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THE COMPLETE TALES OF Jules de Grandin is dedicated to the memory of Robert E. Weinberg, who passed away in fall of 2016. Weinberg, who edited the six-volume paperback series of de Grandin stories in the 1970s, also supplied many original issues of Weird Tales magazine from his personal collection so that Seabury Quinn’s work could be carefully scanned and transcribed digitally. Without his knowledge of the material and his editorial guidance, as well as his passion for Quinn’s work over a long period of time (when admirers of the Jules de Grandin stories were often difficult to come by), this series would not have been possible, and we owe him our deepest gratitude and respect.


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




Keeping the Golden Age Alive

by Mike Ashley

EVEN THOUGH THE FINAL Jules de Grandin story appeared over sixty years ago, the series remains the longest running occult detective series—ninety-three stories in total, including one complete novel and several of novella length. Curiously, however, when the subject of occult or psychic detectives arises in discussion, it’s unlikely that Seabury Quinn’s Jules de Grandin will be the first to be mentioned. He might not even enter the discussion at all, despite the fact that the series remains the longest-running of all occult detective series, with ninety-three stories in total, including one complete novel and several of novella length, all of which appeared over sixty years ago.

Instead, one will think immediately of Algernon Blackwood’s John Silence or William Hope Hodgson’s Carnacki or Joseph Payne Brennan’s Lucius Leffing or, of course, more recent TV examples such as Kolchak in The Night Stalker or Mulder and Scully in The X-Files. But the occult detective has a long history and a rich tradition, and what is frequently overlooked is the pivotal role that Quinn’s de Grandin stories played in developing and even rescuing the character from premature decay—they poured life and vitality into a character role that was becoming dangerously stereotyped and, perhaps more importantly, too closely tied to the British establishment. Indeed, it was Quinn who popularized the psychic sleuth in the United States and gave the archetype a whole new lease on life, as Jules de Grandin’s adventures spanned those years between the decline of the traditional British supernatural sleuths at the end of the 1920s and their re-emergence in the 1960s.

The occult detective in Britain has its roots in the medical profession, an approach which has proved ideal for many other detectives—or their companions. Samuel Warren’s long-running series, Passages from the Diary of a Late Physician, which began in Blackwood’s Magazine in August 1830, has the nameless first-person narrator investigating all manner of maladies, especially nervous disorders. Many of the stories are macabre, and a few verge on the supernatural, such as “The Spectre-Smitten” (February 1831), in which a patient’s madness has arisen out of his apparently seeing the ghost of a recently deceased neighbour. The series proved very popular, not least because Warren’s identity was also kept anonymous and many readers believed these were genuine cases.

Even before Warren’s series began, the German writer E. T. A. Hoffmann had included an investigative doctor in “Das öde Haus” (“The Deserted House”) in the second volume of Nachtstücke in 1817, but, as this story was not translated into English until 1855, it did not have the impact of Warren’s series, which had helped establish the physician as a natural investigator of strange happenings, whether genuine hauntings or delusions. Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu introduced the German physician Dr. Martin Hesselius in “Green Tea,” serialized in All The Year Round (23 October–13 November 1869), whose investigations were recorded by his anonymous medical secretary. As with Warren’s stories, “Green Tea” considers the extent to which hauntings might be psychosomatic. Although Hesselius does not appear in any of Le Fanu’s other stories, his casebook was used as a framing device when Le Fanu collected some of his best weird tales as In a Glass Darkly (1872).

When Grant Allen started his writing career, masquerading as J. Arbuthnot Wilson, he had two medical students undertake a scientific analysis of a ghost in “Our Scientific Observations on a Ghost” (Belgravia, July 1878). Allen was already parodying a genre which had barely got off the ground, but the story highlights the public’s growing interest in a thorough investigation of ghosts and the occult. There had been a growth in curiosity about spiritualism and psychic phenomena since the 1850s, notably in the demonstrations given by the Scottish medium Daniel Dunglas Home. This had led to the formation of various spiritualist bodies, such as the British National Association of Spiritualists in 1873, and through these developed the Society for Psychical Research (SPR) in 1881.

The rigorous investigation of psychic phenomena had already been used to great effect by Edward Bulwer-Lytton—who had witnessed some of Home’s activities—in one of the best mid-Victorian ghost stories, “The Haunted and the Haunters,” also in Blackwood’s Magazine (August 1859). With the formation of the SPR, though, scientific investigations of hauntings soon featured regularly in fiction. Arthur Conan Doyle, who was cautious early in his career but would later champion the cause of spiritualism, showed how the power of the mind might challenge science in his novella The Parasite (1894), wherein the investigator, Professor Gilroy, almost succumbs to the mental strength of a formidable woman.

Although Doyle also wrote other stories of occult investigation, such as “The Brown Hand” (The Strand, May 1899), which refers to the SPR, he introduced no recurring investigator, unlike his stories of Holmes and Watson, which had set a new template for detective fiction. One of the pleasures of encountering the occult detective is in pursuing his many and varied explorations and it is the appearance of regular character series that marks the emergence of the field as a distinct sub-genre.

One might point to Arthur Machen’s Dyson as the first continuing character, as he appears in four stories, starting with “The Inmost Light” in The Great God Pan (1894). But Dyson isn’t an investigator by profession; he’s a rather dissolute author with a side interest in the scientific understanding of the outré, and he gets dragged into investigations by his colleagues. Much the same applies to Arabella Kenealy’s Lord Syfret, who has a sort of sixth sense in detecting the unusual, but whose cases, related in “Some Experiences of Lord Syfret,” are only borderline supernatural at best. That series, eleven stories in all, ran in The Ludgate from June 1896 to April 1897, but only seven were collected in Belinda’s Beaux in 1897.

A better example of the first regular-character occult detective is L. T. Meade and Robert Eustace’s John Bell, the Ghost Exposer, whose adventures were serialized in Cassell’s Magazine starting in June 1896 and collected as A Master of Mysteries in 1897. A man of private means, Bell has devoted his life to exploring the weird and mysterious and has become an exposer of ghosts. Although these stories are therefore non-supernatural, they are full of atmosphere and challenge the reader to see if they can understand the mundane solution. Bell, then, was an investigator in the true tradition of the SPR.

These precursors lead, at last, to the first true genuine example: the cases of Flaxman Low, a psychologist who, like Bell, has devoted his life to understanding psychic phenomena. When the first set of six stories, written by Hesketh Hesketh-Prichard and his mother Kate O’Brien Ryall Prichard under the pseudonym “E. & H. Heron,” were published in Pearson’s Magazine from January to June 1898, they were presented under the heading “Real Ghost Stories,” with each story illustrated by a picture of a haunted house. Low also writes up his investigations for the SPR, giving the stories more than a veneer of verisimilitude. A second series ran in Pearson’s the following year, and all twelve stories were collected in the landmark, and now quite rare, volume Ghosts (1899).

With Flaxman Low, the occult-detective field was ready to blossom. The magazines saw there was a winning formula in feigning veracity, and repeated the guise with Allen Upward’s “The Ghost Hunters” in The Royal Magazine in 1905 and Jessie Adelaide Middleton’s “True Ghost Stories” in Pearson’s in 1907.

These ushered in a true Golden Age, which really began with John Silence, Physician Extraordinary by Algernon Blackwood in 1908. With the Silence stories, the two threads of the occult detective come together; he’s both a psychic investigator and a doctor, or “physician extraordinary.” Like John Bell and Flaxman Low, Silence has devoted years to studying—or perhaps experiencing would be the better word, since he hid himself away from the world for five years—the occult. But, like Samuel Warren’s investigator, Silence is also a genuine doctor, interested in psychic afflictions, though he has no consulting rooms!

Blackwood’s publisher, Eveleigh Nash, gave John Silence huge publicity, which led to not only significant sales and the chance for Blackwood to become a full-time writer, but also sealed the reputation on the occult detective. The floodgates opened and, over the next two decades, almost every popular magazine featured a psychic sleuth.

The Idler ran William Hope Hodgson’s Carnacki, the Ghost-Finder in 1910. The New Magazine featured Sax Rohmer’s Moris Klaw in 1913 (later collected as The Dream Detective in 1920). The Weekly Tale Teller ran Alice and Claude Askew’s Aylmer Vance in 1914. Uel Key’s Dr. Arnold Rhymer, the Spook Specialist, appeared in Pearson’s Magazine in 1917. The Premier Magazine featured the first female occult detective, F. Tennyson Jesse’s Solange Fontaine, in 1918, followed in 1919 by Mrs. Champion de Crespigny’s Norton Vyse. Then, Ella Scrymsour’s Sheila Crerar appeared in The Blue Magazine in 1920, Elliot O’Donnell’s Damon Vane in The Novel Magazine in 1922, and Dion Fortune’s Dr. Taverner in The Royal Magazine in 1926. Even Agatha Christie explored the territory with her character Harley Quin in 1926’s The Story-teller. The difference here was that Quin was not the investigator, but somehow seemed to influence events off stage.

The link in name between Harley Quin and Seabury Quinn was, of course, entirely coincidental, although it is another interesting coincidence that Seabury Quinn’s first appearance in a British publication was just three months before the publication of the first Harley Quin story.1 The first Jules de Grandin story, “The Horror on the Links,” was reprinted from its original October 1925 Weird Tales appearance in September 1926’s More Night at Night, the second volume in what would become the legendary Not at Night series of anthologies edited by the redoubtable Christine Campbell Thomson. Although a hardcover book series, it was treated, contractually, as a British edition of Weird Tales, although it also published its own original material and other reprints. Thomson also reprinted two other de Grandin stories, “The House of Horror” and “The Curse of the House of Phipps,” in You’ll Need a Night Light (1927) and in At Dead of Night (1931), respectively, although the Not at Night series ran for a further four volumes until 1936.

It was an indication that the occult detective character had virtually run its course in Britain. A. M. Burrage had contributed his series about Francis Chard to The Blue Magazine in 1927 and, rather fittingly, F. Tennyson Jesse brought back Solange Fontaine for a final series in The London Magazine in 1929, but the magazines were starting to fold, and the future of the occult detective in Britain, such that it was at the time, was moving to books.

L. Adams Beck, for example, introduced Dr. James Livingstone in The Openers of the Gate in 1930. He was a specialist in nervous disorders, just as Samuel Warren’s doctor-detective had been a century earlier. Sydney Horler reintroduced Sebastian Quin in two novels, The Evil Messenger (1938) and Fear Walked Behind (1942). E. Charles Vivian, writing as Jack Mann, switched his detective Gregory George Gordon Green, known as Gees, from investigating mundane cases to supernatural ones with Grey Shapes in 1937 and managed to sustain a series of novels over the next few years, but these were exceptions.

The main reason for the gradual disappearance of the occult detective in Britain was because the magazines were themselves fading and there was no suitable market for a continuing short story series. It was not until towards the end of the Second World War that Dennis Wheatley introduced Niels Orsen in four stories in Gunmen, Gallants and Ghosts (1943) and Margery Lawrence presented the cases of Dr. Miles Pennoyer in Number Seven, Queer Street (1945), though, again, these were exceptions. It would be nearly thirty years before the occult detective truly began to re-emerge in Britain.

But there was also another reason for the loss of interest in psychic sleuths, and that was a lack of originality. Apart from the interesting variations introduced by Agatha Christie and F. Tennyson Jesse—and, to be fair, these were initially only borderline psychic detectives rather than ghost hunters—all of the other series followed a traditional, almost Holmesian, format. Even Carnacki, the most physically active of the ghost finders, still had his consulting room and invited his circle of friends round so he could relate his latest adventure. Some of the detectives had their own special skills: Moris Klaw slept at the scene and dreamed a solution,2 Norton Vyse had such psychic abilities as psychometry, and Lord Syfret could sense the unusual, rather like Solange Fontaine, who was aware of evil. But despite these skills, the stories still follow a traditional form.

