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Withéut the door let sorrow lie, 
And if for cold it hap to <Kc,
We’ll bury ’t in a Christmas pye, 
And ever more be merry.

—Withers Juvenilia.
Womans Home Magazine Page

Gifts of one who loved me,— 
’Twas high time they came; 
When he ceased to love me,
Time they stopped for shame.

—Emerson.
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1 WON’T deny that I had some 
expectation from the old man 
myself."

Kennedy’s client was speak­
ing in a low, full-chested, vibrat­
ing voice, with some emotion, so 
low that I had entered the room 
without being aware that any one 
was there until it was too late to 
retreat.

“Dr. Burnham, I should like to 
have you know Mr. Jameson,” in­
troduced Craig. “You can talk as 
freely before him as you have to 
me alone. We always work-to­
gether.”

I shook hands with the visitor. 
“The doctor has succeeded in 

interesting me greatly in a case 
which has some unique features,” 
Kennedy explained; “It has to do 
with Stephen Haswell, thé eccen­
tric old millionaire of Brooklyn. 
Have you ever heard' of him?”

“Yes, indeed,” I replied, recall­
ing an occasional article which 
had appeared in the newspapers 
regarding a dusty and dirty old 
house in that part of the Heights 
in Brooklyn whence all that is fas­
hionable had not yet taken flight, 
a house of mystery, yet not more 
mysterious than its owner in his 
secretive comings and goings in 
the affairs of men of a generation 
beyond his time.

“About a week ago,” reported 
the doctor, in answer to a nod of 
encouragement from Kennedy, “I 
was summoned in the middle of 
the night to attend Mr. Haswell, 
who, as I have been telling Pro­
fessor Kennedy, had been a pati­
ent of mine for over twelve years. 
He had been suddenly stricken 
with total blindness. Since then 
he appears to be failing fast, that 
is, he appeared so the last time I 
saw him, a few days ago, after I 
had been superseded by a younger 
man. It is a curious case and I 
have thought about it a great 
deal. The more I have thought 
about it the more I have féltrït my 
duty to say something to some­
body, and so, having heard of 
Professor Kennedy, I decided to 
consult him. The fact of the mat­
ter is, I very much fear that there 
are circumstances which will bear 
sharp looking into, perhaps a 
scheme to get control of the old 
man’s fortune.”

The doctor paused, and Craig 
inclined his head, as much as to 
signify his appreciation of the 
delicate position in which Burn­
ham stood in the case. Before the 
doctor could proceed further, 
Kennedy handed me a letter 
which had been lying before him 
on the table. It had eyidently 
been torn into small pieces* and 
then carefully pasted together.

The subscription gave a small 
town in Ohio and a date about 
fortnight previous.

Dear Father (it read) : I hope 
you will pardon me for writing, 
but I cannot let the occasion of 
your seventy-fifth birthday pass 
without a word of affection and 
congratulation. I am alive and 
well—Time has dealt leniently 
with me in that respect, if not in 
money matters. I do not say this 
in the hope of reconciling you to 
me. I know that is impossible 
after all these cruel years. But I 
do wish that I could see you 
again. Remember, I am your only 
child and even if you still think I 
have been a foolish one, please let 
me come to see you once before it 
is too late. We are constantly 
travelling from place to place, but 
shall be here for a few days.

Your loving daughter,
Grace Haswell Martin. 

“Some fourteen or fifteen years 
ago,” explained the doctor as I 
looked up from reading the note, 
“Mr. Haswell’s only daughter 
eloped with an artist named Mar­
tin. He had been engaged to 
paint a portrait of the late Mrs. 
Haswell from a photograph. Has­
well saw the growing intimacy of 
his daughter and the artist. His 
bent of mind was solely toward 
money and material things, and 
he at once conceived a bitter and 
unreasoning hatred for Martin. 
Nevertheless they went ahead and 
married, and, well, it _ resulted _ in 
the old man disinheriting the girl. 
Haswell made a new will and I 
have always understood that 
practically all of his fortune is to 
be devoted in founding the tech­
nology department id a projected 
university of Brooklyn.”

“You have never seen this Mrs. 
Martin or her husband?” asked 
Kennedy.

“No, never. But in some way 
she must have learned that I had 
some influence with her father, 
for she wrote to me not long ago, 
enclosing a note for him and ask­
ing me to intercede for her. I did 
so. I took the letter to him as 
diplomatically as I could. The old 
man flew in a towering rage, re­
fused even to look at the letter, 
tore it up into bits, and ordered 
me never to mention the subject 
to him again. That is her note, 
which I saved.”

