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1
 Meteorites?



Glenda Carlyle swept into the news
editor’s office and slammed the door
behind her emphatically.


The frosted glass in the upper half
shivered but did not break. It had been
subjected to such treatment before.


‘Look here, boss, what do you think I
am?’ she demanded, striding towards the
desk where the news editor sat in
shirtsleeves, busy with his blue pencil.


‘Any time you smash that door glass
you’ll pay for it,’ he said, without glancing
up.


‘You don’t expect me to come in like a
lamb when you give me an assignment
right off my beat, do you?’


‘I never expect you to come in like a
lamb, m’dear. It just isn’t in you.’


The news editor sat back in his swivel
chair. He was a big man, square-faced,
blond-haired, kindly somehow despite the
arrogance he needed for his job.


‘Meteorites!’ Glenda exclaimed in disgust.
‘Meteorites!’


The news editor appraised her rounded
curves for a moment and then grinned
with good humor. Glenda was twenty-five,
auburn-headed, pleasant but not
particularly good-looking. Her approach
to things and people was that of a girl
who has been forced to chisel her own
way through life.


‘What did you find on that assignment,
Glenny?’


‘Old iron!’


‘How much old iron? You’ve been in
this game long enough to know that even
old iron can have a human angle. This
meteorite shower is worth reporting
because it wasn’t just one flash of light
over the sky, but a deluge of lights! This
being January it isn’t the time for
meteorites. Or, so I’m told. I’m no
astronomer.’


‘It’s never time for meteorites!’ Glenda
retorted, and her violet eyes—unusual
with her hair coloring—glinted.


‘To take a look at those still smoking
chunks of iron I walked up to my knees in
mud through the Sussex fields, ruined a
pair of nylons, and saw nothing but a
scrap-heap when I’d finished. What kind
of a job is that for a girl?’


‘You’re not a girl, my dear; you’re a
reporter.’


‘I’m a woman’s correspondent, and
don’t you forget it!’


‘All right, woman’s correspondent. I
gave you an assignment and you fulfilled
it. Let’s have your copy.’


Glenda tossed her story on the desk
and turned to go, but the news editor’s
voice stopped her when she had reached
the door.


‘Were you dreaming when you wrote
this?’ he demanded. ‘Who the hell ever
heard of a meteorite with rivets in it?’


‘That’s what I saw, and the Clarion
always prints the truth—I hope. Work it
out for yourself, boss.’


‘Okay, m’dear, thanks for handling this.’


Glenda glanced up at the clock.
‘Half-past ten. Mind very much if I go
home to bed?’


‘You can go home and die for all I care.
You don’t count any more than the rest of
us.’


‘ ’Night,’ Glenda said coldly, and
departed.


She bade the night-staff farewell and
left the building. The January night was
unusually mild. She descended the steps
of the Clarion building and walked along
the street; then she turned into a quiet
alley which would lead her eventually out
into Holborn, crossing which thoroughfare
she would again plunge into narrow
ways leading through to Bloomsbury,
where she occupied a small flat.


The shortcut was a mile long—a
twining remnant of the past, passing
between darkly looming buildings. Lights
were intermittent and widely spaced,
casting no more than the faintest of
yellow gleams.


Suddenly a dim figure loomed ahead:
the vague silhouette of a man with lumpy
shoulders. He appeared to be wearing a
ragged overcoat and cap. There was
something about him that made Glenda
stop dead, her fingers clenched about her
handbag. It was full of various articles
and at a pinch might be able to inflict a
blow, depending on where it landed.


‘Got the time, miss?’ the man enquired,
pausing, and his voice was coarse and
brutal.


‘About a quarter-to-eleven,’ Glenda
replied jerkily, and prepared to move on.
She had not covered two paces before a
crushing grip on her arm swung her
around.


‘Y’don’t know me, do yuh?’ the man
demanded.


‘No, and I certainly don’t want to!’
Glenda struggled savagely and futilely to
free herself, dropping her handbag in the
process. ‘Let go of me!’


‘I’ve waited too long t’think o’ lettin’
yuh go now, miss! I’ve watched yuh come
through this alley many a night, an’ I got
ter thinkin’ what a nice figure yuh cut as
yuh go past—Then I said to meself why
just let yuh go past? Why not get t’know
yuh better?’


Glenda gave a mighty wrench and, her
handbag forgotten, she dived desperately
down the alley, coming swiftly into the
radius of one of the dully glimmering-lamps.


The man reached her, twisting her
about savagely. She struck out with her
fists, gouged with her nails, kicked at her
attacker’s shins. Then to her surprise he
released her so suddenly that, straining
backwards as she was, she sat down with
a thump.


She remained where she was, staring
up in the dim light. Without warning or
sound another figure had appeared—that
of a tall man in a dark overcoat
and soft black hat. He had his back to
Glenda and stood motionless. The display
of fisticuffs she had expected did not
materialize.


Instead the ruffian stood staring,
utterly cowed. He backed, and went on
backing, and at last he turned and ran.
When he had almost disappeared there
came from him the strangest scream, half
human and half animal. Then he reeled
out of view.


The stranger turned, picked up Glenda’s
handbag, then reached down a hand
to her elbow and gently raised her. She
judged him to be about six feet in height.
He was quietly dressed, his face a
fathomless white in which two dark eyes
gleamed in the lamplight.


‘Th—thanks,’ Glenda said shakily,
dusting herself. ‘You came just in time. I
can never be grateful enough.’


‘I am only too pleased to help you.’ His
voice was quiet and mellow, yet it had a
curious inflection. It was not exactly
foreign: it was too precise, as though he
had consciously learned every word, and
was resolved upon giving it its full
meaning.


‘Lucky you came this way,’ Glenda said.


‘You think it was pure chance, then?
Well, perhaps.’


Glenda hugged her handbag to her,
and looked at the stranger curiously.


‘I’m Glenda Carlyle, and I’m on the
staff of the Clarion.’


‘I see. I’m—er—Thomas Smith.
Doesn’t take much remembering, does it?
Very plebeian.’


‘Yes. Yes, very.’


Glenda could not understand why, but
she felt uncomfortable. The manner of
her rescuer was curiously unnerving. She
tried to see his face more clearly but the
light was too dim.


‘That creature was bigger than you,’
she said presently, ‘and yet he ran for it
without your laying a finger on him. What
did you do? Make faces at him?’


‘Perhaps,’ the stranger smiled.


‘He screamed horribly!’ Glenda added,
and gave a little shiver. ‘I never heard a
human being scream like that before. It
sounded like a dog being run over. I’ll
never forget it.’


‘At root a human being is little more
than an animal,’ Thomas Smith commented.
‘And that type of human being
particularly so—I hope, Miss Carlyle,
you will permit me to escort you home? I
wouldn’t feel comfortable about you
otherwise.’


‘You’re very kind, Mister Smith, but
I’m sure there is no need—’


‘Tell me,’ he interrupted, ‘are you afraid
of me?’


‘After you saved me from that—that
brute, how could I be?’


‘Then why don’t you wish me to
complete my mission by seeing you safely
home?’


‘I just don’t want to bother you, that’s
all.’


‘No bother, believe me. Besides, I’d like
to talk to you. You are an intelligent
young woman and that in itself is
sufficient reason for my wanting to know
you better.’


‘Is it? Well, thanks very much. I
suppose I could be attacked again, so—’


‘Where do you live?’


‘Bloomsbury.’


‘Is that far from here?’


‘You’re a stranger to London, then?’
Glenda commented.


‘Yes, Miss Carlyle. That is why I wish
to talk to you. It is somewhat awkward
when you are not familiar with the—place
you’re in.’


Glenda nodded. There was some
peculiarity about the way this quiet-spoken
man phrased his sentences. She
began walking with him at her side.


‘London is quite a remarkable place,’
he commented, as they neared the end of
the alley.


‘Sprawling, dirty, and powerful,’ Glenda
summed up. ‘I don’t like it much myself. I
was brought up in the country.’


‘Then you don’t do the job for which
you are best fitted?’


She laughed. ‘Do any of us?’


‘You haven’t answered the question,’ he
reminded her, and with surprise she
noticed the quiet, inescapable note of
authority that had suddenly come into his
voice.


‘It’s beyond answering, isn’t it? I don’t
suppose one in a thousand of us does the
job for which he or she feels best fitted.
Just the way of things.’


‘Queer, Miss Carlyle. Very queer.’


‘Life’s queer from the moment you’re
born,’ Glenda sighed; then she added:
‘And what do you do for a living, Mister
Smith?’


‘Oh—I’m a writer.’


‘And never been in London before?’


Thomas Smith did not answer the
question. He and Glenda had come on to
Holborn with its traffic and bright lights,
and now she could see the stranger’s face
in detail. His nose was sharply hooked,
his eyes dark, his complexion white ivory.
He had high cheekbones and the line of
his jaw was strongly marked and purposeful.
Under the edges of his hat black hair
showed.


‘You’re an extraordinary man with an
ordinary name,’ Glenda told him, smiling,
as she led the way to the bus stop. ‘Do
you mind my saying that?’


‘Why should I?’


‘You have a habit, too, of answering a
question with a question,’ she reminded
him, and he shrugged.


‘I’m sorry. I’m just naturally curious
about everything—and everybody.’


‘I honestly don’t need to trouble you
any further. I’ll be quite safe from here
on. By comparison the streets here are
quite wide and bright!’


‘No doubt, but if you’ll forgive me I’d
much rather finish my task properly. I’m
interested in seeing how you live.’


‘What do you expect to find unusual in
the way I live?’


‘Nothing—nothing at all. I’m just
interested.’ The stranger, influenced by
the direction in which Glenda was facing
began to move westward along Holborn
and, as is so often the way, in order to
avoid explanation, Glenda dropped into
step beside him letting Red Lion Street
and the other turnings that would have
taken her through to Bloomsbury remain
out of reckoning. At the corner of
Southampton Row she came to a halt:
having missed the short-cuts, she felt it
wiser to ride through to Euston Road,
and then walk the short distance back
again.


A number sixty-eight ‘bus stopped.
Smith followed her, and paused beside
just inside the door.


‘Fares, please!’ intoned the driver
impatiently.


Thomas Smith stood on the platform
regardless. Glenda gave him a glance of
surprise and then began fumbling in her
handbag. He moved aside and watched
her actions, then gazed at the driver.


‘You two fallen out, mate?’ the driver
asked, and Thomas Smith looked puzzled.


‘Fallen out? No. We’ve just got in.’


‘Oh, the smart set, huh? When me and
my missus fall out we do it properly, and I
won’t even pay her ‘bus fares. This smells
like the same sort of thing to me.’


‘Does it? How interesting!’


The driver stared and then gave Glenda
two tickets as she stated a destination and
handed over double fare.


‘Mister Smith,’ she said quietly, ‘you
were gallant enough to rescue me from
that tramp, and yet you are unmannerly
enough to let me pay fares for both of us.
Don’t mind my asking, but what kind of a
man are you?’


‘Apparently a forgetful one,’ he apologized.
‘I had quite overlooked the fact
that one must pay to travel on this—vehicle.’


‘You mean they don’t have ‘buses
where you’ve come from? What part of
the backwoods have you been in anyway?’


‘Quite a distance from here, Miss
Carlyle. Certainly there are no ‘buses; as
you call them.’


‘As I call them? Doesn’t everybody call
them that?’ Glenda sat back, her violet
eyes wide. ‘I can only make one guess
about you, and it is that you have been
abroad for a very long time: maybe
collecting material for your writings in the
Amazonian forest or somewhere, and
have forgotten civilized ways.’


‘That might explain it,’ he agreed.


‘But if you have been in the tropics, you
ought to be sunburned, and you’re not.
I’ve never seen skin so white.’


‘I don’t sunburn very easily.’


Glenda sank back, her brows knitted.
Thomas Smith remained silent too. Then
Glenda stirred again.


‘I’ve been trying to think,’ she said. ‘I
can’t remember having seen any of your
books under the name of Thomas Smith.’


‘I think my writings may have been too
obscure for you to have noticed them.
They have been entirely historical, that is
to say recorded impressions and so on. I
don’t give myself a name—just a
number. J-N-four-seven-six. I suppose the
numerals four-seven-six make sense to
you?’


‘Yes, I think I can manage those,’
Glenda agreed dryly. ‘Would you think
me unladylike if I asked how old you are?’


‘I’m a year older than you, Miss
Carlyle.’


‘But I haven’t told you my age!’


‘You are twenty-five, are you not?’


‘Correct.’ Silence again. Glenda sat
gazing fixedly and Thomas Smith smiled:
then the ‘bus reached the stop and she
and Thomas Smith were soon walking
through the tree-shaded squares.


‘For the life of me,’ Glenda said, ‘I
can’t make out how you know my age.
It’s uncanny! Like thought-reading!’


‘You’ll be twenty-six on Tuesday, next
week,’ Thomas Smith added.


