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Vance Filmore sat on the cot.
The monotonous chanting and
the thundering rain bmgﬁht
back vividly the previous night’s
exs):’:ience. God, how he loved
Sylvia — needed her! In this
way, he was different from his
brother, who had a different
woman every week,

Rain sounds and chanting
voice blended, and Filmore was
vaguely aware of himself slump-
ing on the cot, and that the oil
lamp must have gone out, be-
cause the world was black . . .

The bocor’s shriek woke him.
He felt a sharp pain in his chest.
He sat up, looked at Evans.
Dawn was silvering through the
cracks in the hut! The

swept his hand, gestured toward
the floor, to a point near Fil-
more’s feet.

“Cut the dramatics, you lush,”
Filmore said, rubbing his eyes.
He was angr{mI: d taken all
ni%ht; he’d planned to look for
Sylvia.

The bocor shrugged, but still
sugﬁﬁiatthe floor. fus

ore dropped hi ,
then froze. gaze

There, at his feet, was Sylvia.
She was sprawled on her back,
arms outs ed, her gown
ripped down as if by lightning,
her round breasts exposed. She
was dead.

ust then, a drop of water
sp{otcbedonapinknipple,
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This time # was de Grandin all the way, from the opening gun; the
second and third place stories, though had a tough tmssle with those just
behind them. But your votes show this final pattern.

(1) The Tenants of Broussac, Seabury Quinn; (2) Secret of Lost Valley,
Robert E. Howard; (3) Medium For Justice, Victor Roussean; (4) The Tot-
tenham Werewolf, August Derleth; (5) Si Urag of the Tail, Oscar Cook;
(8) The' Temptation of Harringay, H. C. Wells.

And H. G. Wells remains controvensial, particulsrly when he seeks to be

no more than subtly entextaining.

A Game Of
Chess
éy l?oée.-t /)7“,.,.

Futroduction by
Sam NMoskowitz

RTAINLY A. Memitts it most certainly is foremost
SegeEn Footprints to Satan must  among Mex:rit‘t’s }vork_s. Follow-
rank among the most popular  ing its serialization in ARcosy
mystery melodramas of all time. ALL-SToRY in five installments,
In terms of sales and success July 2 to July 30, 1927 it saw
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three hard-cover editions from
Boni & Liveri in 1928, Pro-
duced as a film by First Na-
tional in 1929, it was accompa-
nied by a hard-cover movie
edition, produced by Grossett
& Dunlap, of which at least five
variations exist, indicating at
least that many printings are
known.

bAmosv reprinted theﬁnovel

y popular demand in five in-
sta]gents, June 24 to July 22,
1939, and the first blurb read:
In Satan’s palace is a stairway
and on that stairway are seven
steps — four leading to all the
power and the glory that this
world can boast; three leadis
to the destruction of a man’s
very soul. This great novel of a
man’s gamble with Evil person-
ified is a classic of fantasy and
adventure. No one should fail
to read # . . . -

The most significant series
of publications of the novel
was as Avon paperback Num-
ber 26, published in 1942, Be-
tween that date and 1968, sales
have substantially passed the
one million mark, and the novel
seems to be firmly entrenched
as a popular mystery classic,

The work has flaws, but
dwelling on those will not ex-
})lain away its popularity. The
ascination of the story rests in
the game of chance represented
by the seven stairs that lead to
the throne of a sinister genius
who calls himself Satan. Four

of the steps represent good and

three evil, after the legend of
the Buddha. If 4 man treads
on the four r steps, he has
at his command the power, in-
fluence and finances to fulfill
his every wish. Should he step
on one or more of the three
wrong steps, his soul or his life
may forfeit.

Therein lay the full appeal,
the essence of the story.

Was A. Merritt the first to
utilize so strikingly dramatic
an ideg?

In this case he was not, though
his usage of the theme was so
expertly conceived and related
that it became a classic. Once
before, the possible origin of 2
major Merritt book was traced
to a previous story. That in-
volved the similarity to The
Wondersmith by  Fitz-James
OBrien — the tale of the dead-
ly mannikens with their needle-
like swords — to Burmn Witch
Burn by A. Merritt.

