
DOCTOR Gabriel was by no means the sort of
man Marian Hartley had expected a
professional spook-chaser to be. Under his

name on the brass plate was the single word
PSYCHIATRIST, and the office was a scantily
furnished room above a florist’s shop on Lexington
Avenue. It contained only two rather intricate pieces
of electrical equipment, a chaise longue, a battered desk,
and three chairs.

 The doctor himself was a small man of about fifty
years, with reddish-gray hair on the temples and a pair
of piercing eyes behind the horn spectacles. The reddish
beard was scant.

“I am Marian Hartley,” said the girl in some
agitation. “I was recommended to you by a friend whom
you helped—but of course you got my letter?”

“Indeed, yes, Mrs. Hartley. Please sit down.”
Gabriel half-rose, and indicated a chair. His accent was

“My husband’s going crazy!” she
told the psychiatrist. And from all
the symptoms, it looked as if she
were right.  And yet Dr. Gabriel
had his doubts. . . .  To him the
whole thing was a duel between
himself and a disciple of the devil

If it were his family totem, it was certainly ugly
enough.



Lew Merrill (Victor Rousseau)

2

Speed Mystery, May, 1943House of Death

foreign, but not Teutonic, his manner rather pleasing.
“Tell me about your husband, Mrs. Hartley.”
“He’s going crazy—we’re both going crazy. I’d

best start at the beginning. He’s a painter, and after he
won the National Arts prize, he bought the farm-house
near Wortley, Connecticut, to devote himself to his
work. He’s overworked; he’s been burning the candle
at both ends for a long time. For some weeks he’s been
acting queerly. He told me that he was fated to kill me,
and that it would be better to make an end of everything
now—I mean, for both of us to die together.”

“You thing the overwork is responsible for this state
of depression?”

“It must be. Roger has always been what people
call queer—moody and introverted, but he’s never
before suggested—”

“You love him?” Dr. Gabriel’s gaze was keen.
“Indeed I do. We’ve only one another to live for.

I’ve shared his life and interests. Doctor, he thinks he’s
under a spell, and you’re the only—”

“Professional ghost-hunter with a legitimate
medical degree,” smiled Gabriel. “Don’t form too high
an opinion of my talents, Mrs. Hartley. I merely make
use of certain facts known to students of psychical
phenomena, but not generally admitted by my
colleagues. I have had some successes, and some
failures. How long have you been married, Mrs.
Hartley?”

“Five years.”
“No children? Well, can you think of any trouble,

anything that might have been preying upon your
husband’s mind?”

GABRIEL could see that his visitor was hesitating
how much to tell him. Already he had discovered

that she was keeping one thing back, and, he suspected,
there was another. He anticipated that she would be
partly frank, and in another moment the words came
tumbling out:

“I’ll have to tell you everything. I was in love, or
thought I was in love, with another man, before I
married Roger. He is a physician, Raoul Coriat. I think
he is half French and half Mexican. He came to Wortley,
my home village, to practice, when I was a girl, eight
or nine years ago, but the people there didn’t like him,
and he moved away after I had—”

“Rejected him?”
“I—well, I had practically promised to marry him,

but thank heaven I realized in time it was only
infatuation. I think he must have used hypnotic
influence over me. When I told Raoul I couldn’t marry

him, he said I’d never know what happiness meant. He
said Roger would murder me. People had called him a
devil, and it was then I realized he was one. I was foolish
enough to repeat his threat to Roger.”

“Have you seen this man in the five years you have
been married?”

 “I have reason to believe that Raoul Coriat kept
watch on me when we had our apartment in New York.
I am sure I saw him twice, though he affected not to
recognize me. And a month after we moved to Wortley,
last spring, he came back and began practising again.”

“And what has been his attitude toward you?”
“He stopped in the street and shook hands with

me, and told me he hoped bygones would be bygones.
I don’t see that my having been engaged to Raoul can
have affected Roger’s mind, except that he may
remember the threat, and he may be hanging his
delusions upon it.”

