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IS cigar had gone out unheeded, 
as he sat with head bowed on his 
broad chest. Unheeded also were 

the flakes of white ash that sprinkled his 
vest. Spread out in the large swivel chair, 
his feet and legs stretched straight in front 
of him; his body sunken till he sat, as it 

were, on the small of his back; his head 
tilted till his cigar tip touched the wrinkled 
folds of his vest, he appeared asleep in the 
murky rays of the yellow light over the 
desk. But one glimpse of the heavy-
browed eyes would have told you he was 
far from asleep; in fact you would have 
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agreed that a keen, active mind was at 
work under his grizzled curly hair. 
 “H. A. MACEY, M.D.” read the 
weather beaten sign beside the door of the 
old brown house, and “Doc” Macey he 
was called throughout the countryside. 
Citizens would have told you that he was 
the best medical man in the county. 
 But his country patients would 
have become wide-eyed with wonder and 
disbelief, had they known that, though he 
was known familiarly as “Doc Macey” to 
them, he was known to the scientific, far 
beyond their ken, as Professor Macey, 
with a string of letters as long as a kite tail 
after his name. 
 He had come to them some years 
back to take over the practice of old Dr. 
James, who had departed this life to stand 
before the Greatest Physician of all, and 
had quickly won their hearts by his skill 
and understanding. But it is hard to say 
what they would have thought of him had 
they really known who he was. 
 A few short years before, his paper 
on “Physiognomy and Related Hereditary 
Instincts” had taken the scientific world by 
storm and made him an outstanding figure 
in the scientific societies throughout the 
civilized world. Then, a year later, came 
another: “Searching Out the Prehistoric 
Man Through His Present Day Ancestors.” 
 This had been taken in an entirely 
different light and had been laughed to 
scorn by the very colleagues and friends 
who had so enthusiastically applauded his 
previous paper. Hurt to the heart by this, 
he had buried himself in this sleepy little 
village, and soon was completely 
forgotten. 
 But the scornful laughter of his 
former friends had not quenched his ardor 
for the beloved subject of his research, and 
he had labored and planned continuously 
in his spare time ever since he had exiled 

himself in Stockton, and now tonight he 
was about to put his theories to the 
supreme test. 
 In appearance, he had a broad, high 
forehead; dark, piercing eyes, which 
continually looked over the top of his 
spectacles, so completely ignoring them at 
times, that one wondered why he wore 
them at all. He was looking over them at 
the particular time we open our story, 
gazing abstractedly at a lurid calendar on 
the opposite wall of the office. Suddenly 
his eyes shifted to the old clock above the 
calendar. Noting the time, he straightened 
up in his chair, brushing the cigar ashes 
from his vest as he did so. 
 As he rose to his feet a long, 
mellow whistle came through the still air, 
and with a rumble and crash, the 7:15 local 
came to a grinding stop at the village 
depot, a block down the street. A short 
pause and the train was on its way again. 
 The Doctor stepped to the window 
and peered out, trying to pierce the murky 
twilight in the direction of the station. But, 
as it was fast growing dark, he soon gave 
it up and turned to poke up the grate fire, 
fidgeting with the tongs and coal bucket, 
now and then turning his head toward the 
door to listen. At last he was rewarded by 
hearing footsteps crunching up the gravel 
walk outside. The ancient gong on the 
door gave forth a blurred and strangled 
sound and the Doctor strode forward and 
flung it wide open. 
 Outside stood a tall, thin man, 
whose thin smooth-shaven face appeared 
dimly in the sickly light that shone through 
the open doorway. 
 “Come in, come in,” boomed the 
Doctor, in a deep mellow voice, reaching 
out and grasping the other by the hand, “I 
was afraid you couldn’t come. Ah,” he 
added, as another figure loomed behind 
the first one, on the gravel walk. This 
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proved to be a middle-aged man with a 
heavy black beard. The tall, thin man 
turned to the other and quickly introduced 
them. “This is Prof. Raoul Le Brun, of the 
University of Marseilles, Doctor Macey. 
He is on a visit to this country, and strange 
to say, I found out last week that he is 
interested in the very theories and 
researches which you and I are following. 
 
THE Doctor shook the French scientist’s 
hand warmly and motioning them inside to 
chairs, closed the door on the cold March 
night. 
 “That is interesting to say the 
least,” he exclaimed. “How did he happen 
to strike upon our particular pet theory?” 
he asked the thin man, who, by the way 
was none other than the Prof. Mannering, 
of the New York Museum, and a world 
authority on Paleontology and 
Anthropology. 
 “I will answer the question myself, 
my good Doctor,” said the Frenchman, 
with a good command of English. In fact, 
he spoke it fluently. “You are the one who 
interested me.” 
 “I?” exclaimed the Doctor. “How? 
I never saw you till a few moments ago, 
man.” 
 “How?” echoed the Frenchman. 
“I’ve read every word you ever wrote and 
your last paper, before you dropped out of 
sight, set me afire. It was an entirely new 
thought and though most of the scientific 
world laughed, the fools, believe me, 
Doctor, I didn’t laugh. I saw your point 
and the logic of it made me gasp. And 
seeing that you believed in it was enough 
for me. But, you did not even hint as to 
your methods.” 
 “I know, I know,” admitted the 
Doctor, “to have done so right away would 
have made the most of them laugh the 
louder, and set the rest to experimenting. 