‘That’s right too, but how did you
know?’


‘I hope I may be able to commemorate
the occasion in some way,’ he responded
evasively. ‘You like flowers, jewelry, and
you need a laptop, I believe, for that novel
you’re trying to write.’


Glenda halted. ‘Now look here, Mister
Smith! How did you ever know about my
wanting a laptop? That was my secret and
I’ve never mentioned it to a soul.’


‘Maybe I’m psychic,’ Thomas suggested.
‘Anyhow, since you want a
machine you shall have it. Don’t concern
yourself as to how I knew you wanted
one. It was just—’


‘One of those things?’ Glenda suggested
sarcastically.


‘Maybe.’


They paused before a massive
Georgian residence, rounded pillars
supporting the portico over the polished
green front door.


‘This is where I live,’ Glenda explained.


‘Indeed? Quite a big place.’


‘You don’t suppose I meant all of it,
surely? Not on my salary! I’ve a small flat
on the fourth floor.’


‘I’d like to see it.’


‘Well—er—some other time
perhaps.’


Thomas Smith smiled in his ghostly
fashion. ‘When I said I was interested in
seeing how you live, I meant it.’


‘I don’t doubt that for a moment, but I
couldn’t ask you up to my flat. It would
make people think.’


‘Why?’


Glenda gestured helplessly. ‘Really,
Mister Smith, you’re pressing your
advantage too far! You may be out of
touch with civilization through your
having been away, but you must know
that some things are not done—by nice
people at least.’


‘But I want to see how you live.’


Before Glenda could stop him,
Thomas Smith had brushed past her
and turned the knob of the green door
that opened onto a softly-lighted hall.
The stranger gave one glance about him
and then led the way up the stairs,
Glenda following him swiftly, pulling at
the tails of his coat and speaking in an
urgent whisper.


‘Mister Smith, for heavens’ sake, please
leave!’


He took no notice. Gaining the fourth
floor he stood and waited for the girl to
catch up with him. When she did so she
noticed that that odd air of authority was
back with him again.


‘I’d still like to see how you live,’ he
said, as she hesitated.


She delayed no more. She gave him one
grim look—then she inserted her key in
the lock of the second door along the
corridor, opened it and switched on the
lights. Thomas Smith paused and stood
looking into the room.


‘Untidy but cosy,’ Glenda explained.
‘Now I wish you would go. The
regulations here don’t permit men visitors.
If you were seen here I’d be told to
go and a place like this isn’t easy to find
these days. All these flats are tenanted by
single girls.’


‘Really?’ Thomas Smith brushed the
issue aside and stepped into the room.
His hat remained on; then as he caught a
look from Glenda he seemed to sense
what she was thinking for he took it off
quickly and stood with it in his hand,
gazing about him.


Glenda did not say anything. Just at
this moment she was too interested in
observing Thomas Smith in bright light
for the first time. His features she had
already seen in detail, but not his head.
He had a very high brow, his black hair
flattened back from it after the fashion
of popular drawings of Mephisto. He
gave the impression of having
intelligence far beyond the average.


‘I like it,’ he decided finally.


‘Yes, it’s quite comfortable,’ Glenda
said, her voice cool.


He looked at the TV set. ‘And what is
this?’


‘Don’t tell me you don’t recognize a
television set!’


He smiled. ‘It is so well disguised with
all this ornamental work I hardly
recognized it. The pictures are three-dimensional
I assume?’


‘What?’ Glenda gave him a blank look.


Thomas Smith seemed inwardly
amused. Glenda kept her ear cocked for
the coming of the landlady, but nothing
transpired. Then Thomas Smith said: ‘I
don’t in any way wish to embarrass
you, and you are obviously worried as
to what might happen if I should be
found here.’


‘I’m glad you see it my way at last!’


‘My wish to see your dwelling over-ruled
my regard for your feelings, I’m
afraid. Before I go, though, there is
something I would like to ask: Would you
mind being my guide whilst I become
accustomed to London?’


‘I—er—don’t quite know what to say
to that.’


‘Yes you do. You want to say ‘Yes’ but
you feel unsure of me.’


Glenda opened her mouth and then
shut it again.


‘You needn’t be uncomfortable.’
Thomas Smith raised his dark eyes
suddenly, fixing them on Glenda with a
mystifying, penetrating power. ‘I shall
never willingly cause you a moment’s
embarrassment, and I feel you are the
kind of woman to familiarize me with
the city. In whatever time you can
spare, of course.’


‘Today is Friday,’ Glenda mused. ‘I am
not likely to be sent on another meteorite
assignment, or anything so crazy as that,
so perhaps—’


‘Meteorite assignment? When?’


‘Today. I had to cover the story of some
fallen chunks of iron in Sussex. The
Meteorites fell last night and lit up the
whole countryside. All I found was hot
iron, some of it with rivets in it. That’s
already given sundry scientists a headache.
Rivets in a meteorite! That’s
definitely something new!’


‘Yes, indeed it is.’ Thomas Smith
looked thoughtful for a moment and then
he smiled. ‘Then you may have some free
time?’


‘I’ll have some on Sunday. Since it is
too big a risk for you to come here we’d
better meet somewhere. Say Marble Arch
at two-thirty?’


‘I’ll try and find it,’ he promised,
moving to the door. ‘And thank you so
much, Miss Carlyle.’


‘Oh—one moment!’ Glenda exclaimed.
‘If something should turn up and stop my
meeting you, where can I get in touch
with you in time to let you know?’


‘I don’t quite know—yet. I have no
fixed address. However, if you should
be prevented from meeting me I can
always get in touch with you afterwards,
either here or at the Clarion offices.’


‘Yes, of course.’


‘Goodnight, Miss Carlyle.’ Thomas
Smith smiled gravely, seemed to have
notions about shaking hands, and went
silently away down the stairs.


Outside he walked aimlessly, and was
soon in the slums of Somers Town, part
of the old-world London with its twisted
streets and numberless diagonal and criss-crossing
alleys. Suddenly he stopped and
looked up sharply. To his right was a low
building that might have belonged to the
Dickensian era.


It was not the desperate scream of a
woman that stopped the stranger. The
scream came some seconds after he had
paused and sensed something. Before the
scream came he had already singled out
the building from which it emanated and,
with an agile leap, he caught at a ledge
and hauled himself up quickly. In a
matter of moments he had reached the
window on the second floor, smashed his
elbow through the glass, and tumbled
into the room beyond.


It was gloomy but not entirely dark.
There was the sound of harsh breathing
from two different parts of the room.
Then a man’s voice blasted forth—coarse
and choked with fury:


‘What the devil do you want in here?’


Thomas Smith remained motionless.
There was the sudden flaring of a match
and a candle glowed. Amber light showed
a woman fully dressed lying half across a
bed, stark terror in her expression. The
man, nearer the light, was standing in
shirt and trousers, a large pair of scissors
in a massive hand.


‘Get outa here!’ he grated.


Thomas Smith remained expressionless.
‘You would not expect me to leave
here when you are about to murder your
wife, would you?’


‘I’m not murdering anybody, so—’


‘Don’t lie to me! You decided five
minutes ago to murder your wife—apparently
with those scissors. I don’t
intend to allow you to.’


The woman rose into a half-sitting
position as she spoke breathlessly. ‘I don’t
know how you got here, mister, but
you’re right. He was just about to run
those scissors into me when you smashed
the window—’


‘Shut up!’ the man snarled at her. ‘I’ll
deal with you later!’


‘You will not deal with anybody, my
friend,’ Thomas Smith stated quietly. ‘Get
out of here, and don’t ever come back!’


‘You think I’ll—’


The man stopped. The woman on the
bed could not see Thomas Smith’s face
since he had turned his back on her, but
she did see the expression which came to
her husband’s features. Blank, nameless
fear rooted itself in his eyes as he stared
fixedly. The scissors fell out of his hand—then
in a sudden dive he headed for
the window and scrambled through it.
The stranger stood watching him until he
had vanished from sight; then he turned
to look at the woman on the bed and
smiled at her.


‘He’ll kill me for sure now,’ she said.
‘The moment you’re gone he’ll come
back and—’


‘He’ll never come back,’ Thomas Smith
assured her gently. ‘Before an hour has
passed he will be dead.’


‘You mean you’re going to follow him
up and kill him?’


‘No. He will destroy himself. You may
be confident of that. Henry will not
interfere with your life any more.’


‘You knew him then? You must, to
know his name.’


‘Let us say, madam, that I know what
he planned to do, and leave it at that.
From here on you may lead your life as
you wish without Henry to upset you.
Now, I must go.’


The woman got off the bed and caught
at the stranger’s arm as he moved to the
window. ‘Just a minute, mister. You knew
what my husband planned to do, you say?
What do you know about him? What’s
your name?’


‘Thomas Smith.’


‘I never heard Henry mention that
name.’


‘He hardly would. Goodnight, madam.’


Then the stranger climbed through the
narrow window again and dropped to the
street. He paused when he reached the
end of it. A dark figure lay in his path,
motionless.


Stooping, he turned the figure over. It
was dressed in only shirt and trousers and
the mouth gaped. The eyes stared blankly
into the night.


Thomas Smith left the body where it
was and continued on his way.



2
 Confession of murder



It was nearly an hour later when Thomas
Smith came to a park and sat down on a
bench seat. For quite a time he was
motionless, looking into the sky. Then a
policeman approached him and said, ‘Afraid
I’ll have to ask you to move on, sir.’


‘Why?’


‘Sorry, sir, but you know the regulations
as well as I do. No sleeping in the
park.’


‘I’m not sleeping: only thinking. In fact
I don’t remember when last I did sleep.
Must be a very long time ago.’


‘I’m afraid you’ll have to move on.’


‘Why is the park left open if one is not
supposed to come into it?’


‘It isn’t practical to shut it off. I patrol
here every night, moving on tramps—and
others.’


‘Then you have two separate laws? One
for the day and the other for the night? It
wouldn’t matter if I slept here during the
daytime?’


‘No, sir.’ The Constable cleared his
throat. ‘I don’t make the laws. I just see
they are carried out.’


‘Since you have a job to do, I’ll move
on.’ Thomas Smith stood up. ‘That is,
unless you’d care to stay and talk to me
for a while.’


‘I’m not supposed to, sir. I’ve a patrol
to make and a given time at which to
report to headquarters.’


‘I see. In other words you do certain
things because other people order you to,
and they in turn take their instructions
from somebody higher up still?’


‘Yes, sir.’ The constable reflected. ‘I
never quite saw it like that before. I
suppose all of us take orders. We don’t
sort of question it: we just do it.
Otherwise there’d be chaos.’


‘Are you quite sure there isn’t already?’
Thomas Smith asked. ‘My friend, the
whole basic order of life nowadays is
crazy—but how to readjust it I don’t
know.’


‘I’d suggest you don’t try, sir,’ the
constable said, satisfied by now that he
was dealing with a crank.


‘Nevertheless,’ the stranger mused, ‘it is
an interesting problem. I must think
about it. Goodnight, officer.’





The following morning the Metropolitan
police received two reports of death—apparently
from natural causes. One
concerned a tramp found dead in an alley
off Fleet Street; and the other a man
identified as Henry Armstrong, had been
found dead in Somers Town. At first
medical evidence suggested a form of
apoplexy in each case; then later the
reports were amended to mental derangement
with heart failure.


One man was definitely interested, and
that was the news editor of the Clarion.
Promptly he called Glenda.


‘There may be a story behind this,’ he
told her. ‘Sudden and baffling death.’


‘Nothing baffling about it, chief. The
two men died from mental derangement
and heart failure, so—’


‘Yes, but what deranged ’em? And why
two of them? Just think how extraordinary
a coincidence that is! You may not
get far with the tramp in the Fleet Street
alley since he had no identification upon
him, but on the other chap you—’ The
news editor stopped and stared. ‘What’s
the matter with you, Glenny? Gone to
sleep?’


Glenda had been staring into distance,
her lips slightly parted. Now she gave a
start.


‘Did you say a tramp in a Fleet Street
alley?’


‘Uh-huh. I thought you knew.’


‘I didn’t know where. It may make a
difference.’


The news editor frowned. ‘What’s
bitten you? Have you some inside line on
this tramp?’


‘Maybe. I can’t work it out right now
but I’ll try and get the information you
want.’


‘Out of him you’ll get nothing. No
identity, no anything. Just a drifting
nobody. Try and get a line on the other
fellow, Henry Armstrong. He was a
gambler, as far as I can make out, making
his living by his wits. His wife survives
him, at 8 Chandos Street. She might have
something to tell you.’


Glenda took a taxi to the Armstrong
abode. It was opened by a dark-headed,
slovenly woman.


‘Mrs. Armstrong?’ Glenda asked.


‘Yes, and if you’re selling something—’


‘Not a bit of it. I’m Glenda Carlyle of
the Clarion. It concerns your husband’s—er—unfortunate
death. We have the
official reports, but my editor thinks there
may be a story behind them.’


