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The Kidnaper's¢

Story = ¥

//‘ ,a' [, 1 .
v { G
Walter G.Detrick

HIS is the story of the once no-
torious man-wolf. He is a real
personage, and he now lives
among a colony of very illustrious
folk—poets, doctors, artists, musicians
and other notables; all, alas, like him-
self subjected to grievous restraint.

In my first encounter with him I
was dusting the corridor that led to
the den, when I noticed that his door
was no longer shut. In faet it was
opening, not as doors usually open,
but was swinging inward on noiseless
hinges with a movement as regular
and as imperceptible as that of the
hour hand on a elock.

I worked industriously, feigning
unconcern, lest I frichten him back
into his lair, for T had a great desire
to see this most noted guest of the
nation’s most exelusive madhouse.

In a little while a bearded face set
with unnaturally bright eyves ap-
peared in the doorway; and after a
long survey which included me and
all my surronndings down to the last

“They crushad my
door with a heavy
timber and burst in
upon mo hke a wolf-
pack.”

speck on the walls, the wolf slunk out
to meet me.

There was little of the wolf aboat
him at this time, In truth he had
the fawmning, eringing moanner of a
setter that lias been erueliy beaten.
He had onee been of more than aver-
age stature, but now he was pathet-
ically bowed and shrunken as if all
virtue had gone out of him.

In common with most of those who
had read of his sensational escapades
1 believed he was here in order to
escape the stern punishment of the
law, and T was expeeting to see some-
thing new in human depravity, What
T did see, however. was the exact op-
posite, and my prejudices and fixed
notions were so firmly rooted that [
could searcely believe that this cower-
ing, stricken thing wagz the once fear-
some wolf.

There was nothing gross or sensua!
about this man whose name had lately
been a hissing and a byword for a
nation; instead the seamed and lined
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features wore a look of immortal
pain, and in his deep-set eyes there
was a look of fear—an intense tortur-
ing fear,

‘‘Are you the new attendant?”’ he
asked with the deprecatory air of one
who seeks a great favor.

“I am, sir. What can I do for
you?”’ 1 replied, seeking to put the
man at ease. :

‘““My namo is J "7 he said,
glancing about with hig hunted, fur-
tive look. ‘‘As soon as I heard your
step in the hall I knew that you were
a stranger. Now, you won’t disturb
me? You won’t come near my door,
will you?”’

I tried to reassurc¢ him, but fear
had bitten too deeply for mere words
to be of avail. He kept repeating:

““Now if you were just to tap on
my door I should be unable to sleep
at all. Oh, what shall T do?”’

Asking the same questions ovef
and over, he clung to me wuntil his
gripping hands tore my clothing. My
promises only served to increaso his
excitement, and in the end I was com-
pelled to resort to harsh measures to
rid myself of him.

This scene was re-enacted time after
time during the months that I was in
charge df the ‘‘mcnagerie’’, as his
apartments were called. In time I
grew to know him better, perhaps,
than anyono else ever did, and what
follows 18 his own story of the sensa-
tional kidnaping case in which he fig-
ured. Owing to his mental agitation
his writings were at times jumbled
and incoherent. I have had to make
some changes and alterations, but for
the most part this iy his story just as
it came to me,

Mad he undoubtedly was, and is;
but I hope that the reading of this,
his own version of his tragic and un-
happy career, may causc at least a
few to remember the exhortation of
the great apostle which ends with the
words: ‘‘And the greatest of these
is charity.”’

A MADMAN’S MANUSCRIPT.

I DRINE the dregs and lees of life—
gell and wormwood fill me to my
fingertips. Good God! when I think
of what I am and of what I should
have been I could bheat the hard walls
and rave and scream. ‘‘Ask and ye
shall reccive; seck and ye shall {ind,”’
are the words of the Book. I sought
seclusion, vest and peace of mind. I
found confusion, kicks, blows, false
accusations and a prison cell. I must
be calm, however, and not let the gall
and bitterness ereep into my writing.
Today not more than a score of
people know of my existence, or care,
but a few years ago lurid tales of my
misdoings were crowding kings and
councilars off the front pages of the
press and my name was known from
ocean to ocean. I, who had always
been kindly and well-disposed toward
all living creatures, suddenly found
myself pictured as a being too cruel
and too depraved to claim kinship
with the human species. If T am re-
membered at all it will be as a grisly
monster with a thirst for human
blood. T have neither hope nor de-
sire to redeem myself in the opinion
of a world of which I have ceased to
be a part, but I am writing this
sketch of my life in the hope of
speeding a few dragging hours.