That, beyond a doubt, would have resulted 
in some sort of trouble. You remember 
what happened when young Prinz got hold 
of some of my papers on chemistry at the 
University and nearly blew up the 
laboratory one night. No, no, that would 
have never done, to set some of those 
scatter-brains on a scent that would have 
soon either lost them or have gotten so hot 
they couldn’t have held it. 
 “I have had to feel my way very 
cautiously and work in seclusion to bring 
my researches up to the point I have 
reached tonight. I have asked Prof. 
Mannering to be present here tonight, at 
my first real experiment and am more than 
glad, Prof. Le Brun, to have you also.” 
 “Even to meet you has been the 
crowning result of my visit to your so 
wonderful country, but to be present at 
your great experiment, ah, I am delighted 
beyond words,” and the Frenchman’s 
black eyes gleamed with hearty 
satisfaction. “But, pray, Doctor,” he 
continued, “would you be so kind as to 
outline your theory and your methods?” 
 “Of course, of course,” exclaimed 
the Doctor, “but first let us compose 
ourselves a little more comfortably.” He 
shook up the fire and bade them draw their 
chairs closer to it. Passing cigars to each 
one, he took one himself and seated 
between the two, proceeded to light up. 
 “To begin with, I am, as you both 
are no doubt, a deep student of the human 
face and body and their characteristics. 
 “Now, you often note human faces 
that resemble the faces of other than 
humans. For instance, you will note a 
person with a long nose and close set eyes, 
what more natural than to compare this 
person with one of the lower animals, such 
as a fox or a rat; a tall, thin person with a 
stork, one with quick movements with a 
wren or a sparrow? A fat face with a 
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snout-like nose resembles a pig and 
usually such a countenance is 
accompanied by a body of swinish 
proportions and habits and brains. Not 
always, note you, but there are times when 
you meet one with such strong features 
along these lines that you unconsciously 
place them in some such category. Do you 
follow me?” 
 The others nodded without 
speaking and the Doctor went on. 
 “What is more natural, taking into 
consideration the theory of evolution, 
which no one with common sense doubts, 
to go one step further and say, ‘that person 
is a throwback.’ In other words, you say, 
‘the strain of his prehistoric ancestors has 
come to the surface more or less strongly.’ 
Do I make myself clear?” 
 Again they nodded. 
 “Now if our theory is not faulty, 
how can we prove it? We cannot ask a 
man if his grandfather was a bear or a 
monkey, because we know he was not, but 
at the same time, taking into consideration 
the fact that a man’s knowledge of his 
progenitors, grandfather, or great-
grandfather, goes only as far back as this, 
how are we going to get beyond the great-
grandfather and the great-great-great 
grandfather, till we get to his ancestors 
back beyond the time when man first 
walked the earth as the man we see him 
today; back into the time of steamy 
swamps and lagoons, peopled with 
creatures we know nothing of, except for a 
few fossil remains, whose skeletons we 
have in your museum? As we well know, 
man has many of the instincts of his pre-
historic forefathers, such as, fear of the 
dark and so on. So have all the other 
creatures, that have come up from the past 
with man. Even pigeons, who have never 
heard a gun fired, will fly in terror at the 
sound of an automobile back-firing, which 

is nothing but inherited instinct handed 
down from ancestors who had been hunted 
as game in some time not long past. 
 “Now we come to the last step in 
my reasoning and then I will explain my 
theory and the idea for my experiment, 
tonight. We all have, as you know, the 
sub-conscious mind. After following the 
thought I have outlined to you, what is 
more natural than to believe that the 
memories in the subconscious mind are 
passed on from one generation to another, 
accumulating and storing away all these 
instincts, down until the present time, we 
have within us the instincts accumulated 
from the first creatures,” 
 He paused and glanced from one to 
the other. 
 The Frenchman blew out his breath 
with a great cloud of smoke—“Wonderful 
reasoning,” he exclaimed. Professor 
Mannering sat staring at the Doctor, too 
absorbed to realize that his cigar had long 
since ceased to burn. “By Gad, Macey, it’s 
possible, it’s possible,” he finally assented. 
 The Doctor smiled and held up his 
hand. 
 “Wait, I’m not through yet. The 
next step is this: Now your own minds, 
gentlemen, are continually absorbing new 
thoughts, new experiences, your eyes 
impressing photographs on your minds, 
which retain them. You can visualize the 
faces of friends and scenes of the years 
past, but not beyond your present life. 
Now why, if this so-called sub-conscious 
mind can retain the blind instincts of the 
dim past, why not the actual experiences 
and sights that taught it these instincts? It 
is my theory that it does, and I am going to 
prove it or disprove it tonight.” 
 “How?” they both asked together. 
 “How would you, Professor 
Mannering,” continued the Doctor, “get at 
the truth from a man you suspected of 
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lying to you? Torture? No. Persuasion? He 
would laugh at you. How, I ask you?” 
 Professor Mannering hesitated. 
“Well,” he said at last, “there is only one 
thing else you could try,” he paused. “Go 
on,” said the Doctor, “and that is what?” 
 “Hypnotism,” answered the 
Professor. 
 “That’s it, that’s it exactly,” 
beamed the Doctor, rubbing his hands 
together. “Hypnotism.” 
 He arose and paced the floor. 
“Gentlemen, I’ve been studying hypnotism 
ever since I dropped from sight, more than 
five years ago. This quiet place has an 
ideal environment to concentrate in and I 
have made great strides—even beyond my 
own expectations. I’ve experimented with 
everything I could think of and have gone 
a long way, but tonight,” he exclaimed, 
“tonight, I am going to try a wholly 
different experiment for the first time.” 
 Arising, he said, “Come with me.” 
He led them to a door in the rear of the 
house. Opening it, they passed down a 
flight of steps to the basement. 
 
 

CHAPTER II 
The Sub-Conscious Mind Searcher 

 
 
PASSING through the basement, he 
opened a door in the old stone foundation 
wall, and passed through into an 
underground room that was fitted up as a 
laboratory, with rows upon rows of 
shelves, various-sized tables and all the 
odds and ends of scientific research 
scattered about in orderly confusion. At 
one end was a peculiar table with glass 
legs and top, the legs being inserted in 
rubber feet, somewhat like the rubber tips 
on a pair of crutches, only that these were 
larger and were made of sponge rubber. 

