started as the housekeeper showed me into his

laboratory on the occasion of my visit to him.
I think that he cursed viciously under his breath at
the interruption. He had been sitting in this same
easy chair where I sat now—he was a luxury-loving
old sybarite—and looking into a long-barreled
microscope, sitting all hunched up over it, and so
absorbed that he hadn’t heard us come in.

That was the only time I had seen him. My
impression had been of a swarthy, curly-headed,
greasy, leering old devil, and none too clean.
Nervous, too; for his ugly, hairy hands trembled and
his yellow eyes goggled wildly as he jumped away
from the instrument and confronted us, showing his
teeth through his mustache in a dog’s snarl, which
rearranged itself into a grin when he learned that |
had come from the firm. [ think that the
housekeeper muttered a prayer of relief when she
saw that he had decided not to be angry. Pasquale
Martone was not a lovely object when he chose to
be amiable. Aroused, he must have been little less
than fiendish.

“So veree many agents, you know. Mr. Burke.”
I can hear his silky, hissing voice yet, and feel the
devouring stare of his evil old eyes. “They are so
veree troublesome to a man with temperament.”

And then we had talked about the formula
which he was working out for our firm, and I had
handed him the check which Mr. Henderson had
sent, and had gone away again.

He had accompanied me down to the door,
twisting and smoothing the slip of paper with his
long, hairy fingers and leering at me out of those

g REMEMBERED how Dr. Martone had

preying eyes. He was like a hideous old spider
which sees with regret a too strong fly departing
from its web.

Flies! It was not strange that I should think of
such a simile, seeing that it was a question of flies
which had taken me up to see him.

And now Dr. Martone was dead, and I was
sitting in his easy chair. Here in front of me was the
very microscope into which he had been staring.
But what, in the name of time, had he done with his
fly formula; or had he “done” us? It was nowhere to
be found, not a shred of it. It was not the loss of my
promised bonus which made me feel so blue; nor
was it any sorrow at the demise of Dr. Martone. |
was sorry for Mr. Henderson.

As aman, [ don’t think that any member of our
establishment mourned the doctor. Mr. Henderson,
our chief, hit it about right when he said that
Martone was a rotter of the first water, any way you
looked at him.

But as a business proposition—we are
manufacturing chemists—the loss of the doctor was
a shock.

To begin with, the formula for the Pasquale
Martone Hair-Restorer had put us in Dun’s and
Bradstreet’s at a time when our future was very
dubious,. We were grateful for that, of course.

Later, when the doctor declared that he had
hopes of the discovery of a bacillus which would
incite a contagious fungus which would exterminate
the common house-fly—which would be a very
great discovery, indeed, if you stop to think of it—
the company was only too glad to advance the
considerable sums which he demanded for
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experimental expenses.

That and the doctor’s sudden death were what
had taken me on my second visit to the Martone
residence at Yonkers, one June evening.

All of us in the laboratory felt mighty blue on
the day the announcement of the sudden death of
the doctor from heart trouble came out in the
newspapers. We knew that Mr. Henderson had
backed the old rascal with a lot of money, and that a
great deal more had been put into the preliminaries
for a world-wide advertising campaign to push the
fly-destroyer.

For, say what one may—and the least the
better—of his personality, Dr. Martone was a Class
A scientist; and when he announced that his
experiments were turning out splendidly, the
advertising department was told to go ahead, and no
one thought the order was premature. Naturally we
wanted to get the fly-killer on the market before
August. So Martone’s death was a facer.

On the third day after it happened, Mr.
Henderson called me into his office. He was looking
pretty much worried. There was an unlighted cigar
between his teeth; and it looked as though he might
have been chewing it for hours.

Though I am only a young chap, I always had a
bent for chemistry; and Mr. Henderson has placed
considerable confidence in me.

“l want you to go up to Martone’s place,
Burke,” he said. “Go through his laboratory with a
fine-toothed comb, and see if you can scare up that
accursed formula. I’ve been talking the matter over
with the doctor’s attorney. He realizes that this thing
hits us hard, and he has consented to allow us to
make a search. Here is his written authority. I think
he has notified Martone’s housekeeper and young
Martone to be on the lookout for you.”

“Young Martone?” I questioned. “I thought the
doctor was a bachelor.”

“He was. This young chap is his nephew. I
understand that he will inherit what there is. I guess
it won’t be much. It’s to his interest as well as ours
that you find that fly formula. If you can dig up
enough of it for us to go on with, I’ll see that it
brings you a neat bonus. Let’s see; you’re not
married, are you, Jack?”