In the United States, things were very different; until 1912, there had been no true occult investigator series, as in Britain. This all changed with “The Occult Detector,” a short serial in Cavalier (17 February–2 March 1912) that introduced Prince Abduel Omar, the wealthy son of a Persian nobleman and Russian princess, who lives in a penthouse suite in New York and is known to one and all as Semi-Dual. The odd name comes from the fact that he provides both a natural and a supernatural solution to his investigations, but his entire operation is awesome. Besides being a psychologist—we are back with the medical profession—he is also an astrologer with telepathic abilities. This means he need hardly leave his skyscraper suite, and can instead operate through the team of Bryce & Glace, Private Investigators. Not only can Semi-Dual communicate with them telepathically, but he can divine, via horoscopes, the likely outcome of events. This series, which stretches over twenty-two years through thirty-three stories, many of them short novels, was by the writing team of John U. Giesy, a physician and well-known pulpster, and attorney Junius B. Smith. Despite their length—which almost rivals that of the de Grandin tales—none of the stories was collected in book form until recently, which means they are still relatively unknown except amongst old-time pulpsters. Despite the unusual nature of the plots, or maybe because of them, the series does not fit easily into the occult-detective category. It was much more the progenitor of such hero-pulp adventurers as Doc Savage.

The next occult detective to appear in the United States was equally extraordinary, or even more so, since they were written by an Englishman, but not published in Britain. These were the Simon Iff stories by Aleister Crowley, published under the alias Edward Kelly in the magazine The International starting in September 1917. Iff is a Thelemic magician and uses his understanding of the Book of the Law (an occult treatise written by Crowley, purportedly under inspiration from an ancient deity) to psychoanalyse his criminals and to help him unravel the inexplicable, though there is no ghost hunting here, the occult element being solely in Iff’s abilities. Crowley saw Iff as an extension of himself and thus makes Iff infallible, but the stories are written with a perceptive wit missing from many occult-detective stories. Crowley enjoyed writing them, producing far more stories than were ever published during his lifetime. Iff also appears as a lead character in his novel Moonchild (1929), where he leads a group of white magicians in a war with black magicians over the possession of an unborn child. It is not an occult-detective novel.

We can rapidly pass over Herman Landon’s Godfrey Usher stories, which ran in Detective Story Magazine during 1918. Although they have all the atmosphere of supernatural sleuth stories, there is very little by way of supernatural setting, other than through Usher’s preening of his experiences. Crimes are solved far too easily by intuition, and the stories fall flat both as crime fiction and weird fiction.

This background shows that whilst in Britain the psychic sleuth story was getting into a rut, in the United States it hadn’t yet grasped its purpose. So, when Seabury Quinn entered the field, courtesy of Weird Tales, we could all give a huge sigh of relief.

Quinn was able to blend tradition with exuberance to provide adventures and investigations full of every kind of supernatural and non-supernatural (but crazed) paraphernalia. Jules de Grandin himself seems to bear at least some resemblance to Hercule Poirot, albeit French rather than Belgian, whilst his amanuensis and fellow adventurer Dr. Trowbridge is every inch a John Watson. Both de Grandin and Trowbridge are physicians—in fact, de Grandin’s skills are put to the test quite remarkably in this volume in “Malay Horror”—though de Grandin has the additional benefit of having served with the French Sûreté, and has also spent years studying the occult during travels in Asia and Africa. As a result, Quinn’s two doctors didn’t entirely let go of tradition; there is usually a consulting room scene, tucked away in Trowbridge’s house in Harrisonville, New Jersey, even if it never lasts long.

What was exciting about the de Grandin stories is that there were no holds barred. The British breed of occult detectives were usually gentlemanly (or gentlewomanly), followed strict rules (often of their own invention), and dealt with matters that might be psychological or supernatural. The American breed hadn’t quite known what they were until Quinn took them by the scruff of the neck and let them fall where they may. There was action a-plenty in the Carnacki stories, for example, but they’re all part of his narration, told in the comfort of his home. De Grandin and Trowbridge, on the other hand, don’t so much investigate as battle.

They fight against every conceivable type of villain, whether human or bestial, both dead or alive, sometimes all at once, and although Quinn created his own rule book for de Grandin, it was only as extensive as he wished—sharp, pointed knives are a key element in keeping evil at bay. Otherwise, Quinn ignored all the old rules, recognising he was in the twentieth century, not the Middle Ages, and that guns, electricity, and other advances in science were every bit as useful in combatting the horrors de Grandin faced.

Even apart from such usual menaces as werewolves, animated mummies, vampires, and Satanists, Quinn would frequently astonish the reader with his daring. This volume contains some of the most challenging stories, especially considering they were published in the mid-1930s. One of the best, and certainly one guaranteed to raise eyebrows, is “The Jest of Warburg Tantavul,” which includes both child abuse and incest, as well as a very original way of disposing of a particularly nasty ghost. That sheer zest and audacity kept readers yearning for more and sustained the character through three decades. And that meant that the occult detective was back with renewed vitality, so that whilst its popularity waned in Britain, it grew rapidly in the States, chiefly in the pulp magazines.

De Grandin soon had his rivals: Pierre d’Artois, a highly Grandinesque character, by E. Hoffmann Price; Dr. Muncing, Exorcist, by Gordon MacCreagh; Cranshawe, “the greatest American authority on poltergeists,” by Gordon Malherbe Hillman, Steve Harrison, by Robert E. Howard; Judge Pursuivant and John Thunstone, both by Manly Wade Wellman; Ascot Keane, who fought his deadly nemesis Dr. Satan in a series by Paul Ernst; Hugh Docre Purcell, created by W. Adolphe Roberts; and so many more. And this list doesn’t cover the hero pulps, where, leaving aside certain adventures of The Shadow, The Spider, Doc Savage, and The Avenger, there was James Holm, a criminologist who pitted his wits against mad scientist and black magician Dr. Death; Don Diavolo, a stage magician who helped police expose apparent supernatural events; and Val Kildare, who fought the diabolical oriental villain Wu Fang.

The 1920s and 1930s were an exciting time for phantom fighters and psychic sleuths, and, alongside all these characters, Quinn kept de Grandin and Trowbridge alive and kicking—and seemingly ageless—for twenty-six years.

By the time the 1950s and 1960s came around, then, it was not surprising that readers paused for breath and wondered whether all might be calm and collected as, at long last, the traditional occult detective returned with Joseph Payne Brennan’s Lucius Leffing.

There is no doubt that during the years between the decline of the traditional British supernatural sleuth at the end of the 1920s and its re-emergence in the 1960s, Jules de Grandin and Seabury Quinn not only helped keep the occult-detective genre alive, but gave it a verve and vitality that revived it for a new generation.

 

1 A further remarkable coincidence was that Sydney Horler had also only just introduced his character Sebastian Quin in “The Clean Wineglass” (Detective Magazine, 27 February 1925), and although the story is related as the first of many cases, no further stories appeared until “Black Magic” in 1930, suggesting that Quin had to rest the stories while Christie’s Harley Quin had centre stage.

2 Even Klaw was not that original, as, in 1904, Harold Begbie had written a series for The London Magazine about Andrew Latter, who enters a timeless dreamland where he can witness events leading to crimes.
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The Chosen of Vishnu

“CORDIEU, FRIEND TROWBRIDGE, I am miserable as an eel with the stomach-ache; let us seek the air,” pleaded Jules de Grandin. “One little minute more of this and my grandsire’s only grandson will perish miserably by asphyxia.”

I nodded sympathetically and began shouldering my way toward the conservatory. Once a year all Harrisonville which claimed the faintest right to see itself in the society columns of the local papers attended the junior League’s parade at the Bellevue-Standish, and this season’s orgy had been even worse than usual. As special added attractions there had been several foreign consuls-general and an Indian princeling, round whom the women fluttered like flies around a freshly spilled sirup-pot, and the scent of flowers, of conglomerate perfumes and faintly perspiring humanity was almost overpowering. I was heartily glad when we finally succeeded in forcing our way to the cool semi-darkness of the deserted conservatory, where we could find sufficient elbow room to light a cigarette, and take a dozen steps without imperiling our feet beneath a wild stampede of high-heeled slippers.

“Eh bien,” de Grandin drew a gulp of smoke gratefully into his lungs, “me I think I shall remain here till the ceremonies are concluded; sooner would I spend the night right here than face that crowd to seek my hat and—ah, my friend, is she not the chic, belle créature?” He drove his elbow into my ribs and nodded toward the girlish form emerging from behind the great illuminated fishbowl at the entrance of the corridor.

He had not over-emphasized the facts. “Belle” she surely was, and “chic” as well. Not very tall, but very slim, her figure was accentuated by a black gown of transparent velvet which reached the floor and swirled about her insteps as she walked. Her eyes were large and wide and far apart, lustrous as purple pansy petals. Her hair, rich blue-black and glistening with brilliantine and careful brushing, was stretched without a ripple to the back of her neck. Her lips were full and darkly made up. Her teeth were very white and very even. Her skin, untouched by color, was faintly tan in shade, and shone as though it were a little moist. As she stepped we saw her heels were extremely high and her stockings sheer and dark. There was something sober, thoughtful, slightly frightened, I thought, in her expression as she faced the flower-and-fern lined corridor and paused a moment beside a lily-studded fountain, then half turned to retrace her steps.

Abruptly she halted, one slender, red-nailed hand half raised to her breast, as though to still the beating of a suddenly tumultuous heart, and stood at gaze, like a living creature frozen into marble at sight of Medusa’s head.

Instinctively I followed the direction of her fascinated gaze and wondered at the terror which was limned upon her face. The man who had just stepped into the corridor was not particularly impressive. Undersized, extremely dark, slender, black hair, pomaded till it lay upon his scalp like a skullcap of black satin, he looked as though he would have been much more at home in Harlem than in our fashionable suburban hotel. Shirt studs and waistcoat buttons gleamed with brilliants, and against the lower edge of his evening coat was pinned a gem-encrusted decoration which glittered with a greenish glint in the conservatory’s subdued illumination. Rather like a figure from a fancy-dress party I thought him till I saw his eyes. They made a difference; all the difference in the world, for the whole appearance of the man seemed altered instantly when one gazed into them. In odd contrast to his swarthy face, they were light in shade, cold, haughty, ophidian—like frozen agates—and though they were almost expressionless, they seemed to take in everything in the room—to see without beholding, and make a careful note of all they saw.

Apparently oblivious to the half-distracted girl, the man advanced, and, almost abreast of her, turned his freezing, haughty glance in her direction.

The result was devastating. Slowly, like something in a slow-motion picture, the girl bent forward, dropped gently to her knees, raised her arms above her head and bent her wrists till her right palm faced left, and the left palm right, then pressed her hands together and bowed her head demurely.

For a moment she knelt thus; then, still with that slow, deliberate, melting motion, she bent forward to the floor and touched her forehead to the tiles, stretched out her body slowly till she lay in utter prostration, feet straight out, ankles close together, hands extended to fullest reach before her, palms upward, as though inviting him to step upon them.

“Grand Dieu!” I heard de Grandin murmur, and caught my breath with a gasp of utter stupefaction as the dark-skinned man paused a moment in his step, glanced down upon the groveling girl with a look of loathing and disgust and spat upon her.

