to bed missed him at the goodnight round of drinks. He was also missing the following morning, and the following night. Next day a search was instituted, and a servant found his body in the chapel of the oldest part of the château. Morbleu, all the doctors in France could not reassemble him! Literally, my friend, he was strewn about the sanctuary; his limbs torn off, his head severed most untidily at the neck, every bone in his trunk smashed like Crockery in a china store struck by lightning. He was like a doll pulled to pieces by a peevish child. Voilà, the Alvarez family decamped the premises and the Van Brundt family moved in.


“That Monsieur Van Brundt had amassed a fortune selling supplies to the sale Boche during the war. Eh bien, I could not wish him the end he had. Too much food, too much wine, too little care of his body he took. One night he rose from his bed and wandered in the château grounds. In the place where the ancient moat formerly was they found him, his thick body thin at last, and almost twice its natural length—squeezed out like a tube of creme from a lady’s dressing table trodden under foot by an awkward servant. He was not a pretty sight, my friend.


“The other tenants, too, all left when some member of their families or suites met a terrifying fate. There was Simpson, the Englishman, whose crippled son fell from the battlements to the old courtyard, and Biddle, the American, whose wife now shrieks and drools in a madhouse, and Muset, the banker from Montreal, who woke one night from a doze in his study chair to see Death staring him in the eye.


“Now Monsieur Luke Bixby, from Oklahoma, resides at Broussac with his wife and daughter, and—I wait to hear of a misfortune in their midst.


“You will come with me? You will help me avert peril from a fellow countryman?”


“Oh, I suppose so,” I agreed. One part of France appealed to me as strongly as another, and de Grandin was never a dull companion.


“Ah, good,” he exclaimed, offering his hand in token of our compact. “Together, mon vieux, we shall prove such a team as the curse of Broussac shall find hard to contend with.”
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THE SUN WAS WELL down toward the horizon when our funny little train puffed officiously into Rouen the following day. The long European twilight had dissolved into darkness, and oblique shadows slanted from the trees in the nascent moonlight as our hired moteur entered the château park.


“Good evening, Monsieur Bixby,” de Grandin greeted as we followed the servant into the great hallway. “I have taken the liberty to bring a compatriot of yours, Dr. Trowbridge, with me to aid in my researches.” He shot me a meaning glance as he hurried on. “Your kindness in permitting me the facilities of the château library is greatly appreciated, I do assure you.”


Bixby, a big, full-fleshed man with ruddy face and drooping mustache, smiled amiably. “Oh, that’s all right, Monsoor,” he answered. “There must be a couple o’ million books stacked up in there, and I can’t read a one of ’em. But I’ve got to pay rent on ’em, just the same, so I’m mighty glad you, or someone who savvies the lingo, can put ’em to use.”


“And Madame Bixby, she is well, and the so charming Mademoiselle, she, too, is in good health, I trust?”


Our host looked worried. “To tell you the truth, she ain’t,” he replied. “Mother and I had reckoned a stay in one of these old houses here in France would be just the thing for her, but it seems like she ain’t doin’ so well as we’d hoped. Maybe we’d better try Switzerland for a spell; they say the mountain air there …”


De Grandin bent forward eagerly. “What is the nature of Mademoiselle’s indisposition?” he asked. “Dr. Trowbridge is one of your America’s most famous physicians, perhaps he …” He paused significantly.


“That so?” Bixby beamed on me. “I’d kind o’ figured you was one of them doctors of philosophy we see so many of round here, ’stead of a regular doctor. Now, if you’d be so good as to look at Adrienne, Doc, I’d take it right kindly. Will you come this way? I’ll see supper’s ready by the time you get through with her.”


He led us up a magnificent stairway of ancient carved oak, down a corridor paneled in priceless wainscot, and knocked gently at a high-arched door of age-blackened wood. “Adrienne, darlin’,” he called in a huskily tender voice, “here’s a doctor to see you—an American doctor, honey. Can you see him?”


“Yes,” came the reply from beyond the door, and we entered a bedroom as large as a barrack, furnished with articles of antique design worth their weight in gold to any museum rich enough to buy them.


Fair-haired and violet-eyed, slender to the borderline of emaciation, and with too high flush on her cheeks, Bixby’s daughter lay propped among a heap of real-lace pillows on the great carved bed, the white of her thin throat and arms only a shade warmer than the white of her silk nightdress.


Her father tiptoed from the room with clumsy care and I began my examination, observing her heart and lung action by auscultation and palpation, taking her pulse and estimating her temperature as accurately as possible without my clinical thermometer. Though she appeared suffering from fatigue, there was no evidence of functional or organic weakness in any of her organs.


“Hm,” I muttered, looking as professionally wise as possible, “just how long have you felt ill, Miss Bixby?”


The girl burst into a storm of tears. “I’m not ill,” she denied hotly. “I’m not—oh, why won’t you all go away and leave me alone? I don’t know what’s the matter with me. I—I just want to be let alone!” She buried her face in a pillow and her narrow shoulders shook with sobs.


“Friend Trowbridge,” de Grandin whispered, “a tonic—something simple, like a glass of sherry with meals—is indicated, I think. Meantime, let us repair to the so excellent supper which waits below.”


We repaired. There was nothing else to do. His advice was sound, I knew, for all the physician’s skill is powerless to cheer a young woman who craves the luxury of being miserable.
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“FIND ANYTHING SERIOUS, DOC?” Bixby asked as de Grandin and I seated ourselves in the paneled dining hall of the château.


“No,” I reassured him. “She seems a little run down, but there’s certainly nothing wrong which can’t be corrected by a light tonic, some judicious exercise and plenty of rest.”


“Uh-huh?” he nodded, brightening. “I’ve been right smart worried over her, lately.


“You know, we wasn’t always rich. Up to a couple o’ years ago we was poor as church mice—land poor, in the bargain. Then, when they begun findin’ oil all round our place, Mother kept at me till I started some drillin’, too, and darned if we didn’t bring in a gusher first crack outa the box.


“Adrienne used to teach school when we was ranchin’ it—tryin’ to, rather—an’ she an’ a young lawyer, name o’ Ray Keefer, had it all fixed up to get married.


“Ray was a good, upstandin’ boy, too. Had a considerable practice worked up over Bartlesville way, took his own company overseas durin’ the war, an’ would a’ been ran for the legislature in a little while, like as not. But when we started takin’ royalties on our leases at the rate of about three hundred dollars a week, Mother, she ups and says he warn’t no fittin’ match for our daughter.


