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  Introduction


  The truth about the case of the foundling bones should have been apparent from the start. At least, on looking back, it seems so to me. I believe that almost from the beginning, Police Commissioner Thatcher Colt had an idea of the nature of the deed and how it was committed. The problem was to prove it, and in this process, so Colt maintains, the Police Department and not himself deserves all praise. As to that, I make no comment, except to remind the reader that the only reason Thatcher Colt has permitted me to publish these memoirs is for the greater glory of the department which he administered so fairly and efficiently under two Mayors, of opposite political faiths. Colt's love for the Police Department is thorough and sincere; he is anxious to win public respect and support for the blue-coats in the war against crime. Some years ago, in presenting the first of these mysteries of New York to the public, I made a few remarks which may bear repeating now:—


  "When Mr. Thatcher Colt was Police Commissioner of the City of New York he was confronted with a number of mysterious crimes. In the face of grave difficulties, not all of which were known to the public, he personally conducted the investigations and, under handicaps that might have discouraged a less determined man, he solved the cases, caused the arrest of the guilty persons and saw them convicted. Yet the credit for his detective work was given to others. Recently Mr. Colt was approached with the proposal that the[Pg 8] facts in these startling cases be published. At first he declined, on the wholly reasonable grounds that it might appear he was seeking honour for himself. The argument which finally persuaded the former commissioner was that he would bring honour to a place where it is too often a stranger—the police department.


  "It is all too true that the American public does not sufficiently appreciate its police. There is a romantic fallacy that the Force is hopeless when faced with a clever crime; indeed many persons hold the departments of the country in contempt and derision. From short stories and novels they seem to have gained the impression that puzzling crimes are solved only by brilliant amateurs. These whimsical creatures of the story-teller's imagination, a printed army of amiable dilettanti of the current fiction, are gentlemen of inexhaustible knowledge and accomplishment. They are experts in chemistry and astronomy, psycho-analysis and fire-arms; they know rugs, music, chess and wines; they are languid fellows with a great fund of humour, and a mischievous liking for cryptic utterances until they are ready to put a delicate finger on the malefactor. Their avocation is to catch elusive murderers, when the police detectives are ready to confess their utter ineptitude for their own business.


  "Of course there are no such detectives in real life. Yet the crimes of reality are infinitely stranger than the fanciful misdeeds which these imaginary detectives are asked to unravel. The police face crime and mystery as a part of their daily routine, and they solve their cases by knowing their business and attending to it—by vast and competent organisation, patience and determined hard work, together with some ingenuity and an occasional streak of good luck...."


  These were the methods employed in dealing with[Pg 9] the mystery of the box of bones. They are described here just as I saw them performed; perhaps you will anticipate the solution long before I did. As I said before, it was perfectly obvious almost from the beginning—or should have been.


  ANTHONY ABBOT.
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  Chapter One


  A HELL OF A THING TO HAPPEN AT HEADQUARTERS


  Three of us were walking through deserted streets of downtown New York at the dark hour of eleven. In the middle was Police Commissioner Thatcher Colt, top-hatted, muffled, silent. I marched with him on the building side of the pavement while near the curb was District Attorney Merle K. Dougherty, always over weight, and puffing slightly as he kept pace with Colt's long-legged strides. We were on our way to Police Headquarters; Lafayette Street was a lighted but lonely ravine. Half in jest and I think wholly in earnest, Dougherty was wishing for some excitement.


  "You know, Thatch, a reporter was telling me, to-night—I need to give the public a good show. They're ready for it."


  Thatcher Colt gave a chuckling sigh as if over a lost soul. "You mean you could do with a nice, juicy crime before election?"


  "Now, Thatch—don't be crude!"


  Only half a block from the corner of Broome Street gleamed the pale green lights of 240 Centre Street, the heart of New York's police force. The gray-fronted building, with its fussbudget façade, was like home to me now, for this was Thatcher Colt's third year as Commissioner and I had been his secretary from the beginning.


  "You don't have to worry about the election," Colt declared, a hand on the District Attorney's shoulder.[Pg 16] "New York will never let you get out of public office; you're too popular. And please don't go wishing for any first page hullabaloo—Tony and his wife and I wish to get away to Miami Beach for a couple of weeks."


  "Just the same," wheezed the District Attorney, swinging his stick like a Broadway leading man, "I could do with a hot court trial——"


  "With a love angle in it, no doubt?" I bantered, waving a pre-morning tabloid.


  "That's it, Tony. A crime of passion!"


  "And a triumphant solution?"


  "Of course!"


  "By the police department."