I admitted that I wasn’t, and didn’t intend to
be.

“That’s what they all say, my boy; but they do
it; and you will, too.” Mr. Henderson lighted the

remmant of his cigar and laid a hand on my
shoulder. “Find that formula, and make it work, my
lad, and the girl who gets you will never have to do
the dishes.”

As I have remarked, I am but a young fellow. It
was a feather in my cap to get this assignment. The
implied trust was an incentive much more powerful
than hopes for the bonus. Before I shook hands with
Mr. Henderson, my mind was made up that it was
going to be death to the flies, if I could lay hands on
a scrap at the Martone formula.

If you read the advertising sections of the
magazines last summer, you know already that I
didn’t find it. Flies still thrive; and the old firm is
still meandering along indifferently with the hair-
restorer. But I did find something else that was
worth a great deal more to me; though I can’t say
that it helped Mr. Henderson any.

After supper at one of the Yonkers hotels, I
walked out to the doctor’s residence, which is about
a quarter of a mile northeast of the town. It was a
perfect night. All of nature’s most restful chemicals
were compounded in the formula: June, a
temperature of seventy degrees after a rather
oppressive day, no humidity, absolutely no wind,
and a glorious flood of moonlight.

Martone’s place was the third in a row of quite
pretentious residences with English-walled grounds
and gardens, and their front lawns terraced up some
ten feet above the sidewalk level—the kind of
places a poor young beggar can’t help feeling that
he’d like to own some day, along with an eighty-
horse-power juggernaut and the other customary
trimmings.

It was shortly after seven o’clock when the
housekeeper admitted me to the house.

“We have been expecting you, Mr. Burke,” she
said. “Mr. Annis notified us that you would be
coming up and that you were to have the run of the
laboratory. I’ve been up and turned on the lights for
you.” She shivered a little, I thought. “No one has
been in there since he died. He was found dead
there, you know. Mr. Carlo is out; but he phoned me
to see that you were made to feel at home. Won’t
you have some lunch before you go up? I have it all
ready. No? Then I’ll show you right up. I
understand that it’s something quite important.”

I will spare you the details of my search. By
half-past ten o’clock I had convinced myself that
old Martone hadn’t left a single jotting of his
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miraculous formula—if'indeed the formula ever had
progressed to the jotting stage. I couldn’t see from
anything that he had left in the laboratory that it
had. To be sure, there were plenty and to spare of
flies in the place; live flies buzzing in net-covered
jars, and dead ones in test-tubes, in air-pumps, and
under observation glasses. Good-by to the firm’s
hopes.

So there I sat in the doctor’s easy chair,
smoking one of his own Russian cigarettes, listening
to the droning of those infernal flies, and extending
my silent sympathy to Mr. Henderson. I remember
that 1 fancied that if old Martone’s ghost were
hanging about the place, it must be leering at me
and rubbing its hands.

That was a comfortless thought. The old doctor
had been a scamp, but he had been a man of decided
personality; and that deserted laboratory actually
“felt” pretty strongly of him. I didn’t wonder the
housekeeper had shivered.

There was everything on his desk, just as he
had left it. At my right hand was the microscope. If
wasn’t mistaken, the same drop of something or
other which he had been examining was still on the
little glass plate under the lens. What had the old
man been so interested in, anyhow? Flies’ blood,
perhaps. I reached for the instrument.

Halloa! the thing was screwed fast to the desk-
top. [ hadn’t noticed that before. He must have used
it for very delicate observations indeed. I dragged
the chair nearer and applied an eye to the barrel of
the instrument: but it was out of focus, and all 1
could make out was a misty, hazy appearance.
Turning the focusing button didn’t seem to improve
matters.

While 1 was trying to discover what ailed the
thing. [ noticed a small push-button near the base of
the brass frame. It was a very unobtrusive button. If
I had not been looking quite closely, I should not
have seen it. Thinking that it might control a light-
bulb in the interior of the mechanism, I pressed it. I
recall that as I did so I heard a clock in the lower
hall striking eleven.

Inside of the brass barrel a spring clicked, and I
saw the mechanism quiver a bit from the jar of it. I
looked into the instrument again, and for the
fraction of a second there was the glimmer and
glamour of impossible things in my brain.

Maybe you’ve read “The Girl in the Golden
Atom” and some other stories where scientists have

discovered infinitesimally small human beings and
trees and the like, all in the interior of a drop of
ditch water, or a diamond, or something or other,
and only to be seen through an immensely powerful
magnifying lens.