“Then she and Adrienne had it hot an’ heavy, with me stayin’ outa the fuss an’ bein’ neutral, as far as possible. Mother was all for breakin’ the engagement off short, Adrienne was set on gettin’ married right away, an’ they finally compromised by agreein’ to call a truce for a year while Ray stayed home an’ looked after his practice an’ Adrienne come over here to Europe with Mother an’ me to see the world an’ ‘have her mind broadened by travel,’ as Mother says.


“She’s been gettin’ a letter from Ray at every stop we made since we left home, an’ sendin’ back answers just as regular, till we come here. Lately she ain’t seemed to care nothin’ about Ray, one way or the other. Don’t answer his letters—half the time don’t trouble to open ’em, even, an’ goes around the place as if she was sleep-walkin’. Seems kind o’ peaked an’ run down, like, too. We’ve been right worried over her. You’re sure it ain’t consumption, or nothin’ like that, Doc?” He looked anxiously at me again.


“Have no fear, Monsieur,” de Grandin answered for me. “Dr. Trowbridge and I will give the young lady our greatest care; rest assured, we shall effect a complete cure. We …”


Two shots, following each other in quick succession, sounded from the grounds outside, cutting short his words. We rushed to the entrance, meeting a breathless gamekeeper in the corridor. “Le serpent, le serpent!” he exclaimed excitedly, rushing up to Bixby. “Ohé, Monsieur, un serpent monstrueux, dans le jardin!”


“What is it you say?” de Grandin demanded. “A serpent in the garden? Where, when; how big?”


The fellow spread his arms to their fullest reach, extending his fingers to increase the space compassed. “A great, a tremendous serpent, Monsieur,” he panted. “Greater than the boa constrictor in the Paris menagerie—ten meters long, at the shortest!”


“Pardieu, a snake thirty feet long?” de Grandin breathed incredulously. “Come, mon enfant, take us to the spot where you saw this so great zoological wonder.”


“Here, ’twas here I saw him, with my own two eyes,” the man almost screamed in his excitement, pointing to a small copse of evergreens growing close beside the château wall. “See, it’s here the shots I fired at him cut the bushes”—he pointed to several broken limbs where buckshot from his fowling piece had crashed through the shrubs.


“Here? Mon Dieu!” muttered de Grandin.


“Huh!” Bixby produced a plug of tobacco and bit off a generous mouthful. “If you don’t lay off that brandy they sell down at the village you’ll be seein’ pink elephants roostin’ in the trees pretty soon. A thirty-foot snake! In this country? Why, we don’t grow ’em that big in Oklahoma! Come on, gentlemen, let’s get to bed; this feller’s snake didn’t come out o’ no hole in the wall, he came outa a bottle!”
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MRS. BIXBY, A BUXOM woman with pale eyes and tinted hair, had small courtesy to waste on us next morning at breakfast. A physician from America who obviously did not enjoy an ultra fashionable practice at home, and an undersized foreigner with a passion for old books, bulked of small importance in her price-marked world. Bixby was taciturn with the embarrassed silence of a wife-ridden man before strangers, and de Grandin and I went into the library immediately following the meal without any attempt at making table talk.


My work consisted, for the most part, of lugging ancient volumes in scuffed bindings from the high shelves and piling them on the table before my colleague. After one or two attempts I gave over the effort to read them, since those not in archaic French were in monkish Latin, both of which were as unintelligible to me as Choctaw.


The little Frenchman, however, dived into the moldering tomes like a gourmet attacking a feast, making voluminous notes, nodding his head furiously as statement after statement in the books seemed to confirm some theory of his, or muttering an occasional approving “Morbleu!” or “Pardieu!”


“Friend Trowbridge,” he looked up from the dusty book spread before him and fixed me with his unwinking stare, “is it not time you saw our fair patient? Go to her, my friend, and whether she approves or whether she objects, apply the stethoscope to her breast, and, while you do so, examine her torso for bruises.”


“Bruises?” I echoed.


“Precisely, exactly, quite so!” he shot back. “Bruises, I have said it. They may be of the significance, they may not, but if they are present I desire to know it. I have an hypothesis.”


“Oh, very well,” I agreed, and went to find my stethoscope.


Though she had not been present at breakfast, I scarcely expected to find Adrienne Bixby in bed, for it was nearly noon when I rapped at her door.


“S-s-s-sh, Monsieur le Docteur,” cautioned the maid who answered my summons. “Mademoiselle is still asleep. She is exhausted, the poor, pretty one.”


“Who is it, Roxanne?” Adrienne demanded in a sleepy, querulous voice. “Tell them to go away.”


I inserted my foot in the door and spoke softly to the maid. “Mademoiselle is more seriously ill than she realizes; it is necessary that I make an examination.”


“Oh, good morning, doctor,” the girl said as I pushed past the maid and approached the bed. Her eyes widened with concern as she saw the stethoscope dangling from my hand. “Is—is there anything the matter—seriously the matter with me?” she asked. “My heart? My lungs?”


“We don’t know yet,” I evaded. “Very often, you know, symptoms which seem of no importance prove of the greatest importance; then, again, we often find that signs which seem serious at first mean nothing at all. That’s it, just lie back, it will be over in a moment.”


I placed the instrument against her thin chest, and, as I listened to the accelerated beating of her healthy young heart, glanced quickly down along the line of her ribs beneath the low neckband of her night robe.


“Oh, oh, doctor, what is it?” the girl cried in alarm, for I had started back so violently that one of the earphones was shaken from my head. Around the young girl’s body, over the ribs, was an ascending livid spiral, definitely marked, as though a heavy rope had been wound about her, then drawn taut.


“How did you get that bruise?” I demanded, tucking my stethoscope into my pocket.


A quick flush mantled her neck and cheeks, but her eyes were honest as she answered simply, “I don’t know, doctor. It’s something I can’t explain. When we first came here to Broussac I was as well as could be; we’d only been here about three weeks when I began to feel all used up in the morning. I’d go to bed early and sleep late and spend most of the day lying around, but I never seemed to get enough rest. I began to notice these bruises about that time, too. First they were on my arm, about the wrist or above the elbow—several times all the way up. Lately they’ve been around my waist and body, sometimes on my shoulders, too, and every morning I feel tireder than the day before. Then—then”—she turned her face from me and tears welled in her eyes—“I don’t seem to be interested in th-things the way I used to be. Oh, doctor, I wish I were dead! I’m no earthly good, and …”


“Now, now,” I soothed. “I know what you mean when you say you’ve lost interest in ‘things.’ There’ll be plenty of interest when you get back to Oklahoma again, young lady.”


“Oh, doctor, are we going back, really? I asked Mother if we mightn’t yesterday and she said Dad had leased this place for a year and we’d have to stay until the lease expired. Do you mean she’s changed her mind?”