On this table was a large glass case, held 
together with metal rods with thumb 
screws on their ends, The Doctor led them 
over to this table, 
 “Behold!” he cried. In the glass 
case were two weird-looking helmets of 
some sort of glistening metal, with various 
knobs and electrical connections scattered 
over their domes. These helmets were 
evidently designed to cover the entire head 
and face. There was a large ground glass 
plate on the one, and a sort of fine meshed 
screen on the other, at a point that would 
cover the eyes of the wearer. On the 
whole, a very weird, uncanny looking 
apparatus. The two visitors gazed at this 
exhibit in wondering silence, which the 
Doctor finally broke. 
 “This, gentlemen,” he began, “is 
what I have named The Sub-Conscious 
Mind Searcher.” He paused a moment. 
“Before I explain it I will first tell you 
what led up to the creation of it. As you 
know, the human mind has its limits of 
power. In my experiments I had reached 
the uttermost limit my mind could go and 
still I was far from my objective, which, as 
I have already told you, was the delving 
into the sub-conscious mind, the reaching 
of the dim past of that sub-conscious 
mind. Try as I might, I could go no further 
back than a few generations. Yes, I got 
that far back, but beyond that I could not 
penetrate. It was like trying to see beyond 
the glow of a flashlight on a dark night. 
My mind could go no further. What, then, 
would give my mind the necessary added 
power? It was a year before the solution 
was found. Then it came to me suddenly 
that some sort of electrical energy might 
be the answer. 
 “Accordingly I experimented with 
the various known light rays, the X-ray, 
the infra-red ray, the violet ray and even 
discovered some new ones. Some were too 
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strong and others too weak to be of any 
use, or were too far from the exact type I 
required to be thought of. I began to search 
for a ray that was hitherto unknown. I 
finally found it and in my experiments to 
find it I also discovered the way to use and 
control it and at last evolved this 
apparatus, an apparatus so delicate and 
sensitive that I keep it in this bullet-proof 
glass case, on a glass table, protected by 
the rubber feet from the jars and 
vibrations.” 
 While talking he had removed his 
coat and, donning rubber gloves, had 
removed the wing nuts from the ends of 
the rods and allowed one side of the 
curious glass case to drop outward, placing 
it gently on the table. Taking one of the 
helmets from the case, he held it out for 
them to inspect. 
 “First, you will note inside the 
helmet, these sponge electrodes, that press 
closely against the temples of the wearer, 
when it is placed on the head. Now it has 
been a recent theory of mine that the 
temples were a logical point of contact 
with the brain, thought waves leaving the 
brain passing outward through the 
membranous tissue of the temples. All 
hypnotists, from time immemorial, have 
used the eyes as the medium of thought 
transference and commands to the subject, 
which up to a certain point, is more or less 
correct. But, I go a long step further and 
use, not the eyes, but the temples for my 
results and as I proceed further with my 
explanation, you will see why. This helmet 
is the transmitter, the other one being the 
receiver, which, while it resembles the 
transmitter in general appearance, is of 
quite different construction inside. In the 
dome of the transmitting helmet is the ray 
generator, which receives its power from 
an X-ray cabinet (which I reconstructed to 
meet my requirements), controlled by a 

rheostat. 
 “I concentrated my thoughts upon 
the point I wish to convey to my subject, 
the electrodes at my temples pick up the 
thought impulse, transmit it to the 
generator in the top of the helmet, there it 
is amplified in such a manner as to be 
transmitted over the ray, which is carried 
to the receiving helmet. Then it goes 
through some changes and is further 
amplified, finally traveling to the 
electrodes over the temples of the subject, 
entering his mind and taking complete 
control of it, such control as has never 
been dreamed of heretofore. As you can 
readily understand, in concentrating my 
thoughts and projecting them through the 
medium of the ray, I cannot put the 
thoughts into words at all. I must put them 
into generalized impulses for the simple 
reason that if I did put them into actual 
words, say for instance, in English, when I 
had my subject’s mind back eight or ten 
generations into the past, he, no doubt, 
would be unable to understand English at 
all. So, I must, as I have said, use a means 
similar to that which the lower animals no 
doubt use to understand each other. Do 
you follow me?” 
 His listeners nodded silently, not 
wishing to break into his amazing 
discourse. 
 “You will notice on the receiving 
helmet,” he continued, “the ground glass 
plate covering the entire front over the 
forehead and eyes. Without this plate, 
which is similar to the ground glass 
focusing screen on a camera, and the 
elements connected with it, the rest of the 
apparatus would, of necessity, fail of its 
purpose entirely. This glass acts as the 
receiving end of a compact television unit 
contained in part of the helmet and the 
purpose of this television unit (which, by 
the way, is my own improvement on the 
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regular apparatus used today to project 
news pictures, etc., over long distances) is 
to project in an actual moving scene, the 
thoughts and sights which are passing 
through the subject’s mind. How this is 
accomplished would take me too long to 
explain to you, but, you will see later, it 
actually does this.” 
 He placed the helmet back in the 
case and wiped his broad forehead with a 
large handkerchief. 
 
HIS visitors, who had been listening in 
rapt attention to his every word and 
devouring his invention with their eyes, 
immediately burst forth in a torrent of 
words. The Frenchman actually sputtered 
like a bunch of fire-crackers and even the 
staid Professor Mannering became excited 
and waved his arms like a windmill, 
pointing to this and that part of the 
apparatus, fairly spouting questions. It 
couldn’t be true—had he actually tried 
it—who was to be his subject? And so 
forth. The old Doctor finally stopped them 
with a wave of his hand and a smile. 
 “My friends, not so fast, please,” 
he exclaimed. “In good time, all your 
questions and your doubts will be 
answered and set at rest.” 
 He looked at his watch. Five 
minutes to eleven. “In five minutes my 
subject will be here and then you will 
see—well—what you will see. I will now 
go upstairs to receive him. One word more 
before I go. I must ask you, please, to 
observe him closely and to note his type 
with reference to what I have said on the 
subject of throwbacks. I have searched for 
a long time to get a strong characteristic 
type to experiment on and I think you will 
agree with me that he is a perfect one. I 
ran across him on a small farm, not far 
from here. He is a little dull-witted, but for 
a few dollars I got him to agree to come 