“Delusions?”
“He goes to Raoul Coriat’s new house at night,

and—sees things,” whispered the girl fearfully. “It’s a
new house—it isn’t occupied, but he-he sees—”

 “I’ll come down and look into the matter,” Dr.
Gabriel interrupted her. “My fee?” He smiled. “I’m still
a student, and I fancy this case is going to be an
interesting one. Suppose your husband paints my
portrait, if I’m successful. He’s a portrait-painter, I
know. I’ve seen some of his work. And I’d like to leave
a portrait of myself for the benefit of posterity. How
would this week-end suit you, Mrs. Hartley?”

“I think it would be—wonderful,” she stammered.
“But what shall I say to Roger? You see, he doesn’t
know I’ve been to you.”

“Tell him the truth, but be sure you make him
understand he’s not being committed to an insane
asylum. I like to start with my patients upon a basis of
mutual confidence.”

THAT basis was established quickly enough, though
Marian Hartley had merely told her husband that

she had asked a friend to spend the week-end with them.
Roger Hartley was more than eager to talk. In the attic
of the old farm-house, which Roger had converted into
a studio, the two men speedily found themselves on
friendly terms.

Seated in the leaking, overstuffed chair, Dr. Gabriel
listened, while he watched his host. Roger had certainly
genius. Gabriel, who was a good judge of painting,
admired the color and composition of the works about
the room. But he was more interested in Roger Hartley.

Facing him, pouring out his story, Roger seemed
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to be under a terrific strain. His face was drawn and
pallid, the fingers were never still, there was a tic in
one cheek, and a lack of luster in the eyes. The man
was living in a dream, Gabriel thought, and even now
he wasn’t quite awake.

“Do you believe that it is possible, not only to
foresee, but to live in the future?” Roger asked.

“There are known cases.”
“How absolute is the future? That’s what I must

know. Is there any possibility of averting the known
future? Or is the course of events absolutely charted?”

Gabriel said: “That’s a difficult question to answer.
As I told you, I have known cases of the prevision of
events that later came to pass. But I cannot believe that
man is wholly the slave of destiny. I believe that, under
God’s providence, the destined course of events can
be changed. We have biblical authority for that belief.”

“Biblical? Where does it say—?”
“In the second Book of Kings we read that

Hezekiah, King of Judah, was warned that he was about
to die; nevertheless, as the result of his prayers, his life
was prolonged for another fifteen years, and the proof
was the shadow receding on the sun-dial. We do not
have to place complete credence in the old legend, but
the meaning is clear: a man is not entirely enslaved by
his destiny.”

“I don’t remember the story,” said Roger. “I’m not
a student of the Bible. But this thing has got to be
averted—this horror. . . . I tell you I’m destined to
murder Marian. I love her, and the thought is with me
night and day.”

“Did Coriat tell you that?”
“He didn’t tell me, but I know.”
“You’ve seen the man?”
“Well—yes. I had pricked my finger on a rusty nail,

and I had him give me a shot of anti-tetanus serum.
You see, he’d once been in love with Marian, and she
didn’t want any hard feeling.”

“Did the shot make you sleep?”
“No, just a little drowsy for a minute. It was two

nights later that I went to Coriat’s new house. I had to
go. . . .

“MARIAN was there with him. She—she looked
     older. I wondered why she had left the child

behind. Dorothy’s been blind from birth. That was
what—that devil meant when he said that Marian would
never know what happiness meant. A child of seven,
and born blind—”

He shuddered. “Of course, she isn’t born yet,” he
went on. “She’s the child we’re going to have. A—a

long time seemed to have passed, and my memory was
confused, like now. I had lived through eight years in a
few minutes, in that devil’s house. It’s what is going to
happen to us—don’t you understand, doctor? The child
we haven’t got is going to be born blind.

“It nearly killed me, thinking about the girl, and of
my wife going to that devil’s home at night, to see him,
and her leaving the child asleep unguarded, while I was
painting in this room.