  "Sure!—No! That is——" Dougherty snorted, and shook his head. "Certainly—I mean—working with——"


  "An aggressive District Attorney."


  "Exactly! Tony's got it right, Thatch! What can we do about it? We need a murder!"


  As if the fate—or the furies—had heard and answered the district Attorney's prayer, a little man stepped out of the shadows beside the open door of Headquarters. He was pug-nosed, spectacled, bowler-hatted, overdressed—I recognised him as Sherman, a third-grade detective, inclined to be talkative, but a hard worker.


  "Excuse me, Mr. Commissioner." He saluted. "I know this is all irregular bracing you this way but I wanted a word with you personal, and I know you generally drop in downtown after theatre—I made an arrest to-night and now I hope I didn't do the wrong thing."


  "What's on your mind, Sherman?"


  Colt had halted within the foyer of Headquarters; twin flights of wide marble steps rose left and right to the main lobby; a central flight of stairs led into a[Pg 17] basement, the offices of the fingerprint and photographic bureaus. Sherman went on:


  "The case I mean is mixed up with a big shot who says he knows you—a man named Gilman."


  "Professor Leslie Gilman?"


  "That's him—a highbrow college guy."


  Colt cast me a hasty and slightly harassed glance. We both knew Leslie Gilman, a chemist of international renown, a physicist. He and Colt were old friends. But of late Professor Gilman had taken up psychic phenomena seriously, and since then we had seen little of him—the Commissioner distrusted occultism and mysticism of every kind. "Is Professor Gilman in any trouble?"


  "He's making trouble, that's what he's doing—said he would break me in the department—that's what he said, on account of a pinch I made."


  "What is this all about?"


  "A bunch of spiritualists! They call it a church."


  "And that's what it probably is," Colt rebuked him. "With the same legal rights as any other church. Why did you do it?"


  "To catch a ghost," replied Sherman, righteously. "We had complaints—a man and his wife were giving private séances and exhibiting ghosts at three dollars per exhibit—and so we just pulled the joint on a disorderly conduct charge."


  "And got what?"


  "We got forty yards of cheese cloth daubed with luminous paint out of the spirit medium's bosom."


  Colt made a wry face. Such cases always stirred him to low, dull anger.


  "How does Gilman fit into this mess?"


  "Well, when we locked up the Reverend Washington Irving Lynn and wife—2178 West Eighty-sixth Street——"[Pg 18]


  "The Lynns were what you called the mediums?"


  "Not what I call them—that's what they call themselves—I don't call them anything but God damn—anyhow, the Lieutenant at the Twentieth Precinct—the West Sixty-eighth Street Police station—was a softie and let them use the telephone—oh, I know, they have a legal right to one call—and they called Gilman. So then Gilman gets down to the station house, talks with the prisoners, and starts yelling for you, Mr. Commissioner. He tells me, as the arresting officer, if I don't get his message to you it will go hard with everybody concerned. I told him the New York Police Department wasn't run by in-floo-ence, no matter who it was."


  "The message?"


  "I know it sounds screwy, Mr. Commissioner, but Professor Gilman told me to tell you that the Lynns were positively genuine mediums and could really and truly talk with the remains of the dead."


  "Was that all?"


  "That was all—except a lot of hooey about how the Lynns could tell you about a murder."


  "About a what?" barked Dougherty. Until now he had been totally indifferent, stamping large, cold feet.


  "Mrs. Lynn, the female of the mediums, is supposed to have got a message from what she calls her spirit guy——"


  "Spirit guide!" corrected Dougherty.


  "And the spirit guy brought in a girl that had been murdered and the body buried——"


  "Where?"


  Sherman laughed.


  "They wouldn't tell me! All they want is to get their names in the papers. Well, now they'll get it, plenty."


  "Hell's breeches!" grumbled Dougherty. "I thought it was something important. Let's get going, Thatch."[Pg 19]


  The Police Commissioner looked puzzled; his sombre brown eyes parried mine with a thoughtful question.


  "It's an odd message," he murmured. "Where is Gilman now?"


  "Up at the Sixty-eighth Street Station, trying to raise bail for those Lynns."


  "Get him down here to-morrow—I'll be in my office after ten."


  And as the little detective hurried unhappily off, Colt added to us:


  "No use in seeing him to-night—nothing to it, of course—it's just a duty I owe to an old friend gone wrong."


  "Whatever you say," answered Dougherty with an affable grin. "If I played my hunches, though, Thatch—I'd see him now."