It seems quite possible that
Seven Footprints to Satan had
its penesis in a short story
titled A Game of Chess written
by Robert Barr for Pranson's
Macazing, March, 1900. Pean-
soN’s MacaziNne had newsstand
distribution  throughout the
United States, and the issue in
guestion a_})peared when Mer-
ritt was 17.

Robert Barr had in common
with A. Merritt spending the
early years of his journalistic
career as a reporter. While pur-

suing news scoops for the De-

A Game of Chess 43

tRorr Frex Press, legend has it
that Barr rifled mail Dbags,
crossed a river on ice floes and
“ran a revolver gauntlet.” Mer-
ritt, of course could have topped
E:in viviﬂa his claim to having

d a lynching, been eyewitness
to an event of such political
consequence that he was given
a yearlong, all id
tour to Mexico and Central
America until things cooled off
and to his eventually becoming
one of the nation’s prime re-
porters of executions.

Robert Barr was a very pop-
vlar, if transient author, having
published about 20 books, in-
cluding a pastiche on Sherlock
Holmes in Tee Inrer (1892)
under the pen name of Luke

Sharp: The Adventures of Sher-
laww Kombs. Certainly his most
unusual detective story was
From Whose Boume (Chatto
& Windus, 1893) in which the
spirit of a dead man in that
other world enlists the ghost of
the famed Paris detective M.
Lecocq, to clear his wife, who
has been accused of his mur-
der!

As highly original and di-
versified in his plot ideas as he
was, A Game of Chess certain-
ly ranks as one of Barr's most
inspired efforts, as a unique tale
of murder, by an ingenious sci-
entific method approaching
science fiction, which quite

ibly seeded the idea of
even Footprints to Satan in
the teen-age mind of A. Merritt.
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HERE FOLLOWS a rough
translation of the letter which
Henri Drumont wrote in Bouk-
rah, two days before his death,
to his uncle, Count Ferrand in
Parris. It explains the incidents
which led up to the situation
hereinafter to be described.

¥ Drar UNcLe,
MYou will have gathered from
former letters of mine, that, when
one gets east of Buda Peet,t ogicﬁ
extent believable igaﬁae West.
Goodness things are bad
enough in Pacis, but Paris official life

is comparatively clean when brought
intc contrast with Boukmah. I was
well aware before I lefi France that
much money would have to be se-
cretly spent if we were to secure the
concession for lighting Boukrah with
electricity, but I was unprepared for
the exactions that were actually levied
upon me, It must be admitted that
the officials are rapacions enough,
but once bought, they remain bought,
or, at least, such has been my exper-
ience of g .

Therp are, however, a horde of

gers-on, who seem even more in-
satiable than the govemning body of
the town, and the worst of these is
one Schwikoff, editor of the leading
paper here, the Bouxman GazeTTE,
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which is merely a daily blackmailing
sheet. He has every qualitication
needed by an editor of a paper in
rastern  rurope, Wwmich may

summed up by saying that he 18 de-
momacally expert with the rapier,
andadeadsnotwamapim;ti.sﬂena_s
said time and again that scurri-
Tous paper could wreck our scheme,
and 1 believe there is some truth in
his assertion. Be that as # may, [
have paid him at different times large
sums ol Mmouey, bDu¢ eacn paywuet
seems but the precursor of a more
outrageous demand. At last I was

. to refuse further mnn{ib‘}l,-
tions to his banking account, amt thc
‘young man smiled, saying he hoped
my decision as not ntnal, for, # it
was, 1 should regret it. Although
Schwikoff did not know it, I had
concession signed and completed at
that momenet;d;vhidl doannlent I sent
to you yest y morning.

Schwikoff would be very angry when
he learned of this, but such did not
appear to be the case.