‘Yes there is a story!’ the woman
agreed, quite excitedly. ‘I’ve been wondering
what to do about it. I want somebody
to tell it to.’


‘Good!’ Glenda smiled and stepped
inside. She took the chair the woman
offered her and sat down.


‘You see,’ Mrs. Armstrong said, ‘I have
the queerest feeling that my husband was
murdered. He was a rotten beast—but
murder is still murder.’


‘Did you tell this to the police?’


‘I haven’t told anybody yet. It’s only a
suspicion after all, and because of my
husband’s death—or murder—saving
me from being murdered myself I’m not
pinning a charge on anybody.’


‘Just what happened?’ Glenda asked.


‘For you to print in your paper and
perhaps get the man who saved me from
death thrown into prison for life? No; that
would be a shabby trick to play on him.’


Glenda reflected. ‘The man you’re
referring to was tall, wasn’t he, in a black
hat and overcoat? Pale-faced, dark-eyed,
and high cheekbones? I’ll lay a bet that he
just looked at your husband and never
touched him.’


‘How did you know that?’ the woman
demanded, staring.


‘Never mind. Did he give you his
name?’


‘Yes, but—’


‘Was it Thomas Smith?’


The woman stared uneasily at Glenda.
‘I—I don’t like this, Miss Carlyle! You
must be a friend of his. When I think of
the mysterious way he came here and
saved me I don’t know what to make of
it.’


‘At the moment, Mrs. Armstrong,
neither do I, but I do know Thomas
Smith because he saved me last night
from being assaulted by a tramp, just
as he seems to have saved you from
being murdered. We have that much in
common. The coincidence of the two
deaths satisfies me that Thomas Smith
must have been responsible for both of
them. Now how about telling me your
side of it?’


The woman sat down slowly and
related the incident of the night before in
detail. Glenda sat listening intently.


‘I just don’t know what the man
did,’ the woman finished, shrugging. ‘It
seemed to me that he just looked at
Henry and then Henry got out of the
room by the window as fast as he could
go. After that Mister Smith told me that
my husband would be dead in a few
hours. That is why I believe it must have
been murder. But what sort of murder I
don’t know.’


‘The same thing happened with that
tramp,’ Glenda said. ‘Mister Smith just
looked at him and the tramp fled—screaming.
I didn’t know he would die. Mister
Smith did not refer to that possibility, but
he was found dead this morning.’


‘When the police came to see me about
my husband, and had me identify him, I
simply said that he’d dashed out into the
night. I didn’t say anything more, but I’ve
been wondering since what really did
happen. You’ve had some experience with
crime, Miss Carlyle, so what do you
think?’


Glenda shook her head. ‘I don’t know.
I’ve never heard of anybody being killed
in such a queer way before.’ She roused
herself and got to her feet. ‘Anyhow, Mrs.
Armstrong, I shan’t report what you have
told me. I’ll work out some kind of story
to satisfy my editor without hinting at
murder. Perhaps I’m wrong. If so I’ll risk
it. That tramp, and apparently your
husband too, deserved all they got and I
don’t like putting Mister Smith in a spot
because of it.’


‘Neither do I. He freed me from years
of misery and fear with Henry, and far
from thinking of him as a murderer I
consider him a benefactor. It may not be
a nice thing to say but it’s the truth.’


Glenda made no further comment. She
shook hands and departed. On the way
back to the Clarion offices she detoured
into a small park and sat thinking things
out for a while; then she wrote up a
report that contained nothing indicative
of the enigmatic Thomas Smith. The
moment she returned to the office she
typed the report out and took it in to the
news editor.


He read it and then aimed a questioning
glance. ‘Best you can do, Glenny?’


‘ ’Fraid so.’


‘Listen, I know you inside out, and I
think you’re keeping something back.’


‘Why on earth should I?’


‘I dunno. When you left here this
morning you said you had some lead on
the business—yet now you hand me this
yarn about a woman beleaguered by her
brutal husband, and said husband throwing
some kind of mental storm and then
vanishing into the night. It won’t do,
Glenny.’


‘I’m sorry, chief, but it’s all I can turn
in. Why all this fuss over a broken-down
gambler and a good-for-nothing tramp?
They’re not headline news, anyway.’


‘They might become so before long,’
the news editor snapped. ‘Take a look at
this: it’s the latest opinion of Scotland
Yard’s best psychiatric and medical
division.’


Glenda took the report handed to her
and studied it. She hardly needed to read
it for the news editor’s voice began to
repeat it in its essence.


‘They believe at the Yard that those two
men were murdered. First they said
natural causes and now they’ve discovered
that both men had the conscious
areas of their brains destroyed as though
by electricity or something, causing rapid
death. That spells murder, of the most
fantastic, unheard-of kind of thing.’


‘It sounds to me as though these
experts can’t make up their minds,’
Glenda answered at length, putting the
report back on the desk.


‘You know better than that, Glenny.
Our job is to get a lead if we can, and I
believe you’ve got one. What about it?’


‘The only line I had, was to try Henry
Armstrong’s wife—and that I did.
There’s my report on what she said.’


‘And she didn’t say anything more?’


Glenda was silent. The news editor
kept his eyes on her.


‘Glenny, I’m asking for whatever gen
you have, because if you don’t hand it out
somebody else will. I’ll have to send
Edwards if all else fails, and if he starts
trying to make Mrs. Armstrong give a
different story—’


‘Not Edwards!’ Glenda protested. ‘Please,
chief! Give me a bit more time on this job.
Make it my exclusive assignment to sort it
out, then maybe I’ll get a really good story
for you. I’m just not sure of all my facts at
the moment.’


‘All right,’ the news editor shrugged.
‘Sort it out as best you can. The police
are looking into the business.’


‘You mean they’re really working on
the assumption of murder?’


‘Exactly. Murder of a new type and
therefore sensationally interesting.’


Glenda sighed. ‘All this hullabaloo over
a broken-down gambler and a lecherous
tramp. Both are better off the face of the
earth.’


The news editor’s eyes sharpened. ‘Who
said anything about a lecherous tramp?’


‘I did. I know he was, because he
attacked me last night. I’m sure it’s the
same man. It was the same alley.’


‘Girl of my life, it’s a story! A personal
write-up from your angle, and—’


‘I’m not writing anything up—yet!’
Glenda nearly shouted. ‘You must give
me time to clear this up. Otherwise it may
involve somebody whom I know—and
respect.’


‘For instance?’


‘A man friend of mine, but he isn’t a
killer. It’s just that he might seem to be
mixed up in it, and I’m certainly not
going to give him away. Let me prove first
that he had nothing to do with it, and
then I’ll give you a story which you can
slap all over the front page.’


‘Well, all right: but get the story fast.
It’s too hot to hold.’


‘I’m hoping to nail it down tomorrow—Sunday.’


‘I can’t wait that long. The whole thing
may be ancient history by then if the
police move extra fast.’


‘Well, I—’ Glenda stopped and swung
around as the office boy came in. The
news editor glared at him.


‘Well, what do you want?’


‘There’s a man waiting to see Miss
Carlyle,’ the lad explained. ‘Says it’s
pretty important.’


Glenda moved. ‘Probably something to
do with the women’s page,’ she said
quickly. ‘I did ask a man to look in this
morning. We’ll finish this little matter
later, chief—’


‘We’ll finish it now!’ he cut in, and
banged the desk ‘This man can wait,
whoever he is. Hop it, Terry. Tell the man
to wait—’


The news editor paused. The door had
opened quietly and Thomas Smith stood
there, gazing into the office with that
curious air of mild surprise that always
seemed to pervade him. When his eyes
settled on Glenda he removed his hat and
came forward. The news editor sat in
silence, summing up the visitor, looking
at his high forehead, his quiet attire, his
polished black hair.


‘I gather, sir, that you don’t stand on
ceremony?’ he asked, and Thomas Smith
turned to him.


‘Forgive my coming in like this, but I
wanted to have a word with Miss Carlyle.
Quickly.’


The news editor jerked his head and
the office boy hurried out. Glenda
hesitated and then said: ‘This is Mister
Smith, chief. A—a friend of mine.’


‘A friend, or the friend?’


‘The friend,’ Thomas Smith answered
then in the same easy tone he added:
‘I think it is high time that Miss
Carlyle was spared the task of trying to
defend me for apparent murder. I
appreciate it, of course, but it is quite
unnecessary.’


The news editor said: ‘What do you
want with Miss Carlyle? Or am I not
supposed to ask?’


‘I just wanted to enquire from her why
the authorities should think it murder to
destroy two men who were too foul to
live. I notice in the newspapers that
murder is suspected, and that is apparently
contrary to law.’


‘Are you trying to be funny?’ the news
editor snapped. ‘Since when has murder
been anything else but a crime?’


‘I suppose,’ Thomas Smith mused, ‘it
would not be called murder to isolate and
destroy a dangerous germ? To exterminate
a human pest is no greater crime
than to obliterate a disease, both being
inimical to life.’


‘In heavens’ name, what is all this
about?’ the news editor demanded. ‘What
are you getting at?’


Thomas Smith shrugged. ‘I realize that
the authorities are looking for the cause
of the death of two men last night, and so
I am here to explain matters. As I said
earlier, it occurred to me that Miss
Carlyle might be trying to shield me.’


‘Mister Smith, don’t you realize what
you’re doing?’ Glenda exclaimed in alarm.
‘You’re condemning yourself to a life
sentence in prison! If this were the United
States, you’d be facing the death penalty!’


‘Am I? Why?’


‘Why? Because murder is the ultimate
crime! If you go on talking like this it’ll be
a confession of guilt and nothing will be
able to save you.’


Thomas Smith reflected and then drew
up a chair. He set it for Glenda to seat
herself and then he took another chair at
an angle between the girl and the news
editor. The news editor drew his notepad
towards him.


‘I am a law unto myself,’ Thomas
Smith said. ‘When I decide a certain
move shall be made, I make it, without
consideration for anything or anybody.
For that reason I decided that both that
tramp and Henry Armstrong needed
eliminating. So they were eliminated.
There is nothing more to it than that.’


‘You will soon find yourself answering
to the police, Mister Smith.’


Thomas Smith gave his odd smile.
‘Evidently I did not make it quite clear
that I acknowledge no law.’


‘Nobody can escape it, especially when
you make a frank confession like this
before witnesses.’


The news editor sat back and lighted
his pipe slowly.


‘Why do you do that?’ the stranger
asked.


‘Do what?’


‘Inhale smoke and then exhale it. I assume
it has some kind of purpose? I have observed
quite a few people doing it.’


‘What the devil are you talking about,
man? Don’t tell me you’ve never seen
anybody smoke before!’


‘Mister Smith has been away from
civilization,’ Glenda put in quickly.
‘Amazonian forests, didn’t you say,
Mister Smith?’


‘Certainly a long way from here,’ he
replied ambiguously. ‘Getting back to the
subject, I have been wondering what
precise benefit is extracted from this
smoking ritual.’


‘Benefit, none; pleasure, plenty,’ the
news editor grunted. ‘All right, so you’re
a crank with queer ideas on people’s
habits. What about your habit of killing
people whom you don’t think fit to live? I
want the facts!’


‘I have given them. I wiped out those
two men. What more do you want me to
say?’


‘I want the interesting little bit which
goes in between and which should explain
how you did it.’


‘Oh!’ Thomas Smith smiled. ‘I don’t
propose to explain that, and I doubt very
much if anybody will ever be able to solve
the matter.’


‘It’s partly solved already,’ Glenda put
in. ‘The experts think that an electrical
machine, or something like it, destroyed
the conscious area of the brain in each
man.’


‘Ingenious, but incorrect,’ Thomas
Smith commented. ‘Besides, in the case
of the tramp you saw for yourself that I
had no—machine, or similar contrivance.
I simply ordered the tramp away,
and he went. Later he died.’


‘If you won’t explain it the police can
find the solution for themselves,’ the news
editor remarked. ‘Right now I’m going to
print your confession all over the front
page, and in duty bound I cannot allow
you to leave here without a police officer
interviewing you.’


‘So says the law?’ Thomas Smith asked
dryly.


‘I’m afraid so.’ The news editor looked
at Glenda. ‘Sorry, Glenny, but I’ve got to
do it.’


She nodded morosely and watched him
reach for the telephone. Then he paused.
He sat back in his chair, took his pipe
from between his teeth, and pondered.


‘Something the matter?’ Thomas Smith
enquired.


‘I—I just can’t think what I was going
to telephone about! Of all the queer
things! Went clean out of my head—just
like that!’ For a moment the news editor
scowled and drummed his fingers on the
desk; then he sighed. ‘No use. Just lost it.
You know how it is.’


‘But you—’ Glenda started speaking
and then stopped.


‘What?’


‘Nothing. Nothing at all.’ Glenda’s eyes
switched to Thomas Smith as he sat
smiling.