“M’m, well,” I temporized, “perhaps you won’t leave Broussac right away; but you remember that old saying about Mohammed and the mountain? Suppose we were to import a little bit of Oklahoma to France, what then?”


“No!” She shook her head vigorously and her eyes filled with tears again. “I don’t want Ray to come here. This is an evil place, doctor. It makes people forget all they ever loved and cherished. If he came here he might forget me …” as the sentence dissolved in a fresh flood of tears.


“Well, well,” I comforted, “we’ll see if we can’t get Mother to listen to medical advice.”


“Mother never listened to anybody’s advice,” she sobbed as I closed the door softly and hurried downstairs to tell de Grandin my discovery.
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“CORDIEU!” DE GRANDIN SWORE excitedly as I concluded my recitation. “A bruise? A bruise about her so white body, and before that on her arms? Non d’un nom! My friend, this plot, it acquires the thickness. What do you think?”


“M’m.” I searched my memory for long-forgotten articles in the Medical Times. “I’ve read of these stigmata appearing on patients’ bodies. They were usually connected with the presence of some wasting disease and an abnormal state of mind, such as extreme religious fervor, or …”


“Ah, bah!” he cut in. “Friend Trowbridge, you can not measure the wind with a yardstick nor weigh a thought on the scales. We deal with something not referable to clinical experiments in this case, or I am much mistaken.”


“Why, how do you mean … ?” I began, but he turned away with an impatient shrug.


“I mean nothing, now,” he answered. “The wise judge is he who gives no decision until he has heard all the testimony.” Again, he commenced reading from the huge volume open before him, making notations on a slip of paper as his eyes traveled rapidly down the lines of faded type.


Mrs. Bixby did not join us at dinner that evening, and, as a consequence, the conversation was much less restrained. Coffee was served in the small corridor connecting the wide entrance hall with the library, and, under the influence of a hearty meal, three kinds of wine and several glasses of liqueur, our host expanded like a flower in the sun.


“They tell me Joan of Arc was burned to death in Ruin,” he commented as he bit the end from a cigar and elevated one knee over the arm of his chair. “Queer way to treat a girl who’d done so much for ’em, seems to me. The guide told us she’s been made a saint or somethin’ since then, though.”


“Yes,” I assented idly, “having burned her body and anathematized her soul, the ecclesiastical authorities later decided the poor child’s spirit was unjustly condemned. Too bad a little of their sense of justice wasn’t felt by the court which tried her in Rouen.”


De Grandin looked quizzically at me as he pulled his waxed mustaches alternately, for all the world like a tomcat combing his whiskers. “Throw not too many stones, my friend,” he cautioned. “Nearly five hundred years have passed since the Maid of Orleans was burned as a heretic. Today your American courts convict high school-teachers for heresy far less grave than that charged against our Jeanne. We may yet see the bones of your so estimable Thomas Jefferson and Benjamin Franklin exhumed from their graves and publicly burned by your heretic-baiters of this today. No, no, my friend, it is not for us of today to sneer at the heretic-burners of yesterday. Torquemada’s body lies in the tomb these many years, but his spirit still lives. Mon Dieu! What is it that I say? ‘His spirit still lives’? Sacré nom d’une souris! That may be the answer!” And, as if propelled by a spring, he bounded from his seat and rushed madly down the corridor into the library.


“De Grandin, what’s the matter?” I asked as I followed him into the book-lined room.


“Non, non, go away, take a walk, go to the devil!” he shot back, staring wildly around the room, his eager eyes searching feverishly for a particular volume. “You vex me, you annoy me, you harass me; I would be alone at this time. Get out!”


Puzzled and angered by his bruskness, I turned to leave, but he called over his shoulder as I reached the door: “Friend Trowbridge, please interview Monsieur Bixby’s chef—and obtain from him a sack of flour. Bring it here to me in not less than an hour, please.”
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“FORGIVE MY RUDENESS, FRIEND Trowbridge,” he apologized when I re-entered the library an hour or so later, a parcel of flour from Bixby’s pantry under my arm. “I had a thought which required all my concentration at the time, and any disturbing influence—even your own always welcome presence—would have distracted my attention. I am sorry and ashamed I spoke so.”


“Oh, never mind that,” I replied. “Did you find what you were looking for?”


He nodded emphatically. “Mais oui,” he assured me. “All which I sought—and more. Now let us to work. First I would have you go with me into the garden where that gamekeeper saw the serpent last night.”


“But he couldn’t have seen such a snake,” I protested as we left the library. “We all agreed the fellow was drunk.”


“Surely, exactly; of course,” he conceded, nodding vigorously. “Undoubtedly the man had drunk brandy. Do you recall, by any chance, the wise old Latin proverb, ‘In vino veritas’?”


“‘In wine is truth’?” I translated tentatively. “How could the fact that the man was drunk when he imagined he saw a thirty-foot snake in a French garden make the snake exist when we know perfectly well such a thing could not be?”


“Oh la, la,” he chuckled. “What a sober-sided one you are, cher ami. It was here the fellow declared Monsieur le Serpent emerged, was it not? See, here are the shot-marks on the shrubs.”


He bent, parting the bushes carefully, and crawled toward the château’s stone foundation. “Observe,” he commanded in a whisper, “between these stones the cement has weathered away, the opening is great enough to permit passage of a sixty-foot serpent, did one desire to come this way. No?”


“True enough,” I agreed, “but the driveway out there would give room for the great Atlantic sea serpent himself to crawl about. You don’t contend he’s making use of it, though, do you?”


He tapped his teeth thoughtfully with his forefinger, paying no attention to my sarcasm. “Let us go within,” he suggested, brushing the leaf-mold carefully from his knees as he rose.


WE RE-ENTERED THE HOUSE and he led the way through one winding passage after another, unlocking a succession of nail-studded doors with the bunch of jangling iron keys he obtained from Bixby’s butler.


“And here is the chapel,” he announced when half an hour’s steady walk brought us to a final age-stained door, “It was here they found that so unfortunate Monsieur Alvarez. A gloomy place in which to die, truly.”


It was, indeed. The little sanctuary lay dungeon-deep, without windows or, apparently, any means of external ventilation. Its vaulted roof was composed of a series of equilateral arches whose stringers rose a scant six feet above the floor and rested on great blocks of flint carved in hideous designs of dragons’ and griffins’ heads. The low altar stood against the farther wall, its silver crucifix blackened with age and all but eaten away with erosion. Row on row, about the low upright walls, were lined the crypts containing the coffins of long dead de Broussacs, each closed with a marble slab engraved with the name and title of its occupant. A pall of cobwebs, almost as heavy as woven fabrics, festooned from vaulted ceiling to floor, intensifying the air of ghostly gloom which hung about the chamber like the acrid odor of ancient incense.