  I was anxious to get home. I had promised Betty, my wife, to be back in my mother's home in Scarsdale, where we were visiting, soon after midnight. So I told the Commissioner I would take a look at my desk upstairs and then catch the eleven forty-five out of Grand Central Terminal. As I was explaining this, Colt led the way up to the central corridor, where he stopped at the information desk. A policeman is always on duty there, enclosed in three sides of glass, his back to the solid wall, reporters drift to him and away from him, and messages of black deeds tumble down to him in a crooked tube that runs from the telegraph bureau on the top floor. To-night Old Tim Dubble was in charge; at the sight of the Commissioner he stood up and saluted.


  "Good-evening, Sergeant—all the animals in their cages?" asked Colt, with a friendly smile.


  "Mr. Commissioner, it's as quiet as a deaf-and-dumb man's grave," answered Dubble, solemnly.


  "What will the headlines be in the papers to-morrow?"[Pg 20] the Chief asked; he knew that Tim Dubble heard everything from the reporters.


  "Not much except a lot of hot air from Washington. One thing, though—that beautiful girl who married a Spanish duke some years ago has run away from him—said he beat her—she's back in New York—what was her name, now?"


  Under the tan of his lean, long face, Thatcher Colt changed colour slightly, his sombre brown eyes widened, off guard for a tortured moment; before I could stop Old Tim he drumbled on:


  "Oh, yes—Florence Dunbar. She's in New York to-night!"


  Florence Dunbar! I knew the name. So did Dougherty. Neither of us would look at Colt. It was no time to look at him. In that instant I recalled a photograph that hung on the wall of Thatcher Colt's library; the only picture in that huge quiet room, and, aside from the pictures of his mother and father, which he kept on his dressing-table, the only photograph in the entire house that he called home. Often I had looked at that portrait and wondered what manner of girl had owned the beautiful face that half-smiled, half-chided the world she gazed at. Florence Dunbar—who had once been engaged to marry Thatcher Colt! She had a remote, legendary beauty; you felt somehow that she spoke strange languages, and understood least of all what we hedonists call "civilisation." Yet there was a wistful glimmer in her large, dark eyes, and a soft womanliness in the rich masses of black hair in a day of bobs. Only the imperious tilt to her head, the aristocratic curve to the proud sharp nose set her apart, as if she were quite unattainable, and knew it to her sorrow. None of Colt's later friends or associates had met Florence Dunbar, yet they all had a wise and knowing[Pg 21] look when they referred to her. Once and once only Colt had spoken of her to me. Looking at the portrait, he had quoted the bitter lines of Rudyard Kipling:


  
    
      
        "Lived a woman wonderful
 (May the Lord amend her)
 Neither simple, kind, nor true,
 But her pagan beauty drew
 Christian gentlemen a few
 Hotly to attend her!"

      

    

  


  Now the woman who had quarrelled with him and in her pique married a Spanish nobleman was back in New York. What would this mean to Colt? His voice sounded impassive, crisp, as always:


  "What else is exciting, Tim?"


  "The only thing that's happened to-night is an attempted suicide a few minutes ago—one of the night's catch up at the Sixty-eighth Street Police Station—a woman it was. She had been sent down to the West Thirtieth Street Station, where they keep the she-prisoners."


  "What was her name?" asked Thatcher Colt.


  "Lynn—Eva Allen Lynn. She's a fortune-teller, Mr. Commissioner—young woman and pretty, too, they told me."


  The Commissioner's dark eyes kindled.


  "I feel like working to-night, Dougherty—all night, if necessary," he snapped. "Maybe Gilman has got something worth listening to. Find Sherman, Tim. Tell him to bring Professor Leslie Gilman down here!"


  I understood. If Colt went home and tried to sleep, thoughts of Florence Dunbar would keep him awake. I hoped he would not let that old dead ghost get him by the heart again. That would indeed be tragic.


  "Well, Dougherty—want to stick?"[Pg 22]


  Dougherty rolled his eyes at Colt.


  "Sure I do, Thatch!"


  The Commissioner looked sombrely at me. I decided to stay.
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  Through the telephone from Colt's private office on the second floor north end, I questioned Lieutenant Summers of the West Thirtieth Street Police Station:


  "What happened to Eva Allen Lynn?"


  "Oh, she's all right, now. Nervous and scared—she tried to choke herself with her stocking! But the matron was watching okay."


  "Did you get her a sedative?"


  "A doctor's coming to take a look at her."


  "Is Professor Gilman still there?"


  "That meddling son of a sea-cook—no. He's cleared out of here and to hell with him, Mr. Abbot. The professor ain't used to a police station and he don't know how to behave in one. Good-night, Mr. Abbot."