here tonight. He knows it is for some sort 
of harmless experiment, but just what it is 
he doesn’t know and doesn’t care much, as 
long as he gets his money and isn’t 
harmed or ‘cut up’ as he expressed it (he 
thinks all Doctors are surgeons and 
butchers). I think it best that he don’t see 
you at first, so when you hear me coming 
with him just step into that large closet and 
pull the door on a crack. When the 
experiment starts, I will call you out, for 
by that time he will be unable to pay 
attention to anyone but me. Above all 
things, gentlemen, please do not touch the 
helmets, as they are so very sensitive to 
even the slight electromagnetic vibrations 
of the human body, that I have to wear 
these rubber gloves to handle them.” 
 They both nodded their agreement 
and the Doctor proceeded up to the first 
floor of the house. 
 When he had gone his two friends 
looked at each other for a full minute. 
Then the Frenchman broke-out with: 
“Mon Dieu, has the good Doctor gone 
mad? Who ever heard of such a thing? It 
is, to say the least, bewildering. Nom de 
Dieu, to hypnotize with a machine. What 
do you think, my dear friend?” 
 Professor Mannering drew a deep 
breath, leaving it out with a long 
shuddering sigh, “Well, Raoul, I’ve known 
the old boy for years and up to the time he 
disappeared to bury himself down here, 
whatever he said he could do, he usually 
did, but,” with a mournful shake of his 
head, “I don’t know. Living alone here, as 
he does, in this little village, cut off from 
his friends of the scientific world, may 
have made him a trifle—you understand?” 
The French savant nodded. “I don’t know 
what to think,” continued Professor 
Mannering, “I’m sure. We will have to 
wait and see.” 
 “But, but,” exploded the 
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Frenchman. 
 “Sh!” interrupted the Professor, 
“Here he comes with his precious subject 
and we had better withdraw.” He drew the 
other into the closet, pulling the door to, 
leaving a crack large enough for them to 
get a good view of the room, without 
themselves being seen. 
 The Doctor entered followed by a 
queer-looking individual, who walked 
with a springy, loose-kneed stride. He was 
of less than medium height, a man with 
thin spindling legs and large wide feet. A 
little round paunch stuck out in front of his 
body, running up to rather narrow 
shoulders and short skinny arms with 
wide, long fingered hands. But, the face 
was what struck the unseen watchers as 
being the weirdest feature of all this queer 
ensemble. A very low wide forehead, 
bulging eyes, surmounted by almost 
invisible eyebrows, a wide, thin-lipped 
mouth, the corners of which seemed to 
disappear under his tiny ears and looked 
like a gash cut across his face; a short 
broad upturned nose, with enormous 
nostrils and a neck which started, it 
seemed, from his lower lip straight down 
to his chest, a neck as broad as his head 
and as he held his head rather high, he 
appeared to have no chin at all. This 
coupled with the fact that his throat was 
very full and rounded, gave him a startling 
appearance to say the least. 
 “My God, he looks like a frog,” 
gasped Professor Mannering. 
“Truly a perfect Batrachian specimen,” 
chuckled the Frenchman. “Beyond all 
doubt, he is all of that and more, if you ask 
me.” 
 The Doctor, meanwhile, had seated 
his visitor and had sat down opposite him, 
endeavoring to put him at ease. 
 “Well, Sam, I had about given you 
up,” he said, pleasantly, “you are a little 

late.” 
 “Well, sir, Doc, I try to be on time, 
wherever I go,” answered the man, in a 
peculiar gulping voice. “I got a late start 
from home, I did, yes sir, I got a late 
start.” 
 “Well, that’s all right, Sam, better 
late than never, eh?” 
 “Yes sir, yes sir,” gulped Sam, 
with a grimace, that, no doubt, passed for a 
smile. The Doctor made a few more 
commonplace remarks, meanwhile staring 
straight into his eyes. Then they both sat 
quiet for a moment, then the little man 
grew almost imperceptibly rigid. The 
Doctor made a few slow passes before his 
eyes and then arose saying, “That’s about 
all for the time being.” 
 Turning to the closet, he called: 
“You can come out now.” The two men 
emerged from the closet. “Sit over there 
against the wall,” continued the Doctor. 
“And don’t make any unnecessary noise. 
He is under my influence, but it may 
interfere with things if he should be 
disturbed in any way.” 
 Turning to Sam he said, sharply: 
“Relax.” The little man went limp against 
the back of the chair. “Get up and go 
behind that screen in the corner, remove 
your clothes and put on the bathing trunks 
you will find there, and stay there until I 
tell you to come out.” The subject arose, 
and with unseeing eyes, walked the length 
of the room and disappeared behind a 
screen placed across one corner. 
 “Well,” asked the Doctor, “what do 
you think of him?” 
 “He’s the closest thing to a frog I 
ever saw in a human being, if he is all 
human,” answered Professor Mannering. 
 “Sacré nom, yes,” echoed the 
Frenchman, “You apparently wouldn’t 
have to go very far back to find his 
ancestors inhabiting some muddy pond or 
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swamp, yes?” 
  
“HE is certainly a throwback of some 
kind,” said the Doctor, musing, “what, I do 
not know. But we shall see and that soon. 
 “Come out,” he called, and out 
stepped Sam, sans clothes, except for a 
short pair of bathing trunks of a brilliant 
green about his little round paunch. If he 
had looked like a frog with his street 
clothes on, a short time before, he was 
certainly a living image of one now in his 
present costume. His bluish white skin, his 
springy, loose-jointed stride, his short 
arms, held out from his sides with elbows 
slightly bent, his long fingers spread wide 
and his splay feet padding down the 
concrete floor, as he came toward them, 
gave all three a weird, creepy feeling, as 
though they were peering around the 
corner into the unknown. As he came 
abreast of them, the Doctor ordered him to 
stop and he stood still. 
 The Doctor stood before him for 
some time, studying him as did the others, 
seated against the wall. The Doctor then 
placed a chair with a glass seat near the 
table and ordered the little man to sit in it. 
He then placed a sheet of glass about 18 
inches square under the subject’s back, 
also inserting another sheet of glass the 
same size between his back and the back 
of the chair. Then, donning the rubber 
gloves, he removed the receiving helmet 
from its case and placed it gently over 
Sam’s head, strapping it under his chin or 
rather, under his mouth, as he had no chin 
to speak of. 
 The front of the helmet was hinged 
and raising this, he adjusted the electrodes 
over his temples and then closed it. He 
next brought out from a cabinet a dozen or 
so of silk covered wires of different colors, 
each having bright copper terminals at 
each end. These he proceeded to attach to 

various parts of the helmet, allowing the 
ends of each to hang free. These all 
coupled up, he took the transmitting 
helmet from the case and connected the 
free ends of the wires to the connections 
on it, leaving two wires that were not 
connected. These he attached to 
connections on the huge X-ray cabinet, 
against the wall. Then he pulled a long 
flexible cable out of the X-ray cabinet. 
This cable had a foot pedal on the free 
end, such as is used to control the current 
on the ordinary X-ray machine. 
 He placed this pedal close to the 
chair opposite the subject. Then carefully 
checking over each connection, to make 
sure everything was in order, he placed 
glass plates on the seat and back of the 
empty chair and one on the floor for his 
own feet and sat down. 
 “Everything is now ready,” he said 
in a low intense voice. “Watch carefully, 
especially the glass plate on the subject’s 
helmet.” He then placed the transmitting 
helmet on his own head and adjusted it 
carefully. He raised the front and placed 
the sponge electrodes on his temples. “I 
can see through this screen all that 
transpires in the subject’s mind,” he said 
in a low voice. “Please do not make any 
comments or otherwise speak, under any 
circumstances, to me, as everything 
depends upon my concentration.” 
 