He met me last night in the smok-
ing-room of the Imperizl Club, and
shook hands with® great apparent
cordiality, laughing over his di -
fiture, and assurmg me that 1 was
one of the shrewdest businessmen
he had ever met. I was glad to sse
him take it in this way, and later
in the evening when he asked me to
have a game of chess with him, 1
a ted his invitation, thinking bet-
ter for the Company that he should
be a friend, if Ee were 50

We had not progressed far witl
the game, when he suddenly accused
me of making a move I had no right
to make. I endeavored to explain, but
he sprang up in an assumed rage
and dashed a of wine in m
face. The room was crowded wi
officers and gentlemen, I know you
may think me foolish for having
sent my seconds o such a man as
Schwikoff, who is a well known
blackmailer, - but, hnewv. ,  he
comes of a. good family, and I, who

have served in the French Ammy,

_and am of your biood, courd not ac-

cept tamely such an insut. I what
1 near of his skill as a swordsman
is true, 1 enter the contest well
aware that 1 am out-classed, for 1
fear 1 have negiected the training of
iy right arm in my recent pursuit of
scientific knowledge. Whatever may
be the outcome, 1 have the satisfac-
tion of knowing that the task given
me has been accomplished. Our
Company has now the right to estab-
lsh its plant apd lay its wires in
Boukrah, and the le here have
such an Eastern delight in all that
is brilliant and glittering, that I feel
certain our project will be a finan-
cial success.

Schwikoff and 1 will meet about
the time you receive this letter, or,
perhaps, a litle earlier, for we fight
at daybreak, with rapiers, in the
large rgom of the Fencing School of
Ams in this place,

- Accept, my dear uncle, the assur-
ance of my most affectionate con-
sideration. — Your unworthy nephew,

: Hennr,

The old man’s hand trembled
as he laid down the letter after
reading it, and glanced up at
tI;ethclogk. l}t w('lasdathe glr:mrum ning
of the duel, an ight came
earlier at Bour]q-u{]1 than. at
Paris.

Count Ferrand was a mem-
ber of an old French family
that had been impoverished by
the Revolution. Since then, the
Ferrand family had lived poor-
ly enough untl the Count, as
a young man, had turmed his
attention towards science, and
now, in his old age, he was
sup to possess fabulous
wealth, and was known to be
.the head of one of the largest
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electric manufacturing com-
ga.nies in the environs of Paris,

o one at the works was aware
that the young man, Henri Dru-
mont, was given employ
in the manufactory after he
had served his time in the army,
was “the nephew of the old

Count, for the head of the com--

pany believed that the young
man would come to a more
accurate knowledge of the busi-
ness i he had to take the rough
with the smooth, and learn his
trade from the bottom upwards.

The ce at the clock told
the old Count that the duel,
whatever its result, had taken
Elnce. So there was nothing to

e done but await tidings. It
was the manager of the works
who brought them in,

“l am sorry to inform you,
sir,” be said, “that the young
man, Hemri Drumont, whom
we sent to Boukrah, was killed
this morning in a duel. His as-
sistant telegraphs for instruc-
tions. The young man has no
relatives here that I know of,
so I suppose it would be as well
to have him buried where he
died.”

The manager had no suspi-
cion that he was telling sﬁis
Chief of the death of his heir,

“The body is to be brought
back to France,” said the Count
quietly,

And it was done. Later, when
the question arose of the action
to be taken rgarding the con-
cession received from Boukrah

e

the Count astonished the di-
rectors by announcing that, as
the concession was an import-
ant one, he himself would take
the journey to Boukrah, and
remain there until the electric
plant, already forwarded, was in
position, and a suitable local
manager found.

THE COUNT took the Ori-
ent Express from Paris, and,
amvmlf in Boukrah, applied
himself with an energy y
to be expected from one of his
years, to the completion of the
work which was to supply the
city with electricity,