I was born with a silver spoon in
my month, In other words my par-
ents had wealth and a leading station
in life. Secure against want, I might
have lived a life of idle pleasure-seek-
ing, but I strove mightily to add to
the talents given to me.

I have been a student since early
childhood and there are hut few of
the arts in which T have not dabbled,
but my love for music amounted to a
pession. My ambition was to become 2
great composer. Years of patient
toil, however, hrought me only indif-
ferent success. Dreams of harmonies
filled my soul, ereative vapors surged
through my brain, but when I tried
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to put them into tangible form they
became as sounding brass or as tin-
kling eymbals.

My parents died when I was still
a boy, and to my shame be it said
that I scarcely noticed their passing.
I buried myself in: myself and fol-
lowed the will-o’-the wisp with more
zeal than before. Unremitting devo-
tion to a single object turned my in-
stinets from their normal eourse, and
my fellow creatures began to jar un-
bearably on me. Most people are un-
bappy when alone, but another hu-
man being under the same roof with
me drove my thoughts into confu-
sion and rendered me acutely misera-
ble. This is the reason that at the
age of twenty-nine I was living the
life of a recluse.

In northwestern Pennsylvania a
pretty little river flows for a hundred
miles or more through an unbroken
wilderness. Inch by ineh the busy
stream has cut a gorge hundreds of
feet deep through the rock of the Ap-
palachian Plateaun. On each hand
the sides of this gorge slope sharply
upward for three or four mriles and
then merga into the flat tableland
above. No -railrcad has ever been
built along the river’s winding
course. The blue haze that shrouds
its hills in fair weather is undefiled
by coal smoke. A generation ago the
lumbermen denuded this region of its
magnifiecent timber, but it is now cov-
ered with a young forest and is al-
most as wild and untrodden as in the
days of the red Indian. Pretty ham-
lets sit on the edge of the defile, but
far below, the river still flows free
and untrammeled through a ribbon
of green.

It wes in this solitude that I chose
to live. I found a log cabin built by
some dead and forgotten pioneer. It
stood on a shelf or bench of flat land
about twenty feet above the river’s
brink, Above it a spring cushed
forth in a eold, erystal-clear stream;
below it the river played elarion over
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its rocky bed. All things considered,
it was an ideal spot. The cabin was
in a sad state of disrepair and the
creeping wilderness had claimed the
few acres of cleared land that had
once surrounded it, but these things
worried me not at all. I purchased
the place, and by spending money
freely I soon had a very ereditable
habitetion indeed.

I will pass lightly over the details
of my housekeeping because I have a
different sort of tale to tell. I hired
people to come from the neafest vil-
lage and perform the menial work
about the place, but I insisted that all
snch work should be finished in the
daytime. It was suggested that I have
a telephone installed, but I would as
soon have slept with a ticking infer-
nal machine by my side. The only
living ereature that I kept near me
was a horse on which I was aceus
tomed to take long rides. The for-
est, however, teemed with wild things
who were never intrusive, and I soon
began to take a keen interest in the
lives of these lesser people.

I came to my cabin in Mareh and
for a time I found the new life very
satisfying. I had my boeoks and my
piano for company, and when these
palled there was the forest, which has
always something new to offer him
who has eyes that see,

Here, I thought, I have at last
found rest, frecdom from intrusion
and an opportunity to work; here I
will find the quiet that my soul
craves. Destiny, however, is often at
variance with the little plans of men,
and while 1 was indulging in my
dream of ease the gods of chance were
preparing a rude awakening for me.

I THINK 1 had been living in my
new home for about six weeks
when there occurred the first of a
series of events which were to lead
to my undoing. For some time I had
been unable to sleep well, and al-
though I could find no tangible evi-
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dence of the prescnce of an intruder
T had an uneasy feeling that someone
was prowling about my premises. Un-
able to concentrate on my work, I
decided to go for a long ride in the
woods. The month was May and the
young forest was a delightful place.

About five miles from my ecabin
was o steep cone-shaped hill of jagged
rock. In summer it was carefully
avoided by the strageling berry-pick-
ers and others who at times came to
this part of the forest. This was he-
cause it was the home of numbers of
the dreaded diamond rattlesnakes. On
warm days, their scaly lengths out-
stretched on the gray rocks, they
would bask in the suushine; and wo'
to the luckless foot that disturbed
their repose! Man has no more hor-
rific foe than the great crotalus.