Well, I was staring straight into a miniature
scene of that sort, except that there weren’t any
humans visible. But it only took, me long enough to
laugh at the fancy to figure out that what I was
looking at was not to be found in a coagulated drop
of flies’ blood, or whatever the substance was that
Martone had left on the observation plate of his
microscope.

When that spring clicked, it must have
connected the lenses up with something else
Perhaps you have seen these paper-cutters and
similar trinkets with a magnifying glass the size of a
pinhead in them, which, if you hold it quite close to
your eye, shows you a view of Niagara Falls, or the
Lord’s Prayer, or the Capitol at Washington?

That was the effect I got in that microscope,
only the picture was much larger and clearer—so
clear and deep that it did not seem to be a picture at
all, but the real thing; for it was all in natural colors.

It was mighty pretty; a circular view of center
of a park or garden with a marble basin in the
foreground, and steps leading down into the water,
like a Roman bath. Around the rim of the basin were
a number of marble seats and one or two groups of
statuary and there was a small Psyche kneeling to
look at her reflection in the center of the pool.

This was all lighted up by a great, gorgeous ray
of moonlight that seemed to play down upon it
through an opening among the branches of the tall
pines which stood around the pool and formed a
dark background beyond the radius of the
moonlight.

It was a pretty picture; but before I had time to
appreciate half its beauties, I received my second
shock.

A fish leaped in the pool.

There was no doubt about it. I saw the flash of
its scales, the glitter of the drops of water which it
threw up, and then the skitter of its tail as it turned
and dived, and the slowly widening circles made by
its plunge on the surface of the pool.

What kind of a private little movie show was
Dr. Martone in the habit of treating himself to? I
wondered. Kinemacolor, too! Knowing the doctor’s
reputation—it was women that had given him his
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bad name—I was prepared to see something which I
could tell the bunch about in the morning. What was
it going to be? Then I stopped speculating; for she
appeared.

I’m not good at describing a woman’s charms;
and if [ were, I could not make you see her as I did
when she came from among the trunks of the dark
pines and stepped out where the moonlight was
playing upon the white marble and gold-green
water.

Ouida writes a character into one of her
romances when she describes as belle a faire peur,
which I believe means “beautiful to cause fear.” The
girl in the picture was beautiful like that.

The instant that I saw her face with the
moonlight on it / was afraid.

There was the one girl in all the world—in a
miniature movie film on the desk of a dead doctor—
and how was I ever going to find her? I suppose that
I might have thought logically of a lot of other
obstacles; but I didn’t just then. That one was
enough.

One thing I knew with certainty: However old
Martone came by this picture, there was going to be
nothing wrong with it. There are faces which forbid
all thoughts of wrong, and I was looking at one of
them.

While those things were flitting through my
mind, the girl came to the top of the three or four
steps which led down to the pool. I could see her
reflected image—she was dressed in white—quite
distinctly in the still water. She looked up at the
moon, | think that she nodded to it ever so slightly;
for I saw her smile. Then she sat on one of the
marble seats and gazed at the water and seemed to
think. That memory of her will abide with me and
be clear when all else has dimmed.

I saw her start, as at an unexpected noise, and
arise and stand listening, her profile pure and clear
against the dark of the trees. A man came out of the
shadow and stood beside her.

It is within the bounds of presumption that I
should have felt antagonistic to an angel from
Heaven, had one appeared to take an interest in that
girl, so quickly and so powerfully had my feeling
for her formed and set. The man who had stepped
into the picture was far from angelic, unless his thin,
dark face and cruel mouth belied him.

True, his features lighted up when he addressed
her, and his sneer was not for her; but it was there,

lurking at the corners of his mouth, and all his
smiles could not obscure it.

How I hated him! What a wave of helpless
misery swept my spirit as | saw him standing there
and talking to her! Yet it was only a picture—the
fantom of something that once had happened.

From a casual beginning, their conversation
became animated, on his part at least, earnest;
although she seemed to be making an effort to carry
it lightly. Almost imperceptibly she was edging
away from him toward the direction from which she
had come. Thank God! she was trying to avoid him.
He was pointing, pleading eagerly; she, shaking her
head and drawing back.

I saw him catch at her hand. She eluded him.
He swept her into his arms and bent his dark face
above hers. She struck him across the lips with all
her strength.

He released her then and stood back a pace.
The soul that looked out of his eyes belonged to
hell. His hand glided to his breast. She did not seem
to notice, but stood panting and staring at him. And
I, poor fool, who forgot that it was but a picture, a
senseless thing of film and lights and shadows, I
screamed a warning at her.