Count Ferrand refused him-
self to all callers until the elec-
tric plant was in operation, and
the interior of the building he
had bought, completed to his
satisfaction. Then, practically
the first man admitted to his
private  office was Schwikoff,
editor of the Boukran GazeriE.
He had sentinhiscardwiﬂ;)a
request, written in passable
French, for information regard-
;“!:El the electrical installation,

ich would be of interest, he
said, to the readers of the Ga-
zerTE. Thus Schwikoff was ad-
mitted to the presence of Ciunt
Ferrand, whose nephew be had
killed, but the journalist, of
course, knew nothing of the re-
lati(mshig tilbet'gvheen t}l::e two
men, an ought, aps, he
had done the coup;tereoul‘: old
gentleman a favor, in removing
from the path of his advance-
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ment .the young man who had

been in the mon now held
by this gray-haired veteran,
_The ancient noble received

his visitor with scrupulous
courtesy, and the blackmailer,

cing at his hard, inscrutable
ace, lined with e ience,
thought that here, aps, he
had a more difficult victim to
bleed than the free-handed
young fellow whom he had so
deferentially removed from ex-
istence, adhering strictly to the
rules of the game, himself ac-
quitted of all guilt by the law
of his country, and the custom
of his city, passing unscathed
into his customary walk of life,
free to rapier the next man
who offended him. Count Fer-
rand said politely that he was
ready to impart all the infor-
mation in h}s posﬁialssion for ﬁle
purposes o ication. e
l\;o:.mg man smE:d and shrugged
is shoulders sli

tly.
“To tell you tE]; truth, sir, at
once and bluntly, 1 do not
come so much for the purpose
of questioning you arding
your business, as with the ob-
ject of making some arrange-
ment concerning the Press,
with which I have the great
honor to be comnected. You
may be aware, sir, that much
the success of your com y
will depend on the attitude of
the Press towards you. I thought,
perhaps, you might be able to
suggest some method by which
all ~ difficulties would be

smoothed away; a method that
would result in our mutual ad-
vantage.”

“I shall not pretend to mis-
understand you,” replied the
Count, “but I was led to be-
lieve that large sums had al-
ready been disbursed, and that
the difficulties, as you term
them, had already been re-
moved.”

“So far as I am concerned,”
retumeddthe blackmailer, “the
sums paid to me were compara-
tively trivial, and I was led to
hope that when the company
came into active operation, as,
thanks to your energy, is mow
the case, it would deal more
liberally with me*

The Count in silence
at some papers he took from
a pigeonhole, then made a few
notes on the pad before him,
At last he spoke.

"Am I right in stating that
an amount exceeding ten thou-
sand franes was paid to you by
my predecessor, in order that
the influence of your paper
nuég‘l;ﬁ be assured?” S '

wikoff again
his shoulders. il

“It may have been somethin
like that,” he said carelessly.
do not keep my account of
these matters.”

‘It is a large sum,” persisted
Fagﬁd a respectabl

" a e sum; but
still you must remember what
you got for it. You have the
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right to bleed for ever all the
A that aives o the righ

“And that gives you the right
to bleed us'x’gl

“Oh! if you like to put it that
way, yes. We give you quid
pro guo by stan o? up for you
when complaints of your exac-
tions are made.”

“Precisely. But I am a busi-
nessman, and would like to see
where I am going. You would
oblige me, then, by stating a
definite sum, which would be
received by you in satisfaction
of all demands.”

“Well, in that case, I think
twenty thousand francs would
be a moderate amount.”

“I cannot say that modera-
tion is the most striking feature
of your proposal,” said the
Count drily, “still we shall not
trouble about that, if you will
be reasonz;ble in the matter of
payment. 1 propose to pay you
in instalments P:f a thousand
francs a month.”

“That would take nearly two
years,” objected Schwikoff. “Life
is uncertainn Heaven only
knows where we shall be two
years from now.”

“Most_true; or even a day
hence. Still, we have spent a
great deal of money on this
establishment, and our income
hae not yet begun; therefore,
on beh of the company, I
must insist on easy payments.
I am willing, however, to make
it two thousand francs a month,
but beyond that I should not

care to go without communi-
cating with Paris”

“Oh, well,” swaggered Schwi-
koff, with the air of a man mak-
ing great comcessions, “I sup-
})ose we may call that satis-
actory, if you make the first
payment now.”

“I do not keep such a sum
in my office, and, besides, I
wish to impose further terms.
It is not my intention to make
an arrangement with any but
the leading paper of this place,
which I understand the GazerTe
to be.”

“A laudable intention. The
GazerTE is the only paper that
has any influence in Boukrah.”

