
Amazing Stories, October, 1931 
 

 

A Matter of Ethics  
by Harl Vincent 

 
 

NOW Frank Robeson, Bret?”  
 
spe

 “Yes. O

“The great ear 
cialist?”  
perated on the President’s 

sister a few months ago, and the papers 
boosted him plenty. He deserved it, too.”  
 “Never met him, Dudley—why?”  
 Bret Garrison gazed speculatively at 
his friend, who sat hunched in a huge leather 
armchair in the lounge of his favorite club. 

Dudley Cowan had something unusual on his 
mind. 
 “Strange thing about Frank—a little in 
your line, perhaps. He failed miserably in an 
operation yesterday and had to turn it over to 
one of the assistants to finish.”  
 “Mastoid?” 
 “Yes. Simple enough, too. He’s done 
thousands of them and never failed; never lost 
a case. But he had to quit this one flat.” 

 K“
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 “H-hm. Why should that be in my 
line?” 
 A puzzled expression came over the 
wizened features of the little surgeon, who 
was chief of staff in the great Park Medical 
Center, New York’s most modern institution. 
 “Why, Bret,” he slowly replied, “I 
don’t exactly know. Maybe it’s just a hunch. 
But it was the queerest thing you ever saw. 
Right in the midst of it—scraping away the 
infected cells, you know—his fingers 
cramped. Couldn’t hold an instrument and 
went into a sort of daze. Tascher finished it 
and Frank was a wreck.” 
 “Dope?” Bret Garrison was skeptical. 
 “Not Frank Robeson. Nothing wrong 
with him physically, either. Examined him 
myself. He’s—oh, I’m damned if I know—
under some sort of influence.” 
 “Hypnotism, perhaps?” 
 “Rats! You know better than that.” 
 “Hasn’t been in an accident, has he? 
Injuries, I mean, that might have affected 
him?” 
 “No. He’s perfect I tell you; a 
magnificent specimen. He did have a dose of 
sciatica some time ago and a minor operation. 
But he’s been fine ever since. That couldn’t 
have anything to do with this.” 
 “An operation for sciatica?” 
 “Sure. One of the sacral vertebrae, you 
know. A slight misplacement—pressure on 
the sciatic nerve—quite simple to correct.” 
 “Yeah, I’ll bet. But anyway, that’s 
beside the point. What makes you think 
there’s an outside influence?” 
 “Haven’t a reason in the world. But 
somehow, it’s uncanny. I can’t help but feel it. 
It’s in the air.” 
 “Hasn’t any enemies, has he?” 
 “Not Frank. Oh, of course, there’s 
some professional jealousy. But that doesn’t 
mean anything.” 
 Bret shrugged his shoulders. Robeson 
probably had a bad night before the operation. 

“Well, what am I supposed to do?” he 
demanded, “Investigate the private life of this 
high-hat doctor?” 
 Dudley Cowan laughed, and the 
worried frown vanished from his brow. “No, I 
guess not,” he grinned, “but it struck me as a 
mighty peculiar thing and I immediately 
thought of you on account of some of your 
scientific research. Don’t know why. Best 
forget it.” 
 “I will.” 
 The two friends parted. But Doctor 
Cowan did not forget the matter, nor did 
Bret—for long. 
 