Thé physician folded up the 
patched letter carefully before he 
continued. “Mr. Haswell, as you
perhaps know, has for many years 
been a prominent figure in various 
curious speculations, or rather in 
loaning money to many curious 
speculators. Not long ago he be­
came interested in the work of an 
obscure chemist over in Brook­
lyn, Morgan Prescott. Prescott 
claims, as I understand, to be able 
to transmute copper into gold. 
He does not stop with matter. He 
believes that he has the secret of 
life also, that he can make the 
transition from the inorganic to 
the organic, from inert matter to 
living protoplasm, and thence 
from protoplasm to mind and 
what we call soul, whatever that 
may be.”

And 1iere is where the weird 
and uncanny part of it comes in,” 
commented Craig, turning from 
the doctor to me to call my atten­
tion particularly to what was 
about to follow.

“Having arrived at the point 
where he asserts that he can cre­
ate and destroy matter, life, and 
mind," continued the doctor, as if 
himself fascinated by the idea, 
Prescott very naturally does not 

have to go far before he also 
claims a control over telepathy 
an#l even--a-communication wit li­
the dead. He even calls the mes­
sages which he receives by a word 
which he has coined himself, ‘tel- 
epagrams.’ ” -,

The doctor paused again, then 
resumed. “One afternoon, about 
a week ago, apparently, as far as 
I am able to piece together the 
story, Prescott was demonstrat­
ing his marvellous discovery of 
the unity of, nature. Suddenly he 
faced Mr. Haswell.

“Shall I tell you a fact, sir, 
about yourself?’ he asked quickly. 
‘The truth as I see it by means of 
my wonderful invention? If it is 
the truth, will you believe in me? 
Will you put money into my in­
vention? Will you share in be­
coming fabulously rich?"

“Haswell made some noncom­
mittal answer. But Prescott 
seemed to look into the machine 
through a very thick plate-glass 
window, with Haswell placed di 
rectly before it. He gave a cry_. 
‘Mr. Haswell,’ he exclaimed, 
regret to tell you what I see. You 
have disinherited your daughter; 
she has passed out of your life and 
at the present moment you do not 
know where she is.’

‘That’s true,’ replied the old 
man bitterly, “and more than that 
I don’t care. Is that all you see? 
That’s nothing new.’

“ ‘No, unfortunately, that is not 
all I see. Can you bear something 
further? I think you ought to 
know it. I have here a most my­
sterious telepagram.’

“‘Yes. What is it? Is she 
dead?’ >•

“No, it is not about her. It is 
about yoprself. Tonight at mid 
night or perhaps a little later,’ re 
peated Prescott solemnly, you 
will lose your sight as a punish­
ment for your action.’

“ ‘Pouf !’ exclaimed the old man 
in a dudgeon, ‘if that is all your 
invention can tell me, good-bye 
I’m a practical man.’ And with 
that he stamped out of the labora 
tory.

Well, that night, about one 
o’clock, in the silence of the lone 
ly old house, the aged caretaker, 
Jane, whom he had hired after he 
banished his daughter from his 
life, heard a wild shout of ‘Helç ! 
Help !’ Haswell, alone in his 
room on the second floor, wa$ 
groping about in the dark.

“ ‘Jane,’ he ordered, ‘a light—i 
a light.*

“ T have lighted the gas, Mr 
Haswell,’ she cried.

A groan followed. He had 
himself found a match, and struck 
it, had even burnf his fingers with 
it, yet he saw nothing.

I’m blind,’ he gasped. ‘Send 
for Dr. Burnham.’

“I went to him immediately 
when the maid roused me, but 
there was nothing I could do'ex- 
cept prescribe perfect rest for his 
eyes and keeping in a dark room 
in the hope that his sight might 
be restored as suddenly and mir­
aculously as it had been taken 
away.

“The next morning, with his 
own hand trembling and scrawl-
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town in Indiana. It read simply: 
‘Dear Father: Am starting for 
Brooklyn today. Grace.’

“The upshot was that Grace 
Haswell, or rather Grace Mar­
tin, appeared the nfext day, for­
gave and was forgiven with much 
weeping, although the old man 
still refused resolutely to be recon­
ciled with and receive the hus­
band.

“Everything was changed. The 
old man was taken care of as nev­
er before. Nothing was too good 
for him. The change was com­
plete. It even extended to me. 
Some friend had told her of an

here he lowered his voice earnest­
ly—"practically every misfortune 
that has overtaken Mr. Haswell 
has been since the advent of this 
new Dr. Scott.

“Would it be possible, do you 
think, for us to see Mr. Haswell?” 
asked Kennedy, when Dr. Burn­
ham had come to a full stop after 
pouring fqrth his suspicions.

The doctor was thoughtful. 
"You’ll have to arrange that your­
self,” he answered, "Can’t you 
think up a scheme? For instance 
go to him with a proposal like the 
old schemes he used to finance.”