By somo strange freak I have in-
herited none of the common aneestral
dread of serpents. These evil things
with cold uncarthly eyes sent no
shivers of fear coursing down my
spine, and I in turn could come very
near them without causing that whir
of rattles which according to an In-
dian proverb is more eloquemt than a
medicine man. Such an affinity be-
tween a member of the human family
and the primal enemy, while rare, is
not unknown, and I gave it but little
thought; but in the end it was des-
tined to have & prominent part in the
misfortune that was to befall me.

On the morning of my eventful
ride I followed a bridle path which
led very close to this mount of evil
renown; and then dismounting and
tying my horse in an open space I
began to elamber over the dangerous
rocks, feeling my way with a long
staff. I could not think of any spy
having the temerity to follow me into
this venom-guarded wilderness, but
as I walked slowly up the steep path
the sensation of being dogged by
somcthing malign and elusive grew
“stronger than ever. In a short time
I heard a real trampling and a shuf-
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fling, and putting aside a sereen of
bushes I beheld a strange sight.

A stockily built young fellow was
standing on a flat rock some distance
below me. I could not get a good
view of his face, but I noticed that
he tallied closely with me in height
as well as in other physieal charac-
teristics, e was so engrossed in
some occupation that he had not no-
ticed me, and it was some time before
I comprehénded what he was doing.
Then I saw that he was tormenting
a huge rattler with a long rod, clev-
erly avoiding the reptile’s vieious
lunges. Round and round like a
toreador in tho arena moved the man,
the huge serpent thrashing after him.
When he paused, the smake would
coil, sound his rattles and then strike
at the rod in blind rage.

When he had at last tormented his
snakeship into such a frenzy that he
would no longer try to coms to close
quarters, but rcmained in a springy
hissing coil, striking aimlessly at
whatever was thrown in front of him.
the man drew from his pocket a hall
made from some tuberousroot through
which ho had thrust long thorns. lle
fastened this to the end of the rod
and held it temptingly before the en-
raged serpent, who struck at it vi.
ciously and then began to show signs
of great discomfort. The thorny pel-
let had become wedged between his
flexible jaws and the end of that
snake would not he a pleasant one.

Of all created things a snako iy
about the last to arouse mormal hu-
man sympathy, but the man had gone
about the cruel performance in e
cold-blooded manner that repelled
me; and I was thus all the more un-

"prepared for the revelation that was

to follow.

The snake gavo a mighty wriggle
and flopped off the rock, the thorns
still worrying its jaws, and just then
the straunger turned and beheld me
standing abovc him. For the flrst
time I was able to get a good view
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of his face, and the sight caused me
considerable chagrin.

I have a fairly good aequaintance
with myself through observing my
face in the glass when shaving and at
other times, and here confronting me
was my double. A close observer
might have noted that his eyes were
closer together and that the whole
physiognomy was fiercer, but to the
casual eye we were as alike as the
proverbial two peas. I saw nothing
flattering in the fantastic mirror into
which 1 gazed. The stranger regard-
ed me with a cold, unblinking stare
in which there was something of the
malignity of the snake; and as I
looked into that countenance so like,
and yet, I trust, so unlike my own, I
knew that between us there could be
neither quarter nor compromise.

During the whole encounter not a
word had been spoken, and I do not
know how long we might have stood
dumbly staring at each other had
not the tableau been broken in an un-
expected manner. Close by his feet
scurried a frightened rabbit. With
a cat-quick pounce he caught the
fragile little animal, and turning so
that he again faced me he proceeded
to rend it with his teeth after the
manner of a bloodthirsty wild beast.

The utter flendishness of this last
act of cruelty broke the spell that
had held me motionless, and I sprang
toward him, but with a mocking
laugh he ran away from me and dis-
appeared mysteriously among the
thick brush. Search as I might I
could not find him, and at length,
weary and puezled, I sought my horse
and rode slowly home. I gave a sigh
of relief when I saw the friendly
walls of my cabin looming up ahead
of me; but it was within those walls
that I was to receive another of those
beastly surprizes of which the day
had already been so well filled, for as
I proceeded to make my evening
toilet I found that my face and hands
were smeared with blood!
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Therc is much in life that it were
wise to accept as being so without
asking why, whence or wherefore. A
little later events were to teach me
much concerning the fallibility of hu-
man reason; but now I set about de-
vising a rational explanation for my
red hands. In my plunge through
the underbrush I had received a few
slight scratches, but it was passing
strange that these should have bled
so profusely.