SEATED at a long table in the library of his 
brownstone front in West Seventy-fourth 
Street, Bret Garrison fingered an exquisitely 
engraved pasteboard. Natalie Robeson! Five 
years since she was the idol of the younger 
set, the most popular debutante of her season. 
Now she was the wife of the famous Doctor 
Robeson. Wonderful family she had come 
from, too, and never a hint of scandal. Bret 
thought of his recent conversation with 
Dudley Cowan. 
 “Bring the lady in, Taylor,” he said to 
his man, who hovered expectantly at his 
elbow, silver tray in hand. 
 Bret tossed back his disarranged hair 
and ran his fingers through its thick strands in 
the effort to make himself more presentable. 
He had just finished an afternoon of hard work 
in his laboratory on one of the upper floors. 
 The atmosphere of the gloomy old 
room changed with the coming of Natalie 
Robeson. Dainty and alluring, she appealed to 
Bret as a delicate bit of Dresden. He faced her 
gravely across the table as he saw that her 
eyes were wide with terror. 
 “It’s about your husband, Mrs. 
Robeson?” he asked gently. 
 “Yes. Doctor Cowan sent me. He 
said—he thought you might be able to help 
us.” 
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 “Cowan’s always getting me into 
something like this. He must think that I’m a 
magician. But, tell me the story, Mrs. 
Robeson. It may be that I can help.” 
 “Thank you.” The girl was twisting her 
glove in a knot as she spoke. “Doctor Cowan 
told you of the first failure. There was another 
yesterday—even more serious. Frank has 
tendered his resignation.” 
 “Did Cowan accept it?”  
 “No.” 
 “He wouldn’t,” chuckled Bret. “Tell 
me, did this patient die?” 
 “No, but it was a narrow escape. Frank 
swears he’ll never chance it again. And, oh, 
Mr. Garrison, there’s more. I—I can not bear 
to tell you.” She rose from her chair in her 
agitation. 
 “Please, now. You can trust me. I’ll 
help if I can, though as yet I don’t see where I 
fit in the picture. What is there besides?” 
 “At home. Oh, it’s awful, Mr. 
Garrison. We were so happy. And now—now 
I am afraid. At night, sometimes, in the 
darkness and quiet, Frank has been seized by 
this—this influence. His hands—his strong, 
skillful hands—have wandered to my throat, 
clutching, clutching. Oh—” 
 The girl was frankly sobbing. 
 “My God! And you have told no one?” 
 “Not even Doctor Cowan. But it isn’t 
Frank. He knows nothing about it in the 
morning. Something— someone is affecting 
him terribly. And it’s not mental. It’s an actual 
physical influence. I can feel it—a presence 
almost, there in the darkness. But no one is 
there.” 
 “Do you know of anyone who would 
wish him harm?” 
 “Why—why no. Of course not.” 
Natalie Robeson trembled violently and 
resumed her seat, burying her face in her 
hands. 
 Bret thought deeply while she fought 
to recover her composure. “I’d like to make 

your husband’s acquaintance, Mrs. Robeson,” 
he ventured. 
 She raised startled eyes to his anxious 
face. “He must not know I have talked with 
you. He resents interference bitterly; he looks 
upon this thing as a weakness he must 
overcome by sheer force of will.” 
 “You’ve told him of the nocturnal 
incidents?” 
 “No—no! I dare not. He’d leave me—
in fear for my safety.” 
 “Who are his friends?” 
 “There are but two intimate ones. 
Doctor Peter Van Brunt, his lifelong friend 
and associate, comes first. Then there’s 
Hobart A very a more recent friend, but 
absolutely devoted to Frank.” 
 “Hobart Avery of International 
Television?” 
 “The same.” 
 “I knew him well a few years ago, 
Mrs. Robeson. I’ll make your husband’s 
acquaintance through him.” 
 “You’ll be very careful? You’ll not let 
him know the reason?” There was frantic 
appeal in the eyes of Natalie Robeson—and 
something besides. 
 “You’re holding nothing back?” Bret 
asked suddenly. 
 The beautiful young matron lost her 
poise. She flushed and stammered, “Why—
why do you ask that? No, I tell you, no—
nothing that has any bearing in this matter.” 
 “Sure?” smiled Bret. 
 The long lashes lowered, but the girl’s 
voice was calm as she replied, “Absolutely. 
There’s nothing more you need to know. And, 
you’ll help, Mr. Garrison?” 
 She looked up once more and there 
was a world of entreaty in her gaze; stark 
terror, too. Yet somehow, those violet orbs 
held in their depths an unfathomable mystery, 
a hint of something left unsaid. 
 Bret rose in sudden decision. “I’ll help, 
Mrs. Robeson,” he said, “all I can. And I’ll be 
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very discreet.” 
 He would have none of her thanks and 
sighed his relief when Taylor, with austerely 
disapproving mien, had ushered her to the 
door. 
 “SAY, you old sawbones!” Bret 
complained, when he reached Doctor Cowan 
by telephone, “trying to make a detective out 
of me again, aren’t you?” 
 His friend was in nowise offended. 
“Natalie been to see you?” came his unruffled 
reply. 
 “Yes, and I had to agree to look into 
this thing. Wouldn’t think of it, if you hadn’t 
said what you did about the appearance of 
electric shock.” 
 “It’s serious, Bret.” 
 “I know it. And now I want to talk 
with Robeson—and his two friends. Seems to 
me I’ve heard he’s quite a golfer. Maybe we 
could arrange a foursome.” 
 “The very thing. But I’ll warn you, 
Robeson shoots par golf. He’s way out of your 
class.” 
 “So much the better. I’ll have a chance 
to watch him. Do you know this Hobart 
Avery?” 
 “Met him once or twice, but don’t 
know much about him. Why?” 
 “Just wondered. I know him myself 
and can ask him to make up this foursome. 
But how about Robeson and Van Brunt? Why 
don’t you tell Robeson he must play some golf 
to get himself back in shape? Get Van Brunt 
in on it, too.” 
 “I’ll do it, Bret. But you’ll have to be 
careful with Frank. He’s touchy as the devil 
about this.” 
 “So I understand. I’ll watch my step.” 
 “Got any ideas? What’s wrong with 
Robeson, I mean?” 
 “No, but I may have some after golf. 
I’ll call you again after I’ve talked with 
Avery.” 
 “Okay. I’ll put the bee in Frank’s 