We saw her slender body quiver, as from a blow, as his spittle struck her on the neck, and:

“Monsieur, your face offends me and your manners are deplorable,” said Jules de Grandin softly, emerging from behind the stand of potted palms where he had stood and driving a small, hard fist into the other’s arrogant face.

The man staggered backward, for he was lightly made, and though de Grandin was of slender stature, his strength was out of all proportion to his size, and when cold fury lay behind his blows they were little less than deadly.

“Mais oui,” the little Frenchman continued, advancing with a quick light spring, “your features are detestable, Monsieur, and spitting serpents are anathema to me. Thus I do to them, and thus—and thus—” With a speed and force and sureness which any bantamweight fighter might well have envied, he drove successive vicious punches to the other’s face, striking savagely till blood spurted from the beaten man’s cut lips and battered nose, and the cold, insolent eyes grew puffy underneath his stabbing blows. At last:

“A bath may cool your ardor and teach you better manners, one may hope!” the Frenchman finished, driving a final swift uppercut to the other’s chin and sending him toppling into the placid waters of the goldfish pool.

“Wha—what’s going on here?” a voice demanded and a tall young man rushed into the conservatory. “What—”

“Only a slight lesson in the niceties of etiquette, Monsieur,” de Grandin answered casually, but stepped quickly back to take advantage of the intervening space if the other should attack him.

“But—” the man began, then ceased abruptly as a sobbing, pleading cry came from the girl upon the floor:

“Edward—Karowli Singh!”

“Karowli Singh? Here? Why that’s impossible! Where?”

“Here, in this hotel; this room—”

“Yes, by blue, in the fish-pond!” interjected Jules de Grandin, who had been turning his quick, quizzical glance from one of them to the other during their disjointed colloquy. “But do not be disturbed. He will remain in place until I give him leave to move, unless by any chance you would converse with him—”

“Oh, no, no; no!” the girl broke in. “Take me away, please.”

“Perfectly,” the Frenchman agreed with a quick, elfin smile. “Take her away, Monsieur. Me, I shall remain behind to see he raises no disturbance.”

The man and girl turned to leave, but at the second step she faltered, leaned heavily against her escort, and would have fallen had he not caught her in his arms.

“She’s fainted!” cried the young man. “Here, help me get her through the crowd. The house physician—”

“Ah bah!” de Grandin interrupted. “The house physician? Pouf! I am Doctor Jules de Grandin and this is my good friend and colleague, Doctor Samuel Trowbridge, both at your instant service. If we can be of help—”

“Can you get us out of here?” the young man asked.

“But naturally, Monsieur. We have but to follow our noses. Our coats and hats may stay here for a time. Doctor Trowbridge’s car waits without and we can drive all quickly to his office; then, when Mademoiselle is restored, I shall return and ransom them from the estimable young female bandit who presides at the check room. Voilà tout.”

THE GIRL WAS CONSCIOUS, but strangely passive, lethargic as a fever convalescent, when we readied my house. She walked with trembling, halting steps, supported by her escort’s arm, and more than once she stumbled and would have fallen had he not held her up.

“What this one needs is conversation,” de Grandin whispered to me as we went down the hill. “Take them into the study, and I shall administer a stimulant, then encourage her to talk. She is beset by fear, and a discussion of her trouble will assist her to regain her mental poise. You agree?”

“I hardly know quite what to say,” I returned. “It was the most outlandish thing—”

“Outlandish? You have right, my friend,” he agreed with a smile. “It was—how do your so estimably patriotic Congressmen call it?—un-American, that reverence which she made that ape-faced one at the hotel. There is indubitably the funny business here, my old one. Oh, yes.”

THE GIRL, THE BOY and I gazed at each other with mutual embarrassment. The incident I had witnessed at the hotel was so utterly bizarre, so degradingly humiliating to the woman, that instinctively I shrank from looking at her, as I might have done had I unwittingly surprised her in the act of bathing. The only one in full possession of his wits seemed Jules de Grandin, who was not only master of himself, but of the situation. Wholly at his ease, he administered a dose of Hoffman’s anodyne to the girl, then give her a cigarette, extending his silver pocket lighter to her with the same gay courtesy he would have shown to any usual visitor. At length, when she had set her cigarette alight and her escort’s cigar was also properly ignited, he dropped into a chair, crossed his knees, and turned a frank, engaging smile upon the strangers.

“Mademoiselle, Monsieur,” he began in an easy conversational tone, “as I have told you, I am Doctor Jules de Grandin. But medicine is but an incident with me. In the course of my career it has fallen to my lot to serve my country with sword or wits in every quarter of the globe.” He paused a moment, smiling lightly at the visitors, both of whom regarded him with somber, questioning glances. Plainly, they were in no mood for conversation, but more than unresponsiveness was needed to check the loquacious little Frenchman’s flow of talk.

“During the great war, of which you have unquestionably heard, though you were only children when it happened, I had occasion to visit India,” he pursued, and this time he drew fire, for the girl shuddered, as if with a chill, and the big young man set his lips with sudden grimness, yet neither of them spoke.

“But yes, of course,” de Grandin rattled on, gazing with every sign of approval at the polished tip of his patent leather evening pump, “there was a time when our then allies, the British, had good reason to doubt the loyalty of one of their vassal native princes. He was more than half suspected of carrying on an intrigue with the boches; certainly he was known to be employing German drillmasters for the tatterdemalion disorganization he liked to call his army, and at any moment he might have loosed his tribesmen on the Indian frontier, causing much annoyance to the British. Oh, yes.

“British spies could not get to him, but his activities must be known, and so, ‘Jules de Grandin,’ said the French Intelligence, ‘you will please dye your hair and mustache and raise a beard, which you will also dye, then you will go to Dhittapur’”—consternation, blank surprise, showed on the faces of his hearers, but de Grandin kept on evenly, still admiring the toe of his pump—“‘you will go to Dhittapur, posing as a French renegade, and seek service in the army of his Highness, the Maharajah.’

“Tiens, when one is ordered, one obeys, my friends. I went to that benighted country, I served the squint-eyed son of Satan who ruled over it; more, I met and came to know his charming little son and heir—as diabolical a young imp as ever plucked the plumage from a screaming parrot or tortured a caged and helpless leopard with hot irons. His name, unless I am mistaken, was Karowli Singh.”

“Karowli Singh!” echoed the girl in a thin, frightened whisper.

“Précisément, Mademoiselle, and the opportunity I had tonight to drive my fist into his most unpleasant face was grateful as a drink of water in the desert, I assure you.” He paused a moment, then:

“Now that we have established rapport by identifying mutual friendships, perhaps you will be good enough to tell me how and when it was you first became acquainted with the so charming gentleman, Mademoiselle?”

There was a long moment’s silence; then, in a voice so low that we could barely hear it: “I belonged to him,” the girl replied.

“Ah?” de Grandin brushed the trimly waxed ends of his little blond mustache. “You were—”

“I was a bayadère, or woman of the inner temple,” she broke in. “At the age of five I was affianced to Vishnu, Preserver of the Universe; at seven I was married to him. I was a ‘chosen one of the Sacred Bulls of Yama.’ I and six other little girls were stripped and tied between the horns of the temple’s sacred bulls, and the animals were then goaded into fighting each other. When they drove their heads together, their sharp, brass-tipped horns cut through the bodies of the children tied to them as though they had been bayonets. Of the seven ‘choices’ I was the only one alive when the cattle had done fighting; so my candidacy for marriage to the god was divinely ordained.

“For another seven years, until I was a full-grown woman according to Hindoo reckoning, I was schooled in the learning of the temple women; for hours each day I practised the devotional dances, working till my muscles ached as though with rheumatism and the skin was braised from my soft, bare feet. Then I learned the gesture dance, which requires years of practise before the performer learns to assume the nine hundred and forty-three symbolic postures and hold them with the rigidity of a statue; last of all I learned the Dance of the Seven Enticements, which is a combination of the Arabian danse du ventre and contortionism, the dancer being required not only to swing shoulders, hips, breasts and abdomen in time to the rhythm of the music, but to bend her head backward or forward to the floor without lifting either heels or toes or assisting herself with her hands. I also learned to play upon the sitar and tambourine and to sing the adorations, or love songs, which only women of the inner temple are taught, for they are experts in the arts of love and supply the most exclusive clientele in India.

“Nautchis—women of the outer temple—are merely deva-dasis, or slaves of the gods, and are plentiful in India, every tourist sees them; but naikin bayadères are never seen by the public. They keep strict purdah, for they are wives of the gods whose shrines they serve, and on the rare occasions when they appear outside the temple are as closely veiled and carefully watched as ranis of the mightiest maharajahs. For a low-caste man to touch one of them, or even to look upon her unveiled face, is a capital offense. Not even every Brahmin may approach them; only the higher orders of the priesthood and those of royal blood may speak to them without being first spoken to.”

Her full, sad mouth curved in a sarcastic smile as she continued: “But the priests do not spend years in educating these women merely for the glory of the gods—bayadères are not like Christian nuns; far from it. When the naikin has served her long novitiate and been examined for proficiency in every branch of her learning, she is ready for service. For a stipulated fee she may be hired to dance and sing at the sumptuous entertainments of the rajahs; for a greater sum she may be sent to the zenana of some prince to remain there as long as he pays the yearly rental agreed upon with the priests. But never can she be married, for she is already a wife, wedded to the god whose temple she serves.

“I always hated the temple and the temple life. The priests were foul beasts; lazy, drunken, addicted to drugs and every imaginable form of vice; there was an undercurrent of nastiness running through every word and act and thought inside the temple, and against this I rebelled, but only instinctively, for my background was purely Hindoo, and all my experience since babyhood had been in the poisonous atmosphere of the inner temple.

“Then, one day when I was still a little girl, according to Western ideas, I was taken with some older temple women to assist at a nautch given by a great noble, for already my voice had developed and I was clever at playing on the sitar and singing the simpler ghazals, or love songs. Traffic was impeded by a herd of sacred cows moving through the street, and our camel-carriage stopped by a corner where a missionary sahib was preaching. He talked in the vernacular, and my childish ears drank up his words as sunburned sand absorbs the grateful rain-drops. Never before had I dreamed there could be such a god as that he spoke of. The gods I knew were cruel, lecherous and vengeful; this god the Englay sahib told of was gracious, kind and merciful, ‘desiring not the death of a sinner, but rather that he should leave his wickedness and lead a new life,’ he said—and every god I knew wreaked punishment on his followers through countless incarnations. At last the missionary finished and pronounced his benediction in a foreign tongue. The words were strange to me, but the syllables clung indelibly in my childish memory: ‘. . . by Thy great mercy defend us from all perils and dangers, through Jesus Christ, our Lord. Amen.’

“Then the traffic was resumed and our cart moved on, but the seed of rebellion had been sown in my heart.

“When I was fourteen it was arranged that I should go to the zenana of Karowli Singh, the new Maharajah of Dhittapur, for he had seen me dancing in the temple and desired me; desired me so much that he paid the priests an annual rental of 30,000 rupees—nearly $10,000—for me in advance.

“The temple slaves dressed me in my finest clothes, put emerald ear-rings in my ears and a golden flower in my nose, loaded my arms and wrists and ankles with bangles and put a ring on every toe and finger. Then I was ready for my royal master—I, a child of fourteen who for seven years had been a wife, yet never felt a man’s caress. I was supposed to be elated at my fortune, and they had no thought that I would try to run away. The fact that I was destined for the harem of a rajah was considered sufficient protection; so only one old woman, too old for other service, was sent with me as ayah.