"An excellent idea,” exclaimed
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“Your father has a good deal of strength yet, Mr*. Martin."

ing in his blindness, he wrote the 
following on a piece of paper:

“ ‘Mrs. Grace Martin.—Inform­
ation wanted about the present 
whereabouts of Mrs. Grace Mar­
tin, formerly Grace Haswell of 
Brooklyn.

STEPHEN HASWELL,
— Pierrepont St., Brooklyn.’ 

“This advertisement he caused 
to be placed1 in all the New York 
papers and to be wired to the 
leading Western papers. Has­
well himself was a changed man 
after his experience. He spoke 
bitterly of Prescott, yet his atti­
tude toward his daughter was 
completely reversed. Whether he 
admitted to himself a belief in the 
prediction of the inventor, I do 
not know. Certainly he scouted 
such an idea in telling me about 
it.

“A day or two after the adver­
tisements appeared a telegram 
came to the old man from a little

eye and ear specialist, a Dr. Scott, 
who was engaged.”

“But what has happened since 
to arouse suspicion?” asked Ken­
nedy, watching the doctor fur­
tively.

“Why, the fact is, in spite of all 
this added care, the old man is 
failing more rapidly than ever. 
The other day I happened to meet 
Jane on the street. More from the 
way she said it than from what 
she said I gained the impression 
that something was goin on which 
should be looked into.”

“Then you perhaps think that 
Prescott and Mrs. Martin are in 
some way connected in this case?” 
I hazarded.

I had scarcely framed the ques­
tion before he replied in an em­
phatic negative. “On the con­
trary, it seems to me that if they 
know each other at all it is with 
hostility. With the exception of 
the first stroke of blindness”—

Kennedy. “It is worth trying-, 
anyway. Suppose we ride over to 
Brooklyn with you. You can di­
rect us to the house and well try 
to see him.”

It was still light when we 
mounted the high steps of the 
house of mystery across the 
bridge. Mrs. Martin, who met us 
in the parlor, proved to be a stun­
ning looking woman with brown 
hair and beautiful dark eyes.

It took only a few minutes for 
Kennedy, in his most engaging 
and plausible manner, to state the 
hypothetical reason of our call. 
Though it was perfectly self-evi­
dent from the start that Mrs. 
Martin would throw cold water 
on anything requiring an outlay 
of money Craig accomplished his 
full purpose of securing an inter­
view with Mr. Haswell. The in 
valid lay propped up in bed, and 
as we entered he heard us and 
turned his sightless eyes in our di­

rection almost as if he saw.
Kennedy had already begun to 

repeat and elaborate the story 
which he had already told regard­
ing his mythical friend who had 
at last a commercial wireless 
“lelevue,” as he called it on the 
spur of the moment, when Jane 
announced Dr. Scott. The new 
doctor was a youthfully dressed 
man, clean shaven, but with an 
undefinahle air of being much old­
er than his smooth face led one 
to suppose.

It needed no great powers of 
observation to see that the old 
man placed great reliance on his 
new doctor and that the visit par­
took of a social as well as a pro­
fessional nature. Dr. Scott bent 
down and examined the eyes of 
his patient casually. It was diffi­
cult to believe that they saw no­
thing, so bright was the blue of 
the iris. *

“Perfect rest for the present,” 
the'doctor directed, talking more 
to Mrs. Martin than to the old 
man. “Perfect rest,, and then, 
when his health is good, we shall 
see what can be done with that 
cataract.”

He was about to leave, when 
the old man reached up and re­
strained him, taking hold of the 
doctor’s wrist tightly, as if to pull 
him nearer in order to whisper to 
him without being overheard. 
Kennedy was sitting in a chair 
near the head of the bed, some 
feet away, as the doctor leaned 
down. Haswell, still holding his 
wrist, pulled him closer. I could 
not hear what was said, though 
somehow I had an impression 
that they were talking about Pres­
cott, for it would not have been at 
all strange if the old man had 
been greatly impressed by the al­
chemist.

Kennedy, I noticed, had pulled 
an old envelope from his pocket 
and was apparently engaged in 
jotting down some nates, ^glanc­
ing now and then from ms writ­
ing to the doctor and then to Mr 
Haswell.

The doctor stood erect in a few 
moments and rubbed his wrist 
thoughtfully with the other hand, 
as if it hurt. At the same time he 
smiled on Mrs. Martin. “Your 
father has a good deal of strength 
yet, Mrs. Martin,” he remarked. 
“He has a wonderful constitution.
I feel sure that we can pull him 
out of this and that he has many 
years to live.”

Mr. Haswell, who caught the 
words eagerly, brightened visibly, 
and the doctor passed out. Ken­
nedy resumed his description of 
the supposed wireless picture ap­
paratus which was to revolution­
ize the newspaper, the theatre, 
and daily life in general. The old 
man did not seem enthusiastic 
and turned to his daughter with 
some remark.