bonnet in the meanwhile.” 
 Bret turned to one of his bookcases 
when he had replaced the receiver on its hook. 
He scanned a shelf of weighty volumes and 
finally extracted one of forbidding 
proportions. With this in his hands he settled 
himself by his reading lamp. He would call 
Hobart Avery at dinner time. 
 
“WHAT’S your sudden interest in Frank 
Robeson, Bret?” 
 Hobart Avery did not take his eyes 
from the road as he asked the question. His 
speedy roadster was carrying the two men 
over the winding stretch of concrete that led 
through the woods to the iron gates of the 
Kilgore Country Club, where they were to join 
the two doctors. 
 “You’ve heard of his recent failures in 
the operating room?” countered Bret Garrison. 
 “Yes,” said Hobart darkly, “but I’ve 
also heard of your sleuthing proclivities. And I 
warn you to lay off of Frank Robeson.” 
 “What do you mean?” 
 “I mean that he is able to take care of 
himself. If he isn’t, he has at least one friend 
who is able—and willing.” 
 “Meaning yourself, of course?” 
 “Certainly.” 
 Bret observed that Avery’s jaw was set 
with stubborn determination. It was a strange 
situation, and one that required cautious 
handling. 
 “You haven’t known Robeson very 
long, have you Hobart?” he inquired 
guilelessly. 
 “Two years only.” Hobart Avery 
turned to look at his questioner and his eyes 
snapped. “But it seems like twenty,” he 
continued, “Frank’s the salt of the earth. 
Saved my daughter’s life you know. She was 
dying—given up by four doctors. A 
streptococcus mastoid. Quickest thing you 
ever saw. Why, in twenty-four hours the 
infection had eaten to her brain. Meningitis. 
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No one else would operate. But Frank did. 
Three hours we paced the hall near that 
operating room. It was hell, I tell you. But she 
pulled through, and—well I’ve never 
forgotten it.” 
 “Naturally not. He’s a wizard, isn’t 
he?” 
 “Was!” Avery’s jaw set again. 
 “You think a lot of him, don’t you, 
Hobart?” 
 Again those eyes turned from the road 
for a moment. They shone with something 
akin to passion. “I think—” he commenced, 
then hesitated, “but what’s the use? You 
wouldn’t understand. He’s the squarest, finest 
he-man that ever stood in shoe leather. You 
have to know him as I do to appreciate him.” 
 “And Natalie?” 
 They had reached the gates of the club 
and were entering the grounds. Avery brought 
his car to a screeching stop and glared at his 
companion. 
 “Don’t bring her into this, Bret!” he 
hissed. “I’ve warned you before and I warn 
you again. There’s more to this than you 
think, and I’ll thank you not to meddle. Help 
Frank if you can, but do not intrude in his 
personal affairs. And God help you if he finds 
out that you’re butting in.” 
 Bret started to protest, but Hobart had 
stepped on the accelerator, and, with his shift 
lever in second gear, let in the clutch so 
suddenly that they were literally jerked from 
the spot. The car roared up the drive to the 
clubhouse and further conversation was out of 
the question. 
 Fine state of affairs, thought Bret, and 
becoming more and more mystifying. Looked 
more like a problem of the eternal triangle, 
than one requiring the attention of a scientist, 
with a flair for investigating the unusual. He 
was treading on dangerous ground. Probably 
had no business at all messing into this. But 
Dudley Cowan had asked him—there was the 
suggestion of an effect similar to that of an 