“We had almost reached the limits of the city, and my ayah had put back the curtains of our bullock cart for air, when I chanced to see a tall, broad-shouldered sahib walking by the road. I had not seen many sahibs in my life, but this one seemed strangely familiar to me, for while he wore the white-drill clothes and pith sun-helmet common to every feringhi, his collar was different, and instead of a cravat he wore a little patch of black cloth on his chest. I recognized him; he was a missionary sahib like the one whose sermon had so thrilled me years before.

“Before the old woman or the gharry-wallah could restrain me I had leaped from the bullock cart and rushed up to the missionary sahib. I knew just what to say, for years I had repeated those unknown but thrilling foreign words in my temple cell. I flung myself down before him, taking the dust from his feet and crying:

“‘. . . defend us from all perils and dangers, through Jesus our Lord. Amen!’”

“The old ayah ran screaming in protest, and the gharry-wallah joined her and would have dragged me back, but the Englay sahib carried a blackthorn stick and beat them off with it. Even when the gharry-wallah drew a knife the sahib did not let me go, but struck the knife out of his hand and beat him till he squealed for mercy.

“Then he took me to a mission school and I was baptized as Madeline Kamla, and was no longer Kamla Devi, the temple woman.

“Karowli Singh was furious. He demanded return of the rental he had paid for me, but the priests refused to refund it unless he delivered me to them, and so a feud was started.

“But now I was in double peril, for both the maharajah and the priests desired me. The prince’s dignity had been affronted by my flight, and he could not regain the 30,000 rupees rental he had paid till he delivered me at the temple. The priests demanded my return that they might torture me to death as a warning to other bayadères, for if other temple women followed my example and escaped, they would lose much money.

“But since I had been married to the great god Vishnu and made a naikin bayadère they could not put me to death ceremoniously unless I voluntarily relinquished my rank and titles. They might poison or stab me, or hide a scorpion in my bed, or the maharajah’s servants might kidnap or murder me, but only my voluntary relinquishment of my status as a wife of Vishnu could give the priests the right to torture me to death. Still, if they could once get hold of me I knew that some way would be found to make me say the ancient formula of renunciation: ‘Do with me as thou wilt.’ For a temple woman to forsake her divine husband and her marriage vows and run away, especially to become a Christian, is an unforgivable sin, you know, and merits death by torture here and unending torment throughout the Seven Eternities hereafter.

“They tried to capture me by every means they knew. Twice emissaries from the maharajah attempted to abduct me from the mission, temple girls were sent as pretended converts to the school with poisoned sweetmeats, and even with deadly little kraits, or dust-snakes, concealed in leather bags to be put into my bed; once the mission was set afire. Finally the priests brought pressure on the British raj, and threatened an uprising if I were not returned.

“The British did not want to give me up, but it is their policy never to interfere with the religion of the country, and my shelter by the mission was making it very difficult for the government. Finally it was decided that I would be safer in America, where chance of pursuit by the priests or maharajah seemed impossible, so it was decided to send me here; but the question of my entry offered fresh difficulties. Hindoos are not eligible for naturalization, though ethnically we are as much members of the white race as the English and Germans, and the quota barriers prevented my entry otherwise. I could come as a student, but when my studies were completed I should have to return, and that would mean my certain death. Finally”—a flush mantled her olive cheeks—“finally it was decided I might enter as a non-quota immigrant, if I came as—”

She paused, and for the first time her escort spoke:

“If she came in as my wife. It was my father, the Rev. Edward Anspacher, to whom she first appealed, and I met her at the mission three years later when I went out to visit Dad after my graduation from Rutgers. I don’t know how it was with Madeline—yes, I do, too, she’s told me!—it was love at first sight between us, and I’d have married her and brought her home with me even if that pack of hell-hounds hadn’t been yapping at her heels. What I can’t understand, though, is whether it’s just an evil chance that brings Karowli Singh here, or whether he found out where we lived and came here on purpose to get Madeline. It doesn’t matter much now, though; he’s seen her.”

“But why did you—er—bow to him when you saw him tonight?” I asked the girl. “Surely, you’re so changed, with your Western clothes and the passage of time, that you might have ignored his presence, and the chances are he’d never have recognized you.”

She gave me a quick, sad smile. “Doctor Trowbridge,” she replied, “during the most impressionable period of my life I was under the utter domination of the priests, having no thought or word or act save such as they dictated. I believed implicitly in their power and in the power of the gods of India. Five years among Americans is not enough to overcome the training of a lifetime, and when a person has been reared in the knowledge that a certain class of others hold her life at the dictate of their slightest whim, and when she has been compelled to prostrate herself and kiss the earth before those others—why, when I came suddenly face to face with Karowli Singh tonight, my early training came over me with a sudden rush, and automatically I made him the ‘sublime obeisance’ with which I had been taught to greet priests and rajahs in my childhood.”

It was very quiet in the study as the girl ceased speaking. To me there was something horrible in the matter-of-fact way in which she had related her bizarre story. She was little more than a child, and all the dreadful things of which she told had occurred since the Armistice, yet—

“Eh bien, Monsieur,” de Grandin’s practical comment broke through my thought, “it seems they have long memories—and arms—these genial gentlemen of Dhittapur. I gave you better advice than I realized when I suggested that you leave your wraps and come with us. If you will excuse me I shall go now and retrieve them. You will await my return?” He rose with a bow, ascended the stairs to his room and employed himself with some mysterious business for a few moments.

“I shall return anon,” he announced from the front hall. “Do you entertain Madame and Monsieur, Friend Trowbridge, and on no account permit yourselves to be enticed from the house till I come back.”

“Not much fear of that,” I assured the visitors as the door banged to behind my little friend. “It’s nearly morning, and my practise is scarcely the kind which brings casual patients to—”

A sudden battering-ram knocking at the front door interrupted, and, though my declaration of intention was still uncompleted, I rose with the medical man’s ingrained habit to answer the summons.

“Be careful!” warned the girl as I went down the hall. “Do not open the door, Doctor; look through the window, first, for—”

Some secret warning in my inner consciousness bade me follow her advice and I put back the curtain of the door’s sidelight and peered out on the darkened porch.

Tight fingers seemed to close about my throat as I looked, and involuntarily I shook my head to clear my vision. There, crouched upon the door-mat, green eyes shining with malevolent anticipation, was a great, striped tiger, and even as I looked, I saw the beast put forth a pink tongue and lick its chaps. “Good heavens—” I began, but:

“Kai hai!” the girl called shrilly as she peered across my shoulder at the crouching beast. Followed a flood of high-pitched, singsong phrases, screamed rather than spoken, and, accompanying them, the girl’s slim hands seemed to trace invisible figures in the air.

Amazement gave way to something like superstitious awe in my heart as I saw the gigantic beast slowly become wraith-like, transparent, finally vanish completely, like a slow fade-out in a motion picture.

“Wha—what was it?” I queried. “Was there really something there, or—”

Madeline Anspacher was trembling violently, and her pale-olive face seemed to have gone paler, making her large, purple eyes seem bigger by comparison, but she took control of herself with an effort as she answered: “Yes, it was there, ready to spring on you if you unbarred the door; yet—”

“But I saw it fade away,” I cut in. “Was it really a tiger or was it just—”

“I can not explain,” she answered quickly. “You have seen yogis do their magic; seen them make a whole tree grow from a planted seed in a minute or so, perhaps? How they do it no one knows, but I have seen it done many times and I have heard some of their charms. The chant I recited was the one they use to make a vision vanish. I do not know the words they use to conjure up a spell, nor do I think that what I said to make it go away would have been effective if the guru had been near by; so he must be working his magic from a distance, perhaps as far away as—”


Ron, ron, ron,

Le bleu dragon . . .



Singing blithely, though a trifle bawdily, Jules de Grandin came up the path, his arms laden with our visitors’ outdoor wraps.


Sacré de nom,

Ron, ron, ron . . .



“De Grandin!” I cried, caution thrown away as I unlatched the door and leaped out on the porch. “Look out, de Grandin, the tiger’s there, and—”

Something tawny-black and horribly agile, a great cat-thing, seemed suddenly to materialize out of the cold morning air and launch itself like a bolt of living fire at my small friend, and my warning changed to a shout of inarticulate terror as I looked.

But, astonishingly, the pouncing beast seemed stopped in mid-spring, as though it came in contact with a barricade of invisible steel bars, and the little Frenchman proceeded on his way as imperturbably as though out for an early-morning stroll. “Do not disturb yourself, mon vieux,” he bade me almost casually, “it is a harmless pussy-cat they send—harmless as long as I am possessed of this!” he added, unclasping his right hand to display a crumpled marigold blossom in his palm. “For every poison there is an antidote, and this is that which makes them powerless, n’est-ce-pas, petite?” he smiled engagingly at Mrs. Anspacher.

The girl nodded. “It is a very holy flower in India,” she admitted. “We—the temple women—used to wear wreaths of it on our heads, and garlands of it are draped on Vishnu’s idols; but I never understood its real significance or—”

“Tiens, how many Christians know the meanings of the prayers they say?” he interrupted with an elfin grin. “It is enough that the flower possesses virtue to protect its bearer against such empty magic as these old ones make. However”—he stepped inside the house, deposited his burden on the hall table and invited our attention to an inch-long tear in his overcoat—“this was no empty gesture, mes amis.”

“Great Scott!” I exclaimed. “What did it?”

“A knife,” he answered easily. “This, to be specific.” From his pocket he produced a double-edged dagger, a frightful-looking thing with heavy blade six inches long, wider at tip than base, its shaft set in a hilt of hammered brass.

“A Pathan throwing-knife!” exclaimed the girl.

“Perfectly, Madame, a very useful tool for liberating the soul of one whose existence annoys you,” he agreed. “I was leaving the hotel, having no more thought of assault than the simple, innocent lamb has of mistreatment from the butcher, when whish! I feel the kick of this thing in my back, and the breath is all but knocked from out my lungs. Also, at the same time I hear the beat of running feet. They are not brave, those ones. No, they feared to stand and try conclusions with Jules de Grandin, even though they thought he had been killed to death by their so treacherous knife-in-the-back. Yes.”

“But, great heavens, man!” I expostulated. “That hole in your coat is three inches below and three inches to the right of your left scapular. However did it miss your heart?”

“By not reaching it—or my hide, either,” he answered with a chuckle. Divesting himself of overcoat and jacket, he displayed a close-fitting, sweater-like garment of finely woven steel chains above his waistcoat. “Jules de Grandin is the simpleton of no one,” he informed us gravely. “When I set forth tonight I said to me, ‘Jules de Grandin, only an exceedingly brave man or an exceedingly chuckle-headed fool goes into danger unprepared, and the chances of his being a fool are far greater than of his being merely brave. Jules de Grandin, is it that you are an imbecile?’

“‘Oh, no; by no means,’ I assure me. ‘It are far otherwise.’

“‘Very well, then, Jules de Grandin,’ I inform me, ‘you would do well to take precautions.’

“‘And by the whiskers of a pink-faced fish, I shall take them, Jules de Grandin,’ I replied to me.

“Therefore I went up to my room and took out from my bureau drawer this shirt of chain-mail which I used to wear in Paris when the exigencies of my work took me among the so amiable apaches. They are ready workers with their knives, those ones, and more than once I have owed the preservation of my health to this little vest of steel.