“Some instinct told me to go to the house. It was
Summer when I left here, but it was Winter when I got
to the house, the great brick house on your right as you
enter Wortley. A fire was blazing in the grate. And Coriat
was standing, facing Marian, his hands upon her
shoulders. He kissed her, and she looked up at him the
way a woman does when she’s in love.

“It wasn’t jealousy I felt. It was the knowledge that
I’d have to save her soul from that devil. That was when
I knew that it was quite true: I’d have to kill her.

“When I got back home, Marian was lying asleep
in bed. All this time I’d supposed it was real—what I’d
seen. I mean, my ideas of time had got mixed up. When
I found her, I knew she couldn’t have got back before I
did. It was then I understood that I’d been seeing into
the future.”

“Have you been back there since?” asked Dr.
Gabriel.

“Once—three nights ago. She was just entering the
house, and I slipped in through the kitchen window. I
found them together, sitting on a sofa, side by side. His
arms were about her. I’d have killed her then. But the
child saved me. She’d followed me, doctor, trailed me
through the snow somehow. I heard her bare feet
pattering in the hall. But Marian didn’t hear, because
she was all engrossed with Coriat.

“I picked the baby up and carried her home. I’ve
been brooding ever since. I thought, if there is any way
in which the future can be averted-I’ll wait and see
before I—kill her.

“And then she told me she had a friend coming
down, and I guessed it was you, because she’s been
talking about going to see you.”

DR. GABRIEL enjoyed Marian Hartley’s cooking.
He had been watching Roger closely ever since

their talk that afternoon. He could detect no signs of
delusive insanity in his host—nothing beyond intense
nervousness, and evidence of great mental strain. After
the meal, when Roger had withdrawn, Marian said:

“I hope I haven’t made a blunder, doctor. This
afternoon, while Roger and you were talking, the
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Coriat, standing on his stoop, apparently waiting
for him, waved a hand in greeting. “Come in, doctor,”
he called. “I’m honored, I’m sure. Mrs. Willis—that
lady who has just left me—apprised me of your visit.
She’s the reporter for the Wortley Chronicle. Won’t you
come in?”

Coriat’s white teeth were flashing between the
black beard and the mustache. It was evident that he
considered himself master of the situation.

woman reporter for the local paper called, and said
she’d heard that we had week-end guests. I told her we
had only one. But I let her have your name. You told
me that you didn’t want—that you believed in
confidence.”

“That’s quite all right. When is the paper
published?” asked Gabriel.

“Tuesdays. You see, you’ll have left Wortley before
anyone knows you’ve been here. And then they won’t
connect your name with that of the physician. I didn’t
suggest that you were here professionally.”

“I’m sure no harm was done.” But Gabriel knew
that Raoul Coriat would quickly learn of his presence,
and of course he would connect it with the Hartleys.
The battle between himself and Coriat was joined
already.

Dr. Gabriel went out and strolled toward the village.
It was a pleasant little New England village, with a
long street bordered by rows of elms, differing in no
material respect from a hundred other such villages.
The doctor paused when he saw the new house of which
Roger had spoken, and inspected the structure carefully
before continuing on his way. Then he was in Wortley,
and he saw Coriat’s shingle on a pleasant frame house
upon a corner, and stopped again to inspect the set-up.

The door opened, and a woman came out, followed
by a man who was evidently Coriat himself. The two
stood chatting for a few moments, while Dr. Gabriel
slowly crossed the road. Coriat was a dark-
complexioned fellow, apparently in his early thirties,
with a short, peaked black beard, and teeth that flashed
as he smiled. The sort of man who would hardly win
favor in a staid New England village. Gabriel passed
the woman at the gate of the little garden.

Revolver in hand, he passed his
wife’s door like a man walking in

his sleep.
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THE office was a typical country doctor’s office, the
only unusual feature being the grinning stone figure,
about five feet high, carved out of a blue-gray granite
mass, that stood in one corner.