  By the time I had made my brief report to Thatcher Colt, a knock came at the door, it opened, and the stern silver-crowned face of Captain Israel Henry, guardian of the Commissioner's suite, and working late to-night, looked in on us.


  "Professor Gilman to see you, Mr. Colt."


  "Quick work—he must have come down in one of our detective radio cars. Send him right in."


  None of us was prepared for the state of excitement in which Professor Leslie Gilman entered the room. It had been a quiet and sedate place a moment before; only the green lamp was lighted on Colt's broad desk; a splash of white light pooled around the Commissioner's folded hands. I stood against one of the panelled walls, half-hidden in shadow. Dougherty, too, was in shadow,[Pg 23] his great paunch almost invisible as he lolled in an arm-chair. The shadows reached up to the high ceiling and down to the over-sized mulberry-coloured rug. All this placidity was shattered by the scientist. He rushed straight up to Colt's desk, leaned forward, flattening his palms on the glass; the back of his large strong hands turned pale under the pressure.


  "Colt!" he exclaimed, his voice low and quivering, "this Lynn business is a damnable and sacrilegious outrage. It's persecution! It's the Inquisition! It's an indefensible, high-handed, unconstitutional, tyrannical piece of intolerance and by God——"


  "By God, you're losing your temper!" barked Thatcher Colt, standing up and leaning forward so that their faces were close together. A strange contrast those faces. Thatcher Colt was thin, tanned, elegant, with aristocratic features, but with a slight discoloration under his left eye from a boxing bout at the Police Academy. Professor Leslie Gilman was Colt's opposite—short, heavy, with the clear red skin of an English soldier, the blue eyes of a Norwegian sailor, and the almost bald head, the nose-glasses, and the bow tie that belong only to married and middle-aged Americans.


  "I am losing my temper," agreed Professor Gilman with an imprecatory glance around the room. "I thank you for reminding me. May I sit down?"


  "I was on the point of suggesting it," murmured Colt, indicating the comfortable chair before his desk. Both men sat down, and Gilman, with an angry gesture, snatched off his brown slouch hat, and dropped it on the rug.


  "I am not any the less angry because I am now in control of my temper," the Professor resumed warningly. "I have come here to right a great wrong. My business is private. Who are these gentlemen?"[Pg 24]


  Colt introduced us, with the assurance that we were all concerned in his protest.


  "Tell me straight out what the trouble is," urged the Commissioner. "The police are not like scientists, you know, Gilman—we do make mistakes sometimes."


  The Professor's blue eyes flashed.


  "I make mistakes all right—but not this time! I am here as a friend of two unfortunate people. I ask you to believe me when I say, as a scientist, an intelligent man, that these two people are great souls. And they should be treated like great souls. They are more wonderful than Kreisler or Heifetz or Paderewski. These people are like prophets! This horrible raid to-night—and then poor Eva trying to take her own life——"


  "Far be it from me to scoff at your faith in them, Gilman—but what about the forty yards of cheese-cloth painted with luminous paint which the detectives seized as their Exhibit A."


  "Planted! Planted evidence! Not with your knowledge, of course——"


  "I'm not shocked! I have heard suspicions of the police once or twice before. But are you sure the evidence was planted?"


  "I can't prove that it was."


  "Don't you believe mediums are sometimes fakes—and that even a smart man like you can be fooled?"


  "Well—perhaps. It is true that even absolutely genuine mediums may deceive now and then, when they cannot get in touch with their real powers. I would hate to believe that of the Lynns. But even if they did deceive—I know they are still great people, good people, and it is horrible to humiliate them like this. Let them go, Colt—turn them over to me, back to science—I will provide for them——"[Pg 25]


  The Professor's earnestness was impressive. He was pleading from his heart. Yet it seemed an extraordinary position for a scientist, appealing for a woman who was caught with a bogus ghost in her brassière.


  Colt's right hand was dawdling with an ivory head of Homer, the only ornament on his desk. His thumb rubbed the snub nose of the image.


  "Where do the Lynns come from?"


  "Ohio—I think it is Zanesville—somewhere in the steel and iron region——"


  "Been in New York long?"


  "About two years."


  "Doing what?"


  "Submitting to my experiments and preaching."


  "They gave private readings and séances for which they charged, didn't they?"


  "That is one way of preaching."


  "And of collecting fees?"


  "The labourer is worthy of his hire."


  "What are their miraculous powers that have so impressed you?"


  "They can communicate with departed spirits."


  "How?"


  "In many ways."


  Colt sighed a little wearily and thrust aside the ivory head of Homer.


  "Just what is it you want me to do about it?"