electric shock. And Natalie Robeson. She too 
had come to him; she was hiding something. 
Hobart knew something, too. There had been a 
peculiar light in his eyes when Natalie’s name 
was mentioned. Perhaps he was the third 
party. But Hobart had a family, and he was 
obviously very fond of Doctor Frank. But 
then, many a man’s best friend had—— 
 
THEY were at the clubhouse and two golfers 
were approaching the car. They greeted Avery 
in evident enthusiasm and he immediately 
presented them to Bret as the two doctors, 
Robeson and Van Brunt. 
 Bret took a quick liking to the jovial, 
sandy-haired giant who was Frank Robeson. 
He saw that there was a close bond between 
him and the alert, handsome Van Brunt. He 
saw, too, that there was a lack of cordiality in 
the greeting of Avery by Robeson’s other 
friend, a carefully veiled feeling that would 
not be noticed by others, but which registered 
unmistakably in Bret’s consciousness. This 
was no triangle. It was a quadrangle. 
 In the locker room Doctor Robeson 
was the personification of affability. It seemed 
that he went to special pains to make Bret feel 
at home; this to the evident satisfaction of 
Doctor Van Brunt. But Avery was moody and 
taciturn. He sulked like a boy, and Bret was 
much relieved when he found himself paired 
with Robeson for the game. Hobart Avery had 
changed greatly since he had last seen him. 
 At the first tee the honor fell to Frank 
Robeson and he made a beautiful drive, 
straight down the center of the fairway, for a 
full two hundred and sixty yards. 
 “Atta boy!” exclaimed Van Brunt. 
 “Afraid you’ll be disappointed in your 
partner,” said Bret, as Robeson retrieved his 
wooden tee. 
 “Don’t let that worry you,” laughed the 
doctor. “We’ll trim ’em anyway. Avery isn’t 
so hot either.” 
 And again there came that flash of 



Amazing Stories 
 

6

antagonism from the black eyes of Hobart 
Avery. Bret was puzzled. He could not 
determine whether the feeling was directed 
against Robeson or Van Brunt. It might be—
and more logically so—that he himself was 
the target for the engineer’s animosity. 
 It was a perfect day for golf; not too 
hot, nor yet too cool. Bret surprised himself by 
shooting even fives for the first seven holes. 
Doctor Van Brunt had one over fours. 
Robeson one under fours and Avery two over 
fives. Bret and Robeson had won four of the 
seven holes and halved three with their 
opponents. 
 At the eighth tee Frank Robeson 
looked up startled from his crouching position 
when he had teed up his ball. 
 He rose with a gesture of pain. 
 “Matter, Frank?” asked Van Brunt 
solicitously. “A twinge of the old sciatica?” 
 “No,” grinned his friend, “not a sign of 
it since you fixed up that old back of mine. It’s 
something else. I can’t quite get it myself. 
Something like—in the operating room——” 
 He paled, and Doctor Van Brunt 
gasped his astonishment, shooting a quick 
glance in Avery’s direction. Something passed 
between the two which Bret could not fathom. 
 Frank Robeson squared his 
magnificent shoulders and addressed the ball. 
 Crack! The prettiest drive of the day! 
He had driven the green—two hundred and 
eighty-five yards. 
 “Wow!” said Bret. “You should have 
those pains all the time.” 
 Doctor Robeson grinned engagingly. 
He seemed immediately to forget the 
experience of a few moments previously. 
 Avery was next and Bret saw that he 
was nervous. 
 “Watch your slice on this one, 
Hobart,” called Van Brunt. “It’s out of bounds 
over in the back yard of your station there.” 
 Hobart Avery did not reply and Bret 
glanced in the direction indicated by Van 