“My mascot,” said Coriat, continuing to smile.
“The good people of Wortley were afraid of it at first,
but now they realize that it fits in with me very well. A
Maya god that has been in the family of my maternal
ancestors for generations. You see, I’m half-Mexican.
The Mayas had quite an advanced system of medical
science, but altogether different from our own. It was
what you might call a spiritual science, as opposed to

the physiological conception. I have partly deciphered
it from some old fragments in the Mexico City Museum.
Nice fellow, isn’t he?”

Dr. Gabriel looked from the man to the grinning
god, and back. Now, slowly he began to see the
resemblance between the two, though Coriat’s figure
was slim, and this was a squatting stone travesty of the
human figure. There was something about the idol’s
leer that was very like Coriat’s.

“I see the neck’s been broken at some time,” said
Gabriel.

Coriat’s smile faded. “It’s been in fragments. I’ve
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had it repaired,” answered the man. “It’s my family
totem, if you understand.”

“Quite so, and I wish you better luck than he’s had.
But let’s get to the point. I suppose you induced those
hallucinations in Mr. Hartley by injecting cannabis
indica?”

Coriat looked shocked. “I cannot permit my
professional reputation to be aspersed, even in jest,”
he answered. “I gave Mr. Hartley a shot of anti-tetanus
serum.”

“And what are your terms for calling off this whole
business?” asked Gabriel.

“There are no terms, and there is no business, as
you call it. Mr. Hartley is the victim of overwork, and
an overstrained imagination. Really, my dear Dr.
Gabriel, are you not trying to interpret my prosaic,
orthodox medical work in terms of your own—may I
say not quite orthodox?—branch of our profession?”

He smiled again. “You know, Dr. Gabriel, I have
followed your work with a good deal of interest. You
are a follower of the modern European school of
psychical research, in particular Schenk-Notzing and
Bozzano. The Europeans are children, in comparison
with the old Mayas. I have sometimes thought what a
pleasure it would be to match my own small knowledge
against your own. But of course such a situation is never
likely to arise. Nevertheless, why not go back to New
York and forget about poor Hartley?”

Gabriel ignored the challenge. “Don’t forget the
immutable law, Coriat,” he said, “which is summed up
in the old saw about curses coming home to roost.”

“My dear sir, I am sorry you adhere to those old
superstitions,” replied Coriat, laughing. “But will you
permit this interesting discussion to be resumed at a
later time? I have a patient waiting in the next room.”

IT was dark when Gabriel returned. There was a light
in the attic, where Roger was at work. Marian Hartley

was slumped on the sofa in the living-room. She looked
up with a hopeless expression in her eyes as Gabriel
entered.

“You’ve been to Wortley?” she asked. “You’ve
seen—?”

“I had an interesting conversation with Dr. Coriat.
Oh, just a professional chat. I don’t think he likes your
husband.”

“But—about those delusions—?”
“I think,” said Gabriel, “that you are aware what

those delusions are? You failed to mention them when
you came to my office?”

“But they are too fantastic. I was afraid you would

think Roger just a madman. Yes, I know what they are.
He thinks he sees into the future, and—and—”

“And—?”
“And that I’m going to fall in love with Dr. Coriat

some day, and then Roger is going to kill me. How can
Dr. Coriat be influencing Roger in that way? Or what
is there in that house? An empty house, Dr. Gabriel,
that nobody has lived in!”

She went on, chattering almost incoherently: “A
horrid idol, a stone image, that had all the village scared
at first. If Dr. Coriat hadn’t saved Mr. Judge’s little
girl—he’s one of the selectmen—when all the other
doctors said it was hopeless—Raoul would never have
got any practice at all. How can that horrid image
influence Roger? It’s crazy, I tell you. What are you
going to do?”

“I’m going to see your husband, sit with him
awhile, and try to calm him. By the way, what do you
think of the new house? Coriat must plan to reside in
Wortley indefinitely.”

“I—I’ve only seen it at a distance. I wouldn’t go
near the place. Doctor, I don’t want to talk about this
any more. If you can’t save Roger’s sanity, I shall have
to take him away.”