“Just at present,” commented 
the daughter, with an air of fin­
ality, “the only thing my father 
is much interested in is a way in 
which to recover his sight without 
an operation. He has just had a 
rather unpleasant experience with 
one inventor. I think it will be 
some time before he cares to em­
bark in any other such shemes.”

Kennedy and I excused our­
selves with appropriate remarks 
of disappointment.

“Let us drop in on Dr. Burn­
ham ifince we are over here,” he 
said when we had reached the 
street. “I have some questions to 
ask him.”

The former physician of Mr. 
Haswell lived not very far from 
the house we had just left.

“Who is this Dr. Scott?” asked 
Craig when we were stated in the 
comfortable leather chairs of the 
old-fashioned consulting-room.

“Really, I know no more about 
him than you do,” replied Burn­
ham. “He has hired1 a small office 
in a new building devoted entirely 
to doctors and they tell me that he 
is an eye and ear specialist, 
though I cannot see that he has 
any practice. Beyond that I know 
nothing about him.”

“Your friend Prescott interests 
me, too,” remarked Kennedy, 
changing the subject quickly.

“Oh, he is no friend of mine,” 
returned the doctor, fumbling in 
a drawer of his desk. “But I 
think I have one of his cards here 
which he gave me when we were 
introduced some time ago at MV

Haswell’s. When are you going 
to see him?”

The first thing in the morn­
ing,” replied Kennedy. “After I 
have seen him I shall drop in for 
another chat with you. Will you 
be here?”

The doctir promised and we 
took our departure.

Prescott’s laboratory, which we 
found the next day from the ad-' 
dress on the card, proved to be 
situated in one of the streets near, 
the waterfront under the bridge 
approach, where the factories and 
warehouses clustered thickly. We 
had nearly reached the place when 
Kennedy paused and pulled out 
two pairs of glasses, those huge 
round tortoiseshell affairs.

“You needn’t mind these, Walt­
er,” he explained. “They are only 
plain glass, that is, not ground. 
We must be careful not to excite 
suspicion. Perhaps a disguise 
might have been better, but I 
think this will do. You look as 
scholarly as a Chinese mandarin. 
Remember, let me do the talking 
and do just as I do.”

We had now entered the shop, 
stumbled up the dark stair, and 
presented Dr. Burnham’s cards. 
Prescott, surrounded by his re­
torts, crucibles, burettes and con­
densers, received us much more 
graciously than I had any reason 
to anticipate. He was a man in 
the late forties, his face covered 
with a thick beard, and his eyes, 
which seemed a little weak, were 
helped out with glasses almost as 
scholarly as ours.

Kennedy, seated himself some 
distance from a cusious piece or 
rather a collection of apparatus 
over which Prescott was working. 
It consisted of numerous coils and 
tubes.

“It may seem strange to you, 
gentlemen,” Prescott said,' “that a 
man who is able to produce gold 
from, say, copper should, be seek­
ing capital from other'people. My 
best answer to that old objection 
is that I am not seeking capital as 
such. The situation with me is 
simply this. Twice I have applied 
to the patent office for a patent o)> 
my invention. They not only re­
fused to grant it, but they refuse 
to consider the application or 
even to give me a chance to de­
monstrate my process to them. I 
am looking for some one who can 
be trusted to the last limit to join 
with me, furnish the influence and 
standing while I furnish the 
brains and the invention. Either 
we must get the government in­
terested and sell the invention to 
it, or we must get government 
protection and special legislation.
I am not seeking capital; I am 
seeking protection. First let me 
show you something.

He turned a switch, and a part 
of the collection of apparatus be­
gan to vibrate.

You are undoubtedly acquaint­
ed with the modern theories of 
matter,” he began, plunging into 
the explanation of his process. 
“Starting with the atom, we be­
lieve no longer that it is invisible. 
Atoms are composed of thousands 
of ions, as they are called—really 
little electric charges. Again, you 
know that we have found that all 
the elements fall into groups. 
Each group has a certain related 
atomic weights and properties 
which can be and have been pre­
dicted in advance of the discovery 
of missing elements in the group. 
I started with the reasonable as­
sumption that the atom of one 
elemènt in a group could be modi­
fied so as to become the atom of 
another element in the group, that 
one group could perhaps be trans­
formed into another, and so on, if 
onlv I knew the forces that would 
change the number or modify the 
vibrations of these ions compos­
ing the various atoms.

“Now for years I have been 
seeking that force or combination 
of forces that would enable me to 
produce this change in the ele­
ments—raising or lowering them 
in the scale, so to speak. I have 
found it. I am not going to felt 
you or any other man whom you 
may interest the secret of how it 
is done until I find some one I can 
trust as I trust myself. But I am 
none the less willing that you 
should see the results. If they arp 
not convincing, then nothing can 
be.”

(To be concluded next week)