‘No use, just can’t think of it,’ news
editor sighed. ‘Anyway, sir, perhaps you
will tell me your name, and why you are
here?’


Glenda’s jaw sagged for a moment. In
complete incredulity she looked at her
chief.


‘My name is Thomas Smith,’ the
stranger said. ‘I have a few interesting
details which might suit Miss Carlyle for
the women’s section. All I need is your
permission for her to accompany me to—a
place of importance.’


‘Up to her,’ the news editor responded.
‘She’s her own boss when it comes to the
women’s section.’


Thomas Smith nodded and got to his
feet. The news editor rubbed his chin
once or twice, then he turned back to his
job and took no further notice as Glenda
hurried out ahead of the stranger. The
moment the news editor’s door was shut
Glenda came to a halt.


‘Mister Smith, how did you—’


‘Not here,’ he murmured, with a glance
about the busy office. ‘Let us go
somewhere where we can talk.’


Glenda nodded and whipped her hat
and coat from the stand. In a few
minutes she and Thomas Smith were
out in Fleet Street. As they walked
along he had that queer smile on his
lean, pale features.


‘I’ve got to have an explanation!’
Glenda insisted. ‘There is something
uncanny about you. Somehow you
stopped my editor dead in his tracks—so
completely that he seems to have
forgotten all about the murder of those
two men.’


‘He has—completely,’ Thomas Smith
agreed. ‘Nor will he remember what he
intended doing about it.’


‘But he’ll remember when he comes to
his reports on the matter!’


‘No he won’t. Doubtless he will print
all the information he has to date,
but he will not recall anything
about my connection with it. All he
will recollect about me is that I called
to offer you a story for the women’s
page.’


Glenda gave a glance of hopeless
bewilderment. It widened the smile on
Thomas Smith’s face. ‘Why so troubled,
Miss Carlyle? You tried in the first
instance to protect me, didn’t you?
Further, you hesitated when you had the
chance to remind the news editor of his
plan to call the police.’


‘What makes you so sure that I tried to
protect you?’


‘I know you did. Let’s leave it at that.’


‘I wish I could—but you don’t seem
to realize how impossible this whole
business is! What is this peculiar power
you seem to have? This ability to slay
people as you like, to make others forget,
to know in advance what folks intend
doing?’


‘Does it frighten you?’ he asked gently.


‘A little—and yet, with you, I’m not
afraid. It’s hard for me to explain. One
thing I always shall remember and it is
that you saved me last night.’


There was silence for a while as they
both walked onwards. Presently Glenda
nodded to a little side-street restaurant
she often visited and within a few
moments she and Thomas Smith were
seated at a corner table in the quiet
interior.


‘Coffee and rolls,’ Glenda told the
proprietor, and gave Thomas Smith an
inquiring glance as he removed his hat.


‘I’ll try them,’ he said.


‘Try them?’ the proprietor repeated.
‘Nothing very original in coffee and rolls,
is there?’ and with a puzzled glance back
over his shoulder he returned to the
counter.


‘Don’t tell me that even coffee and rolls
are new in your experience!’ Glenda
exclaimed helplessly.


‘I’m afraid so. Having never tried either
before I shall enjoy the experiment.’


Glenda just sat and looked at him, her
violet eyes wide. He smiled back at her.


‘Getting back to cases,’ she said, when
the coffee and rolls had been brought,
‘why did you really come to the office this
morning?’


‘I read of the murders and the
construction being placed upon them. I
knew you’d tie them up with me, so I
thought I’d better take a hand before
you got involved in difficult explanations.
Thank you, Miss Carlyle, for
protecting me so loyally. If you find
yourself again facing the issue of my
being a possible murderer, don’t
withhold anything. Simply send the
person concerned to me and I’ll deal
with him—or her.’


‘But you’ll get yourself life imprisonment
for it! I’ve said that before! You
don’t seem to understand—’


‘I understand everything, but I’m well
able to take care of myself. I know that at
the moment your one wish is that I’d
explain everything, but that isn’t so easy
as it sounds. You have my promise though
that I’ll make things clear as soon as I
can.’


Glenda sighed. ‘Well, of course, I can’t
make you explain—but I’m losing the
greatest story in years and doing nothing
about it.’


Thomas Smith tasted his coffee,
reflected, and then tasted it again.
Presently he asked a question.


‘I mean no more to you than just a
story? Is that it?’


‘I’m a newspaper woman, Mister
Smith. I’ve been trained to forget
everything else but that. To me, you are a
man of fascinating possibilities, and yet I
cannot translate any of those possibilities
into writing. I find it pretty hard to bear.
All I know of you is that you are
courteous, can stamp people out by
simply looking at them, can make a
hard-boiled editor forget, and can tell
with uncanny accuracy what I am
thinking about. Do you think any news
writer was ever so loaded with highspots
and couldn’t use them?’


‘You will—one day. In the meantime
I’m glad you are going to be my guide as
you promised. You said tomorrow, but
there’s no reason why it can’t be today, is
there? Your editor gave you permission to
come out with me.’


‘You said that if I got involved in having
to explain your actions I could send the
person concerned to you. Where do you
live? Have you an address yet?’


‘No, but I’ve been looking around. I
rather fancy the Zenith Hotel.’


‘So do plenty of people,’ Glenda said
dryly. ‘It’ll cost you a fortune. It’s one of
the most exclusive hotels in the city.’


‘I see.’ Thomas Smith mused. ‘At the
moment I have no money, a state of
affairs I shall have to rectify.’


‘No money!’ Glenda repeated blankly.
‘Then how did you get from South
America, or wherever you were?’


‘Oh, I managed . . . Apparently,
though, money as such is not essential
providing one has something of value
that can be turned into cash. Is that
correct?’


‘Quite correct—but you’ll need
something mighty good to bring any
money worthy of the prices charged in a
hotel like the Zenith!’


‘Gold, oil, diamonds and uranium
seem to be the most valuable assets in
existence,’ Thomas Smith said. ‘I have
made a study of the matter.’


The manner in which he referred to
everything as though he had just discovered
it again clouded Glenda’s mind—then
she forgot everything and the
world seemed to turn inside out for a
moment, as there appeared on the
tablecloth from Thomas Smith’s hand
two of the most superb diamonds she had
ever seen.


‘Great heavens!’ she gasped, and
immediately covered them with her
handbag. Thomas Smith looked at her in
surprise.


‘Why do that?’


‘Do have sense!’ Glenda pleaded. ‘You
can’t expect to go on living if you flash
diamonds of that size around! If they are
real diamonds?’ She hesitated, breathing
hard.


‘Of course they are. Pure carbon.’


Thomas Smith withdrew them from
under the handbag and then came to sit
at Glenda’s side of the table. When he
opened his palm a blaze of blue and
vermilion fire seemed to consume it. Glenda
gazed at the gems as if hypnotized.


‘Where on earth did you get them?’ she
asked at last. ‘Why, even the Koh-i-noor
would look cheap beside these. They’re as
big as hens’ eggs!’


‘Yes, they are rather lovely,’ Thomas
Smith agreed, closing his hand over them
again. ‘As to where I obtained them—well,
I just happened to know where to
look.’


‘What you really mean is that you
found a source of diamonds in some
unexplored spot in Brazil. That it?’


‘Brazil is certainly full of riches,’ he
murmured.


Glenda sat back and mused, a look of
dawning understanding struggling over
her features. ‘Your South American
activities, whatever they may have been—or
was it the Amazon country?—explain
one or two things to me. I’ll make
a guess—that you stumbled on some
ancient civilization that had left many of
its secrets behind. It gave you powers
beyond the average, and the diamonds
came from the same source. Am I right?’


‘It is worth a speculation,’ he answered
then he returned the diamonds to his
pocket and asked a question. ‘I imagine
some gem dealer would be glad to have
these diamonds. Whom do you suggest?’


‘Well, there’s Chantry’s, just off New
Bond Street. They are a famous and
reputable firm.’


‘Good. We’ll go there next.’


Glenda delayed no longer over the
coffee and rolls. In a few moments, she
having paid for the refreshment, they left
the restaurant. In another half-an-hour
they were in a private room of Chantry’s
with David Chantry himself, a delicate-looking
middle-aged man with white hair,
studying the gems through his lens. Then
he weighed them.


‘Remarkable,’ he commented at length,
laying the diamonds on the velvet square
on his desk after weighing them. ‘Positively
remarkable. I’ve never seen such
fluidity, such beauty, or such size! The
original Koh-i-noor, which in its first
state weighed seven-hundred-and-ninety-three
carats, cannot compare with these
precious stones, Mister Smith. One
weighs eight-hundred-and-twelve carats,
and the other eight-hundred-and-forty.’


‘Which, I gather, makes them of considerable
value?’ Thomas Smith enquired,
smiling pleasantly.


The gem dealer gave him an odd
glance. ‘Mister Smith, these diamonds
can make you a millionaire several times
over, and I am prepared to purchase
them, but first I must have the details of
their history. I must know all about them.’


‘Why?’


‘It is customary procedure. One does
not buy such gems without knowing at
least the reason for their sale.’


‘I cannot see that the reason has
anything to do with it,’ Thomas Smith
responded. ‘You have here two diamonds
which your experience assures you are
genuine. I require money in exchange.
Nothing could be simpler than that.’


‘Unfortunately it is not so simple as
that. I wish I had not to touch on so
delicate a subject, but I am afraid I must.
These diamonds may be—hmm—stolen
property.’


‘Ridiculous,’Thomas Smith said calmly.


‘Mister Smith, you must appreciate
that gems of this size don’t exist in the
ordinary way. They are usually relics of a
bygone dynasty, the property of a race
now vanished from the earth. The gems of
a king or queen perhaps. Every great gem
has a history, and I want the history of
these.’


‘I found them in South America, but
the exact spot, and in what circumstances,
I refuse to divulge. That would
not be prudent.’


Chantry sighed. ‘For the time being,
then, I would suggest that you retain
these gems—and in a very safe place—while
I make the usual enquiries. Then
we can talk business again. Formalities
must be observed, I’m afraid.’


Thomas Smith stood up, tall, expressionless.
His long index finger pointed at
the gems steadily as they blazed and
glittered on the velvet square.


‘I appreciate,’ he said, ‘that you have
certain technicalities to consider, but I do
not propose to be subjected to them. To
me, this is a clear-cut case of a business
deal, and you are receiving two perfectly
genuine diamonds in return for an agreed
figure. What is that figure?’


Chantry hesitated, looking straight into
Thomas Smith’s dark eyes. For some
reason the gem dealer could not move his
gaze away. He fumbled awkwardly for
words.


‘At present market value,’ he said
presently, ‘I am prepared to offer you two
million pounds.’


Thomas Smith moved his eyes to look
at Glenda. ‘Do you think that is a fair
figure, Miss Carlyle?’


‘Fair!’ She gulped slightly. ‘I would
certainly think so, but I’m no expert.’


‘Three million is the figure I want,’
Thomas Smith decided, and turned back
to Chantry again. ‘You said yourself that
they would make me a millionaire several
times over, Mister Chantry. Your check
for that amount will be satisfactory.’


‘But I—’


‘Now!’ Thomas Smith finished, and
since she was seated a little to the rear of
him Glenda could not see his expression.
In any case she was not concentrating on
that: she was watching in fascination as,
all thoughts of an investigation apparently
gone to the winds, David Chantry drew a
check book from the desk drawer,
unscrewed a fountain-pen cap mechanically,
and began to write. There was only
the sound of the traveling nib and then
the rasp of the paper as the check was
torn from its counterfoil perforations.


‘Thank you,’ Thomas Smith said
quietly. ‘I can assure you Mister Chantry,
that you will have no cause to regret your
bargain.’ He glanced at Glenda. ‘If you
are ready, Miss Carlyle?’


Glenda got to her feet and shot a look
at the gem dealer. He was sitting looking
fixedly at the gems as though they had
chained him body and soul. He did not
even look up as the two left his office.
They passed through the main area of
the shop and so gained the outdoors
again.


‘Two gems, one slip of paper,’ Thomas
Smith mused, looking at the check as he
walked along. ‘It seems a queer exchange.
I suppose I should put this in a bank?’


Glenda had a hard job to keep a hold
on herself. ‘But of course! What else did
you expect? That paper is convertible into
three million in hard cash any time you
want it.’


‘And when I wish to draw a percentage
of the sum, what do I do? Ask for it?’


‘You write a check for the amount you
want and you will be paid the equivalent
of that amount as long as your credit
holds good.’


‘You’re a wonderful guide, Miss Carlyle,’
Thomas Smith said, smiling down
upon her. ‘I’m most grateful.’


‘I don’t mind helping you, but I would
like some kind of reward—an
explanation of your behavior, for instance.
You did something to Mister Chantry,
didn’t you? Made him obey you? He’d
never have given you his check so easily
otherwise.’