“Very well; then I must ask
you, for your own sake as for
mine, to keep this matter a
strict secret; even to deny that
you receive a subsidy, if the
question should come up.”

“Ob, certainly, certainly.”

“You will come for payment,
which will be in gold, after of-
fice hours, on the first of each
month, I shall be here alone to
receive you. I should prefer that
you came in by the %ack way,
where your entrance will be un-
seen, and so we shall avoid
comment, because, when I re-
fuse the others, I should not
care for them to know that one
of their fellows has had an ad-
vantage over them. I shall take
the money from the bank be-
fore it closes. What hour, there-
fore, after six o'clock will be
most convenient to you?” .
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“That is immaterial — seven,
eight, or nine, or even later, if
you like.”

“Eight o'clock will do; by that
time everyone will have left
the building but myself. I do
not care for late hours, even if
they occur but once a month.
At eight o'clock precisely you
will find the door at the back
ajar. Come in without announce-
ment, so that we may not be
taken by surprise. The door is
self-locking, and you will find
me here with the money. Now,
that I may be able to obtain
the gold in time, T must bid
you adien.”

AT EIGHT O'CLOCK pre-

(:ise'li'I Count Ferrand, standi E
in the passage, saw the bacd
door shoved open and Schwi-
koff enter, closing it behind
him.

i ! I have not kept you
waiting,” said Schwikoff.

“Your promptitude is excep-
tional,” said the other politely.
“As a businessman, I must con-
fess I like punctuality, I have
left the money in upper
recom. Will you have the good-
ness to follow me?” ‘

They mounted four pairs of
stairs, all lighted by incande-
scent lamps. Entering a pas-
sageway on the upper floor, the
Count closed the gfg door be-
hind him; then opening anoth-
er door, they came to a large
oblong room, occupying nearly
the whole of the top storey,

brilliantly lighted by an elec-
tric lustre d%ending from the
iling,

This is my experimentin
laboratory,” said the old margl
as he :lyosed the second door
behind him.

It was certainly a remarka-
ble room, entirely without win-
dows. On the wall, at the right
hand near the entrance, were
numerous switches in shining
brass and copper and steel.

From the door onward were
Bz)haps ten feet of ordinary

ring, then across the whole
width of the room extended a
gigantic chess board, the
uares irellow and gray, made
;iltemate of copper and steel;
beyond that again was another
ten feet of plain flooring, which
supported a desk and some
chairs. Schwikoff's eyes glit-
tered as he saw a pile of gold
on the desk. Near tge desk was
a huge open fireplace, con-
structed like no fireplace Schwi-
koff had ever seen before. The
center, where the grate should
have been, was occupied by
what looked like a great earth-
enware bathtub, some six or
seven feet long, “That” said
the electrician, noticing the
other’s glance at it, “is an elec-
tric furnace of my own inven-
tion, probably the largest elec-
tric furnace in the world. I am
convinced there is a great fu-
;lll;i: l;efore carbide of calcium,
am carrying on some
experiments drifting towards
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the ection of the electric
crucible.”

“Carbide of caicium? ech-
oed Schwikoff, “I never heard
of it”

“Perhaps it would not inter-
est you, but it is curious from
the fact that it is a rival of the
electric light, and yet only
through the aid of electricity
is carbide of calcium made com-
mercially possible.”

“E icity creates its own
rival, you mean; most interest-
ing 1 am sure. And is this a
chessboard let into the floor?”

“Yes, another of my inven-
tions. I am a devotee of chess.”

“So am L~

“Then we shall have to have
a game together. You don’t ob-
ject to hiéx stakes 1 hope?”

“Oh, no, if I have the money.”

“Ah, well, we must have a
game with stakes high enough
to make the contest interesting.”

“Where zare Kou: chessmen?
They must be huge.”

“Yes, this board was arranged
so that living chessmen might
play on it. You see, the alter-
nate squares are of coliper, the
others of steel, That black line
which surrounds each square is
hard rubber, which does not
allow the electricity to pass
from one square to another.”

“You use electricty, then, in
plaing. .