  "Release them. Withdraw the charge."


  Colt smiled sadly.


  "It isn't in my power to do that, now. The facts are plain. The evidence of fraud is clear. It's up to the magistrate——"


  "And you won't interfere?"


  "Impossible."[Pg 26]


  "And you don't believe a word of what I have said, either, now do you, Colt?"


  "We need not go into that, old fellow. I sympathise——"


  "Sympathise!" repeated Gilman in a great shout. "You are blind. What blindness! What self-satisfied folly! You say you want to stop crime in this city. But do you? You say you want to solve all the mysteries, catch all the criminals—so what do you do? You take measurements, you count up the ridges in fingerprints, the ballistic riflings on bullets, you analyse the very dirt under the fingernails of corpses—bah! Rot! No good at all! Those childish little tricks and dodges take up your time when all the while there is a short cut, a straight way to the truth—and you will not take it!"


  Professor Gilman stood up in defiant silence, twisting his reclaimed hat into a shapeless bundle, now that he had scolded Thatcher Colt.


  "You propose," mused the Commissioner, "that through your mediums I should get in touch with the spirits of murdered persons and these shades, or astral bodies, or whatever they are called, would accuse the guilty killer?"


  "Yes, that's just what I do mean!" cried Gilman passionately. "I mean even more than that. Murder not even discovered yet by your practical, brain-trust police can be brought to light by this simple and natural means."


  Colt's smile was friendly.


  "I'm sorry, Gilman. If we could adopt your plan, it would greatly simplify police work, but I'm afraid that we will have to stick to ballistics and the rest of the technique you deplore."


  "Excuse me, Thatch," cut in Dougherty placatingly. "I'm a good Catholic and I don't go for any of this[Pg 27] business in any way at all. But let me ask you one question, Professor—didn't you say there was some kind of message about a particular murder?"


  Professor Gilman turned and looked appealingly at Dougherty as if he had just discovered a friend.


  "I did, sir. I did. I sent a message by that flatfoot. But it is evident it is quite useless for me to refer to it again. In spite of the fact that I believe it would be a perfect test—establish our theories to the world, I do not expect to be taken seriously by those in authority. Of course, even if we were, we might fail. Unlike the police, Mr. Colt, our mediums are sometimes mistaken."


  Colt chuckled at this melancholy ripost.


  "Tell us about this perfect test," he invited.


  "That's just what it amounts to—a perfect test. We have—or at least the Lynns have—been trying to get more information on this matter for months. But it was impossible. We told no one because we knew no one would listen—the newspapers and the detectives would all think it was a vulgar publicity stunt."


  "Well, what information have you got so far?"


  Professor Gilman sat down in his chair again; began to smooth out his battered hat. His eyes were lowered, his forehead covered with perspiration.


  "For several months," he began deliberately, "the spirit of a young girl has been coming through to us. She speaks through Eva Allan Lynn while the medium is in a trance—using her lips, her tongue, her vocal cords—but the voice is very, very different. This young girl spirit says she was murdered—cut up into pieces—put in a box and buried in the water."


  There was a moment's silence. We did not believe it, of course; not one of us, except Gilman. But the way he told it gave one shivers.[Pg 28]


  "Does the spirit of the murdered girl tell her name?" asked Colt.


  "Yes. Madeline!"


  "She gives only the first name?"


  "So far, yes. Whenever we ask for the last name, she begins to cry and goes away!"


  "Did Madeline say where the body was buried—in what body of water?"


  "She was to tell us that to-night."


  "To-night?"


  "Yes—after the church meeting she was coming to my apartment and we were to go on with our experiments. But the damned police raided our service——"


  "Never mind that again," snapped Colt.


  "But I say you have prevented a great revelation."


  "Of what?"


  "Of murder! Go along with me for a little minute, will you, Colt? Suppose a girl named Madeline was murdered. Suppose her body was cut up and the pieces put in a box and dropped into the sea. Then what would you say?"


  "Thatch!" Dougherty's husky voice was warm with interest. "Listen, Thatch. The police don't want to interfere with science when it isn't necessary—ever! Why not let the Professor have his séance with the mediums to-night, anyway?"


  "Where?"


  "Well—I was thinking—why not right here and let us all take a look at it."


  "A séance in my private office?" groaned Colt. His face lighted up with a brief grin.


  "That would be a hell of a thing to happen at Headquarters," I burst out.


  "It might be a heavenly thing, young man," crackled the Professor, his blue eyes reproving me.[Pg 29]


  "But the Lynn woman is ill—neurotic," demurred Colt. "It's out of the question."