 He then closed the helmet with a 
snap. His right foot then pressed gently on 
the foot pedal of the controlling pedal and 
a low hum came from the X-ray cabinet, 
which was followed instantly by a faint 
green light, glowing in the glass screen on 
the little man’s helmet. More pressure on 
the pedal and the hum increased to a high 
whine and the green light grew brighter 
and clearer. Then followed the most 
amazing exhibition ever witnessed by 
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mortal man, an exhibition which held the 
two onlookers white and breathless from 
beginning to end. 
 The green light gradually changed 
and became a clear image, an image of one 
side of a small house with a small barn 
behind. Suddenly the house slid by and the 
barn came closer and closer till the door of 
it filled the entire screen. Then the door 
was opened by a large hand appearing 
from one side of the screen, and the 
interior of the barn came dimly into view 
showing two neat stalls with a cow in 
each. The cows came nearer and a bucket 
was taken down from a peg on the wall by 
the mysterious hand and placed under one 
of the cows. The hand was suddenly 
joined by another and the two hands 
proceeded to milk the cow. The onlookers 
by this time had realized that the two 
hands appearing from nowhere were in 
reality the hands of the subject and what 
they saw the hands do in the screen was 
what the subject’s mind was recalling 
under the Doctor’s influence, and 
everything that was pictured was exactly 
as the subject saw it, with his mind’s eye. 
The picture changed suddenly to what 
proved to be a room in the farm house, 
apparently the kitchen, as a stove and a 
sink with a small pump were to be seen in 
one corner as was also a bench with a 
basin on it containing water. The basin 
came nearer and the hands took up a bar of 
soap and washed themselves, then the 
basin filled the entire screen as the subject 
washed his face, the picture becoming 
blurred as he dipped his face in the water. 
The basin with its now soapy water 
receded and a large towel now obscured 
the view as he wiped the water from his 
face. 
 Then followed animated views of 
another room in which Sam changed his 
clothes, brushed his hair and ate his 

meager supper. Then a hat was reached for 
and apparently placed on his head, as it 
passed out over the top of the screen. Next 
came the front door, the path to the road, 
the road itself, with its changing lights and 
shadows. Then a blank and the light faded 
and the whine of the apparatus ceased as 
the Doctor released the foot pedal. For a 
moment he sat silent, then he spoke 
through the mesh in the front of the helmet 
in an awed whisper. “It works,” he 
exulted, “it works, beyond my wildest 
expectations, as far as I have gone with it. 
I have had him show us what he has done 
this evening just before he came here. You 
must understand that everything you see 
on the screen is as he sees it through his 
own eyes. It’s a little weird at first but we 
will get accustomed to seeing things 
through his sub-conscious mind as we go 
further. I will now attempt to go a little 
further into his past.” 
 As he ceased speaking, he pressed 
on the pedal again and the green light 
shone for a moment, then it steadied down 
to a view of the farm house again. With 
this as a starting point, a series of rapidly 
changing views next appeared. The farm 
house grew newer, huge trees appeared, 
dwindled to saplings and vanished, fields 
seen near the house changed to woods 
which gradually grew wilder in 
appearance and finally the farm house 
disappeared in the wink of an eye. 
 
 

CHAPTER III 
Into the Past! 

 
 
IT was evident that the Doctor was getting 
back through the subject’s immediate 
ancestors, one by one. Then followed a 
swift blurred whirl of rapidly changing 
scenes in which no details could be noted, 
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so fast did they appear and vanish. After a 
little while they slowed down and came to 
a standstill. The scene presented was a 
wild desolate spot at the edge of a huge 
forest, in the foreground of which ran a 
small stream. The stream came nearer until 
it filled the entire screen, turning over so 
that the onlookers could clearly see the 
bottom of it, with moss-grown rocks 
strewn over its bed. A hairy hand suddenly 
reached to the water and entering it began 
to explore the bottom among the rocks, the 
water becoming muddy as several of the 
larger rocks were turned over. Then the 
hand emerged and was seen to hold a 
species of fresh water clam or mussel. The 
other hand now appeared and the shell was 
twisted open revealing its luscious 
inhabitant which was unceremoniously 
plucked from within and carried past the 
screen, evidently to the mouth of the 
owner of the hands. Several more mussels 
were removed from the creek in this 
manner. 
 The landscape suddenly whirled in 
a half circle and the forest came into full 
view, the scene steadying in an opening 
between two huge trees. The dark interior 
of the forest became clearer as the eyes 
that saw it tried to pierce its depth. At 
length, with much agitation of the 
undergrowth, an enormous black and 
orange striped beast, with a long white 
fang on each side of its jaws, leaped into 
view. The Saber Toothed Tiger—no doubt 
the greatest exterminator of man, at the 
period the subject’s mind had reached 
back to! He stood, a picture of savage 
splendor, gnashing his murderous fangs, 
his long tail brushing the ground in a wide 
semi-circle, truly a terrible sight to the 
owner of the eyes that were viewing it! 
 Was he armed or would he flee? 
The thought ran through the minds of the 
two who were gazing at the spectacle 