"Oh, electricity is the motive
power of the game; I will ex-
plain it all to you presently;
meanwhile, would you oblige

me by counting the gold on
the desk? I tbmi you will find
tfi-]:;e ’exactly two thousand

cs.

The old man led the wa
across the metal chessboard.
He proffered a chair to Schwi-
koff, who sat down before the
desk.

Count Ferrand tock the re-
maining chair, carried it over
the metal platform, and sat
down near the switch, having
thus the huge chessboard be-
tween him and his guest. He
turned a lever from one polished
knob to another, the transit
causing a wicked, vivid flash
to illuminate the room with
the venomous glitter of blue
lightning. Schwikoff gave a mo-
mentary start at the crackle and
the blinding light. Then he con-
tinued his counting in silence.
At last he looked up and said,
“This amount is quite correct.”

“Please do not move from
your chair,” commanded the
Count. “I warn you that the
chessboard is now a broad belt
of death between you and me.
On every disc the current is
turned, and a man stepping
anywhere on the board will re-
ceive into his body two thou-
sand volts, killing him instantly
as with a stroke of lightning,
which, indeed, it is.”

“Is this a practical joke?”
asked Schwi OFE turning a lit-
tle pale about the lips, sitting
‘sitﬂl, as he had been ordered to
0.
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“It is practical emough, and
no joke, as you will learn when
you know more about it. You
see this circle of twenty-four
knobs at my hand, with each
knob of which, alternately, this
lever communicates when I
turn it.”

As the Count spoke he moved
the lever, which went crackl-
ing past a semi-circle of knobs,
emitting savage gleams of steel-
ke fire as it touched each
metal projection.

“From each of these knobs,”
esxplained the Count, as if he
were giving a scientific lecture,
electricity is turned on to a
certain combination of squares
before you. When I s?)egan

Sealdng. the whole board was
ectrified: now, a man mi
walk across that board, and hi
chances of reaching this side
alive would be as three to one.

Schwikoff sprang suddenly
to his feet, terror in his face,
and seemed about to make a
dash for it The old man
gushed the lever back into its
ormer position,

“I want you to understand,”
said the Count suavely, “that
upon anwovent on your
part, 1 s instantly electri
the whole board. And please
remember that, although I can
make the chessboard as safe as
the floor, a push on this lever
and the metal becomes a belt
of destruction. You must keep
a cool head on your shoulders,
Mr. Schwikoff, otherwise you
have no chance for your life”

SCHWIKOFF, standing there
stealthily drew a revolver from
his hip pocket. The Count con-
tinued in even tones:

“I see you are armed, and I
know you are an accurate
marksman., You may easily
shoot me dead as I sit here, 1

-have thought that all out in

the moments I have given to
the consideration of this busi-
ness. On my desk downstairs
is a letter to the manager, say-
ing that I am called suddcn{y
to Paris, and that I shafl not
return for a month. I ask him
to go on with the work, and
tell him on no account te al-
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low anyone to enter this room.
You might shout till you were
hoarse, but none outside would
hear you. The walls and ceil-
ing and floor have been dead-
ened so effectively that we are
ctically in a silent, closed
x. There is no exit except up
throu the chimney, but if
you k at the crucible to
which I called your attention
Kgu will see that it is now white
t, so there is no escape that
way. You will, therefore, be
imprisoned here until you starve
to death, or until despair caus-
es you to commit suicide by
stepping on the electrified
oor.”

*I can shatter your switch-
board from here with bullets.”

“Try it,” said the old man
calmly. “The destruction of the
switcgboard merely means that
the electricity comes permanent-
ly on the floor. If you shatter
tﬁe switchboard, it will then be
out of my power to release you,
even if I wished to do so, with-
out going down stairs and turn-
ing off the electricity at the main.
I assure you that all these things
have ha‘iv my most earnest con-
sideration, and while it is pos-
sible that something may have
been overlooked, it is hardly
probable that you, in your now
excited state of mind, will chance
upon that omission.”

Schwikoff sank back in his
chair.

“Why do you wish to murder
me?” he asKed. “You may Te-

tain your money, if that is what
you want, and I shall keep quiet
about you in the paper.”

“Oh, I care nothing for the
money nor the paper.