“Those ones whom I might meet tonight, I knew, could use a knife for other purposes than to cut their food, and so I did not greatly trust them. Also, lest they add magic to attempted murder, I stopped at the hotel florist’s and bought a bunch of marigolds. So I was doubly armed. Eh bien, it was as well. Their knife glanced harmlessly away when it should have pierced my gizzard; their magic-summoned tiger was foiled by my flower. It has been a wholly satisfactory night thus far, my friends. Let us take a drink and go to bed while we still have our luck.”

HOW LONG I HAD been sleeping I do not know, but it must have been some time, for the rectangle of moonlight from the window had moved perceptibly since I went to bed, and the eastern sky was showing vague streaks of slate-gray when I sat up, stark awake as though some one had slapped me while I slept. “What was it?” I asked myself, looking round the room in which I seemed to sense the presence of something alien, something which had no right to be there. Had I felt something, or dreamed it, or heard—

Instinctively I held my breath, seeking to pierce the smothering half-light with straining ears. I had heard something, but what? A cry, a voice, or—

Thin, muffled, like music issuing from a radio when the station is not accurately tuned in, I descried a queer, ululating whine, a rising, a falling, faintly surging and receding monotonous singsong; flat, raucous, metallic, like—what was it like, I asked myself, then, for some cause which had nothing to do with conscious reasoning, shuddered as recognition came to me. It was like the dismal, dolorous caterwauling of a juggler’s reed pipe when the snake-charmer lifts the basket-lid and the scaly serpents slither out to “dance” upon their tails! “What in heaven’s name—” I stammered wonderingly; but:

“Trowbridge, mon vieux,” de Grandin’s soft, insistent whisper sounded from the door, “are you awake?”

“Yes,” instinctively I lowered my voice in answer. “What is that—”

“S-s-st,” he warned. “No noise, if you please; for the dear God’s sake bump into nothing when you rise. Come at once, and walk softly, if you please.”

Wondering, I obeyed, and we hastened down the hall to the chamber we had assigned to Mr. and Mrs. Anspacher.

Again I shuddered, for no known reason, as we stopped silently before the door. Unmistakably the whining, droning hum proceeded from the guest room, and the sharp vibrance of it grated on my ears like the cacophony of a buzzing July locust.

De Grandin’s lifted finger enjoined silence as he laid one hand on the knob and slowly, deliberately as the minute hand travels round the clock dial, began to twist the handle. The keeper slipped back with the faintest of faint clicks, and with the same slow care he pushed the white door open.

Despite his plea for silence, I could not forbear a gasp of horror and astonishment at the scene revealed. In bed lay Edward and Madeline Anspacher, not sleeping, but very still. Twin bodies in the slumber room of a funeral home could not have lain more quietly upon their biers than these two underneath the silken coverlet; yet their eyes were open wide and both were waking—waking to a horror which was like the insupportable suspense of the poor wretch on the gallows while he waits the springing of the drop. For upon the bed’s foot, its dreadful, flattened head backed by a bloated, outspread hood, coiled a great cobra, three feet or so of scale-shod body looped upon the comforter, and three feet more upreared in the air, its forked tongue darting lambently between its thin, cruel lips, its narrow, death-charged head swinging to and fro as it bobbed and swayed and undulated to the measure of the wavering, whining, almost tuneless chant which Madeline Anspacher repeated endlessly, forcing the four quavering notes between stiffened, fear-grayed lips.

Nearly inaudible as our advent was, the sensitive ears of the serpent warned it we had come, and for an instant it turned questioning, threatening eyes in our direction; then, as though it knew that we were there to rob it of its prey, a sort of ripple ran down its body as it flexed itself for a stroke, and we saw the wicked head draw back an inch or so, heard Madeline’s despairing scream as her chant broke off, and—

Bang! So swiftly Jules de Grandin fired that though the first shot struck the striking cobra’s head even as it darted forward, the second bullet hit the scaly neck less than a half-inch from the wound made by the first; but the taut-drawn body of the reptile did not topple over. Instead it bent deliberately, slowly, toward the far side of the room, as though it had been pushed by an invisible prod, and the Frenchman had time to leap across the floor, draw his heavy hunting-knife and slash the gleaming body clear in two before the supple, coiling thing had fallen to the floor.

“Parbleu, I was not sure that I had hit him for a moment,” he explained. “These small-bore steel-tipped bullets, they have not the striking power of the leaden ones.”

I nodded absently, for my full attention was directed toward the pair upon the bed. Madeline had fainted, and her husband lay half conscious by her side, his lips agape, his tongue against his lower teeth, a smile of semi-idiocy on his face.

“Mon Dieu,” de Grandin cried, “quick, my friend! Stimulants—ether, brandy, strychnine. They are in a pitiable state!”

They were, indeed. Hot applications and normal stimulants failing, we were forced to resort to intravenous saline infusions before our efforts were successful, and even then our patients’ state was not entirely satisfactory.

“Good thing neither of ’em had a weak heart,” I muttered grimly as we worked. “We’d surely have had a coroner’s case on our hands if they weren’t both so young and strong.”

“U’m,” de Grandin answered as he mixed the saline solution, “there will be a case for the coroner when I lay hands upon the miscreant who inserted that sacré snake into this house, you may bet yourself anything you please.”

“I DON’T KNOW HOW IT happened,” Madeline told us later in the day when, somewhat recovered from their profound shock, she and her husband were able to drink some broth and sit up in bed. “We didn’t go to sleep at once, for both of us were badly frightened. Karowli Singh meant mischief, we were sure. We’d seen the tiger phantom which his guru sent against us, and Doctor de Grandin had told us of the attempt on his life. He’d been checked in every move so far, but a man with his capacity for hate and his determination to get revenge wouldn’t be stopped so easily, we were certain.

“Finally, we managed to drop off, for it seemed impossible he could harm us so long as we were here; then—” She paused a moment, and de Grandin helped her to a sip of sherry. “I woke up feeling something on my feet. At first I thought it might be the bed clothes tucked in too tightly, and I was about to sit up and loosen them when I felt the weight move. It wasn’t quite dawn, but it was light enough for me to make out the shape of the cobra coiling for a stroke.

“For an instant I thought I should die with fright, but one born and reared in India knows snakes, and one reared in a temple as I was knows something of snake-charming, too. I’d seen the fakirs with their dancing snakes a thousand times, and knew the tune they played to lull the venomous things into temporary harmlessness. If I could imitate a fakir’s pipe I might be able to keep it from striking long enough for help to come, I thought, and so I began singing. It really wasn’t very much of a trick, for I knew the pipe-music as American children know popular jazz songs, and I’d imitated the jugglers’ pipes for my own amusement a hundred times.

“I don’t know how long I sang. Edward woke at the first note and I was terrified for fear he’d move and break the spell, but fortunately he understood I meant him to lie quiet when I squeezed his hand; so we lay there for what seemed years while I held the snake’s attention with my singing. Then when you finally came to help us, the sound of your entrance seemed to break the spell, and the cobra was about to strike when Doctor de Grandin shot it. Oh”—she covered her face with trembling hands—“I can still feel those dreadful coils harden on my feet as it contracted its muscles and braced its tail to strike!”

“Perfectly, Madame,” de Grandin nodded. “It was a terrible experience you had. One understands.”

“WELL, WHATEVER THE TIGER was, that snake was certainly no imaginary thing conjured up by a magician,” I remarked as we left the patients and went to seek a bite of luncheon.

“Tu parles, petit,” he agreed with a grin. “I cremated him in the furnace this morning, and he burned as beautifully as who sent him will eventually roast in hell, I assure you.”

“Karowli Singh?” I asked.

“Who else, pardieu? Who else would have snakes ready to his hand, and introduce them through your second-story windows, my friend? Me, I think I shall enjoy tweaking that one’s nose most heartily. But yes.”

A DAY IN BED WORKED wonders for our patients and by evening they were ready to go home, though de Grandin urged them to remain with us a little longer so that he might be prepared to ward off any fresh attempt upon their lives. “He is a clever fellow, that one,” he declared, “but Jules de Grandin is cleverer. Consider: I have made a monkey out of him at every turn, and I can continue so to do. Will you not stay with us?”

“Much obliged, sir,” young Anspacher answered, “but I think Madeline and I will go home and pack. There’s a steamer leaving for Bermuda tomorrow night, and we can make it if we hurry. I’ll feel a lot more normal when we’ve put several thousand miles of ocean between us and Karowli Singh. We may not be as lucky next time as we were last night.”

“Tiens, if you go away from me you may have no luck at all,” the little Frenchman answered with a smile. “You can not have de Grandin at your elbow in Bermuda.”

“Guess we’ll have to take a chance on that,” the young man replied, and so it was arranged.

Shortly after dinner I drove them to their apartment in the Durham Court, and we left them with their doors fast locked and windows tightly bolted. “We shall hope to see you at the ship,” de Grandin said at parting. “In any event, call us on the telephone tomorrow morning, and tell us how it is with you.”

He was silent through the evening, smoking cigarette after cigarette, staring abstractedly before him into the fire, muttering vague incoherencies to himself from time to time. Once or twice I sought to draw him into conversation, but met with only monosyllabic answers. At ten o’clock I rose and went to bed, for the night before had been a hard one and I felt the need of sleep acutely.

Sometime after midnight the irritable stutter of my bedside ’phone wrenched me from the embrace of a dreamless sleep, and:

“Doctor Trowbridge, can you come right over? This is Mrs. Frierson speaking,” an agitated voice announced.

“Mrs. Frierson of the Durham Court Apartments?” I asked, feeling mechanically for the clothes which lay ready folded on the bedside chair.

“Yes—it’s Eleanor. Something dreadful’s happened.”

“Eh? What?” I answered professionally. “Something dreadful,” I well knew from past experience with half-hysterical mothers, might mean anything from a wrenched ankle to a case of acute appendicitis, and it was well to have the proper kit assembled ere I set out.

“Yes, yes; she’s—they tried to kidnap her, and she’s in a dreadful state!”

“All right, keep her in bed with hot water bottles or an electric pad, and give her twenty drops of aromatic ammonia in a wine-glass of chilled water,” I prescribed, and I hung up the ’phone and finished dressing.

“Is it Madame Anspacher perhaps?” de Grandin asked, appearing abruptly at the bedroom door. “I heard the night ’phone ringing, and—”

“No, but it’s a girl living in the same apartment,” I answered wearily. “Somebody tried to kidnap her, and she’s in ‘a state,’ her mother tells me. Want to come along?”

“Assuredly,” he agreed. “These midnight calls are often of much greater interest than at first seems likely. Await me downstairs. I shall join you immediately. “

“Queer how cases seem to run in series,” I commented as we drove toward Durham Court. “We’ve just finished treating the Anspachers for shock; now here’s another girl, living in the same house with them, needing treatment for the same condition. They usually run in groups of three; wonder who the next one will be?”

“Parbleu, if what I damn suspect is true, perhaps it is I who shall need your kindly services,” he responded with a smile.

MISS FRIERSON’S CONDITION WAS not serious, and I found that simple treatment would suffice. Plainly, she had been badly frightened, and just as plainly she desired an appreciative audience to admire her filmy crêpe nightclothes, and listen to her story.

“I went out to Idlewild with Jack Sperry, Mabel Trumbull and Fred Spicer,” she told us, “but the place was lousy; nothing doing there and nothing fit to drink, so we decided to cut it and come in town to Joe’s place. They always have good liquor there. Know the dump? Hot-cha, it’s a regular joint!

“Well, I’d noticed another car trailing us all the way from Idlewild, keeping about the same distance from us whether we went fast or slow, and it got my Billy. Too much of this holdup stuff on the country roads these nights, and though I didn’t have anything ’specially valuable in the way of jewelry, I didn’t hanker to be mauled around by a gang o’ bandits. It’s bad enough to have to stand that sort o’ thing from your boy friend.