wide-eyed with terror. The Frenchman 
grasped the staid Professor’s arm, as both 
held their breath to watch the outcome of 
this primitive encounter. The tiger’s 
intended victim made up his mind in a 
flash. It was realized that split second 
decisions were all that stood between a 
safe retreat or a quick finish in those times, 
when life was only one jump ahead of a 
thousand such menaces every day. The 
scenery whirled and in what was probably 
two or three leaps a tree was gained and 
the trunk ran rapidly down the glass as the 
fugitive ran up it. Several limbs appeared 
and dropped down out of sight, then the 
upward movement ceased and the man 
evidently looked down, for the scene 
showed the lower length of the tree trunk 
and a section of the ground around it, with 
a yellow and black tornado raging around 
and tearing at the tree with his wicked 
looking claws, rearing up against the huge 
bole his full length and opening his great 
jaws in what were no doubt blood-curdling 
roars. Then hairy hands broke branches 
from the tree and hurled them downward 
at the foe, to its ever increasing rage. 
 Tiring of this at last, the upward 
climb commenced again and then out on a 
thick limb, a wild swing through space, a 
limb of another tree flashed into view and 
was caught by the hairy hands, a run to the 
trunk of this tree, out on a branch on the 
opposite side, another swing, another limb 
on another tree, again and again this scene 
was repeated across the screen at lightning 
speed. Then a sudden stop, a jerky upward 
glide of the trunk and the ground came 
into view again; a short walk through an 
open glade, a climb up a steep slope and a 
rocky cave entrance filled the screen 
melting into blackness as the man entered. 
 A faint red light appearing in the 
distance, growing larger and brighter until 
the tunnel opened into a large cave with a 
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big fire in the center, around which were a 
group of frowsy, skin-clad beings. At first 
glance they appeared to be huge apes or 
gorillas, but as they turned their heads to 
gaze at the newcomer, it was seen that 
they were human, but very low down on 
the scale of evolution. 
 “My God! Homo 
Neanderthalensis!” muttered the 
Professor, and the Frenchman 
unconsciously nodded with an awed “Oui, 
oui.” 
 Beyond all doubt, there before 
their very eyes, were actually pictured 
living specimens of that remote ancestor 
of present day man. Around the fire were 
bones of all sizes and description, 
scattered on the floor of the cave; large leg 
bones of some undetermined monsters, 
cracked and split, the marrow extracted. 
At that moment, some had been in the act 
of eating the marrow, and one old fellow 
had his hand and half of his forearm inside 
a huge bone, digging out the juicy 
delicacy. The one, through whose eyes 
these scenes were visible, seated himself 
by the fire and picking up a bone that lay 
nearby, began cracking it with a round 
stone. 
 
THE scene suddenly vanished and then 
followed another series of whirling blurred 
pictures, indicating another leap of aeons 
back beyond the caveman period. When 
they finally steadied down, an entirely 
different scene was pictured. A steamy 
lagoon was shown in a murky light as 
though from a clouded sky. The eyes that 
saw it, belonged to some creature, squatted 
on a rock at one edge of the lagoon. On the 
opposite shore not far distant, were huge 
tree ferns, gigantic Equisetums, Cycad 
ferns and kindred vegetation. Long 
streamers of grayish green moss hung in 
great profusion from these and the water 

of the lagoon was covered with a thick 
green scum. A few insects, similar to the 
dragonfly of today, except that they 
seemed immensely exaggerated in size, 
sailed lazily about in the foggy 
atmosphere, close to the surface of the 
water. 
 “Late Palaeozoic,” gasped the 
Frenchman, “Mon Dieu, what next?” A 
nudge from the Professor quieted him. The 
scene held steady for a few moments, then 
the water in front of the picture was parted 
by a wide, flat head, surmounted by two 
knobs, in which were set two unblinking 
eyes. The skin on the top of the head was 
grayish green and below the frog-like 
visage, as far as could be seen, the color 
was grayish white. A ridged back suddenly 
floated to the surface behind the head and 
beyond that could be seen a pair of short 
legs, idly moving in the green water, one 
on each side of a long thick tail. The 
mouth opened slightly, showing two rows 
of sharp teeth. A kick of the legs sent this 
creature to the edge of the rock up which it 
clumsily scrambled, to come to rest in full 
view of the screen. It was seen to have a 
head, which was a mixture of frog and 
snake, a lizard-like body and short legs, 
terminating in webbed feet. Its tail was 
almost as long as its body and tapered 
down to a blunt point. His thoughts being 
collected by this time, the Professor 
mentally classed it as one of the numerous 
species of Pelycosaurs of the Late 
Palaeozoic Age, a sort of primitive lizard. 
Evidently the owner of the eyes, that now 
gazed at this period of early life on our 
planet, was of the same classification, as 
they were now obviously crouched close 
together on the rock, so close, that the 
beast’s breathing could be noted plainly as 
the slightly wrinkled folds of its throat 
rose and fell with slow regularity. 
 This scene held steady on the 
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screen for some time, then the view 
whirled in a half arc and presented a 
flashing glimpse of the tangled fern forest 
behind the pool and centered on a thick 
waving clump of Cycads, through which a 
gigantic form with a high ridged fin, 
extending from head to tail, was crashing 
directly toward the onlookers. Another 
instant and the scenery seemed to roll over 
and over, showing a flash of a purplish 
gray sky, then a dark, dirty green which 
grew dimmer and dimmer, finally ending 
in complete darkness. 
 Evidently the two on the rock had 
half rolled, half scrambled to the water, 
dove clear to the bottom and buried 
themselves in the thick ooze to escape the 
mighty jaws of the nightmarish creature 
pursuing them. The darkness continued for 
some time, then came again the rapidly 
changing scenes, which, as the two 
scientists knew, meant another spanning of 
the ages by this marvelous invention. 
Stopping at last, the screen showed only a 
dim reddish light, with no details visible at 
all. A short period of this, then the blurred 
images sped on again, finally stopping to 
clear on a lagoon shore, similar to the one 
shown before (or was it the same one at a 
different period?) fringed with tall waving 
grasses and other rank growth, some very 
like the modern cat-tails and other swamp 
vegetation. A pleasant landscape of true 
tree forms showed in the background, the 
species of which neither of the onlookers 
could determine. The shore was obviously 
shown from the water and gradually came 
closer as the owner of the eyes that saw it 
drifted into the edges of the cat-tails. Then 
a scramble through the reeds that lined the 
shore and as these were left behind, the 
two men of science gasped at what they 
beheld! In a large open grassy space, was a 
group of astonishing creatures. They were 
somewhat like the modern frog, but 