“Is it because 1 killed your
predecessor?”

“My predecessor was my neph-
ew and my heir. Through his
duel with you, I am now a child-
less old man, whose riches are
but an incumbrance to him, and
yet those riches would buy me
freedom were 1 to assassinate
you in broad daylight in the
street. Are you willing now to
listen to the terms I propose to
you?”

“Yes.”

“Very good. Throw your pis-
tol into the corner of the room
beside me; its possession will do

you no good.”

AFTER A moment’s hestita-
tion, Schwikoff flung his pistol
across the metal floor into the
corner. The old man turned the
lever to still another knob.

“Now,” he said, “you have a
chance of life again; thirty-two
of the squares are electrified,
and thirty-two are harmless.
Stand, I beg of you, on the
square which belongs to the
Bqack King”

“And meet my death.”

“Not on that square, I assure
you, It is perfectly safe.”

But the young man made no
movement to comply. “I ask you
to explain your intention.”

“You shall play the most sin-
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ister game of chess have
ever engaged in; Death will be
your opponent. You shall have
the right to the movements of
the King — one square in any
direction that you choose. You
will never be in a position in
which have not the choice
of at least two squares upon
which you can step with im-
punity; in fact, you shall have
at each move the choice of eight
squares on which to set your

foot, and as a general thing,

four of those will mean safety,
and the other four death, al-
though sometimes the odds will
be more heavily against you, and
sometimes more strongly in your
favour. If you reach this side
unscathed, you are then at lib-
erty to go, while if you touch
one of the electric squares, your
death will be instantaneous.
Then 1 shall turn off the cur-
rent, place your body in that
electrical furmace, turm on the
current again, with the result
that for a few moments there
will be thick, black smoke from
the chimney, and a handful of
white ashes in the crucible.”
“And you run no danger.”
“No more than you did when
you stood up against my neph-
ew, having Previously unjustly
insulted him.
“The duel was carried out ac-
cording to the laws of the code.”
“The laws of my code are
more generous. You have a
chance for your life. My neph-
ew had no such favour shown

to him; he was doomed from
the beginning, and you knew
it.”

“He had been an officer in
the French Army.”

“He allowed his sword arm
to get out of practice, which
was wrong, of course, and he
suffered for it. However, we are
not discussing him; it is your
fate that is in question. I give
you now two minutes in which
to take your stand on the King’s
square.

“And if 1 refuse?”

“If you refuse, I turn the elec-
tricity on the whole board, and
then I leave you. I will tear u
the letter which is on my des
below, return here in the morn-
ing, give the alarm, say you
broke in to rob me of the gold
which is beside you on the desk,
and give you in charge of the
authorities, a disgraced man.”

“But what if I tell the truth?”

“You would not be believed,
and I have pleasure in knowing
that I have money enough to
place you in prison for the rest
of your life. The chances are,
however, that, with the elec-
tricity fully turned on, this build-
ing will be burmed down before
momili% I fear my insulation is
not pertect enough to withstand
50 strong a current. In fact, now
that the thought has suggested
itself to me, fire seems a good
solution of the difficulty. I shall
arrange the wires on leaving so
that a conflagration will break
out within an hour after my de-
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, and, I can assure you,

you will not be rescued by the

firemen when they understand
their danger from live wires in
a building from which, I will
tell them, it is impossible to cut
off the electricity. Now, sir, you
have two minutes.”

SCHWIKOFF stood still while
Ferrand counted the seconds
left to him; finally, as the time
was about to expire, he stepped
on the King’s square, and stood
there, swaying slightly, drops of
E:orspiration gathering on his

w.

“Brava!” cried the Count, “you
see, as I told you, it is perfectly
safe. I give you two minutes to
make your next move.”

Schwikoff, with white lips,
stepped diagonally to the square
of the Queen’s Pawn, and s
there, breathing hard, but un-
harmed. :

“Two minutes to make the
next move,” said the old man, in
the unimpassioned tones of a
judge.

*No, nol” shouted Schwikoff
excitedly, “I made my last move
at once; I have nearly four min-
utes. I am not to hurried;
I must keep my head cool. I
have, as you see, superb con-
trol over myself.”