“Everything was jake till we got almost to town; then our left front tire went haywire, and Jack and Fred got out to change it. Mabel and I climbed down to stretch our legs and give the boys moral support, and while we stood there the other car came roaring up like an engine going to a three-alarm fire. They stopped so short the gravel shot in all directions from their wheels, and some of it hit me in the face. Next thing I knew they’d grabbed me and dragged me into their car and were off again, starting in high and running like a streak of greased lightning.

“One of ’em threw a bag or something over my head, so I couldn’t see who had me or which way we were going, but I managed to struggle till I could look down under the folds of cloth around my head and catch a glimpse of the hands that held me. It was a colored man.”

“Mordieu, a colored man, you say, Mademoiselle?” de Grandin asked softly.

“Yes,” she replied, “and all the rest of ’em were colored, too.”

“The rest?”

“Yes. They drove like Lord-knows-what for half an hour or so—we must have covered twenty miles at least—and finally brought up at an old and apparently deserted house. I was peeping between the folds of the cloth over my head as much as I could, and my brain was fairly active, noting all the landmarks, for I was bound I’d make my getaway at the first opportunity, and I wanted to know which way to run.

“They hustled me down a dark hall and flung me into a little room not much bigger than a closet. I felt around the walls and made sure there was no window in the place, then sat down on the floor to think things over. Almost before I realized it they were back—three of ’em—and I saw I’d been mistaken in my first guess. They weren’t Negroes, but some sort of dark-skinned foreigners—Turks or something.”

“Eh, Turks, you say, Mademoiselle?” de Grandin interjected. “How is it that you—”

“Well, maybe they weren’t Turks, they might have been Arabs or something like that. All I know is that they were almost as dark as colored men, except that they were more coffee-colored than chocolate-tinted, and they all wore turbans, and when they talked to each other it sounded like smashing china.

“Two of ’em grabbed me and the other one put his nose almost against mine and said something that sounded like ‘carbarn,’ or—”

“Dieu de Dieu!” de Grandin ejaculated. “Kurban!”

“Maybe that was it,” the girl conceded. “I wasn’t paying much attention to exact pronunciation right then; I had other things to think of.

“‘Look here, you,’ I told the man who spoke to me, ‘if you think you can get away with this you’re mighty much mistaken. My uncle’s an alderman, and you’ll have the whole Harrisonville police force on your necks before morning if you don’t turn me loose at once!’

“That seemed to sober him, all right, for he looked surprised and said something to the fellows who had hold of me. I guess he was asking ’em if they thought I told the truth, and I guess they said they did, for they weren’t so rough with me after that, though they didn’t let me go. Instead they took me down the hall to a room where a little, undersized pip squeak was sitting cross-legged on a pile of pillows. He looked as though he’d just come off second best in a bout with a first-class scrapper, too, for his lips were cut and both eyes blackened, and there were two or three bruises on his cheeks.

“Just the same, there was something terrifying about him. I can’t remember being really scared of anything since I was a little girl and lay awake in the nursery waiting for the goblins to come and grab me, and—I had just that sort of all-hot-and-weak-inside feeling when I looked into that little dark-skinned fellow’s eyes. They were a sort of agate-gray, like the eyes of a bad white man set in an evil mulatto’s face, and something seemed to chill me to the bone. It seemed as though his two eyes melted into one, and that one grew and grew till it was as big as the ocean, and the more I tried to look away the more I had to stare at them. All of a sudden I felt myself on my knees—can you imagine? Me on my knees to a little half-portion brown-faced man, sobbing and trembling and so scared I couldn’t speak!

“He looked at me for what seemed like a year, got up and came over to me and put my hair back, examining my ears, looking at ’em and feeling ’em—as if I were a horse or something—then he turned and laced it into those three fellows who had brought me. I couldn’t understand a word he said, of course, but from his tone I knew he was giving ’em the cussing of their lives, and they crouched there and took it like whipped dogs.

“After that they took me out, put me in the car again and blindfolded me, and the next thing I knew I was out on the sidewalk, right before my own door. Can you imagine?”

“Eh bien, Mademoiselle, one can imagine very well indeed; exceedingly, well,” de Grandin assured her. “You are a most fortunate young lady.”

AS WE DROVE HOME he asked suddenly, apropos of nothing: “Does Mademoiselle Frierson remind you of any one you know, by any chance, my friend?”

“H’m, can’t say she—by George, yes!” I answered. “There’s a slight resemblance between her and Madeline Anspacher. They’re about of a size, and both pronounced brunettes, and—”

“Assuredly,” he acquiesced. “One might easily mistake one for the other if one knew neither of them well, especially if the light were indifferent.”

“Then you think Karowli Singh’s servants abducted Eleanor Frierson by mistake, thinking she was Madeline?”

“Perfectly. One suspects the fox when his poultry disappears, my friend.”

“Well, then, why did the rajah, for I suppose it was he to whom she was taken, examine her ears?”

“Tiens, to see if they were, or ever had been pierced, of course,” he answered in a tone of patient resignation. “Madame Anspacher has lived some time in America; time and different environment and Western clothes might make a big difference in her looks, but the earring holes bored in her lobes, the holes in which great loops of gold hung for nearly all her life, could not be hidden, neither could they have healed. Indeed, she still wears studs in her ears, as I observed last night. Mademoiselle Eleanor’s ears have never been pierced for rings. I satisfied myself of that while we interviewed her.”

“And that ‘car-barn’ or whatever it was her captor said to her—what does that mean?” I asked.

“Kurban is a Hindoo word denoting human sacrifice,” he answered, “a sacrifice at which the victim, in order to attain forgiveness for sins committed in this or a prior incarnation, offers herself voluntarily to death.”

“Good heavens, then—” I stopped aghast at the implication his words had raised.

“Precisely, exactly, quite so,” he answered in a level, toneless voice. “You apprehend me perfectly, my friend.”

NORA MCGINNIS, MY HIGHLY efficient household factotum, has a knack of securing her own way. Devout Catholic that she is, she would as soon think of strangling a sleeping infant in its crib as of eating meat on Friday, or (though I am a vestryman in the Episcopal Church and a past potentate of the Shrine) permitting me to do so. Accordingly, the next morning de Grandin and I found the table set with baked bloaters and waffles when we descended to the breakfast room.

“Hélas, I am worried, I am apprehensive and distrait, I can not eat; I have no appetite, me,” the little Frenchman told me dolorously as he pushed away his thrice-replenished plate and drained his fourth cup of well-creamed coffee. “Behold, it is already after nine o’clock and Monsieur Édouard has not yet telephoned. I fear for their safety, my friend. That Karowli Singh, he is a rascal of the finest brew. I know him. He is altogether and decidedly no good. While I served as captain in the army of his late and unlamented papa I had abundant opportunity to observe the present maharajah of Dhittapur, then a charming little coffee-colored brat who sadly needed cuffing. I have seen him torture helpless animals for pure love of cruelty; have a peacock plucked alive or a leopard’s claws and teeth pulled out before he fought the poor beast with his sword, prodding it repeatedly with his steel until he wearied of the sport and had the maimed and helpless thing thrown to his savage dogs or clubbed to death by his grooms. Eh bien, yes; I know him, and I should dearly love to twist his nose.”

He lighted a cigarette and blew a twin column of smoke through his nostrils toward the ceiling. “Unless they telephone soon,” he began, but the cachinnating summons of the ’phone bell cut him short, and he hastened to the farther room to answer it.

“But certainly,” I heard him reply to the caller’s query. “And how is Madame—mon Dieu, you can not mean it! But certainly, right away, at once; immediately.

“Come, my friend,” he bade as he rejoined me in the breakfast room, “let us hasten, let us rush, let us fly with all expedition!”

“Where—”

“To those Durham Courts. She—Madame Anspacher—has gone away, vanished, evaporated completely.”

Edward Anspacher met us in the foyer of his apartment, wonder and apprehension struggling for mastery of his features. “We were both pretty well tired with packing and making preparations for our trip,” he told us, “and I think Madeline fell asleep at once. I know I did. I was so tired I overslept, for I remember distinctly that the clock was striking nine when I woke up with a raging toothache.

“Madeline was sleeping peacefully as a child and I hated to disturb her; so I got up quietly as possible and went into the bathroom for some aspirin. I couldn’t have been five minutes, altogether, but when I came back she was gone, and my toothache had stopped as suddenly as it began.”

“U’m?” de Grandin murmured. “You have been suffering with mal de dents recently, Monsieur?”

“No. My teeth are exceptionally healthy, and I’d finished my semi-yearly visit to the dentist last week. He told me there wasn’t a sign of a cavity or diseased root anywhere; in fact, all he did was clean them. Why I should have had that sudden ache is more than I can—”

“But it is no mystery to me, my friend,” the Frenchman interrupted. “I damn think it was the same sort of toothache that the tiger which frightened good Friend Trowbridge was a beast—a juggler’s trick, by blue!”

The room was in confusion. Two wardrobe trunks, one a man’s, one a woman’s, stood on end by the door, and beside them rested several kit-bags and suitcases. On the chaise-longue at the bed’s foot lay a woman’s tan polo coat and a knitted silk-and-wool sports dress neatly folded. A pair of brown suède oxfords stood toe to toe on the floor beneath, dark-brown silk stockings neatly rolled in rings beside them. Beige crêpe step-ins, bandeau and garter belt reposed beside the dress, and a pair of pigskin gloves with purse to match and a hat of brown felt were on the bureau beside a packed, but open, case of toilet accessories.

“Everything else is packed,” young Anspacher told us with a nod toward the feminine apparel. “Madeline laid those things out to travel in. She must have gone out in her pajamas, for nothing else is missing—even her mules are here,” he indicated a pair of frivolous black-crêpe sandals on the floor beside the bed.

“U’m?” repeated Jules de Grandin musingly, walking toward the bedroom’s single window. Parting the pale gold silk-gauze curtains he looked down to the cement-paved areaway beneath. “Ten meters, at the least,” he estimated, “and no sign of—ah? A-a-ah? Que diable?

“Observe this, if you will be so kind, Friend Trowbridge,” he commanded. “What is it, if you please?”

“H’m,” I examined the object he had lifted from the sill wonderingly, “I’m hanged if I know. It looks like a strand of hair—human hair, I’d say if it weren’t for—” I broke off, regarding his find with bewilderment.

“Yes—yes?” he prompted tartly. “If it were not for what you would classify it as which, my old one?”

“Why, the color,” I replied. “It’s blue, and—”

“Precisely, it is blue, but if it were brown or black or white, or any color save blue or green or purple, you would say that it is human?” he pressed.

“Yes, I think I should.”

“And you should be right. It is human hair, my friend.”

“Blue human hair?” I replied incredulously.

“Blue hair; blue human hair, no less. Have you ever seen such hair before; do not you know its use?”

“No, I can’t say I have—” I began, but Edward Anspacher interrupted:

“I’ve seen blue hair; I know its use!” he burst out suddenly. “The fakirs in India when they do their famous rope trick use a strand of human hair dyed blue. I’ve seen ’em use those ropes in Benares when the pilgrims come to bathe and—”

“Tu parles, mon vieux,” de Grandin told him, “and what was it that they did with them?”