different and that difference, they 
presently realized, lay in the fact that most 
of these “frogs” were standing erect on 
their kind legs, much as a human being 
stands. Others were squatting, in true frog 
fashion, on the ground, but from time to 
time one of them would rise on the hind 
legs and walk about as naturally as man 
walks today. 
 Both scientists were now quivering 
with excitement. “Surely” ran their 
thoughts, “surely if the little man in the 
chair before them were a throw-back, 
these creatures were undoubtedly the 
species to which he belonged. The same 
loose-jointed, swinging stride, the short 
arms, held exactly as the grotesque Sam 
held his, the little round paunch, even the 
features, of the face were the same, with 
the exception, that where Sam’s features 
were a suggestion of the real thing, here 
was the real thing! 
 Occasionally, one would wander 
out of sight into the forest of giant trees, 
picking off a leaf here and there, a berry or 
two, and even a few insects, conveying 
them to his mouth with a quick movement 
of the webbed paws or hands. Then one 
would walk to the water’s edge where the 
reeds were scattered and dive in with an 
almost human movement. In fact, but for 
the grotesque appearance of them, they 
might have been a group of youths at a 
swimming hole in the country. It was 
evident from the wide angle of view that 
was visible on the screen, that the eyes of 
these creatures were constructed so that 
practically the whole 360 degrees were 
visible without turning the head as the 
forest on one edge of the water and the 
opposite shore of the lagoon were all 
plainly seen, with the center of the screen 
being the center of focus. The owner of the 
eyes seeing all this presently arose, after a 
time and sauntered toward the trees, 
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apparently seeking- food. The forest soon 
appeared all around the screen and moved 
past it. Presently it stopped and the view 
became a blur, out of which appeared an 
enormous pair of eyes in a snake-like 
head. Slowly swaying to and fro, the head 
and eyes came closer and the onlookers 
had a queer numbed sensation, as they 
stared into the cold, expressionless orbs, 
that held them with a hypnotic glare. 
 They became conscious of a fang-
fringed mouth opening below the eyes, but 
they barely noted this fact, so completely 
did the eyes hold them in their spell. The 
mouth opened wider and the whole screen 
was filled with the gaping jaws, as they sat 
rooted in a hypnotic state, which was 
suddenly broken by a swaying, struggling 
movement of the screen and helmet on the 
head of the Doctor’s subject. The picture 
was suddenly snapped out and for a 
moment, deathly silences ensued in the 
laboratory. 
 Then the Doctor quickly removed 
his helmet, placing it on the glass table and 
lifting the other helmet from the little 
man’s head. As the helmet was taken off 
all three gasped at what it revealed. The 
subject lay back in his chair, his face a 
ghastly greenish color. The features were 
contorted, with the expression, not of one 
who had faced death, but with the look of 
one who had stepped over that threshold. 
They were the exact features of the 
creatures, who a few seconds before, had 
filled the screen with their placid everyday 
life. The mouth had fallen open and 
whispering croaks and half formed words, 
came from it in jerky spasmodic sounds. 
Quickly the Doctor set to work to restore 
the poor wretch to normalcy, waving the 
others aside as they came forward to help. 
Standing over Sam, directing his 
tremendous will power into the mind of 
the little man in silent struggle, hammering 

his thought forces into the fear-stricken 
brain, with all the power at his command. 
It was fully a half hour before the ghastly 
color and expression began to fade from 
the subject’s face and the rigid body 
became slowly limp, and finally he 
returned to a normal appearance. 
 The Doctor was completely 
exhausted with the tremendous exercise of 
will power, great beads of perspiration 
glistened on his face and dropped to the 
floor, his own face was as white and 
haggard as that of a man brought back 
from the edge of death itself, as he at last 
leaned back in his chair. His hands 
trembled and his whole body shook from 
the powerful strain. But he had won, thank 
the good God, he had won! 
 
THE other two had stood by, silent and 
powerless to help in this sudden crisis 
which had arisen, puzzled as to what it 
meant. But now they realized, that 
somehow, the little man had been near to 
death in his present life, as his ancestors 
undoubtedly had been in the picture of his 
distant past. Finally the Doctor spoke: “A 
close call, a close call indeed! Don’t 
speak, don’t ask questions I beg of you, at 
least not yet. I must collect myself.” 
 Rising, he tottered to a small 
cabinet on the wall and removing a bottle 
of blood-colored liquid, poured a small 
amount in a glass, adding water from the 
faucet at the sink, and draining it in a gulp. 
Another small amount was mixed with 
water and poured down the subject’s 
threat. He then walked unsteadily to the 
end of the laboratory and turned the switch 
that operated an electric fan in the wall, 
near the ceiling. Immediately a stream of 
fresh air began circulating through the 
room, seeming to revive him somewhat, 
for be returned to the table with a much 
steadier step and his hands no longer 
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trembled. He sat down and faced his 
subject, who was now breathing evenly. 
 “Get up,” be commanded. The 
little man arose instantly, and, at the 
Doctor’s orders, immediately went behind 
the screen and donned his clothes. When 
he came out, the Doctor took his shoulders 
in a firm grip and looking into his 
expressionless eyes, he said, in a low, 
compelling tone. “Leave here, go home, 
get into your house, without awakening, 
remove your clothes and get into bed. 
Sleep—sleep—and awake at your usual 
time in the morning—erase from your 
mind everything that has transpired since 
you came here. Now go!” 
 Sam turned mechanically and 
walked out of the laboratory. He could be 
heard ascending the stairs to the first floor, 
they heard him walk through the house to 
the front door, open it, step through and 
close it with a bang. Then silence. The 
Doctor turned gravely to his two friends 
and said: “Well, gentlemen, have I proved 
my theories or not? I think I have, but the 
ending was something unforeseen. As a 
whole, though, I think we may call the 
experiment a success. If you will kindly 
restrain yourselves from asking questions 
for a few moments, I will endeavor to 
outline my deductions of tonight’s results. 
 “To begin with, I first placed my 
subject under my power, by ordinary, 
elemental hypnotism, which, no doubt, 
you saw and understood. Then getting him 
in a properly insulated position, I applied 
my Hypnotic Ray to his sub-conscious 
mind and suggested that he reach back and 
give me some impressions that his mind 
had recorded, generation by generation. As 
you saw, his forebears had lived in the one 
locality for several generations. Then 
seeing that everything was working along 
smoothly, as I had planned, I made him 
leap back some fifty thousand years, to the 