Brunt. A high steel fence skirted the fairway 
and this fence enclosed the grounds 
surrounding a squat building beside a steel 
tower on which there were a number of 
shining rods of varying lengths, arranged like 
the pipes of an organ. 
 “One of your television transmitters, 
Hobart?” asked Bret, when Avery had made 
his drive, which was a hook this time, but on 
the fairway and a good two hundred yards out. 
 “Yes. Multiple frequency. The shortest 
wave length is two and a half meters and the 
longest seventeen. It handles the transatlantic 
press stuff.” 
 Bret did not reply, for Doctor Van 
Brunt had teed up and was about to drive. 
Smack! Another beauty! On the green, too. 
These husky doctors were good! 
 Bret dubbed his own drive, of 
course—topped it. He was too anxious after 
those good ones. He followed the others 
disconsolately, entirely forgetting the reason 
for his presence on this course. 
 
TAKING three to the green, Bret was 
thoroughly disgusted with himself. Even 
Avery, with a brilliant mashie-niblick shot, 
was on in two. But the others awaited him 
patiently. 
 Doctor Robeson had a long putt to 
make. His ball lay fully twenty-five feet from 
the pin, but the green was level and smooth. 
He had sunk a couple like this before. Bret 
was watching closely as Robeson addressed 
his ball, crouching in his peculiar putting 
stance. Then a strange thing happened. The 
doctor’s face went white once more and the 
perspiration oozed from his forehead in great 
beads. The cords of his neck stretched taut and 
his jaws worked spasmodically. His kunckles 
showed white from his grip on the shaft of the 
putter and he swung like a woodchopper, 
cutting a huge divot from the green and 
missing the ball entirely. 
 “Lord!” groaned the afflicted man. 
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“It’s on me again.” He straightened up and 
looked piteously at his friends. 
 Bret was at his side in a moment, but 
was shoved away unceremoniously. The 
stricken golfer called for his caddy and handed 
him his putter. He could scarcely unbend his 
fingers from the shaft as the boy took it from 
him. Without a word of farewell he stalked 
from the green and started for the clubhouse. 
 Doctor Van Brunt seemed utterly 
astounded and Bret noticed that he cast 
suspicious eyes in the direction of the radio 
transmitting station. Avery’s expression was 
one of baffled indecision. He stared at the 
dejected figure of Frank Robeson where it was 
vanishing over the hill on the adjacent 
fairway. He stared moodily at Van Brunt and 
then turned to Garrison. But he was unable to 
meet Bret’s questioning eyes. It was evident 
he did not want to talk. 
 The game was over. 
THAT evening Bret spent more than two 
hours in his laboratory before telephoning to 
Doctor Cowan. When eventually he did make 
the call he spoke crisply, confidently. A 
sprouting idea had taken root and was 
maturing rapidly. 
 “Dudley,” he said to his friend, “the 
golf game was a corker. Gave me the clue to 
the whole thing.” 
 “You don’t say! And what is it?” 
 “Don’t ask me now, Dudley. It’s not 
entirely clear yet—all of it. But I want you to 
set the stage for a showdown.” 
 “How? What do you mean?” 
 “Want you to argue Robeson into 
trying another operation. And I want Natalie 
Robeson and Hobart Avery there at the time, 
unbeknownst to Frank Robeson and to each 
other. Have them in separate waiting rooms or 
somewhere. Also I want permission to prowl 
around in the hospital during the operation. 
Will you fix it?” 
 “Pretty big order, Bret. And I don’t get 
your idea. But I’ll do my best. Frank’11 be 

hard to convince.” 
 “Sure he will. But I’ll bet you can do it 
somehow. You can be on the job yourself and 
have a couple of other surgeons there to take it 
out of his hands if he fails. But I believe I can 
prevent another failure.” 
 “Great! I don’t know how in the devil 
you dope these things out, Bret, but I’ve got to 
hand it to you. And I’ll work on Frank 
immediately. But why do you want Natalie 
and Hobart?” 
 “Not just sure myself. Anyway, it’s all 
to be a big surprise for everyone concerned.” 
 “Who’s the villain in the piece, if 
any?” 
 Bret laughed. “If I told you, you’d 
know as much as I,” he said, “No, Dudley, I 
can’t open up yet. You arrange this party and I 
promise it’ll be a good one.” 
 “I believe you. But I could crown you 
for holding out on me. Glad I roped you in on 
it?” 
 “You bet. But say! Don’t tell anything 
to the police or the newspapers.” 
 “Think I’m crazy? There’s such a 
thing as professional ethics you know.” 
 “Yeah,” Bret agreed thoughtfully, 
“there may be a matter of ethics involved at 
that.” 
 