‘I saw no point in an investigation. As I
have mentioned before I acknowledge no
law except my own. I gave him a square
deal and he, I think, gave me one. There
the matter ends as far as I am concerned.’


‘Do you mean that he will never know
why he wrote that check without
investigating first?’


‘For twelve hours he will have difficulty
in remembering me but after that he will
recall the details and, possibly, start an
investigation on which he has obviously
set his heart. However, it will not signify
then: this money will have been lodged in
a bank for me to use. It is imperative to
me that I get money immediately, and—Ah!
Would this be a bank?’


Thomas Smith came to a halt and
surveyed an edifice of glazed granite.


‘Would this be—?’ Glenda gave herself
a little shake. ‘Yes, it’s a bank. Do you
want me to come in with you?’


‘If you would. I’m not too sure of
procedure.’


‘We wish to see the manager, please,’
Glenda found herself saying to a clerk
behind the glassed counter; and before
long the manager was completely poker-faced
in his office whilst he impassively
studied the check for three million
pounds.


‘If you will pardon me?’ he said
politely, and picked up the telephone:
‘Get me Mister Chantry, the gem dealer,
please.’



3
 Miracle cure



There was a pause. Thomas Smith sat
listening to the one-sided conversation
that followed, Glenda moving her gaze
from him to the bank manager. Then at
last the manager returned the ’phone to
its rest and smiled.


‘Everything is in order, Mister Smith,’
he said cordially.


‘Did you expect it to be otherwise?’


‘Great heavens, no! Just a formality,
you understand.’


‘I’m afraid I don’t. There is so much
formality and regulation impregnated into
the normal business of living that it
becomes difficult to live at all!’


‘Quite, quite,’ the manager agreed, with
a queer look. ‘However, I will attend to
this matter immediately, Mister Smith.
You—er—wish to make a withdrawal
now?’


‘I will consider it whilst you arrange the
account. I wish to consult this young lady
here.’


‘Ah, of course! Very good.’ The
manager rose, took up the check, and left
the office.


‘Please don’t consult me on how to
handle a fortune!’ Glenda protested. ‘I
just wouldn’t know what to do with it!’


‘Are you afraid of money?’ Thomas
Smith asked.


‘By no means, but the thought of that
amount of money makes me dizzy.’


‘How extraordinary! There should be
enough and to spare if a community is
well organized, but of course it isn’t: I
have become increasingly aware of that
fact. Too many laws, too many ridiculous
regulations, uncertainty. However, how
much do you think I might need for
immediate expenses?’


Glenda reflected. ‘If you are staying at
the Zenith you’ll naturally pay by check.
As to immediate needs . . . Well, say a
thousand, and that’s on the top side.’


‘We’ll call it two thousand and be on
the safe side,’ Thomas Smith decided,
smiling, and two thousand it was. When
he and Glenda left the bank he had the
money, made up in various high denominations,
together with a check book, in an
inside pocket.


‘I ought to be getting back to the
office,’ Glenda said. ‘My boss will be
wondering what has happened to me.’


‘He gave you permission to roam, Miss
Carlyle, and that is what I suggest we do.
I had thought of a lunch and an
afternoon together in which I might get
orientated to London.’


‘I’d love it, but if I abuse my freedom I
might get the sack.’


‘The sack? What sack?’


‘I mean fired. Discharged!’


‘Oh? What a curious expression.’
Thomas Smith walked on for a while with
Glenda beside him. Then he asked:
‘Would that matter? Suppose I gave you a
couple of diamonds worth a few million
or so?’


Glenda halted. Thomas Smith did so
too, an odd twinkle in his dark eyes.


‘Don’t ever say such things,’ Glenda
whispered. ‘Not even in fun.’


‘I assure you I’m quite serious. I can
get as many diamonds as I wish, and as
big as I wish. Any time you want any just
ask me. I shall not press you to accept
since it seems to cause you embarrassment.’


‘Being offered diamonds worth millions
is enough to embarrass anybody!’ Glenda
exclaimed as they resumed walking.


Thereafter conversation veered for a
while to more commonplace topics.
Thomas Smith asked a variety of
questions as they strolled along—questions
concerning buildings, traffic,
climate, and Glenda answered everything
in tireless detail. All the time she kept
asking herself how it had all come
about, and why she had so willingly
become the slave of this strange young
man with the genteel manners.


It was half-past twelve when Thomas
Smith seemed satisfied with the information
he had obtained so he and Glenda
retired to a restaurant for lunch.


‘Don’t you think,’ Glenda asked, when
the meal was before them, ‘that it is time
to come to some sort of understanding?’


He looked surprised. ‘In what way?’


‘Well, to say the least of it, our
friendship is the queerest one I ever heard
of! You have mysterious powers and can
produce diamonds of fabulous value as
easily as pebbles—while I, on the other
hand, keep answering questions which by
all normal rules you should never need to
ask. Doesn’t that mean that we ought to
know one another better? I want to know
why you behave as you do, and in turn I’ll
tell you anything I possibly can.’


‘If there were anything I wanted to
know about you personally, Miss Carlyle,
I’d have asked you long ago,’ Thomas
Smith replied. ‘As it is, I know you work
on the Clarion, not because you are best
fitted for it but because you have to work
as you do because of your mother—widowed
and a cripple.’


‘That’s the sort of thing I mean!’
Glenda exclaimed. ‘Without my explaining
anything you know all about me.’


‘It saves time, doesn’t it?’


‘I suppose so, but it is disconcerting. I
can never be sure whether or not you
know my thoughts.’


Thomas Smith smiled, reflected, then
asked a question. ‘What exactly is the
matter with your mother? In medical
terms?’


‘An extreme case of arthritis,’ Glenda
answered moodily. ‘She is confined to a
wheelchair. There’s nobody other than
myself to support her since I have no
brothers or sisters. Dad died ten years
ago.’


Thomas Smith gave his peculiar smile.
‘Quite a loyal, honest young woman, are
you not?’ He patted her hand gently.
‘Loyal to your mother and loyal to me,
yet inwardly worried as to what might
happen if you keep on being loyal to me
. . . On my account you have nothing to
fear. I can give you everything in the
world you can want if you will but remain
at my side.’


‘Some girls,’ Glenda said seriously, ‘might
interpret that as a proposal of marriage.’


‘It was not meant in that sense. It never
can be.’ Thomas Smith brushed the issue
aside as though he were half afraid of it,
the first sign of uncertainty he had ever
revealed.


‘Of course,’ Glenda smiled. ‘You are
not the kind of man a girl can fall in love
with. You’re—you’re so different, like an
elder brother, a pleasant uncle from a
distant country, or—something.’


‘I would like to meet your mother,’
Thomas Smith said.


‘Nothing simpler. We could make it
tomorrow.’


‘Why tomorrow when there is so much
left of today?’


Glenda sighed. ‘You just will not realize
that I have a job to do, will you? I’ve got
to return to the office with my story—for
which I am still waiting.’


‘If you return there by evening it will be
soon enough and you will have your story
as I promised . . . How does it happen
that you don’t live with your mother?’


‘Because of the difficulty of getting to
and from home. She lives in the same
cottage where I was born about thirty
miles out of London. A companion comes
daily to help—so at least I feel that she is
safe. The next-door neighbors have an eye
to her, too.’


‘What do the doctors and surgeons say
about her. Can she be cured?’


‘She might by very expensive treatment—far
more than I can afford. Arthritis is
a difficult ailment to cure.’


‘On the contrary. It is no more difficult
than any other trouble. It surprises me
that the scientists and thinkers haven’t
worked much further towards eliminating
diseases from the community. However,
that is beside the point.’


Glenda half started to say something
and then thought better of it. She finished
her meal in silence, nor did Thomas
Smith comment further. This time he
paid for the meal himself.


‘The station is not far from here,’
Glenda said. ‘The train will get us there
at—’


‘I think it’s time we had some quicker
means of transport,’ Thomas Smith
decided. ‘Across the street there I notice a
showroom dealing in cars. Come along.’


Glenda nodded rather dazedly, then
she followed Thomas Smith into the
enormous car-showroom. She looked in
silent envy upon the gleaming creations
around her.


‘I assume these cars are driven by
internal combustion engines?’ Thomas
Smith asked, as Glenda surveyed the
models.


‘Er—yes.’ She looked astonished. ‘Is
there some other way?’


‘I don’t know. It surprises me that there
is not considering the atomic bomb has
been discovered—’ Thomas Smith broke
off as the immaculate salesman arrived
and came level.


‘Your pleasure, sir?’ he enquired.


‘Not my pleasure—the young lady’s,’
Thomas Smith replied.


‘What!’ Glenda exclaimed. ‘You—you
mean you want me to choose one?’


‘For your own, yes. Though I cannot
answer all the questions you wish to ask
of me I can recompense you in some
small way for your kindness in tolerating
me. Choose which car you want.’


‘But—I can’t! If you give me a car
people will think things. It’s as good as
saying you—you mean something to
me!’


‘Well, don’t I?’


‘Yes, but not in that sense.’ Glenda
stopped and shook her head firmly.
‘Sorry, I couldn’t accept such a gift.’


‘But you want it, Miss Carlyle. If you
have a comfortable conveyance you can
take your mother out. It is not for you to
listen to the biased opinions of others but
to obey the dictates of your mind and
heart—as I do. As long as you do no
conscious wrong in pursuing your own
particular desire you have nothing to fear.
Now—choose a car.’


‘This is too absurd—yet too
wonderful,’ Glenda murmured, looking
about her. ‘The model I like best is that
one. The . . .’


‘Ah yes, madam. An exquisite car.
Expensive of course but one cannot
expect quality without paying for it.’


‘Petrol engine, of course?’ Thomas
Smith asked.


‘Er—yes, sir. Yes indeed!’ The
salesman swallowed something.


‘Science,’ Thomas Smith commented,
‘is a long way behind in powering engines
with atomic force or solar energy. Maybe
they will harness it in the next decade.’


‘Possibly so, sir.’


Glenda was not listening to the
conversation. Opening the door of the big
car she slid into the seat and squirmed
luxuriously as she fiddled with the
gleaming controls.


‘It’s terrific!’ she cried, as Thomas
Smith looked in upon her. ‘I’ve never
seen anything so exquisite!’


‘Do you think you’ll have difficulty in
driving it?’ Thomas Smith asked.


‘Not I! I’ve driven a car for years—a
staff one which I can’t use privately, I
mean.’ Glenda’s smile of rapture began to
fade and she became solemn. ‘This is too
magnificent for a workaday girl like me.’


‘The price?’ Thomas Smith asked the
salesman.


‘Twenty five thousand pounds, sir.’


Glenda jumped. Thomas Smith was
looking at her. ‘The fact that you are a
workaday girl has nothing to do with it,
Miss Carlyle,’ he said.


‘Yes I know, but—honestly, I—’
Glenda’s protest faded out. For one thing
she was a woman at heart and it told her
she would be an idiot to try and stop
herself having a £25,000 car, and for
another she knew that the inscrutable
Thomas Smith would accept no refusal.


She was right. The details were rapidly
completed and they then drove out to see
her mother. When they had reached the
cottage Thomas Smith followed the girl in
and remained silent, hat in hand, as
Glenda embraced the gray-haired woman
in the wheelchair. His gaze traveled about
the quiet neatness of the room. It was
low-ceilinged, filled with good but old-fashioned
furniture. A log-effect electric
fire glowed warmly in the fireplace recess.


‘And this is Mister Smith,’ he heard
Glenda saying as she turned to him. ‘This
is my mother, Mister Smith.’


‘This is quite a pleasure,’ Glenda’s
mother said. ‘From what Glenda has been
telling me, you are quite an extraordinary
young man.’


Glenda changed the subject abruptly.
‘What do you think of that car out there,
mum?’


She drew back the net curtains so her
mother could see as far as the gate.


‘I saw it arrive, Glenny, and I just
couldn’t think who it could be—’


‘It’s mine! Mister Smith gave it to me
in return for—for services rendered. I’ll
be able to take you out for rides now.’


Mrs. Carlyle looked from the car to her
daughter; then up to Thomas Smith’s
calm, pale face.


‘Mister Smith, what does this mean?’
she asked deliberately. Then, looking
sharply at her daughter: ‘Glenny, does it
mean that you and Mister Smith—No, I
can’t believe that,’ she broke off. ‘Not
when you call him ‘Mister Smith’ instead
of by his Christian name.’


‘It’s all such a tangle,’ Glenda sighed.
‘I’ll try to explain in detail, then perhaps
you’ll understand.’


Mrs. Carlyle listened patiently whilst
the story was unfolded to her. During the
narration Thomas Smith settled on a
chair near the window and gazed absently
over the countryside.


‘But surely, Mister Smith,’ Mrs. Carlyle
exclaimed finally, when the explanation
was over, ‘there is some explanation for
your unique gifts?’