“I don’t think Raoul Coriat is going to be nearly so
formidable as you imagine,” answered Gabriel. He rose
and went toward the door. “I want you to go to bed and
have a good night’s sleep,” he said. “By the way, your
husband doesn’t take any sleeping drugs, does he?”

“He—he—yes, he does take something. A
harmless, non-habit-forming prescription that helps him
get a night’s rest.”

“He gets it in Wortley?’
“Yes, from Mr. Polson. It’s not supposed to be sold

without a medical prescription, but Mr. Polson knows
us, and, anyway, it’s perfectly harmless.”

UPSTAIRS, Roger Hartley was stretched out on the
studio couch. It had been made up as a bed since

Gabriel’s former visit, from which the doctor concluded
that relations between the Hartleys were more strained
than had been apparent. The little doctor tiptoed to the
side of the sleeping man. On a table beside him was a
half-empty bottle containing some white tablets.

Dr. Gabriel held up the bottle to the small bulb
beside the bed, and read the prescription. The substance
was harmless, taken in moderation, but Dr. Coriat’s
name was written in a fine, almost illegible scrawl under
the statement of the contents. Gabriel knew enough of
small town procedure to have been sure that the druggist
would not sell a forbidden product without covering
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himself by a doctor’s prescription. No doubt there was
an arrangement between Mr. Polson and Coriat—a
harmless arrangement, to enable the druggist to get
around the State law.

That was what Gabriel had expected. To compound
a small quantity of hashish with the phenobarbital
would be a simple matter. Hashish possessed that
peculiar property of changing one’s concepts of space
and time. Gabriel had suspected that this drug had been
employed by Coriat, the moment Roger told him his
story.

But how real was this alteration in the time concept?
Did hashish enable one to penetrate the future, or was
it purely illusory? Gabriel, watching the sleeping man,
racked his brains for case-histories, without much
success.

The moon was shining into the room. There was
no sound in the house. Dr. Gabriel snapped off the light,
sat down in the overstuffed armchair, and waited. For
an hour no sound was audible, except the heavy
breathing of the sleeper.

Then Roger began to moan. He tossed himself
about, and the moans grew stronger. He sat up suddenly,
and then got slowly off the couch. Almost invisible in
his corner, Gabriel watched him. He saw that Roger’s
gait was that of an automaton. There was a peculiar
rigidity to his body suggestive of catalepsy.

Roger stooped over a desk and pulled out a drawer
very softly. It was the caution of a man obsessed by a
single purpose. As Roger straightened himself, the
doctor saw the glint of the metal barrel of the revolver.

IF the sleep-walker was going to Marian’s room to
murder her, instant intervention would become

necessary. But that would postpone the solution, and
Gabriel prayed that Roger was going to the house
instead—going there to try to shoot the phantom of his
wife as she would appear in eight years’ time! Gabriel
kept close upon Roger’s heels, moving softly, so as not
to awaken him. Roger passed the door of Marian’s
room, and continued downstairs, and out into the night.

Clouds had darkened the moon, a storm was beating
up; there was a continuous rustling in the trees along
the road. An eerie night, with no sound save of the trees.
Roger walked stiffly along the road, and Gabriel
followed, until they reached the new structure. Then
Roger turned up a side street, unpaved and ungraded,
and made toward the rear.

Here a trail ran between overhanging branches that
whipped back in Gabriel’s face. The sense of eerieness
was succeeded by one of evil. It struck the doctor like

a cloud of blackness, and for the moment he lost sight
of Roger altogether.

The blackness lifted slowly, but the sense of evil
remained, grew stronger. Dr. Gabriel found himself in
a doorway that had certainly not been visible from the
street earlier that evening. He pushed the door open.
And suddenly the interior of the house grew bright.

He found himself in a hallway, with a large,
sumptuously furnished room beyond, and, leading off
that, a conservatory. The scent of the flowers came to
him strongly. There was still no sign of Roger. But, as
Gabriel stood there, he heard a sound on the road behind
him, like the pit-a-pat of a child’s feet.

He turned back. Those sounds were coming toward
the house, but the darkness and the overhanging
branches made direct vision impossible. And, as he
waited, suddenly the branches parted, and there
appeared—not the blind child, but Marian Hartley!