AS Doctor Cowan anticipated, it required his 
utmost persuasive effort with Frank Robeson 
to bring him again into the operating room at 
the Medical Center. He had pleaded with tears 
in his eyes, and it was only as a personal favor 
to his old friend and advisor that Frank finally 
consented. 
 The stage was set carefully. Hobart 
Avery, much mystified by Cowan’s request, 
was on hand early and had been taken to the 
reading room on the ninth floor. Natalie 
Robeson, knowing only that her husband was 
to try once more and intensely excited over 
the fact, was in a waiting room on the eleventh 
floor. Bret Garrison kept out of sight until the 
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wheel-table had borne the patient through the 
white doors of the tenth floor operating room. 
Then he might have been observed wandering 
in the corridors with a small black box in his 
hands, a box that strangely resembled a radio 
receiver with a miniature loop antenna on its 
cover. 
 Thirty minutes later he waited at the 
door of the operating room, his clothing 
disarranged and a large welt appearing 
beneath his right eye. The black box was no 
longer in his hands. 
 There came the sound of voices from 
within and the door burst open. Doctor 
Robeson, quietly jubilant, emerged arm in arm 
with Doctor Cowan. They conversed in 
excited undertones. 
 “Oh, there you are,” said Dudley 
Cowan, glimpsing Bret, “Want to tell you the 
operation was a success. One of his best.” 
 “I expected as much.” 
 “Hello, Mr. Garrison,” Frank Robeson 
greeted him, “Dudley’s been telling me you 
wanted to see me after I finished.” 
 “I do,” said Bret solemnly, “and I’m 
afraid you’ll not like what you’re going to 
see.” 
 Robeson stared from one to the other 
uncomprehendingly. He knew only that his 
affliction had passed from him. 
 “What on earth happened to you?” 
asked Dudley suddenly, obtaining his first 
good look at Bret’s rapidly swelling eye. 
 “Bumped into something I didn’t see 
in time,” replied Bret sourly, “Never mind 
that. I wish you’d both come with me. And 
Dudley,” he continued in an aside, “send for 
the others.” 
 He led the way along the corridor to 
the private lift which carried them to the 
laboratory floor. Doctor Robeson was seething 
with questions, but Dudley Cowan nudged 
him into silence. He had seen Bret’s work 
before. 
 Passing by the open doors of the 

bacteriological laboratory, Bret paused at 
another door and produced the key. 
 “Van Brunt’s private workroom!” 
gasped Cowan. 
 “Yes,” said Bret drily, “and you’ll find 
your friend in a vile humor. He was intractable 
and I had to use a little rough stuff with him.” 
 “Ha!” chuckled Dudley Cowan, 
“Hence the blue eye.” 
 Bret grunted but did not reply. The 
door was open and they saw that Van Brunt’s 
laboratory was a scene of the wildest 
confusion. Bound securely to a chair with 
strips of gauze bandage and with a gag of the 
same material in his mouth sat Peter Van 
Brunt, his usually immaculate clothing torn 
and soiled beyond belief. Frank swore. 
 “H-hm,” whispered Cowan 
admiringly, “and just see the other fellow. But 
what’s the idea?” 
 “Good Lord!” exclaimed Robeson, in 
amazement, “what have you done to my 
friend?” 
 He was on his knees tugging at the 
knots which held Van Brunt a helpless 
prisoner. 
 “Friend?” growled Bret, “You’ll learn 
how much his friendship amounts to. He’s the 
bird who’s been putting you into all this 
trouble, and if I hadn’t tied him up he’d have 
done it again tonight.” 
 “Peter Van Brunt?” exclaimed Cowan 
incredulously, “Why he’s been Frank’s chum 
since they were boys! Are you sure?” 
 “You bet I’m sure! Here—watch this!” 
 Van Brunt was free and he pulled 
himself erect, facing his accuser with a 
sardonic grin. 
 “Well, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” he 
grated, “now that you’ve got the goods on me, 
I suppose I may as well confess.” 
 Frank Robeson stared in amazement 
from one to the other—at the chaos of the 
disordered room. He still could not understand 
and was boiling with indignation. At that 
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moment Natalie entered the room. In a trice 
she was in her husband’s arms. 
 “Oh Frank,” she breathed, “you’ve 
succeeded. I’m so glad.” She turned and faced 
the others. “But Peter; Dudley; Mr. Garrison,” 
she said, “what does this mean?” She 
surveyed the excited group. 
 “It means, my dear,” replied Dudley 
Cowan, “that Van Brunt has been exposed by 
Garrison. He’s the skunk who’s caused the 
trouble.” 
 “Peter!” Natalie’s voice was panicky 
and she flushed to the tips of her shell-like 
ears. 
 “Is this true?” thundered Frank, facing 
his former friend. 
 “It must be,” replied Van Brunt, 
unabashed, “since this detective friend of 
yours says it is.” He scowled darkly at Bret. 
 “He knows dam’ well it’s true,” 
growled Bret, who was itching to mix it again 
with the oily-tongued doctor who now stood 
brazenly defiant with arms folded over his 
chest. 
 “I’ll have to be shown before I’ll 
believe it of him.” Frank Robeson was 
stubbornly loyal. 
 