‘Indeed there is, madam, but I am not
at liberty to divulge it.’


‘But it’s all so utterly fantastic!’ Mrs.
Carlyle declared. ‘Still, since Glenny is a
capable girl and well able to look after
herself I do not propose to make any
suggestions. Except that I would remark
that she is right in saying that people will
be bound to talk.’


‘Your daughter, Mrs. Carlyle, has
decided to adopt my own method and
ignore the valueless comments of others
following only her own judgment. The
surest way to crush gossip is to ignore it.’


‘If one can.’ Mrs. Carlyle’s face was
troubled. ‘I find this matter so delicate, so
difficult to understand. It is not as though
Glenda had brought home to me a young
man who wishes to marry her. She has
brought home some—’


‘Someone stranger than anybody you
ever met?’ Thomas Smith asked, and
laughed.


Glenda said: ‘Mr. Smith has been so
long away from civilized life that he’s
having to learn all over again and I’m
helping him all I can.’


Mrs. Carlyle became silent and Glenda
took advantage of the interval to make
some tea. Whilst she did it Thomas Smith
reflected and then said: ‘Apart from
wishing to have the pleasure of knowing
you, Mrs. Carlyle, I also wish to help you.’


‘With money perhaps? Or diamonds?’
Mrs. Carlyle shook her head. ‘I think not,
young man, thank you all the same. For
one thing I have little use for money, and
for another it would be useless, in my
condition, even if you gave me the world.’


‘I can give you what you want most—freedom.’


Mrs. Carlyle looked at the stranger
fixedly, her expression one of utter
bewilderment. He remained looking at
her steadily, then he got to his feet.


‘I notice,’ he said, drawing back the
window curtain, ‘that there are some
flowers in the garden here, just poking
their heads over the winter soil.’


‘Crocuses,’ Glenda said. ‘They come
up this time every year.’


‘They would look pretty on the table in
a vase,’ Thomas Smith commented, musing.


‘But they’d quickly die,’ Glenda pointed
out. ‘They are bulb plants, and once cut
off from—’


‘They will never die.’ Thomas Smith
turned from the window. ‘I think you had
better go and pick them, Mrs. Carlyle.’


‘I?’ She looked at him with wide eyes.
‘But how utterly ridiculous!’


‘Please go,’ Thomas Smith said, and
turned to her.


Glenda saw his profile, and then his
back as he moved to face Mrs. Carlyle
directly. She gazed at him then with
deliberate movements she unwrapped the
blanket from about her legs, put her feet
on the floor, and stood up. Utterly
stunned Glenda watched her leave the
room and the chill wind of winter blew
through the cottage.


There seemed to be an interminable
interval then Mrs. Carlyle returned,
wind-blown, smiling in a half-puzzled
fashion, the flowers in her hand. Thomas
Smith closed the door behind her and
stood watching as she slipped the flowers
into a glass vase and then held it under a
running tap in the back kitchen. Returning
into the room she set the vase of
flowers on the table.


‘Mister Smith, what have you done?’
Glenda cried suddenly, leaping up and
seizing his arm. ‘Mother is walking!
Walking! She hasn’t done that since she
was taken ill—’


‘What are your own reactions, Mrs.
Carlyle?’ Thomas Smith asked.


She was smiling: ‘I feel a sense of
extreme comfort, of optimism, of happiness—something
I have never known
since childhood. As though at one sweep
all care has been lifted from me . . . What
you have done I do not know. It is so
utterly miraculous I can’t even talk
about it.’


‘You mean this cure isn’t just some
hypnotic performance?’ Glenda
demanded. ‘It won’t wear off in an
hour or two and put mother right back
where she started?’


Thomas Smith laughed outright—the
most human laugh Glenda had ever heard
him give.


‘Of course not! That wheelchair can be
used for firewood for all the need you’ll
have of it.’


‘That’s right,’ Mrs. Carlyle agreed, as
she met her daughter’s astonished eyes.
‘What has happened I don’t know, but I
do know I’m cured . . . I believe,’ she
added, thinking, ‘that it is not for me to
question such things. Accept it for what it
is, and be eternally grateful. As I am, Mr.
Smith. Who you are, what you are, I do
not know—but certainly my daughter
could not be in better hands.’


‘That is how I have always felt,’ Glenda
said. ‘It is the reason why I stay beside
him in spite of everything. Nothing else
seems to have any significance. He
dominates without being dominating. He
knows so much, yet seems so puzzled by
everybody and everything . . . he has to
have a guide. You see that, mother, don’t
you?’


She nodded, still smiling.


Thomas Smith turned to look at the
flowers. They were glowing in full brilliant
color as a momentary shaft of pale winter
sunlight fell upon them through a
window.


‘Those will never die,’ he said somberly.
‘You’ll see.’





Glenda left her car in a garage near her
mother’s home and returned to town with
Thomas Smith by train. She spoke but
little on the way, her emotions too
completely overwhelmed by the miracle
of her mother’s recovery. Now and again
she found the stranger smiling at her
inscrutably, that queer light of profound
wisdom kindling in his dark eyes.


It was early evening when they reached
London and both of them were aware as
they left the station of the news placards
of the evening papers. Glenda slowed to a
halt as she caught sight of a nearby
newsstand:


 
MENTAL MURDERS—NEW POLICE MOVES


 

‘How do you suppose this has happened?’
she asked.


Thomas Smith mused, then he bought
a copy of the Clarion, and with Glenda
beside him read the disquieting columns
about himself.


‘From the look of things,’ she said at
length, giving him an anxious glance, ‘my
editor has remembered something about
you in spite of what you did to him. The
police apparently know that it was you
who wiped out that tramp and Henry
Armstrong—and only my editor could
have told them.’


‘I don’t think so,’ Thomas Smith said.
‘Your editor could not have remembered
that confession I made in his office. The
only other answer is that the police must
be smarter than I imagined. In any case,
it’s nothing to worry about.’


‘But it is!’ Glenda insisted. ‘The police
will be after you. You’ve got to hide—get
away quickly.’


‘No, Miss Carlyle, I am going to carry
straight on with my original intention and
domicile myself at the Zenith hotel. If the
police want me they know where to find
me—and you may rest assured I’ll be
fully able to cope with the situation.’


When Glenda reached the Clarion
building, she went straight to her editor’s
office.


‘Get the story?’ he asked.


‘Yes—a new slant on women of today
by a man who’s been away from
civilization for several years.’


The news editor took the copy and
said: ‘This doesn’t look like it’s been
typed on your usual machine. What
happened?’


‘I’ve been back home where I could
concentrate. I used my own. My travels
took me that far, so I thought I might as
well work in comfort.’


‘Mmmm. Well, you’ve certainly got an
angle here.’ The news editor’s brows rose
as he read the copy. ‘Who gave you the
slant? That Thomas Smith individual who
came here for you?’


‘Yes. He’s the one who’s been away
from civilization for such a long time.’


‘This stuff’s good—very good,’ the
news editor mused, still reading. ‘It
compensates for the time you’ve been
absent. Better writing than you have ever
done before. But about this man Thomas
Smith. There’s far more to him than just
his opinion of women after a long
absence. He’s heading for being the high
spot in the weirdest murder trial of all
time before long, and I shall want you to
cover the story. You seem to be pretty well
acquainted with him.’


‘You can’t talk to a man like him
without being,’ Glenda answered, sitting
down.


‘You’ve seen the headlines?’


Glenda nodded but did not say
anything.


‘The police are looking for that gent,’
the news editor explained. ‘It seems that
the psychiatric and scientific experts at
the yard are convinced that the tramp and
Henry Armstrong, who were murdered
last night, were killed by some dynamic
mental force—and they know who did
it.’


‘How can they know?’ Glenda asked.
‘Unless you told them?’


‘Unless I told them? Who do you think
I am—Sherlock Holmes?’


Glenda was silent. It seemed, then, that
Thomas Smith had spoken the truth
when he had said that the news editor
would not remember. There must be
some other answer.


‘I don’t know a thing about the chap
except that he wanted you so he could
provide a story,’ the news editor mused. ‘I
wish I’d known the facts about him at the
time. I might have built up a better story.
However, it seems that the police have for
the second time interviewed the widow of
Henry Armstrong and from her got
particulars of man who fits this Thomas
Smith individual in every particular.’


‘So that’s it,’ Glenda muttered. ‘She
gave him away.’


‘So what? What are you talking about?
It’s a public service to name a murderer,
isn’t it?’


‘Not when he’s also a benefactor with
miraculous powers.’


‘Look—’ The news editor strained
forward. ‘Are you and I talking the same
language, Glenny?’


‘I know another side to Thomas Smith,
chief—a marvelous side, but I’m not
permitted to write about it.’


‘Because he forbids it?’ The news editor
laughed cynically. ‘A killer isn’t entitled to
forbid anything. If you have facts about
him, then write ’em. That’s what you’re
paid for.’


‘I can’t do it. He means too much to
me.’


‘He what? Good God, don’t tell me
you’re in love with that pale-faced
mystery sadist!’


‘No, it isn’t love—’ Glenda looked
before her with distance in her eyes. ‘I
can’t explain it properly. I never felt about
any other person as I do about him—and
it still isn’t love. It’s a sort of
respect—a tremendous admiration, a
feeling that he knows so much and yet
cannot do without me to help him.’


‘Hero-worship! He’s got you moonstruck—you,
the very last girl of whom I
would have expected it. Anyway, I’m not
standing for it.’ The news editor sniffed
contemptuously. ‘I want all the gen you
can get on him, complete with photographs.
Take a camera, see him again, and
get busy.’


‘You mean now?’


‘Yes, now! By tomorrow he’ll be under
arrest and I want his picture and life
story. Hop to it.’


Without another word Glenda left the
office. She had been on the very point of
firing herself out of her job but an inner
sense had cautioned her to refrain. While
she went for a Press camera, two
square-shouldered men watched the door
of Room 49 open on the first floor of the
Zenith Hotel. Thomas Smith, his black
hair shining, his figure immaculate in a
gray suit, looked out.


‘Thomas Smith?’ one of the men asked.


‘Yes, I am he.’


‘I’m a police officer,’ the man said,
displaying his warrant card. ‘Chief-Inspector
Brough. This is Detective-Sergeant
Cavendish. I’d like a word with
you, sir.’


Thomas Smith smiled. ‘By all means,
gentlemen. Please come in and be seated.’


The two men glanced at each other and
then entered the room. The only illumination
came from a tall, amber-shaded
reading lamp. Thomas Smith closed the
door and motioned to chairs.


The Chief-Inspector put his hat on the
floor beside him and then said: ‘It is the
matter of one Henry Armstrong—and
an unidentified tramp—which concerns
me, sir. They—’


‘Have been found dead, presumed
murdered by some mental process which
your experts cannot explain, and you
think I am responsible? Yes, gentlemen, I
have read the papers.’


‘We obtained our information from—’


‘Mrs. Armstrong. Yes, I know that too.’


‘How do you know?’ Brough demanded,
startled. ‘That statement was suppressed
from publication. Only a few news editors
know of it and they have not published
the source of our information.’


Thomas Smith smiled. ‘I know quite a
lot, gentlemen, and—like the editors—I
shall not divulge my source of information.
Please proceed.’


Brough cleared his throat and scowled
somewhat. ‘Following our interview with
Mrs. Armstrong—the second one we
had with her—we traced your
movements. We have no doubt whatever
that you caused the deaths of Henry
Armstrong and the tramp by some mental
process best known to yourself. The
process is puzzling, but we are not
concerned with that, merely with the fact
that murder has been done. For that
reason I am charging you with the
murder of Henry Armstrong, and of a
man as yet unidentified, and I have to
warn you that any statement you may
make will be taken down in writing and
may be used in evidence—’


Thomas Smith laughed good-humoredly.
The Chief-Inspector scowled all the more
and got to his feet.


‘I must ask you to accompany me
to—’


‘To Scotland Yard, I suppose? Quite so,
Inspector. However, I do not intend to
accompany you to Scotland Yard or
anywhere else. I freely admit I killed those
two men you have mentioned, but only
because they deserved it. Both of them
treated women in a manner which made
them unfit to live.’


‘That is beside the point, sir. There are
further charges to be made. You recently
came into possession of diamonds of
fabulous value by obscure means.’


‘You surely don’t call that a crime?’


‘The law demands that precious stones
must have their source of origin declared.
I understand you refused to give that
information when asked for it by Mister
Chantry, the gem expert.’


‘So you have seen him also?’


‘I have already said we traced your
movements!’ Brough barked. ‘If you have
any statement to make concerning those
diamonds—’


‘Indeed I have!’ Thomas Smith rose
from his chair. ‘It is that you are
exceeding your authority! Mister Chantry
got his gems and I got his check. The law
has no power to do anything about that.’


‘It has when you resorted to some kind
of hypnosis to make Mister Chantry pay.’