A blue flash in the moonlight, and he was
gone, and she lay there on the topmost marble step
above the silent pool. Her face was turned from me.
One arm hung down. I saw the fingers of her hand
tight clenched, and then open slowly. A red stain
crept down the gleaming whiteness of the marble.
All motion ceased.

The picture was played through.

I started away from that accursed machine with
a gasp of pain. I had gripped its framework with
such force that the brass had cut me to the quick.
Great drops of sweat rolled down my cheeks and
chilled the flesh. I laughed then, but shakily. After
all, it was only a picture.

A rap on the laboratory door set all my nerves
to jangling. I leaped up from the desk as Dr.
Martone had leaped that other day when we had
come upon him suddenly.

“Who’s there?” I called.

“Itis I, Mrs. Kirkly,” replied the housekeeper’s
voice. “I thought that I heard you call, Mr. Burke.”

I explained to her that I had cut my finger and
had exclaimed at the pain of it.

As there was nothing more to be done about
the formula, I went away. Before 1 left the



Charles B. Stilson

Dr. Martone’s Microscope

All-Story, March 27, 1920

laboratory, I stole on tiptoe to Martone’s desk and
looked once more into the barrel of his microscope.
But I made no attempt to find the mechanism that
controlled the picture. I had no desire to see that
film played again.

Somewhere, if that girl were living, I would
find her. She was none of the great actresses of the
screen. [ was familiar with all their faces. She could
not be a professional actress; or her beauty would
have made her great. It would be a difficult task.

In the dusk under the trees along the doctor’s
walk [ met a man. He stopped me and asked me how
my search had prospered. He was Carlo Martone. It
was too dark for us to see each other’s face. But in
the gloom there was something familiar in the set of
his broad shoulders, something familiar, too, in the
silky tones of his well modulated voice. When we
had passed on I turned involuntarily and glanced
after his receding figure.

“If I do not miss my guess, you take strongly
after your unlamented uncle,” I muttered.

Mr. Henderson took the disappointment of my
report calmly.

“What time was it when you left Martone’s last
night?” he asked.

I told him that it must have been about half
after eleven.

“Then you were right next door to a crime and
didn’t know it.” he said. “You haven’t seen the
papers?” He handed me a copy of one of the
morning dailies.

I fell weakly into a chair. Smiling at me from
the front page was the face of the girl of Martone’s
microscope. Eleanor Hall was the name under the
picture. She had been stabbed, but not dangerously.
Oh, thank God for that!

Rapidly and worse muddled at every line, [ ran
my eyes through the details of the crime. There
could be no doubt that somehow I had seen it. But
how? And here, what was this?

“Miss Hall is unable to give any description of
her unknown assailant.”

What could that mean?

Below I read that Detective Hamilton was in
charge of the case. I knew Hamilton well.

Mr. Henderson looked for surprised comment
from me. He was somewhat taken aback when I
asked him for the day off and rather
unceremoniously bundled myself out of his

presence without a word of explanation

I found Hamilton at Yonkers.

“See here, Joe; I was up in this neighborhood
last night, and I might be able to help you out,” I
told him; “but I’ve got to see her first.”

Hamilton shook his head, but not in refusal.

“There is something deucedly queer about the
affair,” he answered. “Yes, you may see her.”

When she had heard my story—and she was
able to sit up to hear it though she was very pale—
she inclined toward me a very little.

“But you are not going to say anything, Mr.
Burke. I was indiscreet. I should never have met
him.”

“No; I will say noting.”

“And you will come again—to tell me how it
was that you saw us—when you have found it out?”

“I will come again, if I may.”

“Yes; there is something decidedly queer about
this case,” was Hamilton’s comment when I
informed him that I had been mistaken. I knew that
he did not believe me; but he did not press me.

In Martone’s front yard a man was playing
with a terrier dog. It was Carlo Martone. It was also
the man of the picture. I had guessed that. I turned
in.

“Come with me to the laboratory,” I told him.

The brass-barreled instrument was as [ had left
it. I looked into it while he stood by curiously.
There were the pool and the trees, as they had been,
only now there was sunlight upon them. There was
still a faint slain upon the marble. I told Martone to
look. When he raised his face, the color had gone
out of it. He understood.

“I—I forgot myself. Wouldn’t have had it
happen for the world,” he mumbled, and then
eagerly: “But she will not say anything.”

“Nor will [—if you go.”

Martone bowed

“To-morrow,” he answered; and he kept his
word.

I'have already hinted that I found something of
great value to myself in my search for the fly-killing
formula. I found a through the complicated
periscope with which that greasy old rascal used to
spy upon the doings of his neighbors.

I have the original of the picture.