It was with a sadly troubled mind
that I at length sought my couch, and
from this time my contentment was
gone. During the day I thought of
my impish double almost constantly;
dreams of him filled my nights with
terror. These dreams were usually
vague things in which the identity of
the stranger became mixed with that
of the evil one himself, but there was
one dream that was startlingly vivid.

I was a soldier in some medieval
battle. I stood in a ragged line of in-
fantry and watched the Saracen foe
advance to the attack. In the fore-
front of their rarks rode my double,
brandishing a whiplike rapier. Wick-
edly happy, he was humming an air
which I tried in vain to recall when
awake, but the words were something
like this:

In sorrow depart,
Weep till thou art blind,
For the love of my heart
Is not love of human kind.,

With a jaunty air he approached
me, still humming his song. I snapped
my clumsy firelock at him, but the
weapon failed to explode, and the
next instant his keen blade pierced
my breast.

With only slight variations this
dream recurred again and again. I
always awoke from it weak and trem-
bling and bhathed in perspiration. So
powerfully did it impress me that I
began to entertain the fanecy that I
and this infernal copy of myself had
contended time after time in past ex-
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istences and that our paths were soon
to cross anew.

I DO not know into what byways of
thought I might have wandered
bad I been left to brood and specu-
late in this fashion, but the mareh of
events soan carried the affair iato the
world of reality. About a fortmight
after my first eneounter in the forest
T awoke from a trombled sleep, op-
pressed by a sense of impending evil,
Outside, a full moon was flooding the
world with yellow light. By its aid
1 conld clearly distingmish objects in
the room and even see a little dis-
tance through the window.

I could hear my heart answering
the familiar tick-tock of the clock
with a2 loud lup-tup, and the cold
sweat of fear was creeping out of my
pores, but for a time 1 could find no
reason for my terror. Watching the
window closely, ¥ at length pereeived
my own face pressed close against
the glass, regarding me wrth eves
that shone in the half light.

Some events burst upon us with
such sudden and unexpected weight
that fer a time they deprive us ol
the power of meovement. This was
one of them.

I lay like one paralyzed, unable
even to utter a wseless ery. The me
on the outside carefully raised the
window and dropped some little four-
footed creature into the room. This
thing began a mad race about the
fleor, uttering shrill shrieks very like
these of a ehild. At the first pro-
longed, piercing wail I sprang from
my bed and through the open win-
dow almost in one leap.

Now began a weird ehase, umlike
anything I have ever heard eof or
imagined unless it be the fantastie
adventures of Alice in Wonderland.
Myself, laeking shoes and trousers
my night elothes flapping in the
breeze, pursued a fully clothed edi-
tien of myself over the rough lawn.
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Round and rourd we ran like a
sportive puppy chasing its tail. Fram
their perch im the pines the great
owls hoated, and the yellow moon
laoked down at us with a grin. Tt
was net until long afterward, how-
ever, that the ludicrous aspect of the
affair occurred te me. At the time
my sale thought was to come to hand-
grips with my arch-enemy and eter-
nally end our affair. The pursuit
seemed endless, but the clothed edi-
tion of myself at last ran into a clump
of thick undergrowth and once more
hid from my sight and hearing, al-
though I eould still sense his hated
presenee.

Giving up the useless pursuit, I re-
turned to my eabin and found no
trace of my noeturnal visitors excep
the open window. For some umac-
countable reason I soon fell asleep.
On awaking in the morning I tried
to convinee myself that it was only
another vivid dream, but the cuts and
hruises an my feet were too real to
be dispesed of ip that way.

After this my situation beecame
worse. For a time I did nat actually
see my evil twin, but mnot a mnight
passed that 1 did not become aware of
his presence about my dwelling, and
upen going to investizate I would
hegr his retreating footsteps; at. other
times I would Le aroused by strange
bleod-curdling yells. I feared to ap-
peal to anyone for aid because I
cqald picture the unbelieving looks
with which my tale would be received
At length I took to sleeping during
the day and to prawling the forest
at night. I thus eseaped persecution.
but 1 had an uneasy feeling that my
tormentor was biding his time and
preparing new surprizes for me.

IN raE small heurs of a Friday
merping 1 was returning to my
home after one of these neeturnal
rambles. Dew dripped from the leafy
branches above my head; little
breaths of air fought and grappled
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as they flowed over the fog-draped
river. The moon had waned into the
little crescent of the last quarter and
there was something cheerless and
evil about its light, - My troubles half
forgotten, I trudged along the wood-
land path in a sort of waking dream
out of which 1 was startled by the
now familiar sereams of mortal an-
guish.