‘So he has recovered, has he? Had he
received paste diamonds in return for his
money your accusation would have been
justified: but the diamonds are genuine—as
no doubt Mr. Chantry has
admitted.’


‘Yes, but—’


‘You have no case here, Inspector.’



4
 Invisible man



Brough massaged his chin dubiously.
‘Maybe not as far as the stones
themselves are concerned, but the hypnosis
part definitely demands action. Even if
there were not the far graver charge of
murder I would still have to arrest you for
practicing hypnosis to the danger of the
public. That kind of thing, unless it is
performed in a licensed theater, is not
permitted.’


‘Inspector,’ Thomas Smith sighed, ‘I
am commencing to wonder what is
permitted—how anybody is able to do
anything at all! One cannot move hand or
foot without infringing some law or
other.’


‘I hope, sir,’ Brough muttered, ‘you
won’t give trouble when I ask you to
come along with us—now.’


The stranger reflected. ‘Before we go,
Inspector, may I ask where is your
connecting link proving that because I
visited Mrs. Armstrong’s room in the
dead of night I must of necessity be the
murderer of Henry Armstrong and the
tramp?’


‘Connecting link?’


‘Proof, then. You have no proof that I
committed murder.’


‘You have admitted that you did so!’
Brough retorted.


‘That does not prove anything. When
murder is committed one very often finds
several people confessing to it—sometimes
for vainglorious publicity reasons. I
might deny all knowledge of the affair
later on, and in that case you would need
your own proof that I am the man you
want. Where is it?’


‘Just the same I have a warrant for your
arrest on a charge of murder—and here
it is. I’m asking you to accompany me,
and I’ll take full responsibility for
whatever happens afterwards.’


‘If you do that, Inspector, you will lose
your position on the Force. It would not
be a happy moment for your wife and
three children, would it?’


Brough visibly started. He flashed an
amazed look at the Detective-Sergeant
who was looking up blankly from his
chair, a notepad on his knee.


‘Who told you—’


‘I see no reason to explain myself,’
Thomas Smith interrupted, ‘and I must
ask you to leave. I’m not going to let you
make a fool of yourself, inspector,
because I don’t intend to go with you.’


‘I don’t want to use force, sir,’ Brough
said ominously. ‘But if I must, I must—’


He strode forward with the full
intention of gripping Thomas Smith’s
arm, but instead he lurched wildly into
mid-air, caught his foot in the rug, and
then dropped onto his knees. He looked
dazedly about him.


‘What the blazes—!’ he gasped.
‘Where’d he go?’


The Detective-Sergeant had jumped to
his feet and was staring blankly about the
empty room.


‘He—he just vanished, sir! The
moment you dived at him! He sort of
went thin and I could see the furniture
through him. Then—then he’d gone.’


‘Don’t be a fool!’ Brough yelled, getting
on his feet. ‘How could any man do that?
He jumped, or something—into the next
room maybe, and you missed seeing him
do it!’


Both men plunged immediately into
the bedroom, the dressing room, and then
the bathroom—but there was no sign of
Thomas Smith. When they came back
into the lounge they looked at one
another uneasily.


‘If I report this I’ll be certified,’ Brough
muttered. ‘All I can do to satisfy the
high-ups is say that I couldn’t get hold of
Smith—which is true. Let’s get back to
the Yard and think out what we do next.’


The moment they had departed Thomas
Smith reappeared in the empty room and
smiled to himself.


‘Laws, laws, laws,’ he murmured. ‘Why
is it that intelligent beings strangle
themselves so with—’


He stopped as there was a light knock
on the door. For a moment he hesitated
and then he opened it. Glenda was in the
corridor, her small Press-camera hidden
away in her handbag.


‘Well, Miss Carlyle!’ Thomas Smith
smiled down on her and waved a hand
into the lounge. ‘A pleasant surprise
indeed. Do come in.’


Glenda did so, her expression half
puzzled. When she was seated and the
door closed again Thomas Smith came
over and stood looking at her.


‘Something troubling you?’ he enquired.


‘Yes. As I came into the hotel I saw
Chief-Inspector Brough and a sergeant
leaving: I know them pretty well. They
didn’t notice me. They seemed preoccupied
about something. Am I right in
thinking that they’d been to see you?’


‘Quite right—but the interview was
not too successful.’


‘You mean they didn’t arrest you?’


‘They didn’t get around to that.’


Glenda sighed. ‘I know Brough well.
I’ve followed up the women’s angle on
several of the cases he’s handled, and I
have never known him to tackle anybody
without being sure of his ground. What
did he want—just an interview?’


‘He came all prepared to arrest me,
only—’ Thomas Smith paused and
smiled absently. ‘Only I think I convinced
him that it would not be a wise move.’


Glenda got up again quickly. ‘You don’t
mean you played one of your mental
tricks on him, too? Made him forget, or
something?’


‘On the contrary I think he’ll remember
what happened in here only too well.
I have, briefly, put him in the position
that he does not know what to do. As I
told you, I am well able to take care of
myself. Anyway, none of this explains why
you are here.’


‘You don’t know? I thought you’d
have worked it all out from my mind by
now.’


‘I would rather you told me yourself.’


‘All right. I’m here because my editor
wants a story about you—to match up,
so he thinks, with your arrest. He also
wants your photograph to run with the
story.’


Thomas Smith laughed and settled
Glenda back in her chair again. Then he
seated himself opposite her.


‘Since I am not likely to be arrested,
the story about me will not have much
value, will it?’


‘Believe me, Mister Smith, when I tell
you I had no intention of ever writing a
story in any way derogatory concerning
you. How could I, after the wonderful
thing you did for my mother today, after
the wonderful gift you gave me for my
trifling services? The story I was intending
to write was one of your benevolence and
miracle-working. A story that would
prove that you could not possibly be the
murderer Scotland Yard, my editor, and
the general public are so willing to think.’


‘I am afraid, Glenda, that your
journalistic power will be of no avail when
the public wishes to think otherwise.’


‘You called me—Glenda,’ she said,
after a moment.


‘I hope you don’t mind?’ He smiled.
‘We are such good friends. Call me
‘Thomas’ if you like.’


‘I prefer ‘Tom’. And ‘Glenny’ for
myself.’


He laughed. ‘So be it, Glenny. As I was
saying—’


‘No, hear me out,’ she insisted. ‘Don’t
you realize that you are the strangest man
who ever walked back into civilization
from—er—wherever you’ve been?
Don’t you realize that you can accomplish
things no other person can? But to get
back to cases. A story about your
beneficence—particularly the story
about my mother—would make you safe
from any murder charge. Nobody would
condemn a man who can be so useful to
the community.’


‘I have nothing further to add,’ Thomas
Smith replied. ‘I wish I could explain—but
I can’t for many reasons.’


Glenda took her notebook and pencil
from her handbag. ‘I’ll write the story
here and now, then you can give it your
blessing before I turn it in. Anything you
don’t want me to say can be deleted.’


Thomas Smith nodded and Glenda
began to write. When she had finished she
read the report through in a deliberate
voice and Thomas Smith remained silent,
giving her all his attention. When it was
finished she glanced up enquiringly and
found him smiling. ‘I feel quite flattered,’
he laughed. ‘I’m still surprised that the
information about my curing your mother
can assume such importance. Yes, the
article has my blessing and I hope your
editor likes it.’


‘Concerning the bit about the diamonds,’
Glenda mused. ‘You can’t add
anything, I suppose? Explain where they
came from or how it is you can produce
them when you need them?’


‘No, I can’t add anything—but you
can say that in my opinion, viewing things
as a man who had been away for a long
time, the community is hag-ridden with
too many laws.’


Glenda nodded and added the necessary
notes. Then she fished in her bag and
brought forth the small but efficient
folding Press-camera.


‘Just one photograph to go with the
write-up,’ she said.


‘I would much rather not.’ Thomas
Smith’s voice was very quiet and
deliberate.


‘Nearly everybody says that. Modesty, I
suppose.’ The flashbulb glared momentarily
and Glenda smiled. Thomas Smith
sat looking at her and then he gave a sigh.


‘I don’t think that is going to be of
much use to you, Glenny.’


‘That’s my worry.’ Glenda put the
camera back into her handbag. ‘Tomorrow’s
date still stands, I take it?’


‘Of course.’ Thomas Smith rose. ‘I’ll
meet you at your place at ten.’


Glenda returned to the Clarion offices
as quickly as possible. Leaving her story
with the news editor she went into the
darkroom to develop the photograph she
had taken. The result made her blink.
With the print only just fixed and still wet
she gazed at it in bewilderment—until a
knock on the door made her turn.


‘Safe to enter, Miss Carlyle?’ asked a
copy-boy. ‘The boss has sent me for a
photograph.’


‘I’ll bring it myself,’ Glenda replied, her
voice faraway with incredulity. She
opened the door and hurried into the
news editor’s office with the damp print
in her fingers. The news editor gave her a
grim look.


‘What’s this trash you’ve written about
a murderer?’ he barked.


‘He’s not a proven murderer yet, chief,
and unless I’m crazy he never will be.’


‘There’s every possibility that Thomas
Smith will be under lock and key by
tomorrow, or sooner. You don’t suppose I
can print this nonsense about a miracle-worker
when that happens, do you?’


‘It isn’t nonsense: it’s the truth. The
woman he cured is my own mother, and
she can verify it.’


The news editor hesitated and then
glanced at the limp print in Glenda’s
hand. ‘That his photo? Let’s have it—For
Pete’s sake, what’s this?’


Glenda said nothing and the news
editor’s eyes dropped back to the
astonishing photograph in his hand. It
depicted a suit of clothes by itself in an
armchair, a reading lamp over the top left
hand shoulder. At last the news editor
looked up bleakly.


‘Just what do you think you’re doing,
Glenny? First a story I can’t use, and now
a photograph which belongs in the trick
photography section!’


‘I photographed Mister Smith in
exactly the same way as I’d photograph
anybody else,’ Glenda snapped. ‘I just
don’t understand it! I told you he’s a
strange person.’


‘Strange he might be, but I refuse to
believe that he is the invisible man! This
is no longer funny, Glenny! I’ve given you
your chance and you’ve muffed it. Now
Edwards had better take over.’ The switch
on the desk-phone clicked. ‘Send in
Edwards—with a camera.’


‘Look here,’ Glenda said desperately,
‘suppose I can prove to you that my
mother had been given up by specialists
as a hopeless arthritis case, and that now
she is perfectly well?’


‘For your mother’s sake I’m glad to
hear it—but we’re not dealing with the
better side of Thomas Smith. It’s his
worst side that interests us: the side of a
murderer! That is the only thing the
public is interested in, or will be when
he’s arrested.’


‘Hadn’t you better make sure that he is
arrested before printing anything about
it?’


‘You don’t have to teach me my
business!’


Snub-nosed, red-haired Edwards came
in. He was probably the most cocksure
reporter the Clarion had.


The news editor said: ‘Hop over to the
Zenith Hotel, Edwards, and see Thomas
Smith. Have an angle on him ready for
when his arrest breaks—which might be
at any moment—and get his picture.’


‘On my way,’ Edwards responded, and
with that the news editor picked up the
telephone. In a moment he was speaking
to Chief-Inspector Brough.


‘Clarion here, Inspector. How are
things regarding Thomas Smith—?
Huh?’


The news editor paused, listening.


‘Dropping the case? But you can’t!
Something has come up? What, for
instance?’


The news editor listened, his eyes
infinitely astonished, then he began to
protest again.


‘But what sort of an excuse is that?
There have been plenty of criminals the
police couldn’t get hold of—but this one
is right in the Zenith Hotel for the picking
up! You don’t expect me to print that, do
you? You—you what? You don’t expect
me to print anything? Now look here,
Brough, you and I have co-operated too
long for you to fob me off with that kind
of a story. What’s it all about? What’s
Thomas Smith done to get you Yard boys
by the nose?’


When the news editor had the answer
he compressed his lips. ‘All right,
goodbye,’ he growled, and put the phone
down.


‘Well?’ Glenda asked.


‘For some reason I can’t fathom, the
Yard has decided to call off the case
against Thomas Smith—at least for the
time being.’


Glenda left the office and returned to
her desk in the main news-room. When
after a while Edwards reappeared he was
looking upset.


‘Enjoy yourself?’ Glenda asked him,
and he glared at her.


‘Like hell! I got no story at all, but I
think I got a photograph. I’m going to
find out in the darkroom.’


‘I’ll come with you,’ Glenda said
quickly, following him.


And ten minutes later the news editor
was looking at a damp print that showed
a suit of clothes standing by itself in a
comfortably furnished lounge. His color
became dangerously red.


‘So you’re trying tricks too, Edwards,
eh? What in blazes is this, anyway? First of
April?’


‘Now wait a minute, chief,’ Edwards
implored. ‘I took that photo facing Smith,
just the same as I am facing you now. I
don’t understand it—or perhaps I do,’
Edwards finished absently.