SHE was wearing a dressing-robe, there were slippers
upon her feet, drenched with the dew, and her hair

was hanging in disorder about her neck. At the sight of
Dr. Gabriel she recoiled for an instant, then seized him
by the arm.

“Listen!” she hissed. “Listen!” She held up her
finger. And, as the pit-a-pat grew louder, “It’s she! It’s
little Dorothy, my daughter, who’s not yet born!”

The sounds of the footsteps ceased, but now,
through the encompassing silence, Dr. Gabriel could
distinctly hear the sound of the overhanging branches
being pushed apart. For an instant he even thought that
he could see the elfin face of a young child among
them—a blind child, peering out with that uncertain
look of the blind.

“You’re talking nonsense,” answered Gabriel
harshly. “What are you doing here?”

“I knew he had come here. I was lying awake,
listening to every sound in the house. I heard him pass
my door, and you following him.”

“Mrs. Hartley, you should have been frank with
me. I knew you had been here before, and that you
knew all about your husband’s delusions—”

“Delusions? Who’s not being frank now?” she
sneered. “You know they’re no delusions, Yes, I knew
everything, and I have come here to try to save him, or
to die, because I have no faith in you. You can go!
Leave me, I say!”

“I tell you to go home,” said Gabriel. “You’re
running into grave danger, both for yourself and your
husband. If you don’t care about yourself consider him.
Leave this to me to manage.”



Lew Merrill (Victor Rousseau)

8

Speed Mystery, May, 1943House of Death

“And I say I’m going to help him, to stand by him,”
she retorted bitterly, and pressed closer to the door.

Gabriel made no reply, but accompanied her, so
that they two were wedged in the narrow entrance. And,
looking in, suddenly he saw that the empty room had
come to life.

There were curious, half-shadowy figures, first of
young people, then of older ones, as if a film was being
run off with great speed, as if the passing years were
being condensed into minutes. It was like Nature’s
recapitulation of the lower forms of life in the human
embryo, when it passes through a million years of
evolution in a few weeks. Gabriel saw an elderly, dark-
featured woman, in a prim black dress, who seemed to
be a housekeeper, cross the room and vanish through a

The woman looked up, but the expression in her eyes
was hopeless, as Gabriel entered.
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doorway.
And then Raoul Coriat stepped out of the

conservatory into the empty room.
Yes, he was older, stouter, and there were threads

of gray in his hair, seen in the light of the central bulbs.
He was in evening clothes, and he stood leaning against
the mantel of the empty fireplace, with a smirk on his
face, as if he were waiting for somebody.

Outside, the rain had begun to fall in heavy drops;
there sounded the distant mutter of thunder. Outside
Gabriel and Marian Hartley, peering in through a slight
wall of opacity that seemed to have grown between
them. It was like a light mist, and it distorted the figure
of Coriat, so that to some degree it lost its three
dimensional perspective, and became flat, like a figure
on a screen.

The smirk upon Coriat’s face grew broader. He
moved toward the door through which the housekeeper
had disappeared. It was opening, and another woman
came into the room. Gabriel had anticipated this, but
he heard Marian Hartley at his side gasp as she saw her
phantasmal reflection—the phantom of herself, as she
would be in eight years’ time, projected upon the screen
of the present!

SHE, too, was older, more matronly in appearance,
but there seemed a girlish flush upon her cheeks as

she glided forward. And she went straight into Raoul
Coriat’s arms.

“My darling! How many years I’ve waited for
you!” Dr. Gabriel seemed to hear the words distinctly.
He saw Coriat bend his head, and their lips met.

She stood in his arms, whispering to him, and now
Gabriel could hear nothing but those soft sibilant
sounds. But the face of the phantom woman was
upturned to Coriat’s, and the little doctor watched,
trying to break through the spell, and conscious all the
while of the flesh-and-blood woman beside him.

Marian Hartley in the flesh, watching that play of
phantoms, her fingers clinched in Gabriel’s arm!