  "That's why she's ill—that dead spirit of a murdered woman seeking earthly justice is tormenting her, trying to break through for the final revelation of her murderer. Colt, try this for me on my sacred word just this once, will you?"


  Colt hesitated a moment, then looked up at me.


  "All right, Tony—call the Sixty-eighth and West Thirtieth Street Station houses and tell them to send the Lynns down here."


  As I picked up the receiver, I happened to glance at Professor Gilman. His hat had fallen to the floor; his great, hairy hands were palm to palm, and Professor Leslie Gilman was praying.
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  A strange pair, the Reverend Washington Irving Lynn and his wife, Eva. Within fifteen minutes after my talk with Lieutenant Summers, a detective radio car brought them to the door of Headquarters and three minutes later they came into the private office of the Police Commissioner. We watched Professor Gilman go towards them with reverence and kindly affection. Deluded though Leslie Gilman must be, there was, nevertheless, something beautiful and touching in his behaviour. He walked forward with arms outstretched and gathered the young woman's thin, wraith-like hands into his own. He led her to the chair he had used and placed her in it with an air of gallant concern. And all the while, over his shoulder he smiled and nodded reassuringly at the husband; with his free left hand the Professor motioned the spiritualist clergyman to another chair. All this in perfect silence. Then, as if[Pg 30] he had waited to set the stage, Professor Gilman faced around again; standing behind Eva Lynn's chair, his hands on her shoulder, he glanced challengingly at Dougherty, at me, and finally at Colt.


  "Mr. Commissioner," he said in a formal tone and with a slightly pompous flourish of his hand, "allow me to present Mrs. Eva Allen Lynn. I want you to take a good look at her. Does she look like a swindler?"


  She did not. Since Eva Allen Lynn entered the room, I had been telling myself that in no way did she resemble the familiar type of confidence woman. The medium was so unexpectedly young, so delicate, pale, there was so little of her, and—yes, she was so lovely, death-like in her loveliness. Coal-black braids were plaited around her narrow head, giving her a foreign appearance; her over-large black eyes were set wide apart in the pallid face, and glowed with a steady and unnatural brilliance. The small body was rigid; the narrow, phantom hands clutched together in a drowning person's grip; she looked steadily before her as if she saw eternity.


  "Has Mrs. Lynn been given medical attention?" asked Thatcher Colt.


  "She doesn't want a doctor—and that's flat!"


  The high-pitched but most emphatic voice was that of the Reverend Washington Irving Lynn. He scrambled up from his chair with the graceless agility of an ape. Not a prepossessing creature, this dubious man of God. He was squat and strong, with long, drooping, jungle arms; his face was reddish and freckled, and his thick red hair was tousled, probably from a scuffle with the cops.


  "Eva Lynn won't have no doctor. She refuses medical attention of all kinds. That right, Eva?"


  "Yes!" Her voice was a frightened whisper.[Pg 31]


  "Why?" asked Thatcher Colt, with a satyr's smile.


  "Because no doctor would understand her condition," put in Professor Gilman, returning to Colt's desk and leaning over persuasively. "I told you she was to be hostess to Madeline to-night. And because of the Police Department of New York City and its utterly idiotic detectives, she has been forced to keep the poor, distracted soul of the murdered girl waiting. No wonder she, herself, is distracted and ill. Her whole nervous system is like a barred door on which the dead are rapping, pounding, demanding admittance. The sooner we get this over the better."


  "Get what over?" piped the husband, ambling forward and swinging his arms. "What's the programme now, Professor? Eva can't stand no more, you know."


  "I have induced these officials to permit Madeline to come through—perhaps to investigate——"


  A sneer distorted the freckled face.


  "Why waste our time?"


  "Wait," whispered Eva. "God is willing. So are the police. So am I. So must you be!"


  The whispering voice of Eva Allen Lynn had a disciplinary effect upon the husband. He shrugged his high shoulders, swung his arms and scrambled back to his chair like a trained animal.


  "May we proceed, Mr. Colt?"


  "One moment, please. May I ask a few questions of this young woman, Professor Gilman?"


  That, of course, was Dougherty talking; the under-slept, sceptical District Attorney, beguiled in spite of himself. But Gilman quickly protested:


  "Mrs. Lynn has not come here to answer any questions. That is not the understanding at all. In the first place she doesn't know anything. In the second place, she is very weary and ill, and she is making a great[Pg 32] sacrifice to put her scientific gifts at the disposal of the police, in the hope of advancing psychic truth. You may question me—or the spirit, or the spirits, if any come under these unpleasant and undignified police surroundings—question them all you like. But not Mrs. Lynn—she is already sinking into a trance."