His voice had now risen to a
scream, and his open haggm drehlsw
the perspiration down i
brow over his face, streaking it

*I am calm!” he shricked, his

knees knocking together, “but
this is no game of chess; it is
murder. In a e of chess I
could take all the time I wanted
in considering a move.”

“True, truel” said the old man
suavely, leaning back in his
chair, although his hand never
left the black handle of the lev-
er. “You are in the right. I apolo-

ize for my infringement of the

ws of chess; take all the time
you wish, we have the night be-
fore us.”

Schwikoff stood there long in
the ominous silence, a silence
interrupted now and then by a
startling crackle from the direc-
tion of the glowing electric fur-
nace. The air seemed charged
with electricity and almost un-
breathable. The time given him,
so far from being an advantage,
disintegrated his nerve, and as
he looked fearfully over the met-
al chessboard the copper squares
seemed to be glowing red hot,
and the dangerous illusion that
the steel squares were cool and
safe became uppermost in his

mind.

He curbed with difficulty his
desire to plunge, and stood bal-
ancing himsel% on his left foot,
cautiously approaching the steel
square with his right toe. As the
boot neared the steel square,
Schwikoff felt a strange thrill
pass through his body. He drew
back his foot quickly with a yell
of terror, and stood, his body in-
clining now to the right, now to

(Tum to page 69)
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ing that it would be awfully
difficult to kill Simon Ark . . .

AND SO WE departed from
the little town in Maine, and
journeyed back toward the
slightly warmer wilds of Man-
hattan. A search of the house
had turned up nearly a hundred
thousand dollars in contribu-
tions from Zadig’s followers, and
we began to think that Hager
had possibly been thinking of
that, too, when he plunged the
knife into his partner’s side.

“One thing, though, Simon,”
I said as the train thundered
through the New England night.
“Just where did Douglas Zadig
ever come from? What hap-
pened in that London mist ten
years ago?”

“There are things that are
never explained,” he answered
simply. “But several explana-
Hons present themselves. The
copy of the novel in French
suggests — now that we know
the man’s true character — that
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even at this early age He was
trying to fool the public into
thinking him French instead of
English. I don’t know the real
answer, and probably never will;
but if a young man had avoided

ili service during Eng-
land’s darkest hours, he might
well have had to think up a
scheme to protect himself in a
postwar world full of returning
veterans.”

“Of course!” 1 agreed. “He
was a draft-dodger; that would
explain why his fingerprints
weren't on file with the army,
or elsewherel”

But Simon Ark was gazing
out the window, into the night,
and he replied in a quiet voice.
“There are other possible ex-

lanations, of course, but I pre-
er not to dwell on them. Doug-
las Zadig is dead, like Kasper
Hauser before him, and there
are some things better left un-
explained, at least in this world.”

And after that he said no
more about it . . .
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(continued from page 53)

the left, like a tall tree hesitatin%
before its fall. To save himsel

he crouched.

“Mercy!l Mercy!” he cried. “1
have been punished enough. I
killed the man, but his death
was sudden, and not fiendish tor-
ture like this. I have been pun-
ished enough.”

“Not so,” said the old man.
“An eye for an eye.”

All self-control abandoned the
victim. From his crouching po-
sition he sprang like a tiger. Al-
most before his out-stretched
hands touched the polished met-
al his body straightened and
stifened with a jerk, and as he
fell, with a hissing sound, dead
on the chessboard, the old man
turned the lever free from the

fatal knob. There was no com-
passion in his hard face for the
executed man, but instead his
eyes glittered with the scien-
tific fervour of research. He rose,
turned the body over with his
foot, drew off one of the hoots,
and tore from the inside a thin
sole of cork.

“Just as I thought,” he mur-
mured. “Oh, the irony of ignor-
ancel There existed, after all,
the one condition I had not pro-
vided for. I knew he was pro-
tected the moment he stepped
upon the second square, and, if
his courage had not deserted
him, he could have walked un-
harmed across the board, as the
just, in mediaeval times, passed
through the ordeal of the red-
hot plough-shares.”