My companion set the flickering candle-lantern upon the floor beside the doorway and broke open the package of flour. “See, Friend Trowbridge, do as I do,” he directed, dipping his hand into the flour and sprinkling the white powder lightly over the flagstone pavement of the chapel. “Back away toward the door,” he commanded, “and on no account leave a footprint in the meal. We must have a fair, unsoiled page for our records.”


Wonderingly, but willingly, I helped him spread a film of flour over the chapel floor from altar-step to doorway, then turned upon him with a question: “What do you expect to find in this meal, de Grandin? Surely not footprints. No one who did not have to would come to this ghastly place.”


He nodded seriously at me as he picked up his lantern and the remains of the package of flour. “Partly right and partly wrong you are, my friend. One may come who must, one may come who wants. Tomorrow, perhaps, we shall know more than we do today.”
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I WAS IN THE MIDST of my toilet when he burst into my bedroom next morning, feline mustache bristling, his round eyes fairly snapping with excitement. “Come, mon vieux,” he urged, tugging at my arm as a nervous terrier might have urged his master to go for a romp, “come and see; right away, quick, at once, immediately!”


We hastened through the château’s modern wing, passed the doors blocking the corridors of the fifteenth century buildings and came at last to the eleventh century chapel. De Grandin paused before the oak-and-iron door like a showman about to raise the curtain from an exhibit as he lit the candle in his lantern, and I heard his small, even teeth clicking together in a chill of suppressed excitement. “Behold, mon ami,” he commanded in a hoarse whisper more expressive of emotion than a shout, “behold what writings are on the page which we did prepare!”


I looked through the arched doorway, then turned to him, dumb with surprise.


Leading from the chapel entrance, and ending at the center of the floor, directly before the altar, was the unmistakable trail of little, naked feet. No woodcraft was needed to trace the walker’s course. She had entered the sanctuary, marched straight and unswervingly to a spot about fifteen feet from the altar, but directly before it, then turned about slowly in a tiny circle, no more than two feet in diameter, for at that point the footprints were so superimposed on each other that all individual traces were lost.


But the other track which showed in the strewn flour was less easily explained. Beginning at a point directly opposite the place the footprints ceased, this other trail ran some three or four inches wide in a lazy zigzag, as though a single automobile wheel had been rolled in an uncertain course across the floor by someone staggeringly drunk. But no prints of feet followed the wheel-track. The thing had apparently traversed the floor of its own volition.


“See,” de Grandin whispered, “flour-prints lead away from the door”—he pointed to a series of white prints, plainly describing bare heels and toes, leading up the passage from the chapel floor, diminishing in clearness with each step until they faded out some ten paces toward the modern part of the château. “And see,” he repeated, drawing me inside the chapel to the wall where the other, inexplicable, track began, “a trail leads outward here, too.”


Following his pointing finger with my eye I saw what I had not noticed before, a cleft in the chapel wall some five inches wide, evidently the result of crumbling cement and gradually sinking foundation stones. At the entrance of the fissure a tiny pile of flour showed, as though some object previously dusted with the powder had been forced through the crevice.


I blinked stupidly at him. “Wh-what is this track?” I asked in bewilderment.


“Ah, bah!” he exclaimed disgustedly. “The blindest man is he who shuts his own eyes, my friend. Did you never, as a boy, come upon the trail of a serpent in the dusty road?”


“A snake track”—my mind refused the evidence of my eyes—“but how can that be—here?”


“The gamekeeper thought he saw a serpent in the garden exactly outside this chapel,” de Grandin replied in a low voice, “and it was where that besotted gamekeeper imagined he beheld a serpent that the body of Mijnheer Van Brundt was found crushed out of semblance to a human man. Tell me, Friend Trowbridge—you know something of zoology—what creature, besides the constrictor-snake, kills his prey by crushing each bone of his body till nothing but shapeless pulp remains? Hein?”


“Bu—but …” I began, when he cut me short.


“Go call on our patient,” he commanded. “If she sleeps, do not awaken her, but observe the drugget on her floor!”


I HASTENED TO ADRIENNE BIXBY’S room, pushed unceremoniously past Roxanne, the maid, and tiptoed to the girl’s bedside. She lay on her side, one cheek pillowed on her arm, sleeping the sleep of utter exhaustion. I bent over her a moment, listening to her even breathing, then, nodding to the maid, turned and walked softly from the room, my eyes glued to the dark-red plush carpet which covered the chamber floor.


Five minutes later I met the little Frenchman in the library, my excitement now as high as his own. “De Grandin,” I whispered, involuntarily lowering my voice, “I looked at her carpet. The thing’s made of red velvet and shows a spot of dust ten feet away. A trail of faint white footprints leads right up to her bed!”
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“SACRé NOM D’UN PETIT bonhomme!” He reached for his green felt hat and turned toward the door. “The trail becomes clear; even my good, skeptical friend Trowbridge can follow it, I think. Come, cher ami, let us see what we can see.”


He led me through the château park, between the rows of tall, trembling poplar trees, to a spot where black-boughed evergreens cast perpetual shade above a stonefenced area of a scant half acre. Rose bushes, long deteriorated from their cultivated state, ran riot over the ground, the whole enclosure had the gloomy aspect of a deserted cemetery. “Why,” I asked, “what place is this, de Grandin? It’s as different from the rest of the park as …”


“As death is from life, n’est-ce-pas?” he interjected. “Yes, so it is, truly. Observe.” He parted a mass of intertwined brambles and pointed to a slab of stone, once white, but now brown and roughened with centuries of exposure. “Can you read the inscription?” he asked.


The letters, once deeply cut in the stone, were almost obliterated, but I made out:




CI GIT TOUJOURS RAIMOND


SEIGNEUR DE BROUSSAC





“What does it say?” he demanded.


“‘Here lies Raimond, Lord of Broussac,’” I replied, translating as well as I could.


“Non, non,” he contradicted. “It does not say, ‘Ci git,’ here lies; but ‘Ci git toujours’—here lies always, or forever. Eh, my friend, what do you make of that, if anything?”


“Dead men usually lie permanently,” I countered.


“Ah, so? Have I not heard your countrymen sing:




John Brown’s body lies a-moldering


in the grave,


But his soul goes marching on.





“What of the poor Seigneur de Broussac, is he to lie buried here toujours, or shall he, too, not rise once again?”


“I’m not familiar with French idioms,” I defended. Perhaps the stonecutter merely intended to say the Seigneur de Broussac lies here for his last long sleep.”