Mousterian Age. I was astonished, myself, 
to be able to reach even this stage of man’s 
development. In going back, no doubt, you 
saw only a blur on the screen. But, with 
the mesh in front of the transmitting 
helmet, I was able to see clearly each stage 
as it flashed by.  
 “I won’t take the time to tell you 
all I saw, but, I have no doubt, you can 
conjecture each phase of it, seeing that it 
was a perfect panorama of the descending 
scale of evolution. The Neanderthal scenes 
were self-explanatory, so, we won’t go 
into the details of them. Keeping him there 
long enough to be sure of the period they 
transpired in, I gently urged him further 
backward as far as he could go, stopping at 
the late Paleozoic Age. The results were 
wonderful, a more astonishing 
confirmation of the theories of our 
scientific historians and geologists, could 
not be imagined. That the sub-conscious 
mind of the man, who has just left this 
room, was at one time in the possession of 
one of the denizens of that age (which has 
been placed variously at anywhere 
between 26 and 260 millions of years ago) 
is incredible and, but for the evidence of 
our own eyes, tonight, unbelievable. But, 
nevertheless, what we have seen, has 
proven to be a fact. It was actually the sub-
conscious mind of one of the several 
species of Pelycosaurs, one of which you 
saw plainly, consorting with the other on 
the rock, a species that was about four feet 
long. The monster that caused them to 
seek the bottom of the lagoon, was 
undoubtedly the species with the high fan-
like dorsal fin along the back. This dorsal 
fin was probably six to eight feet high and 
the body was about nine to ten feet long. 
When they sank into the ooze at the 
bottom of the lagoon, I waited a while, 
hoping that they would rise again, but as 
they did not, in a short time, I urged the 
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subject back further and then came the 
uttermost limit—the outer edge as it were. 
 “You noticed the dim reddish light, 
rather blurred? No details at all? What that 
meant is open to conjecture, but, in my 
opinion, the possessor of the mind, at that 
stage, was probably one of the earliest 
forms of life—possibly a Trilobite or some 
such creature, of that period of life, the 
very dawn of life, you might say, on this 
planet. 
 “Seeing the futility of trying to 
penetrate backward any further, I decided 
to leave it to the subject, himself, to 
choose the next phase of his existence. I 
requested him to show me the life that had 
made the deepest impression on his sub-
conscious mind. It has always been my 
theory that some one period of a man’s life 
is fuller and more satisfying to him than 
any other period which he has 
experienced, that certain time when he is 
the happiest and most contented; when he 
really lives; the time he always looks back 
to as being the best period of his existence. 
You follow me, do you not? I have tried to 
make it plain to you. 
 “Well, to continue, if this be true of 
a man’s life, why shouldn’t it be true of 
his many lives down the ages? Thus, I 
asked my subject to show me that period 
and it was the last scene pictured. 
Evidently, the life that impressed itself on 
his mind the strongest stamped each 
succeeding life with the type of features he 
possessed, during this time. Evidently, this 
is so, for, as you no doubt noted, the 
features of the creatures in the last scenes 
bore a strong resemblance to our subject’s 
features, both in face and form. He also, 
unwittingly, showed us events leading to 
his death, as there is no doubt in my mind, 
that the last picture you saw, was his 
actual death scene. 
 “I think we all felt the paralyzing 

effect of those baleful eyes in that hideous 
reptilian head and there can be no doubt as 
to how our subject departed from this earth 
in that phase of his sub-conscious mind’s 
existence. There is also no doubt in my 
mind, that, if I hadn’t stopped when I did, 
and released him from the influence of my 
Ray, he would have followed out the 
scene, even to actually dying, so strongly 
was he re-living the scene over again. 
 “I had to bring his mind back to the 
present with all possible speed, which, in 
itself was dangerous. I hope he will show 
no ill effects from his experience tonight 
And, now, gentlemen, although you may 
not realize it, it is broad daylight outside. 
Another day has dawned in our present 
existence, just one more of the many 
billions of times this old planet has seen 
dawn, since that far-off age when the sub-
conscious minds, of even the three of us 
here, began the long upward climb to the 
high plane of existence we are in now. Let 
us have some breakfast and get a few 
hours of much needed rest, which I for 
one, am badly in need of.” 
 Silently he led the way up-stairs to 
the combination living and dining room 
where he soon had a hot meal of country 
bacon and eggs on the table, of which they 
partook heartily. As they finished, 
footsteps were heard on the gravel walk 
and the old gong gave forth its summons. 
The Doctor opened the door, and there on 
the step outside, stood Sam! “Good 
morning, Doc,” he croaked and went on, 
without waiting for the Doctor to answer, 
“Say Doc, you know, somehow or other, I 
didn’t get over here at all last night. I 
musta been pretty tired, ’cause I don’t 
remember a thing that I did after I milked 
old Betsy, last night, ’till I woke up just a 
little while ago. Then I remembered you 
wanted me to come over here, last night 
for something. Was it important? Did yon 
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get along all right without me?” 
 The Doctor smiled. “Yes, Sam, we 
got along all right. Maybe some other time 
you can come over and help me out. 
Here’s something for you anyway.” And 
he handed Sam some money. 
 “All right, Doc, all right and 
thanks,” bubbled Sam. “Glad you didn’t 
need me real bad. Sure, any time I can 
help you out, you can depend on me, yes 
sir.” He turned and pattered down the path 
and out the gate. 
 The Doctor watched him, with a 
quizzical smile on his face and a shake of 

his head. “If you only knew, my boy, if 
you only knew,” he muttered, as he turned 
and went inside. Finding his friends had 
already sought the bedrooms and had 
retired, he walked into his office and sank 
into the chair before the old mahogany 
desk, sitting deep in its comfortable depths 
and staring straight ahead into space. And 
although he appeared to be asleep, anyone 
having a glimpse of those heavy-browed 
eyes would have agreed that a keen, active 
mind was at work under his grizzly, curly 
hair. 

 