  "I don't want to third degree the lady," protested Dougherty, squirming in his chair until it creaked. "I want to inform myself, so that I can understand what is going on."


  "That's fair, Mr. Gilman. Mind?"


  "No, I suppose not, Colt. What is it you would like to know, Mr. Dougherty?"


  Dougherty blew his nose loudly.


  "Is spiritualism her religion?"


  "Of course."


  "What type of mediumship will she practice to-night?"


  I could feel a vibration of antagonism; it was as if some physical, tangible currents sprang in conflict from the two men. Gilman cleared his throat, and said:


  "I don't think I understand."


  "Well, is she to be clairvoyant—or clairaudient? Will she materialise—do telekinesis, for example? Just what is to be the nature of her phenomena?"


  That was a trick of the District Attorney. He seemed so disorganised mentally; his manners were often enough a little brusque; he played a political rôle of good-natured, hard-fighting, golden-hearted rough-neck—but the man read, and remembered what he read; he was well-informed and hid his knowledge as if it were a vice, or, at least, disreputable.


  "Perhaps," the District Attorney added, "she can get the direct voice. That would be very interesting."


  Now he was showing off![Pg 33]


  "I see what you mean," faltered Gilman. "It's hard to tell in advance. You see—she does get the direct voice. I've heard it. They are extraordinary mediums—extraordinary because they have a vast range where most ordinary mediums can use only one method. Mrs. Lynn gets direct voice, she is clairvoyant, she is a psychometrist and she is, above all, and in spite of everything, a genuine materialising medium—she brings before your eyes visible spectres of the dead."


  "Will she do that to-night?"


  "Certainly not!"


  "But voices talk to her and give her messages?"


  "Yes, sir."


  "Can anybody hear them?"


  "She hears them. Sometimes she hears the voice only inside her head."


  "But other times?"


  "Outside! Yes, sir!"


  "You mean—in a room, just as you hear my voice right now?"


  "Yes. At certain séances—not with Eva—I have even heard a voice clearer than yours."


  "I'd like to ask a question," put in Thatcher Colt. "Does Eva often hear these voices outside of her head?"


  "Not often, no."


  "And did anybody else hear them?"


  "I don't think so—except, of course, the Reverend. He was present."


  "Only one more question," resumed the District Attorney. "Is she going to try for the direct voice to-night?"


  "She is not going to try for anything. She makes herself passive, not active. She leaves the doors of her body open for spirits to come in. If they do not come in, we will fail. We will get nothing. If they come, we may[Pg 34] hear their direct voices, not in our heads, but over our heads, in front of them, behind them, under our chairs or even in the wastebasket. Or you may not hear that at all. More likely they will use her voice; they do that very often. Then it's just her voice being used by the dead spirit inside."


  Dougherty blew his nose again, emitting a snort that was a triumph of impatience.


  "In which case," went on Gilman, unhampered by the snort, "you can tell whether the spirit is true or false, good or bad, by the message they bring."


  "Fair enough," agreed Thatcher Colt.


  "May we proceed?"


  "Certainly—what do you do next?"


  "We turn out all the lights, Mr. Commissioner."


  The Professor's short, powerful arm protruded; the sleeve fell back a little, exposing the white and hairy forearm strangely animal-like in that forward dart. I caught a glimpse of the girl medium before Gilman reached the desk-lamp—she was much paler now, her eyes were rolled back, her lips parted, her breath came in short tugs—and her knees were thrust out, the whole posture rigid and uncomfortable.


  Then, darkness. The darkness was complete. I began to regret this whole brash proceeding. We must see that it was kept a profound secret. And for a common-sense important reason. Half of the metropolitan journals were against the administration, and the spectacle of the chief officer of the Police Department and the District Attorney communing with the dead down in Centre Street would have made a hippodrome holiday for the opposition. With cartoons and caricatures and editorials and interviews and with ribald paragraphing by all the clever columnists they would have kept the joke hot for days. Indeed, if it leaked out, the séance[Pg 35] might have been a major political blunder; many a campaign has been lost through ridicule. Colt knew then, and so did Dougherty but they would not turn back.


  In the darkness, Professor Gilman spoke solemnly:


  "From this moment on, I hope you and your associates will regard all arrangements as in my hands. In other words, I and no one else am in command. Is that agreed to?"


  "It's all in your hands," Colt replied positively.


  "Very well, then. There are really three rules—effective from this minute on, for Eva Allen Lynn has now reached the state of deep trance.


  "Rule Number One—no one is to touch the medium until it is all over.