The doctor heard her mutter, “Never! Never! I hate
him! I’ll never come to that! Better let Roger kill me,
as he intends to do!”

And then a low cry escaped her lips, and Gabriel
caught at her as she bent forward. For the door was
being pushed open again, and upon that thickening
misty screen Gabriel saw the figure of the blind child,
moving uncertainly, its arms stretched out before it. A
thin wail broke from its lips as it moved its heed from
side to side:

“Mummy, where are you? I want you, Mummy!”

Gabriel saw the phantom woman turn fiercely upon
it. He heard Marian moan as the phantom made a
threatening gesture.

“What are you doing here? How dared you leave
the house?” it seemed to cry.

And Coriat stood with his clenched fist upraised,
as if about to strike that whimpering little form.

Another cry broke from the lips of the woman at
the little doctor’s side. She started forward, plunging
into that barrier of mist, which coiled about her and
enwrapped her. Gabriel knew that the trap was baited.
He tried to hold her. He grasped her by the arm, and,
with strength that seemed superhuman, she freed
herself.

Again the door was opening, but very slowly. For
a moment it was impossible to see the figure now
entering the room. But Dr. Gabriel knew, and he saw
the outstretched arm, and the gleam of the revolver,
before he saw the rage-distorted face of Roger Hartley.

Marian—the flesh-and-blood Marian—was
running forward into the room.

INSTANTLY, as if the two could not exist in close
proximity to one another, the form of the phantom

vanished. Those of Coriat and the child were growing
hazy. It was as if the whole hideous phantasmagoria
was dissolving into that future from which it had been
conjured up. But the figures of Roger and Marian stood
out clearly, as if etched upon that misty screen.

 Roger, the revolver in his hand, aiming it at his
wife, and the form of the child outlined between them,
and, from the child’s lips, that wail of despair that was
like a knife in the little doctor’s heart.

Gabriel heard the roar of the weapon, and saw the
phantom child stagger, and then fall forward in a pitiful
little heap between the two. And the next moment
Gabriel was between them, and had snatched the
revolver out of Roger’s hand.

“You fool, it isn’t real—it isn’t real!” he shouted
“Look!”

He pointed to where the child had been, huddled
on the floor between them. There was nothing visible
there, and now the whole outlines of the room were
fading away. Nothing was real any longer, except the
forms of the three:—of Marian, staring at her husband,
with terror in her eyes, and the fear-twisted face of
Roger, and Gabriel, standing between them, with arms
flung wide.

“You fool!” cried Gabriel again. “It’s all
hallucination. That child was the trap, to bring your
wife into this hell and have you murder her!”
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Now Roger seemed to understand. He remained
motionless for a moment, but a swift change came over
his face, as if he was awaking from a nightmare into
reality.

Suddenly it had grown dark. They three might have
been standing like lost souls in the blackness of Erebus.
A mighty peal of thunder shook the heavens, followed
by a surging roar of rain. Gabriel felt the heavy drops
upon his face, as if the roof of the house was gone, and

In the child’s eyes was that
uncertain look that one

associates with the blind.
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then the storm drenched him to the skin.
He flung the revolver against the wall—where the

wall had been. It encountered no resistance; it went
flying out into the night.

“Take her home, you ass!” Gabriel shouted in
Roger’s ear.

He saw him again for an instant in the blinding
flash of lightning. Then, out of the ensuing darkness,
he heard the howl of fury from the invisible Coriat.

NO phantom could have emitted that very earthly
howl. Dr. Gabriel swung instinctively, and by good

fortune caromed against the man. He seized him, felt
the slash of a knife across his shoulder, and then, as
another flash of lightning came, saw Coriat, with the
weapon in his hand, and caught his wrist.

By that flash Gabriel had seen that Coriat had
become a madman, his face a devilish mask that
mirrored the insensate rage that possessed him. The
two men struggled furiously. Coriat slashed, and the
knife-hand, partly freed, swung downward. Gabriel felt
the edge of the weapon bite into the skin of his chest.