“Why, the fakir would uncoil his rope and swish it round his head like a lasso, then toss it up in the air, pronouncing an incantation, and the thing would stand there, straight and rigid as a pole. An assistant would climb up it and disappear, then suddenly reappear and slide down to the ground. Do you”—he broke off as though ashamed to put his guess in words—“do you suppose there’s really anything to that trick—anything but mere optical illusion, I mean? I’ve seen it worked dozens of times, but—”

“Eh bien, here is one time you did not see it worked, but it was apparently successful,” de Grandin interrupted dryly. “Yes, mon pauvre, I think that there is decidedly more than mere optical illusion to that trick. How they do it I do not know, any more than they know why a voice comes from the empty air when we dial a radio machine; our science is a tight-shut book to them, theirs is equally inscrutable to us; but I make no doubt that the ache which came into your sound and healthy tooth and roused you from your sleep, driving you from your bed to seek an anodyne, was a fakir’s trick, and I also have no doubt that while you ministered to your toothache which was no toothache at all they threw their cursed blue rope up into the air, climbed it and abstracted Madame your wife from her bed.”

“Good God!” exclaimed young Anspacher.

“Precisely,” nodded Jules de Grandin gravely. “Prayers for her are in order, Monsieur.” Then:

“And so is action, by damn it! Me, I shall seek the good Costello and enlist his services. We shall turn this city inside out—take it to pieces bit by little bit, but we shall find her, and there shall we find him. Then”—he smiled unpleasantly—“then Jules de Grandin shall deal with the human reptile as he would with one which crawls upon its belly!”

DETECTIVE SERGEANT COSTELLO OF the Harrisonville police force, Captain Chenevert of the State Constabulary and Jules de Grandin bent above the assessor’s map in the county building. “Somewhere inside this circle it will be,” the Frenchman declared, tapping the chart with his pencil point. “Mademoiselle Frierson declares it was here that she was seized by Karowli Singh’s agents, after which, according to her reckoning, she was driven rapidly for some twenty minutes. It is unlikely that they traveled more than sixty miles an hour; accordingly the place where she was taken lies somewhere inside the circle we have traced. Of that much we are fairly certain.”

“Sure, an’ we may be fairly certain a needle’s hidden somewheres in a haystack, but it’s a hell of a job sayin’ where,” Costello answered gloomily. “That circle’s twenty miles acrost, Doctor de Grandin, sor, an’ that’s some territory to find one little gur-rl in, ’specially when she’s likely to be kilt unless we find her pretty quick.”

The Frenchman nodded agreement, but: “That is where you and Captain Chenevert can assist in the process of elimination,” he returned. “Here are dwellings indicated. You can identify most of them, and tell something of their tenants. This, for instance”—he indicated the outline of a church and its appurtenant buildings—“is a house of worship. Either you or Captain Chenevert can tell us something of the clergyman in charge. At least you can say definitely that it could not have been here that Karowli Singh was when Mademoiselle Frierson was brought to him by mistake for Madame Anspacher. N’est-ce-pas?”

“Sure, I git ye,” Costello answered. “I don’t know every one whose house is indicated on th’ plat, neither does th’ Captain, but between us we can git th’ necessary information, I from th’ city policemen on th’ beats, an’ he from th’ throopers who patrol those parts o’ th’ country outside th’ city limits. How long can ye give us fer to git th’ dope, sor?”

De Grandin consulted the watch strapped to his wrist. “It is now half-past two,” he answered. “I do not think that they will start their devilment before sundown. Report to me at half-past six at least, and we can then plan our strategy. You agree?”

“Surest thing ye know, sor,” the big detective answered; then, to Captain Chenevert:

“Let’s git goin’, sor; we’ve a power o’wor-rk to do, an’ divilish little time to do it in, I’m thinkin’.”

“ARRAH, DOCTOR DE GRANDIN, sor, it’s dead I thought ye were entirely when I seen them big, black shiny cars all parked in th’ side yard,” declared Costello when he and Captain Chenevert called with their report. “Phwat’s th’ idea of all th’ funeral scenery, if I may ask?”

“I should be desolated if you failed to do so,” the Frenchman answered with a grin. “We have a still hunt to make tonight. Somewhere in a quite extensive territory there is secreted a single small woman and we do not know how many miscreants who are spoiling for a slight degree of killing. We must take them by surprise, or all is lost, for they will surely murder her if they realize we are near. Very good. It is, therefore, doubly necessary that we do not advertise our advent. Did we go upon our expedition in police cars and motorcycles we might as well march in battalion formation with field music. Accordingly I have borrowed from Monsieur Martin, the amiable mortician, six limousines, each capable of carrying eight passengers in comfort. These cars will cruise the country over and create no comment. You apprehend my strategy?”

“True fer ye, sor,” the sergeant complimented, and Captain Chenevert nodded approbation, “there was one dam’ fine policeman lost when ye decided to retire from th’ wor-rk.”

“Tiens, priests, soldiers, doctors and policemen never retire, my friend,” de Grandin answered with a smile. “They may enter other lines of work, but always, underneath, they cling all tightly to the instincts of their one-time calling.”

SO CAREFULLY HAD COSTELLO and Chenevert canvassed their respective divisions of the suspected territory that only ten or a dozen buildings remained on their lists of possibilities. These were mostly vacant residences, deserted factories or houses whose occupants were known or suspected of having traffic with the underworld. It was agreed that a limousine loaded with policemen and state troopers should go immediately to each place, the officer in charge of each detachment being armed with a John Doe search warrant. If no signs of Madeline Anspacher or the retinue of Karowli Singh were found, the cars were to return to their rendezvous at my house, where further strategy would be planned.

An hour, two, passed, and one by one the cars returned, each with reports of failure. Eight strokes were sounding on the Town Hall tower clock when the final car drove up, and de Grandin, the two officers, young Edward Anspacher and I gathered in the study for a council of war.

“Looks like we skipped a bet, afther all,” Costello began wearily. “Maybe if ye’d ‘a’ drawn yer circle wider, sor—”

“Attendez!” de Grandin’s sharp admonition broke him off. “What place is this, mes amis?” he pointed to a sketch upon the map. “Has any one been there?”

“That? Why, it’s old St. Malachy’s Home,” responded Captain Chenevert. “It was used as an orphanage twenty years ago, then turned into some sort of sanitarium for the feeble-minded, taken over as a recuperation home for sick and wounded officers during the war, and finally abandoned when the archdiocese acquired the new home over at Shelbyville. The place is just a ruin and—”

“And we shall go there tout de suite, by blue!” de Grandin cut in sharply. “It lies a good five miles outside our circle of suspicion, but Mademoiselle Frierson may easily have been mistaken in her calculations, and we, by damn, we can not afford to reject a single clue. Come, let us be upon our way. En avant, mes braves.”

As we drove quietly out the Albemarle Road toward the deserted orphanage, we passed a group of greenhouses, and de Grandin called a halt.

“Monsieur, is it that you have the souci—how do you call him? the marigold—here?” he asked the florist.

“Plenty,” the other answered. “Want a couple o’ dozen?”

“A dozen? Two? Mais non, I will take your entire stock, and quickly, if you please,” replied the Frenchman. “Give them to us right away, immediately, at once, if you will be so kind.”

“What the devil—” Captain Chenevert began wonderingly as de Grandin distributed the tawny blooms to each member of the raiding-party with injunctions to wear them fastened to their blouses.

“To circumvent the Evil One and his sworn assistants, my friend,” the little Frenchman answered. “Tonight we go out against those who fight with weapons of the flesh and of the spirit also. I would not have it said that we were unprepared.”

SILENTLY AS A FLEET of gondolas our motorcade swept out the broad turnpike, circled the rise of ground on which the half-dismantled orphans’ home stood, and came to a halt. De Grandin called the officers around him for a final conference before the attack. “You will see strange things, mes enfants,” he warned, “but do not be dismayed. Press forward steadily, and on no account discharge your weapons until you hear my whistle. You, mon capitaine, will take your men, form them in a crescent and proceed up the slope from the south; you, Sergeant, will please deploy your force in another half-moon and advance from the north. Doctor Trowbridge, Monsieur Anspacher and I will take three troopers and two policemen and press forward from this point. Keep in contact with us, if you please, for we shall lead the reconnaissance.

“Should any try to pass you, you will stop them.”

“Did you say stop ’em, sir?” asked a state trooper, dropping his hand negligently on the butt of his service pistol.

The little Frenchman grinned appreciatively. “Your judgment is unquestionably sound, mon vieux,” he answered. “Use it.

“When you have drawn your cordon round the house, give a soft owl’s hoot,” he continued. “You understand? Bon. Allez-vous-en!”

CAUTIOUSLY WE TOILED UP the steep slope, taking advantage of such cover as offered, keeping our gaze fixed on the gloomy pile which crowned the hill.

Almost at the crest of the rise we paused a moment, and I thrust my gloved hand into my mouth to stifle the involuntary cry of horror which pressed against my lips. “Look—look, de Grandin!” I whispered fearfully. “There—there must be thousands of them!”

Coiling, twisting, hissing, writhing in a horrid living chain about the hill-top was a veritable chevaux-de-frise of serpents, their small eyes gleaming balefully in the pale moonlight, peaked heads rearing menacingly, forked tongues darting warning and defiance. Another forward step and we should have walked right into the venomous cordon, and I shuddered as I realized what we had escaped.

“Jeez!” cried the trooper at my right as he snatched his pistol from its holster and leveled it at the seething mass of serpents.

“Fool! Remember my commands; no shooting!” de Grandin hissed, seizing the man’s wrist and twisting the muzzle of his pistol toward the ground. “Would you advertise our coming? Regardez—”

Plucking a marigold blossom from his lapel he tossed it into the center of the writhing snakes.

Only once before had I seen anything comparable to what resulted. That was when a careless passer-by had dropped a glowing cigarette stump into the curb side exhibit of a peddler of celluloid toys. Now, as the inflammable playthings had caught fire and vanished in a puff of flame, just so did the picket-line of snakes suddenly dissolve before us, vanishing in the twinkling of an eye, and leaving our way clear and unobstructed across the frost-jeweled grass.

“Onward, my friends; quickly, they are at their devil’s work already!” the Frenchman ordered in a low, tense voice, and even as he spoke the deep, reverberant tolling of a gong sounded from the darkened house ahead.

Forward we hurried, creeping from tree trunk to tree trunk, crawling on hands and knees from bush to bush, wriggling ventre à terre when the cover was too scant to hide us otherwise.

The big old house was dark as Erebus, but as we crouched by the foundation we descried a tiny beam of light leaking from a broken window, and at de Grandin’s signal rose and glued our eyes to the cracked and dust-soiled pane.

The room in which we looked had evidently been used as the assembly hall, for it was as large as a small theater, and by the dim light of several oil-lamps swinging from the ceiling we could pick out every detail of the scene. A group of some twenty swart-faced turbaned men squatted tailor-fashion in a circle, while straight ahead, on a sort of dais formed of heaped-up pillows, lolled an olive-skinned young man, handsome in a sinister Oriental way, but with the weak face of a petulant, spoiled child. His head was wrapped in a turban of shimmering silk from the front of which flashed a diamond aigret. Over his shoulders dropped a cloak of leopardskin lined with scarlet, and round his neck and on his breast lay row on row of perfectly matched pearls and emeralds. Three dark-skinned, cameo-featured women, wrapped about head and shoulders with jewel-fringed shawls of red and black, crouched on the cushions at his feet. Naked save for turban and breech-clout, an emaciated old man with the straggling beard and mocking, sardonic eyes of an old and vicious goat squatted cross-legged on a mat before the dais.

A single glance identified the young man lolling on the piled-up cushions; for once seen, that sinister, cruel face could not be forgotten, whatever type of head-gear its owner wore. It was Karowli Singh, Maharajah of Dhittapur, who held his court here—for what purpose we knew all too well.