BRET picked his little black box from a 
nearby shelf. “This,” he said, “is a short wave 
radio receiver with a direction-finding loop 
antenna. With it I located the powerful 
transmitter you see on that table. Van Brunt 
already had started it to queer the operation 
and I was just in time to stop him.” 
 “What,” asked Robeson, “has radio to 
do with my failures?” 
 “Everything. I tumbled to it when your 
spell came on at the eighth green out there at 
Kilgore. You’ll remember we were very close 
to the transmitter operated by Avery’s 
corporation. Van Brunt’s reaction led me to 
suspect him at the same time. Though puzzled 
by the phenomenon, he at once connected the 
occurrence with the nearby transmitter, as I 

saw by his glance in its direction.” 
 “But how? How can this be? I’m not a 
robot who can be controlled electrically.” 
Frank Robeson was still unconvinced. 
 “That’s exactly what you are, through 
no fault of your own. That’s another thing I 
learned, or was led to suspect, out there on the 
Kilgore golf course. When Peter Van Brunt 
performed that simple operation on your spine 
several months ago he buried in one of the 
nerve ganglia a tiny silver capsule. This 
capsule incorporated a miniature radio 
receiver capable of picking up short wave 
energy and conveying definite electrical 
impulses to your brain over that marvelous 
network of telegraph lines that is your nervous 
system. As you know from your laboratory 
work with the oscillograph, the nerve impulses 
are electrical; you have analyzed them 
yourself by means of the electro-neurographs. 
I found that Van Brunt had specialized in such 
work. He knows all about it. And in sending 
his impulses to your brain through his cleverly 
conceived radio means, he duplicated such 
impulses as he knew would produce the 
effects which proved so disastrous to you. It 
was mere coincidence that the powerful short 
wave radiations from that television 
transmitter produced results so very similar.” 
 The listeners were awed to silence by 
these amazing revelations. Yet they could not 
refuse to believe. 
 Hobart Avery had entered the room 
and now listened, white-faced. Natalie 
Robeson twisted her fingers in extreme 
nervousness. Her husband hung on Bret’s 
words as if his very life depended on them. It 
was hard to have his idol thus brought 
crashing from his pedestal. Peter Van Brunt 
was the coolest person in the room. He lighted 
a cigarette and inhaled its smoke with 
nonchalant satisfaction. 
 “Why, in God’s name, did he do it?” 
Doctor Frank’s voice was pleading: 
 “That is one thing I have been unable 
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to learn,” said Bret, “the motive. There must 
be a motive for so devilish a scheme as his. 
And I tell you, Doctor, he has done more than 
you know. In the late hours of the night he has 
worked at this transmitter, sending forth 
impulses which reached your brain where you 
lay sleeping in your apartment, a few blocks 
away. These have caused you to lay hands on 
your dear wife. She has feared you for 
weeks—has scarcely slept a wink in terror of 
those strong, clutching hands of yours.” 
 Peter Van Brunt dropped his cigarette 
to the floor and crushed it beneath his heel. 
Frank Robeson groaned and drew his hand 
across his eyes to blot out the vision conjured 
up by Bret. 
 “No! No!” he babbled, “I didn’t—not 
that! Natalie!” 
 She nodded slowly, unhappily. Frank 
turned savagely on the perpetrator of this 
unthinkable wrong. 
 “Peter!” he snarled, “come clean now! 
What made you do it?” 
 “Perhaps,” smiled Van Brunt 
meaningly, “Natalie will tell you.” 
 “You—you—!” Frank threw himself 
at his tormentor. 
 But Bret was quicker and he held the 
enraged man in check. 
 “Easy now,” he begged. “Easy, old 
man. Let’s get to the bottom of this before we 
have any fireworks.”  Natalie bit her lip in an 
agony of apprehension. 
 