Then he had Coriat’s wrist firmly within his grasp.
The little doctor looked a puny man, but there was the
strength of steel sinews in his wrists. With his left hand
behind Coriat’s forearm as a fulcrum, he gripped the
wrist, levering the hand back until the weapon dropped.

A scream of anguish burst from Coriat’s lips as the
bone snapped, with a crack like that of a pistol-shot.
As Gabriel relaxed his grip, Coriat broke from him,
and plunged into the darkness. Silence—another cry
of terror out of the dark—then again silence.

Gabriel called: “Where are you, Hartley?”
Marian’s voice answered: “We’re here. Help us!

Help us! We’re lost! I’m afraid to move.”
Gabriel groped very cautiously in the direction

from which her voice came, and found her, her arms
about her husband, who was sagging weakly. Gabriel
held him. “It’s all right, Hartley,” he said. “It’s going
to be all right now. Lay him down, Mrs. Hartley. But
don’t move away. Don’t stir. There’s danger still.”

The little doctor squatted beside Roger, but Marian
was on her knees beside her husband, whispering in
his ear, holding him in her arms. And now, as the growl
of the thunder receded, the faint light of the dawn began
to steal across the land.

It seemed only a matter of minutes that they had
been in Coriat’s house, but hours must have gone by.
And time seemed to have contracted, for the light grew
brighter momentarily, until Marian raised her head in
astonishment and whispered:

“Why—why, there’s no house at all! Just the
foundations!”

“Yes, that house doesn’t exist,” answered Gabriel,
“and now it never will, I think. Didn’t you know?”

“Yes, I—I knew. But I had seen it when I came
here at night. I was—too bewildered. I’m frightened,
doctor. It’s deviltry.”

“Deviltry that has passed,” said Gabriel. “Stay
where you are!”

He rose and paced the flooring that had been laid
across one half of the structure. The other half was
merely a brick and concrete cellar. A deep cellar, deep
enough to have taken the life of the wretched man
whose body lay huddled, inanimate, below.

Marian, who had followed Gabriel, screamed as
she saw the body of Coriat, with the broken neck and
the head twisted fantastically over the shoulder.

“The idol!” she babbled. “That idol of his—!”
“Yes,” agreed Gabriel, “he does look like his idol.

His totem betrayed him—but then—” He stopped there.
No need to tell Marian that it was his suggestion of the
broken neck that had worked on Coriat’s subconscious,
and driven him to destruction.

THEY walked back in the dawn. No one had seen
them, and there was no likelihood that they would

be connected with Coriat’s death. The matter would
look simple enough to the villagers. Coriat had been
inspecting the house that he was building, and, in the
darkness, he had fallen into the excavation and broken
his neck.

 “You mean that it was all unreal? All a trick of
that devil’s and not prevision?” asked Roger weakly.

Gabriel nodded. “At first I had to consider the
possibility that Coriat was able to foreshadow the future
by means of that drug he gave you.”

“What drug?”
“Cannabis indica—hashish. You thought you felt

a little drowsy after he gave you that shot in his office.
Actually, you must have slept long enough for him to
impress suggestions on your mind. These suggestions
were given the force of illusion by those sleeping-
tablets, in which the druggist—innocently enough—
had mixed further quantities of the drug.

“Post-hypnotic suggestion, and multiple
hallucination, the latter feat well known to students of
magic lore—are the explanation, Hartley. Your wife—
even myself, were victims of this trick. But as for
prevision, you may dismiss that thought from your mind
absolutely.”

“But the child—the child we saw—?” whispered
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Marian breathlessly.
Dr. Gabriel looked at her quizzically, and she

lowered her eyes in confusion.
“That was another point you failed to tell me,” said

the little doctor. “Of course I knew—and I congratulate
you and your husband both.”

“She was blind,” said Marian in a whisper.
“Just part of that fiend’s repertoire of tricks.”
“I don’t know how we can repay you—” Roger

began.
Gabriel laughed. “How about painting my portrait

for the benefit of posterity?” he asked.