“Cher Trowbridge,” de Grandin replied, speaking with slow impressiveness, “when a man’s monument is carved the words are not chosen without due consideration. Who chose Raimond de Broussac’s epitaph thought long upon its wording, and when he dictated those words his wish was father to his thought.”


He stared thoughtfully at the crumbling stone a moment, repeating softly to himself, “And Madame l’Abesse said, ‘Snake thou art, and …’” he shook his shoulders in an impatient shrug as though to throw off some oppressive train of thought. “Eh bien, but we waste time here, my friend; let us make an experiment.” Turning on his heel he led the way to the stables.


“I would have some boards, a hammer and some sharp nails, if you please,” he informed the hostler who greeted us at the barn door. “My friend, the very learned Docteur Trowbridge, from America, and I desire to test an idea.”


WHEN THE SERVANT BROUGHT the desired materials, de Grandin sawed the boards into two lengths, one about eighteen inches, the other about three feet, and through these he drove the sharp-pointed horseshoe nails at intervals of about three-quarters of an inch, so that, when he finished, he had what resembled two large combs of which the boards were the backs and the needle-pointed nails the teeth. “Now,” he announced, surveying his work critically, “I think we are prepared to give a little surprise party.”


Taking up the hammer and two short pieces of boards in addition to his “combs,” he led the way to the spot outside the château walls where the tipsy gamekeeper claimed to have seen the great snake. Here he attached the two strips of wood at right angles to the shorter of the pieces of board through which he had driven the nails, then, using the lateral lengths of wood as stakes, attached the comblike contrivance he had made firmly to the earth, its back resting levelly in the ground, its sharp spikes pointing upward before the crevice in the château foundations. Any animal larger than an earthworm desiring to make use of the crack in the wall as a passageway would have to jump or crawl over the sharp, lancelike points of the nails. “Bien,” he commented, viewing his work with approval, “now to put your wise American maxim of ‘Safety First’ into practice.”


We found our way to the ancient, gloomy chapel, and he wedged the longer of the nail-filled boards firmly between the jambs at the inner side of the doorway. “And now,” he announced, as we turned once more toward the inhabited part of the house, “I have the splendid appetite for dinner, and for sleep, too, when bedtime arrives.”


“What on earth does all this child’s play mean, de Grandin?” I demanded, my curiosity getting the better of me.


He winked roguishly by way of answer, whistled a snatch of tune, then remarked, irrelevantly, “If you have the desire to gamble, cher ami, I will lay you a wager of five francs that our fair patient will be improved tomorrow morning.”
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HE WON THE BET. For the first time since we had been seen at Broussac, Adrienne Bixby was at the breakfast table the following day, and the healthy color in her cheeks and the clear sparkle of her lovely eyes told of a long, restful sleep.


Two more days passed, each seeing a marked improvement in her spirits and appearance. The purple semicircles beneath her eyes faded to a wholesome pink, her laughter rippled like the sound of a purling brook among the shadows of the château’s gloomy halls.


“I gotta hand it to you, Doc,” Bixby complimented me. “You’ve shore brought my little girl round in great, shape. Name your figger an’ I’ll pay the bill, an’ never paid one with a better heart, neither.”


“Dr. Trowbridge,” Adrienne accosted me one morning as I was about to join de Grandin in the library. “Remember what you said about importing a little bit of Oklahoma to France the other day? Well, I’ve just received a letter—the dearest letter—from Ray. He’s coming over—he’ll be here day after tomorrow, I think, and no matter what Mother says or does, we’re going to be married, right away. I’ve been Mrs. Bixby’s daughter long enough; now I’m going to be Mr. Keefer’s wife. If Mother makes Dad refuse to give us any money, it won’t make the least little bit of difference. I taught school before Father got his money, and I know how to live as a poor man’s wife. I’m going to have my man—my own man—and no one—no one at all—shall keep him away from me one day longer!”


“Good for you!” I applauded her rebellion. Without knowing young Keefer I was sure he must be a very desirable sort of person to have incurred the enmity of such a character as Bixby’s wife.


BUT NEXT MORNING ADRIENNE was not at breakfast, and the downcast expression of her father’s face told his disappointment more eloquently than any words he could have summoned. “Reckon the girl’s had a little set-back, Doc,” he muttered, averting his eyes. His wife looked me fairly between the brows, and though she said never a word I felt she considered me a pretty poor specimen of medical practitioner.


“Mais non, Monsieur le Docteur,” Roxanne demurred when I knocked at Adrienne’s door, “you shall not waken her. The poor lamb is sleeping, she exhaust this morning, and she shall have her sleep. I, Roxanne, say so.”


Nevertheless, I shook Adrienne gently, rousing her from a sleep which seemed more stupor than slumber. “Come, come, my dear,” I scolded, “this won’t do, you know. You’ve got to brace up. You don’t want Ray to find you in this condition, do you? Remember, he’s due at Broussac tomorrow.”


“Is he?” she answered indifferently. “I don’t care. Oh, doctor, I’m—so—tired.” She was asleep again, almost at the last word.


I turned back the covers and lifted the collar of her robe. About her body, purple as the marks of a whiplash, lay the wide, circular bruise, fresher and more extensive than it had been the day I first noticed it.


“Death of my life!” de Grandin swore when I found him in the library and told him what I had seen. “That sacré bruise again? Oh, it is too much! Come and see what else I have found this cursed day!” Seizing my hand he half led, half dragged me outdoors, halting at the clump of evergreens where he had fixed his nail-studded board beside the château wall.


Ripped from its place and lying some ten feet away was the board, its nails turned upward in the morning sunlight and reminding me, somehow, of the malicious grin from a fleshless skull.


“Why, how did this happen?” I asked.


He pointed mutely to the moist earth in which the dwarf cedars grew, his hand shaking with excitement and rage. In the soft loam beside the place where the board had been fixed were the prints of two tiny, bare feet.


“What’s it mean?” I demanded, exasperated at the way he withheld information from me, but his answer was no more enlightening than any of his former cryptic utterances.


“The battle is joined, my friend,” he replied through set teeth. “Amuse yourself as you will—or can—this day. I go to Rouen right away, immediately, at once. There are weapons I must have for this fight besides those we now have. Eh, but it will be a fight to the death! Yes, par la croix, and we shall help Death reclaim his own too. Pardieu! Am I not Jules de Grandin? Am I to be made a monkey of by one who preys on women? Morbleu, we shall see!”