A stone’s throw ahead of me was
a familiar fizure bearing some sort
of burden. Brandishing my staff I
ran after him, but my incauntious foot
caught in one of the snarelike roots
which here and there rose from the
path like crooked croquet arches, and
1 fell, striking my head a heavy blow.

‘When I had finished counting stars
my enemy had vanished and I was
holding in my arms the burden he
had let fall. It was a yellow-haired
child—a boy about one year old.

Utterly dumfounded by this new
development, I writhed on the ground.
Ignoring the pitifol wails which came
from the little bundle by my side, 1
implored high heaven for light on the
mystery in which I was entangled,
but heaven was dumb. The river
babbled inanely, the face in the lit-
tle moon leered at me, and that was
all,

At length a sort of ealmness sme-
ceeded my frenzy. I carried the child
to my cabin and placed him on the
bed ; then barring the door and elos-
ing the heavy shutters I sat in the
thick darkness, biting my nails and
thinking—thinking.

As one whose life is finished may
find his whole past parading before
him in his last moment, so an endless
troop of memory pictures crowded
through my tired brain; and all the
while the whimperings of the hapless
infant smote on my ear drums. How
was 1 to explain his presence here?
How anything -—how—how——

But in the end it matters little
whether we dumbly submit to fate,
or whether we struggle and pray. Ta
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some far-off eorner of the universe
sat the little gods who had staged
this drama for their pastime, and they
had decreed that it should move
swiftly to its conelusion, The hun-
dreds of birds that lived about my
home were announcing the coming of
dawn, when I noticed a new sound
rising above their shrill chirping.

Oung—oung—it rang through the
forest in tunable notes—mnot unlike
the distant sound of a great bell. At
first far and faint, it grew in volume
until the forest rang with it, and then
I knew what it was. It was the bay
of a hunting hound. So crowded had
the past hour beem that I failed to
grasp the signifieance of this new de-
velopment until a paek of the great
beasts were prowling about the eabin
and leaping and snarling at the
elosed door. Even at this my numbed
wits failed to grasp the fact that I
was the quarry they were seeking,
until close behind the dogs I heard
the tramp of men’s feet.

They paused not to parley, but
erushed my door with a heavy tim-
ber, and burst in upon me like a
wolf-pack. With faces drawn and
white and with lips parted in a sort
of animal snarl they invaded the lit-
tle room. Some carried -electrie
torches which they directed aimlessly
about; others were brandishing fire-
arms, and all were talking with the
full vigor of lusty lungs. Meanwhile
the dogs erowded in among the men
and their deafening clamor was the
final touech needed to transform my
onee quiet retreat into bedlam.

Possibly this confusion only lasted
for a matter of seeonds, but to my
strained nerves it seemed to stretch
over an interminable time before it
was broken by an occurrence more
bizarre and dramatie than anv of the
preceding ones had been. While the
hubbub was at its height a stout fel-
low wearing the barred jacket and
high boots of a lumberman discov-
ered the blanket-wrapped bundle up-
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on the bed and turned his flashlight
full upon it.

‘“By the Great — ! look at
this,”” he exclaimed, profaning the
name of the Savior in a great oath;
and so terrible was the emotion that
shook the rough voice that the bhlas-
phemy sounded like a prayer. The
human eclamor stilled instantly and
all erowded about the hed. Lven the
dogs with their keen senses became
aware of the sudden tension aund fell
gilent save for low whines.

Before us in the white glave of the
torech lay the child—a likable little
fellow with blue eyes. He bore evi-
denee of the rough handling which
be had received, but it was not this
fact that caused the gasp of horror.

Upon one chubby shoulder was a
wound, a slight thing in itself, but
at its cdges were the unmistakable
marks of teeth-—human teeth!

There followed a moment of
stunned fhaction. The color fading
from their faces, the men stared and
gaped as if unable to credit the mon-
strous thing., I could hear their
breath drawing in with a pecunliar
sucking gasp. Slowly, as if on a
pivot, all turned until they were fac-
ing me; then grim-faced and savage
they attacked me with their bare
hands. In a moment I was bleeding
from a dozen wounds, and I would
have died then and there had not one
of their number who worc a uniform
intervened and saved me for a worse
fate.