Once again the deep-toned gong boomed sonorously, and the rajah raised his hand in signal.

The folding doors at the farther end of the room slid back noiselessly, and two black-robed, hooded women entered, leading a third between them. It was Madeline Anspacher, yet it was not Madeline Anspacher, the Christian wife of a Christian American, but Kamla Devi, the Hindoo girl, naikin bayadère of the Inner Temple, and wife of Vishnu, the Preserver of the Universe, who stepped with meek, bowed head into this hall of Oriental justice.

Her head was covered with a shawl, or sari, of gold and black which fell across her shoulders, crossed at the bosom, then trailed its jewel-adorned fringes at her feet. Between her eyes was set a tiny, fiery-red caste mark, which stood out against the pale flesh like a new wound. Great ear-rings of gold, thick-set with glowing emeralds, caressed her cheeks, a smaller hoop of gold in which a gorgeous emerald solitaire gleamed vividly was in her nose. Her arms were fairly weighted down with bracelets of raw gold close-set with flashing emeralds, and on her rounded bare ankles were broad golden bands adorned with tiny, tinkling bells and fitted with fine golden chains each of which ended in a brilliantly jeweled toe-ring.

And now she stood before the rajah, no longer with bowed head, but proudly, almost arrogantly, like a princess of the blood, straight as a candle-flame in a windless room.

For a moment she stood thus; then, hands palm to palm, fingers pointing down, she bent her head and murmured: “As the gods command I come to thee, my lord, that thou mayest do with me as thou wilt. Ram, Sita, Ram!”

The young man on the dais smiled. “Does Kamla Devi come as a naikin bayadère?” he demanded.

“Nay, dreadful lord of life and death,” she answered, lifting the mantle of black and gold tissue from her head and shoulders and dropping it at her feet, “behold, with unveiled head she stands before thee like a slave. Do with her as thou wilt. Ram, Sita, Ram!”

“’Tis not enough,” he told her. “Kamla Devi has sinned past hope of pardon. She must taste of utmost degradation.”

“Hearing and obeying,” she replied, and with a swift brushing motion of her hand effaced the glowing caste mark from her brow, then from round her throat unclasped the triple-stranded necklace of pearls and emeralds and dropped it on the crumpled sari at her feet. From her arms she swept the golden bracelets, and slipped the tinkling, bell-hung anklets over her slim feet, laying them beside the other jewels on the discarded mantle; last of all, with a convulsive gesture she ripped the fastenings of her short, gem-embroidered jacket open, and as her breasts were bared, fell forward on her face, elbows to the floor, hands clasped above her bowed neck. As she dropped prostrate in utter self-abasement, I noticed that the palms of her hands and feet and the part in her hair were painted bright vermilion, and with a wondering start recalled hearing that Hindoo women who died before their husbands were thus adorned before the bearers took their bodies to the burning-ghat for incineration.

“As a slave of slaves Kamla Devi lies before thy feet, my lord, divested of her caste and ornaments, her bosoms bared like any casteless woman’s, and makes thee offer of her forfeited life. Do with her as thou wilt. Ram, Sita, Ram!” she sobbed despairingly.

The aged, goat-faced man turned toward the youth upon the dais. “What shall be the punishment, O Mightiness?” he asked in a high, cracked voice.

The rajah closed his eyes in thought a moment, then answered slowly: “She is too fair to break with stones or burn with fire or smash with flailing clubs, O Holy One. I am much inclined to show her mercy. What is thy thought?”

“Ahee,” the old man chuckled, “the night is young and death ends everything, my lord; do not drain the cup of vengeance at a single gulp. Let her dance with Nag and Nagaina, and let this be the judgment of her sins.”

“Wah, thou hast spoken wisely, O brother of the elephant. Let her dance with Nag and with Nagaina,” said the rajah.

“Good God!” I heard young Anspacher sob hysterically. “Nag and Nagaina! That means—”

“Be still, you fool!” de Grandin hissed. “We must await the others. Name of a name, why do they not come?”

The bearded, goat-faced man had risen and disappeared into the farther room. In a moment he returned with a pot-shaped basket of woven rushes covered with a scarlet cloth. A silken thong hung round his neck, something gruesomely like a skull dependent from it.

He set the basket down some ten feet from the girl, resumed his squatting posture at the rajah’s feet and, unlooping the silk cord from his neck, began swinging the gourd—if it were a gourd—to which it was attached. Backward and forward, right, left; left, right, like a slowly oscillating pendulum he swung the bleached, skull-like sphere. He beat it as it swung, striking short, light taps with finger-tips and palms alternately, and it sounded with a hollow, melancholy murmur, a clucking, syncopated sort of rhythm, every seventh beat accentuated:


Tock, tock-a-tock-a, tock—

Tock, tock-a-tock-a, tock . . .



Monotonously, insistently, endlessly the pounding rhythm sounded:


Tock, tock-a-tock-a, tock—

Tock, tock-a-tock-a, tock . . .



He stared at the rush basket with fixed, hot eyes, and presently the red cloth on its top stirred slightly, as though lifted by a vagrant breath of wind.


Tock, tock-a-tock-a, tock . . .



The red cloth stirred again, slipped back an inch or so, and a flat, wedge-shaped head, set with little, gleaming eyes of green, reared from the opening. Another rose beside it, and now we saw the lamplight glitter evilly on the gray-white scalings of snakes’ bellies as two giant cobras, one male, one female, writhed across the basket’s lip, dropped thudding to the floor and coiled with upreared heads and outspread hoods, as though seeking to locate the throbbing drum.

“Rise and dance, O Kamla Devi; rise and dance with Nag and Nagaina and sing the snake-song to them as you dance. Sing long, my little nightingale, sing well, little thrush, sing sweetly, little linnet of the slim, white throat, for when you cease to sing you die,” laughed Karowli Singh, and as he spoke the drum’s soft sobbing ceased, and a silence like the silence of the tomb seemed rushing in to fill the air to overflowing.

“S-s-s-sss!” The great male cobra, Nag, coiled itself, its green eyes flashing evilly, its darting tongue signalling its anger. Then slowly it lowered its head and glided swiftly forward toward the girl’s white feet.

“S-S-S-sss!” Nagaina, the female, joined her mate, and twisted her gleaming coils across the floor.

Kamla Devi leaped into the air with the litheness of an acrobat, landing with a little thudding sound some three feet from the snakes, and as she poised on slender, outspread toes, she pirouetted slowly, and from her parted lips there came a chant, a rising, falling, faintly surging and receding monotonous sing-song; raucous, metallic—like the music of a snake-charmer’s pipe.

The hooded reptiles paused, reared their heads, and seemed to listen. Suddenly, from right and left, as though by concerted agreement, they raised their heads still higher, opened their jaws till the deadly poison-fangs gleamed whitely in the lamplight, and struck.

The girl rose upward in a soaring leap, and the driving, venom-laden heads passed like twin lightning strokes beneath her, missing her feet by less than three scant inches.

We heard the serpents hiss with fury as they missed their stroke, saw them lengthen out, then coil again, one to the left, the other to the right.

Louder, more insistently rose the chanting, whining wail, and again the snakes poised doubtfully, reddish-black tongues shooting out between blue-black lips, heads swaying as they watched the whirling dancer and listened to her song.

She faltered in the chant. Her throat was getting dry. She stumbled in her step; her feet were growing heavy, and again the serpents hissed their warning signal and struck and hissed again in fury as they missed the twinkling, fear-winged feet.

“Enough of this, parbleu!” de Grandin rasped. “If Costello and the captain are not ready we must take our chance against them as we are. We can not linger longer—she is tiring fast, and—”

Quaveringly, lightly through the night came the call of a screech-owl, and as it sounded Jules de Grandin drew his pistol, rested it upon the window-sill for better aim and fired.

He shot with all the daintiness of precision which characterized his every act, whether it were tying his cravat, snipping off a vermiform appendix from a quivering colon or adjusting his silk hat, and as though drawn to their targets by force of magnetism, his bullets struck. Shot followed shot so closely that the second was more like a continuation than an echo of the first. But each one was effective, for ere the startled Hindoos could so much as cry a warning to each other the two cobras lay upon the floor, their gleaming, scale-clad bodies quivering in the agony of sudden death, their poison-freighted heads ripped open by the soft-nosed slugs from his revolver.

“Wh-e-ep!” The shrilling of the whistle sounded deafeningly, and as he blew a second blast there came the drumming of heavy feet upon the sagging floors, the hammer of crowbars on the rotting doors, and Captain Chenevert and his men, followed by Costello and his forces, surged into the room. De Grandin mounted to the window-sill and leaped into the house, Anspacher, the officers and I following as best we could.

Cries, shots, the crack of butt-plates on bare skulls, the flash of knives and reek of gunpowder filled the place, mingled with such strange oaths as only soldiers know as the troopers and policemen drove the Hindoos to the wall and held them there.

“Belly th’ wall, ye monkey-faced omad-hauns,” Costello ordered. “Th’ first one as tur-rns round gits a mouthful o’ teeth pushed down ’is throat!”

The captives cowered cringingly, all but the maharajah. Scoundrel he was, heartless, unscrupulous, degenerate; but no coward.

“Bhowanee blast thee, Siva smite thee with his wrath!” he screamed at Jules de Grandin, his face gone gray with rage at thwarted vengeance. “Could I but meet thee man to man—”

“Tiens, my little vicious one, that can be easily arranged,” the Frenchman interrupted. “Though you showed little liking for fair play when you held this poor girl within your power, I will give you one last chance to fight, and—”

“Take them outside,” he ordered, motioning to the maharajah’s suite. “But leave this one to me. He and I have business to transact.”

“Shall we wait? Will ye be comin’ soon, sor?” Costello asked.

“But certainly, my friend; either that or—” he raised his shoulders in a shrug as he selected two keen-edged scimitars dropped in the mêlée and thrust them point-downward in the center of the floor. “Friend Trowbridge will remain to see fair play,” he added. “Should he come forth accompanied only by this one”—he nodded toward the rajah—“I beseech you to permit him to depart in peace and unmolested. Me, I shall not come out alone, I do assure you. Go out, my friends, for I am anxious to have done.”

“Is it to be a dool?” Costello asked.

“More like an execution—but not of the death sentence; that would be too easy,” the Frenchman answered. “Now go and leave me to my work.

“En garde!” he ordered sharply as the officers went out with their prisoners. “Karowli Singh, thou son and grandson of a stinking camel, if you defeat me you go free; if not I take such vengeance as is just!”

Like savage cats they faced each other, circling slowly round, eyes gleaming with as pitiless a glint as that their weapons caught from the uncertain lamplight.

Suddenly the rajah charged, scimitar swinging like a whirling windmill—I heard the curved blade whistle through the air. De Grandin gave ground rapidly, skipping lightly back, making no attempt to meet his adversary’s steel.

The Hindoo’s white teeth flashed in a snarling smile. “Coward, poltroon, craven!” he taunted. “The gods fight with me; I, their chosen one—”

“Will choose no more to torture helpless beasts and women, I damn think!” the Frenchman interrupted. “Cochon va!”

The trick was worked so quickly that I could not follow it; but it seemed as if he drove straight forward with his blade, then slacked his thrust in mid-stab and cut a slashing S-shaped gash in the air before the other’s face. Whatever the technique, the result was instant, for the rajah’s sword seemed to fly from his hand as though he flung it from him, and a second later de Grandin raised his point and dashed his hilt into the other’s mouth, sending him sprawling to the floor.
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