  "Rule Number Two—no one is to leave his chair until it is all over.


  "Rule Number Three—no more smoking until the ceremonies are over.


  "Those are the only rules and I hope you understand they are solely for the protection of Mrs. Lynn; while she is in a state of trance her life is in your hands."


  Instantly I wanted a smoke; wanted one damnably. I shifted about in my chair, listening to the hard breathing of Eva Allen Lynn, wondering if it were just put on and if so how long she had practised it, and I was just beginning to feel perfectly sure that she could stop gasping and breathe normally any moment she chose to do so—when suddenly I heard a new sound, and it startled me.


  It was a humming sound, a deep human voice humming, and the tune of it was "There's a Long, Long Trail A-winding into the Land of My Dreams." Not a cheerful ditty under any circumstances, it was especially dismal now. Gilman's voice, of course; for a moment[Pg 36] it had given me what Betty calls "the creeps." Only Gilman's voice at first, but presently the Reverend Washington Irving Lynn joined in. And then with some distaste I recalled that sad music is supposed to entice the wandering phantoms of the wayward dead.


  In the midst of the song, a voice spoke—quickly, sharply—and the singing stopped. The new voice spoke again. It was not like Eva Allen Lynn's voice. I had to be honest with myself, even then, and admit that. The quality of its tone, when it spoke the first word, was utterly different.


  "Madeline!" was what it said. "Madeline! Madeline!..." And then, "Madeline is here!"


  The tone, I repeat, in no slightest accent resembled the flat and passionless whisper of the girl in the chair. Its timbre, its very vibration was more buoyant, a deep, musical contralto voice, fuller and richer and younger. If this were the voice of a dead person it was livelier than that of the living girl of whose lips and diaphragm it had taken possession.


  I slipped a notebook from my pocket, and in the dark I began to jot down all that was said.


  There was a long silence, a deep sigh, and then the same new vivacious voice announced:


  "I want to tell about my trouble."


  Again silence, but briefer this time. It spoke once more; the voice grew plaintive, and I had the horrible—and, of course, mistaken—illusion that it had moved, changed its position, got behind me somehow.


  "Mr. Colt! Is Mr. Colt there? Please, Mr. Colt."


  Gilman called out: "Speak to her, Colt. Don't be afraid!"


  The voice of the Commissioner was matter-of-fact and natural:


  "I am here. Have you something to tell me?"[Pg 37]


  "Do you know who I am, Mr. Colt?"


  "I am sorry—no."


  "My name is Madeline."


  I heard Dougherty clear his throat; then silence as we all waited to hear what Thatcher Colt would say to her.


  "Yes, Madeline—is there something you want to tell the police?"


  "You do not believe I am Madeline."


  "Does it matter what I believe?"


  "Yes. But it should not be hard. I want to help you—for it was murder."


  "Murder? You were murdered?"


  "Yes."


  "Tell me about it, then."


  "I'll try."


  "Will you start by giving me your last name?"


  "I can't do that."


  "But weren't you going to tell that to-night?"


  "Yes—but I can't now."


  "Why not?"


  "I don't know it."


  "Don't know your own last name?"


  "No, Mr. Colt."


  "Try to remember, Madeline——"


  "I did try. But I can't remember. I can remember all about the murder. I was shot. Shot in the head. The bullet is in my head now and when I think about it, it hurts. It horrifies me, too, to think about it. I've been horrified ever since the day it happened."


  "Do you remember the date?"


  "Oh, yes, perfectly. It was May first."


  "Of what year?"


  "This year."


  "And what else do you remember about the murder?"[Pg 38]


  And then came the long speech; I got it all down, for our future study, making my stenographic pot-hooks in the dark—a difficult feat, too; try it sometime:—


  "Murder has been committed. Foul murder. Horrible murder. I was a beautiful girl with everything to live for. I was scared! I was scared! I was scared! I died in sight of the sunlight in the streets of New York—and then I was sawed up in pieces and—oh-h, that was horrible... And then I was put in a box and put down in the water—I can give you the very spot—about a hundred yards off shore from the Laflin Hotel at Fairland Beach, beyond Jones Beach Park—try there for me and I'll be there—dredge for me and dig me up—I don't want to go on lying there—please, please, Mr. Colt..."


  "Who killed you?" asked Thatcher Colt, his voice crackling.


  "I don't know."


  "Didn't you see who shot you?"


  "I saw it all. I saw him dismember me, too. But I had never seen him before in my life."


  "A stranger killed you?"


  "Yes."


  "Why?"


  "I don't know that either. And I can't find out—not for the life of me."
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