In obedience to his sharp com-
mands they left off beating me, but
they snapped irons on my hands and
fcet and bound me with rope until I
resembled a swathed mummy. As my
captors worked I could hear them
muttering threats about torturing
and burning me, but the fates had
spun a different web for my luckless
self. Bound hand and foat, T was
drageged to the road, thrown like a
calf into a waiting truck and hauled
to a huge stone jail; and net mmtil
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the prison doors had closed upon me
did I receive a word as to the why
and whercfore of this latest misfor-
tune,

The child had been stolen from the
home of a wealthy man who had ‘his
summer Tresidence about ten miles
from my abode. By means of a lad-
der the thief had holdly entered a
second-siory window and had stolen
the youngster from his crib without
awakening the nurse who slept in the
same room. She discovered the crime
soon afterward, and the possc were
able to follow close on the heels of
the miscreant, who everybody now
believed was myself.

. Circumstances were against me, but
I merely stated that on the night of
the crime I was walking at an un-
usual hour because I was restless and
unable to slecp. In the course of my
walk I had encountered a man walk-
ing furtively and carrying a scream-
ing ehild. I had tripped while pur-
suing him and had fallen so hard that
I was stunned. When I recovered
I had picked up the child which the
kidnaper had abandoned and was
caring for it when the posse arrived.

This was as much of the truth as I
could hope for anyone to believe, and
it soon transpired that even this hopo
was vain. The fable of the man-wolf
had been given to the puablie, and it
was useless to try to convince them
of its falsity. Foolish old Sixteenth
Century legends by the score were
made to apply to my case and were
given to the public with a Walrus
and Carpenter gravity. The bit of
truth about my walks in the snake-
infested hill was seized upon avidly,
and thereby many a tale was hung.
In addition to my lupine lust for
blood they said that I had aequired
some of the magic of the snakes with
whem I played, and thus it was that

'T eould lure my intended victims to

their doom.
In spite of the universal contempt

~ and horror with which I was regard-
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ed, there was one magic wand of
which they could not deprive me. Ity
name was money. At its touch the
prison cell became comfortable; and
an able lawyer was found who, after
due investigation, assured me that
the net of circumstances connecting
me with the crime of kidnaping was
too weak to hold me long.

I might have obtained my {recedom
on bail, but I found the locked and
bolted prison very comfortable. 1
fancied that its heavy walls would ex-
clude my strange tormentor, and that
thought in itself was compensation
for much of the evil that had befallen
me. There were a few other prison-
ers in the jail, but they did not an-
noy me, and I found real comfort in
the visits of my attorney.

I THINK that my respite lasted ex-
actly one week, and then came
the deluge.

I was sitting idly in my eell, in-
dulging in my old pastime of day-
dreaming, when from the corridor I
heard a voiee like my own. mouthing
this doggerel verse:

Myself met mysel? on {he Camperdown lanc;
Myeef from myself to untangle 1 tried,
But tbe tangle untangled retangled again
And myself with myseeli must forever
abide.

There before me in the corridar
was my double. In his hands, and
erying piteously, was a little four-
footed animal with s face like a
child’s. His leering countenance
pressed. close against the bars, my
arch-enemy mumbled over and over
again the inape rime:

Myself met myself on the Camperdown lane.
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This was more than flesh and blood
could endure. In frantic attempts
to reach my hated tormentor I tore
at the hard iron bars with teeth and
hands, and I screamed until the
spiders crept out of their hiding
places in the old walls to listen.

At length strong men came into
my cell and bound me to my cot.
They pgave me some drug which
caused me to fall into a deep sleep,
and when I awoke my evil genius
was gonc; but I turned my face to
the wall and pulled the blanket over
my head.

‘When my attorney visited me again
he was accompanied by a grave-look-
ing old man who wore a neatly
trimmed beard. This man talked to
me for a long time and I told him
everything. He did not interrupt
with questions, but listened intently,
nodding his head in understanding.

All that we said does not eoncern
the present story. The result of our
talk was that I left the prison and
went to live with my new friend, who,
as 1 was to learn later, is a doetor.

He has given me a splendid apart-
ment with every convenience. It has
thick stone walls, and the barred win-
dows have shades which when drawn
exclude every ray of light. I care for
this apartment with my own hands.
I have keys for the doors and I never
open them to anyone except the doe-
tor. My meals are brought to the
door of my living room, but the at-
tendant who brings them must de-
part before I go out for them.

Now and then I venture into the
outdoors, but I soon hurry back. [
have a great fear of meeting with my-
self again.