And with that he left me, striding toward the stables in search of a motor car, his little yellow mustache bristling with fury, his blue eyes snapping, French oaths pouring from him like spray from a garden-sprinkler.
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IT WAS DARK BEFORE he returned, his green hat set at a rakish angle over his right ear, a long, closely wrapped brown paper parcel under his arm. “Eh bien,” he confided to me with an elfish grin, “it required much argument to secure this. That old priest, he is a stubborn one and unbelieving, almost as skeptical as you, Friend Trowbridge.”


“What on earth is it?” I demanded, looking curiously at the package. Except that it was too long, it might have been an umbrella, judging by its shape.


He winked mysteriously as he led the way to his room, where, having glanced about furtively, as though he apprehended some secret watcher, he laid the bundle on the bed and began cutting the strings securing its brown paper swaddling clothes with his pocket knife. Laying back the final layer of paper he uncovered a long sword, such a weapon as I had never beheld outside a museum. The blade was about three and a half feet in length, tapering from almost four inches and a half at the tip, where, it terminated in a beveled point. Unlike modern weapons, this one was furnished with two sharpened edges, almost keen enough to do duty for a knife, and, instead of the usual groove found on the sides of sword blades, its center presented a distinct ridge where the steep bevels met at an obtuse angle as they sloped from the edges. The handle, made of ivory or some smoothly polished bone, was long enough to permit a two-handed grip, and the hilt which crossed the blade at a right angle turned downward toward the point, its ends terminating in rather clumsily carved cherubs’ heads. Along the blade, apparently carved, rather than etched, marched a procession of miscellaneous angels, demons and men at arms with a mythological monster, such as a griffin or dragon, thrown in for occasional good measure. Between the crudely carved figures I made out the letters of the motto: Dei Gratia—by the grace of God.


“Well?” I asked wonderingly as I viewed the ancient weapon.


“Well?” he repeated mockingly, then: “Had you as many blessings on your head as this old bit of carved metal has received, you would be a very holy man indeed, Friend Trowbridge. This sword, it was once strapped to the thigh of a saint—it matters not which one—who fought the battles of France when France needed all the champions, saintly or otherwise, she could summon. For centuries it has reposed in a very ancient church at Rouen, not, indeed, as a relic, but as a souvenir scarcely less venerated. When I told the curé I proposed borrowing it for a day or more I thought he would die of the apoplexy forthwith, but”—he gave his diminutive mustache a complacent tweak—“such was my power of persuasion that you see before you the very sword.”


“But what under heaven will you do with the thing, now you’ve got it?” I demanded.


“Much—perhaps,” he responded, picking up the weapon, which must have weighed at least twenty pounds, and balancing it in both hands as a wood-chopper holds his ax before attacking a log.


“Nom d’un bouc!” he glanced suddenly at his wristwatch and replaced the sword on his bed. “I do forget myself. Run, my friend, fly, fly like the swallow to Mademoiselle Adrienne’s room and caution her to remain within—at all hazards. Bid her close her windows, too, for we know not what may be abroad or what can climb a wall this night. See that stubborn, pig-foolish maid of hers has instructions to lock her mistress’ door on the inside and, should Mademoiselle rise in the night and desire to leave, on no account permit her to pass. You understand?”


“No, I’ll be banged if I do,” I replied. “What … ?”


“Non, non!” he almost shrieked. “Waste not time nor words, my friend. I desire that you should do as I say. Hurry, I implore; it is of the importance, I do assure you.”


I DID AS HE REQUESTED, having less difficulty than I had expected concerning the windows, since Adrienne was already sunk in a heavy sleep and Roxanne possessed the French peasant’s inborn hatred of fresh air.


“Good, very, very good,” de Grandin commended when I rejoined him. “Now we shall wait until the second quarter of the night—then, ah, perhaps I show you something to think about in the after years, Friend Trowbridge.”


He paced the floor like a caged animal for a quarter-hour, smoking one cigarette after another, then: “Let us go,” he ordered curtly, picking up the giant sword and shouldering it as a soldier does his rifle. “Aller au feu!”


We tramped down the corridor toward the stairway, when he turned quickly, almost transfixing me with the sword blade, which projected two feet and more beyond his shoulder. “One more inspection, Friend Trowbridge,” he urged. “Let us see how it goes with Mademoiselle Adrienne. Eh bien, do we not carry her colors into battle this night?”


“Never mind that monkey-business!” we heard a throaty feminine voice command as we approached Adrienne’s room. “I’ve stood about all I intend to from you; tomorrow you pack your clothes, if you’ve any to pack, and get out of this house.”


“Eh, what is this?” de Grandin demanded as we reached the chamber door and beheld Roxanne weeping bitterly, while Mrs. Bixby towered over her like a Cochin hen bullying a half-starved sparrow.


“I’ll tell you what it is!” replied the irate mistress of the house. “I came to say goodnight to my daughter a few minutes ago and this—this hussy!—refused to open the door for me. I soon settled her, I can tell you. I told her to open that door and get out. When I went into the room I found every window locked tight—in this weather, too.


“Now I catch her hanging around the door after I’d ordered her to her room. Insubordination; rank insubordination, it is. She leaves this house bright and early tomorrow morning, I can tell you!”


“Oh, Monsieur Trow-breege, Monsieur de Grandin,” sobbed the trembling girl, “I did but attempt to obey your orders, and—and she drove me from my duty. Oh, I am so soree!”


De Grandin’s small teeth shut with a snap like a miniature steel trap. “And you forced this girl to unbar the door?” he asked, almost incredulously, gazing sternly at Mrs. Bixby.


“I certainly did,” she bridled, “and I’d like to know what business is it of yours. If …”


He brushed by her, leaping into the bedroom with a bound which carried him nearly two yards beyond the doorsill.


We looked past him toward the bed. It was empty. Adrienne Bixby was gone.


“Why—why, where can she be?” Mrs. Bixby asked, her domineering manner temporarily stripped from her by surprise.


“I’ll tell you where she is!” de Grandin, white to the lips, shouted at her. “She is where you have sent her, you meddling old ignoramus, you, you—oh, mon Dieu, if you were a man how I should enjoy cutting your heart out!”


“Say, see here …” she began, her bewilderment sunk in anger, but he cut her short with a roar.


“Silence, you! To your room, foolish, criminally foolish one, and pray le bon Dieu on your bare knees that the pig-ignorance of her mother shall not have cost your daughter her life this night! Come, Trowbridge, my friend, come away; the breath of this woman is a contamination, and we must hurry if we are to undo her fool’s work. Pray God we are not too late!”


WE RUSHED DOWNSTAIRS, TRAVERSED the corridors leading to the older wing of the house, wound our way down and down beneath the level of the ancient moat till we stood before the entrance of the chapel.