“I’LL tell you, Frank!” shouted Hobart Avery, 
who had hitherto remained silent. “This snake 
in the grass has been making love to Natalie 
for more than a year. She’s been afraid to tell 
you, for fear you’d blame her. She knew your 
devotion to him and I did too. I knew myself 
what was going on, but hesitated to interfere 
for the same reason as her own. She repulsed 
him, of course, and he’s seen fit to plan this 
reprisal. God knows what he thought he’d 
gain by it, but he nearly ruined you 

professionally and was trying to make it 
impossible for Natalie to live with you. But 
she’s true blue and she stuck.” 
 “Ah!” exclaimed Bret. “Now it comes 
out.” 
 Dudley Cowan’s eyes glistened 
suspiciously and the color was returning to 
Natalie’s cheeks. 
 “I swear it, Frank,” continued Hobart, 
“I was afraid for you and Natalie. I racked my 
brains for means of warning you, but could 
think of none. I suspected Peter of this 
influence that was ruining you, but I couldn’t 
lay my finger on it. Then, when Bret Garrison 
got in on it, I was still more worried. I knew of 
some of his previous successes in special 
investigations and was afraid he’d learn of the 
situation between Natalie and Peter and 
wouldn’t understand. It might make trouble 
for you. Guess I wasn’t very decent to Bret, 
but I was so upset over the thing I didn’t know 
on which end I stood. And now—” 
 “And now, you dumbbell,” interrupted 
Frank Robeson, gripping his shoulder 
affectionately, “everything is all right. I 
understand. I’ll have that capsule dug out and 
we’ll start all over.” 
 Natalie gazed at him in wordless relief 
and happiness. 
 “How about him?” asked Bret, jerking 
a contemptuous thumb in Van Brunt’s 
direction. 
 Natalie shuddered as Frank turned a 
murderous stare on Peter. 
 “First off,” snapped Dudley Cowan, 
“his resignation from the staff of Park Medical 
is accepted here and now.” 
 Van Brunt still grinned sardonically. 
His nerve was colossal. 
 “There’ll be no publicity?” ventured 
Natalie. 
 “No, virtuous matron,” smirked Van 
Brunt sarcastically, “there’ll be no publicity. 
A matter of ethics, you know. They wouldn’t 
dare. It’d be a black eye for Park Medical—a 
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stain on the honor of the profession.” 
 There was a bellow that might have 
issued from the throat of an angry bull, a 
feminine scream. Frank Robeson was across 
the room in a single bound. Peter drove in a 
vicious left to stop him, but Frank ducked it 
and came up with a terrific right to the jaw—
just one. Peter Van Brunt crashed to the floor, 
where he lay in a grotesque heap amidst the 
wreckage of some of his furniture and 
equipment. 

 Doctor Cowan bent over him and felt 
of his pulse. “Oh, boy!” he exulted, “that was 
a peach! Knocked him cold as an icicle. His 
head’ll ache for a week.” 
 Frank nursed the knuckles of his right 
hand sheepishly. “Sorry, Natalie,” he 
apologized. “Had to do it.” 
 He turned to Bret. “That, Mr. 
Garrison,” he said feelingly, “was not a matter 
of ethics.” 

 