“Ah,” de Grandin breathed softly, lowering his sword point a moment as he dashed the sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand, “no sound, Friend Trowbridge. Whatever happens, whatever you may see, do not cry out; ’tis death to one we seek to save if you waken her!”


Raising his hand, he signed himself quickly with the cross, muttering an indistinct in nomine, while I gaped in amazement to see the cynical, scoffing little man of science shedding his agnosticism and reverting to a simple act of his childhood’s faith.


Lifting the sword in both hands, he gave the chapel door a push with his foot, whispering to me, “Hold high the lanterns, Friend Trowbridge; we need light for our work.”


The rays from my lamp streamed across the dark, vaulted chapel and I nearly let the lantern crash to the floor at what I beheld.


Standing before the ancient, tumbledown altar, her nude, white body gleaming in the semi-darkness like a lovely, slender statue of sun-stained marble, was Adrienne Bixby. Her long rippling hair, which had always reminded me of molten gold in the assayer’s crucible, streamed over her shoulders to her waist; one arm was raised in a gesture of absolute abandon while her other hand caressed some object which swayed and undulated before her. Parted in a smile such as Circe, the enchantress, might have worn when she lured men to their ruin, her red lips were drawn back from her gleaming teeth, while she crooned a slow, sensuous melody the like of which I had never heard, nor wish to hear again.


My astounded eyes took this in at first glance, but it was my second look which sent the blood coursing through my arteries like river-water in zero weather. About her slender, virginal torso, ascending in a spiral from hips to shoulders, was the spotted body of a gigantic snake.


The monster’s horrid, wedge-shaped head swung and swayed a scant half-inch before her face, and its darting, lambent tongue licked lightly at her parted lips.


But it was no ordinary serpent which held her, a laughing prisoner, in its coils. Its body shone with alternate spots of green and gold, almost as if the colors were laid on in luminous paint; its flickering tongue was red and glowing as a flame of fire, and in its head were eyes as large and blue as those of human kind, but set and terrible in their expression as only the eyes of a snake can be.


Scarcely audible, so low his whisper was, de Grandin hissed a challenge as he hurled himself into the chapel with one of his lithe, catlike leaps: “Snake thou art, Raimond de Broussac, and snake thou shalt become! Garde à vous!”


With a slow, sliding motion, the great serpent turned its head, gradually released its folds from the leering girl’s body and slipped to the floor, coiled its length quickly, like a giant spring, and launched itself like a flash of green-and-gold lightning at de Grandin!


But quick as the monster’s attack was, de Grandin was quicker. Like the shadow of a flying hawk, the little Frenchman slipped aside, and the reptile’s darting head crashed against the granite wall with an impact like a wave slapping a ship’s bow.


“One!” counted de Grandin in a mocking whisper, and swung his heavy sword, snipping a two-foot length from the serpent’s tail as neatly as a seamstress snips a thread with her scissors. “En garde, fils du diable!”


Writhing, twisting, turning like a spring from which the tension has been loosed, the serpent gathered itself for another onslaught, its malign, human-seeming eyes glaring implacable hatred at de Grandin.


Not this time did the giant reptile launch a battering-ram blow at its adversary. Instead, it reared itself six feet and more in the air and drove its wicked, scale armored head downward with a succession of quick, shifting jabs, seeking to take de Grandin off his guard and enfold him in its crushing coils.


But like a veritable chevaux-de-frise of points, de Grandin’s sword was right, left, and in between. Each time the monster’s head drove at the little man, the blade engraved with ancient battle-cry stood in its path, menacing the hateful blue eyes and flashing, backward-curving fangs with its sharp, tapering end.


“Ha, ha!” de Grandin mocked; “to fight a man is a greater task than to bewitch a woman, n’cest-ce-pas, M’sieur le Serpent?


“Ha! You have it!” Like a wheel of living flame, the sword circled through the air; there was a sharp, slapping impact, and the steel sheared clean and clear through the reptile’s body, six inches below the head.


“Sa, ha; sa, ha!” de Grandin’s face was set in a look of incomparable fury; his small mouth was squared beneath his bristling mustache like that of a snarling wildcat, and the sword rose and fell in a quick succession of strokes, separating the writhing body of the serpent into a dozen, twenty, half a hundred sections.


“S-s-h, no noise!” he cautioned as I opened my lips to speak. “First clothe the poor child’s nakedness; her gown lies yonder on the floor.”


I looked behind me and saw Adrienne’s silk nightrobe lying in a crumpled ring against the altar’s lowest step. Turning toward the girl, revulsion and curiosity fighting for mastery of my emotions, I saw she still retained the same fixed, carnal smile; her right hand still moved mechanically in the air as though caressing the head of the loathsome thing yet quivering in delayed death at her white feet.


“Why, de Grandin,” I exclaimed in wonder, “why, she’s asleep!”


“S-s-h, no sound!” he cautioned again, laying his finger on his lips. “Slip the robe over her head, my friend, and pick her up gently. She will not know.”


I draped the silken garment about the unconscious girl, noticing as I did so, that a long, spiral bruise was already taking form on her tender flesh.


“Careful! Friend Trowbridge,” de Grandin commanded, picking up the lantern and sword and leading the way from the chapel. “Carry her tenderly, the poor, sinned-against one. Do not waken her, I beseech you. Pardieu, if that scolding mother of hers does but open her shrewish lips within this poor lamb’s hearing this night, I shall serve her as I did the serpent. Mordieu, may Satan burn me if I do not so!”
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“TROWBRIDGE, TROWBRIDGE, MY FRIEND, come and see!” de Grandin’s voice sounded in my ear.


I sat up, sleepily staring about me. Daylight had just begun; the gray of early morning still mingled with the first faint rose of the new day, and outside my window the blackbirds were singing.


“Eh, what’s up?” I demanded, swinging my feet to the floor.


“Plenty, a very plenty, I do assure you,” he answered, tugging delightedly first at one end of his mustache, then the other. “Arise, my friend, arise and pack your bags; we must go immediately, at once, right away.”


He fairly pranced about the room while I shaved, washed, and made ready for the journey, meeting my bewildered demands for information only with renewed entreaties for haste. At last, as I accompanied him down the great stairway my kit bags banging against my knees:


“Behold!” he cried, pointing dramatically to the hall below. “Is it not superb?”


On a couch before the great empty fireplace of the château hall sat Adrienne Bixby, dressed and ready for a trip, her slender white hands securely held in a pair of bronzed ones, her fluffy golden head pillowed on a broad, homespun-clad shoulder.


“Monsieur Trowbridge,” de Grandin almost purred in his elation, “permit that I present to you Monsieur Ray Keefer, of Oklahoma, who is to make happy our so dear Mademoiselle Adrienne at once, right away, immediately. Come, mes enfants, we must go away,” he beamed on the pair of lovers. “The American consul at Rouen, he will unite you in the bonds of matrimony, then—away for that joyous wedding trip, and may your happiness never be less than it is this day. I have left a note of explanation for Monsieur your father, Mademoiselle; let us hope he gives you his blessing. However, be that as it may, you have already the blessing of happiness.”


A large motor was waiting outside, Roxanne seated beside the chauffeur, mounting guard over Adrienne’s baggage.


“I did meet Monsieur Keefer as he entered the park this morning,” de Grandin confided to me as the car gathered speed, “and I did compel him to wait while I rushed within and roused his sweetheart and Roxanne from their sleep. Ha, ha, what was it Madame the Scolding One did say to Roxanne last night, that she should pack her clothes and leave the house bright and early this morning? Eh bien, she has gone, n’est-ce-pas?”


Shepherded by de Grandin and me, the lovers entered the consulate, emerging a few minutes later with a certificate bearing the great seal of the United States of America and the information that they were man and wife.


De Grandin hunted feverishly in the gutters, finally discovered a tattered old boot, and shied it after them as, with the giggling Roxanne, they set out for Switzerland, Oklahoma and happiness.


“Name of a little green man!” he swore, furtively flicking a drop of moisture from his eyes. “I am so happy to see her safe in the care of the good young man who loves her that I could almost bring myself to kiss that so atrocious Madame Bixby!”
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“NOW, DE GRANDIN,” I threatened, as we seated ourselves in a compartment of the Paris express, “tell me all about it, or I’ll choke the truth out of you!”


“La, la,” he exclaimed in mock terror, “he is a ferocious one, this Americain! Very well, then, cher ami, from the beginning:


“You will recall how I told you houses gather evil reputations, even as people do? They do more than that, my friend; they acquire character.


“Broussac is an old place; in it generations of men have been born and have lived, and met their deaths; and the record of their personalities—all they have dreamed and thought and loved and hated—is written fair upon the walls of the house for him who cares to read. These thoughts I had when first I went to Broussac to trace down the reason for these deaths which drove tenant after tenant from the château.


“But fortunately for me there was a more tangible record than the atmosphere of the house to read. There was the great library of the de Broussac family, with the records of those who were good, those who were not so good, and those who were not good at all written down. Among those records did I find this story:


“In the years before your America was discovered, there dwelt at Broussac one Sieur Raimond, a man beside whom the wickedest of the Roman emperors was a mild-mannered gentleman. What he desired he took, this one, and as most of his desires leaned toward his neighbors’ women folk, he was busy at robbery, murder and rapine most of the time.


“Eh bien, he was a mighty man, this Sieur Raimond, but the Bishop of Rouen and the Pope at Rome were mightier. At last, the wicked gentleman came face-to-face with the reckoning of his sins, for where the civil authorities were fearful to act, the church stepped in and brought him to trial.


“Listen to this which I found among the chronicles at the château, my friend. Listen and marvel!” He drew a sheaf of papers from his portmanteau and began reading slowly, translating as he went along:




Now when the day for the wicked Sieur Raimond’s execution was come, a great procession issued from the church where the company of faithful people were gone to give thanks that Earth was to be ridded of a monster.


Francois and Henri, the de Broussac’s wicked accomplices in crime, had become reconciled to Mother Church, and so were accorded the mercy of strangling before burning, but the Sieur Raimond would have none of repentance, but walked to his place of execution with the smile of a devil on his false, well-favored face.


And as he marched between the men at arms toward the stake set up for his burning, behold, the Lady Abbess of the convent of Our Lady of Mercy, together with the gentlewomen who were her nuns, came forth to weep and pray for the souls of the condemned, even the soul of the unrepentant sinner, Raimond de Broussac.


And when the Sieur Raimond was come over against the place where the abbess stood with all her company, he halted between his guards and taunted her, saying, “What now, old hen, dost seek the chicks of thy brood who are missing?” (For it was a fact that three novices of the convent of Our Lady had been ravished away from their vows by this vile man and great was the scandal thereof everywhere.)


Then did the Lady Abbess pronounce these words to that wicked man, “Snake thou art, Raimond de Broussac, snake thou shalt become and snake thou must remain until some good man and true shall cleave thy foul body into as many pieces as the year hath weeks.”


And I, who beheld and heard all, do declare upon the rood that when the flames were kindled about that wicked man and his sinful body had been burned to ashes, a small snake of the colors of green and gold was seen by all to emerge from the fire and, maugre the efforts of the men at arms to slay it, did escape to the forest of the château of Broussac.





“Eh? What think you of that, Friend Trowbridge?” he asked as he laid the papers beside him on the car-seat.


“Rather an interesting medieval legend,” I answered, “but hardly convincing today.”


“Truly,” he conceded, “but as your English proverb has it, where there is much smoke there is apt to be a little flame. Other things I found in the records, my friend. For instance:


“The ashes of this Raimond de Broussac could not be buried in the château chapel among his ancestors and descendants, for the chapel is consecrated ground, and he died excommunicate. They buried him in what was then a pine forest hard by the house where he lived his evil life, and on the stone which they set over him they did declare that he lay there forever.


“But one year from the day of his execution, as the de Broussac chaplain was reciting his office in the chapel, he did see a green-and-gold snake, something thicker than a monk’s girdle but not so long as a man’s forearm, enter the chapel, and the snake attacked the holy man so fiercely that he was much put to it to defend himself.


“Another year went by, and a servant bearing off to refill the sanctuary lamp in the chapel did behold a similar snake, but now grown to the length of a man’s arm, coiled above one of the tombs; and the snake also attacked that servant, and nearly slew him.


“From year to year the records go on. Often about Broussac was seen a snake, but each succeeding time it appeared larger than before.


“Too, there were strange stories current—stories of women of the locality who wandered off into the woods of Broussac, who displayed strange bruises upon their bodies, and who died eventually in a manner unexplained by any natural cause. One and all, mon ami, they were crushed to death.


“One was a member of the de Broussac family, a distant kinswoman of Sieur Raimond himself, who had determined to take the veil. As she knelt in prayer in the chapel one day, a great sleep fell upon her, and after that, for many days, she seemed distrait—her interest in everything, even her religious vocation, seemed to wane to nothing. But it was thought that she was very saintly, for those who watched her did observe that she went often to the chapel by night. One morning she was found, like the others, crushed to death, and on her face was the look not of the agony of dying but the evil smile of an abandoned woman. Even in death she wore it.
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