‘You do?’ The news editor’s eyes
narrowed. ‘Glenny here tried to take a
photo and got the same invisible man
effect. You haven’t done any better, so
what’s the answer?’


‘My guess is that he can become
invisible whenever he wants. I may have
seen things, and maybe I should be in the
loony-bin, but I saw Thomas Smith
disappear before my eyes! I asked him for
a slant on why he murdered those two
men. He said it was because they
deserved it. When I asked him why the
police hadn’t picked him up, he said it
was because of—this! And he just
melted into thin air and vanished, clothes
and all. I was left with my jaw on the
carpet.’


‘Then?’ the news editor asked, in a
quiet voice.


‘He reappeared, smiling like the Sphinx,
and said it was going to be difficult for the
law to catch a man like him. He also
added that they were wrong in trying to
do so since he had done no real harm in
destroying two men who were not fit to
live. I asked him how he knew they were
not—apart from the crimes he had prevented
in each case—and he said he
knew the kind of minds they had, which
sufficed.’


Edwards gave a shrug, a baffled look in
his eyes. ‘While he was talking I just
automatically got my camera focused and
took a photo of him as he stood there.
This is it. Smith just grinned when he
knew I’d taken the picture and then
showed me the door. I went—and I was
glad to! He isn’t a man, chief. I—I don’t
know what he is!’


‘Glenny, do you know what he is?’ the
news editor asked.


‘No. That’s straight, chief: I don’t. He
won’t tell me. All I know of him is that he
is a benefactor and that I’m closer to him
than anybody, mainly because he saved
me from assault. I probably know him
better than anybody else, but he’s still a
stranger in our midst.’


‘But a stranger from where?’ the news
editor snapped. ‘That is what we must
find out.’


‘I’ve been telling you that all along,
chief,’ Glenda said patiently. ‘That’s
why I’ve written that story about him. I
knew he would never be arrested
because I know just how mysterious—how
magical—his powers seem to
be. You can have a scoop on this man if
you want it. He has no objection. I
have his word on that.’


The news editor’s eyes gleamed ‘A real
invisible man! Mysterious healer in our
midst! I see now why Brough isn’t going
any further! How can he if his quarry
vanishes from under his nose? Brough
didn’t tell me that, but Edwards knows.
Okay, I’ll handle it that way. But I wish to
heaven I had a photograph. Why not ask
him why he doesn’t appear in a negative,
Glenny?’


‘I’ll see him tomorrow and I’ll find out
all I can,’ she promised.


Glenda left the office; then the news
editor glanced at Edwards quickly.


‘Okay, Edwards, that’s all. Leave it to
Glenny. If she can’t get the gen nobody
can.’





Chief-Inspector Brough was seated in his
office at Scotland Yard. In a corner at his
own desk Detective-Sergeant Cavendish
was browsing through the notes he had
made at the interview with Thomas Smith—and
getting exactly nowhere.


The chief Inspector had been seated
at his desk for 20 minutes after his
return from the Zenith Hotel, turning
over every point in his mind, nor had
his admission of failure over the phone
to the news editor of the Clarion
improved his temper.


‘The thing’s ridiculous!’ he declared
finally. ‘That fellow just couldn’t have
vanished into thin air! We were hypnotized
into believing it, or something.
That’s the answer—just the same as he
put the influence on Chantry about those
diamonds.’


‘Then he must be a mighty strong
hypnotist, sir,’ Cavendish commented
morosely. ‘And we’re neither of us what
you might call the weak-willed type.’


‘Well anyway, the possibility of hypnotism
is far more likely than of a man just
vanishing, and I’m in an awkward spot
. . . I’m supposed to arrest him, and if I
don’t, what sort of an explanation am I
going to give? That our man does a
disappearing act? I can see the Assistant
Commissioner believing that one!’


Brough snapped on the desk-phone
and asked Dr. Bell of the psychiatric
division to step into his office. In a few
moments Bell came. He had just been
about to depart for home.


‘Hope it’s nothing urgent, Brough,’ he
growled. ‘Look at the time!’


‘I won’t detain you any longer than I
can help, doctor. Have a seat. I want a
few details about those two men who
were ‘mentally murdered’, so-called. What
conclusion have you and the other
experts arrived at?’


‘I gave it all in my report,’ Bell replied,
sitting down.


‘But it doesn’t tell me what I want to
know. I’ve a job on my hands trying to
nail down the mental killer. He has
amazing powers—even to making
himself invisible, or else hypnotizing the
sergeant and myself into believing it.’


‘Sounds far-fetched,’ Bell commented.
‘Still, I suppose that a sufficiently
powerful mind could make anybody
believe anything. I have a theory about
this Thomas Smith. Possibly he is from
Tibet, or has been there and discovered
things unknown to people of the western
world. It would account for his magical
powers, those diamonds you are worried
about, and even his apparent disregard
for human life.’


‘You mean Yogi stuff?’


‘Something like it. If so he’ll give you a
run for your money!’


‘He’s done that already,’ Brough
commented sourly.


‘The whole business is uncanny,’ Dr.
Bell declared. ‘Our examination of those
two dead men showed that the conscious
parts of their brains had been destroyed
by some process which looks, at first
sight, to be electrical. But the term
‘electrical’ might also be construed to
mean ‘vibrational,’ which is more or less
the same thing. What I mean is, the brain
gives out vibrations. It gives it forth in
much the same way as a radio transmitter
gives out its waves. Anything in the
vibratory field is basically electrical. So,
assuming we have a brain of extraordinary
power it follows that it will emit
vibrations of extraordinary force. Thus,
such a brain might emit a force capable of
destroying part of another brain of less
power, just as one very powerful electrical
transmitter can swamp a weaker one. In
other words, I think that the brain of
Thomas Smith is so strong that it can, by
vibration, or mental power if you prefer,
destroy the conscious area of another,
lesser brain. From what we have learned,
those two men did not die instantly. It
happened some time after they left
Thomas Smith. My guess on that is that
he started some mentally corrosive
process in the brains of both men which
brought about their deaths soon afterwards.’


‘A pretty theory, but with no parallel in
hard fact,’ Brough said skeptically.


‘Neither has this man’s queer gift of
apparently making himself invisible at
will. There is one thing you must
understand, Brough. A brain of the
highest possible development can
accomplish almost anything. No such
brain apparently exists in the human
race, but it is not beyond possibility
that one might turn up and be capable
of all the things Thomas Smith seems
capable of doing. In other words, he is
a phenomenon who seems to have the
mastery of mental science to the nth
degree. But to prove such powers in a
court of law, which concerns itself with
facts, would be next to impossible.
Something much more concrete is
demanded.’


‘Such as? How does one even start to
tackle a person like this?’


‘That is your problem, Brough. I’m not
a policeman.’


Brough nodded moodily. ‘Thanks anyway.
I don’t need to detain you any further. I
can grasp what you’re driving at, even if it
doesn’t help me much.’


At 10 o’clock the following morning
Thomas Smith arrived at Glenda’s flat.
As she opened the door to him he greeted
her cheerfully.


‘Hello, Glenny! Ready?’


‘Ready. Let’s be on our way before my
landlady spots us and asks awkward
questions.’


‘More rules and regulations,’ Thomas
Smith sighed. ‘I never saw a community
more tied hand and foot.’


‘By the way, have you seen the Clarion?’


‘With your story about me?’ Thomas
Smith laughed. ‘Yes, I’ve seen it. I think
you are ascribing to me a lot of virtues I
don’t possess, Glenny.’


‘Not for a moment! You can’t deny the
miracle which cured my mother.’


‘I suppose,’ Thomas Smith mused, ‘it
depends what one considers constitutes a
miracle. For instance, for you to remove a
stone from the pad of a dog’s foot would
seem like a miracle to the dog: to you it
would be commonplace and natural!
There, I think, we have the measure of
the difference in our outlooks.’


‘But, Tom, you’re a human being the
same as I am! Why should our outlooks
be so different?’


‘You’ll understand one day. In the
meantime I have not the least doubt that
you will remain loyal to me.’


Glenda said little more until they were
in the train for Bedford’s Fold—where
her home was situated—then she asked:
‘Are there any particular places you wish
to see today or is it to be just a general
run around?’


‘We might go as far as the coast and
back, taking your mother with us if she
wishes to go.’


‘I hardly think she will,’ Glenda
responded. ‘Sunday is the day when her
friends come in.’


Thomas Smith looked absently out of
the compartment window. ‘I suppose
people don’t sunbathe at this time of
year?’


‘Not unless they’re crazy. Why?’


‘To me, the cult of sunbathing is as
baffling as smoking. I can see no sense in
saturating oneself in ultra-violet radiation.
What is the reason for it?’


‘I think people imagine they look
healthy when they’re bronzed.’


‘What a fallacy! A man can look
bronzed and be dying on his feet. What it
amounts to is vanity!’


Glenda changed the subject, chiefly
because she liked sunbathing herself in
the summer months—when time allowed.


‘I believe,’ she said, ‘that you had a visit
from Edwards of the Clarion last night
and did a vanishing act?’


‘Yes. My sudden disappearance shocked
him as much as it did Inspector Brough, I
think.’


‘Since it’s an accomplishment nobody
has ever demonstrated before I can hardly
wonder at that!’


‘Yes, I suppose the fourth dimension is
in the main purely theoretical, even to the
cleverest mathematicians.’


‘So that’s how you do it? The fourth
dimension!’


‘Naturally.’ Thomas Smith seemed satisfied
with his casual explanation. ‘Three
dimensions are very limiting. The fourth
gives one limitless freedom, but of course
one must thoroughly understand it.’


‘I can imagine!’ Glenda felt and looked
uncomfortable. ‘To me, who can hardly
repeat the multiplication table, the fourth
dimension is as far overhead as the sky. To
understand it demands a genius, and to
utilize it demands a—a mental giant.
Which is exactly what you are!’


‘If you wish it, Glenny,’ Thomas Smith
smiled inscrutably.


‘Why didn’t you tell me you’d made
yourself invisible when Brough came to
see you? You merely said you had done
something which would give him sleepless
nights.’


‘It all struck me as so commonplace I
didn’t think to detail it. Now I realize it
must have seemed a baffling trick.’


‘Where did you learn it? The same
place where you found the diamonds?’


‘Yes,’ Thomas Smith assented, but he
did not elaborate. Instead he added: ‘I
notice two things missing in most people.
They don’t seem to have their sixth-sense
developed, and they live perpetually in
three dimensions.’


‘All of which leads me to think that you
are not of this world,’ Glenda said slowly.
‘No human being has ever had a
developed sixth-sense, or any knowledge
of the fourth dimension—save perhaps a
few ancient seers and miracle workers.’
She mused over this, and then added
hesitantly: ‘You don’t belong to a bygone
age, do you? You’re not a patriarch or
somebody come to take a look at the
modern word? You’re not for instance the—the
greatest miracle worker of them all
whom the Christian world still worship?’


‘No, I am not,’ Thomas Smith answered.


‘Then who are you? I know you say you
have been in the jungle somewhere, but
somehow I don’t believe that any more.
Mysterious though jungle regions may be,
and mighty though some of the secrets
may be which are still hidden there, I
don’t think they could account for your
baffling powers or the diamonds you can
produce. Please, Tom, tell me before I go
crazy!’


‘I can’t,’ he replied simply. ‘I’ve made
that clear already. Not that I don’t wish
to, but I’m under orders and I must obey
them.’


Glenda started. ‘Great heavens, don’t
tell me you are under the dictate of
somebody else! There couldn’t be anybody
cleverer than you, surely?’


‘There could be—and there is.’


‘Oh!’ Glenda sank into silence for a
while. Then: ‘How is it you do not appear
in a photograph?’


Thomas Smith gave his inscrutable
smile. ‘I’ll tell you why later—when I
explain everything else.’


Upon arrival at her home Glenda and
Thomas Smith found her mother as well
and cheerful as when they had left her the
day before, and full of the information
she had read in the Clarion.


‘It’s the first time I ever got myself into
the news, Mister Smith!’ she exclaimed,
laughing. ‘I find it quite a moving
experience.’


‘Hardly as moving as that of your
recovery, I imagine,’ he commented.


‘No. Nothing will ever equal my
emotion when that happened. I still don’t
understand it.’ Mrs. Carlyle relaxed in
thought for a moment, her eyes on the
crocuses in the vase then she brisked up
again. ‘Will you be staying for lunch,
Glenny? You usually do on Sunday.’


‘Not this time, mum. Tom and I are
going for a drive. You’ll have your friends
as usual, surely? You won’t miss me?’


‘I’ll try not to,’ her mother smiled. ‘At
least you will be in good hands.’


So before very long Glenda and
Thomas Smith were on their way to the
local garage for the car, and Glenda took
the wheel as before.


They had been traveling at a moderate
speed for half-an-hour when Thomas
Smith, who had his eyes on the rear view
mirror, glanced behind him.


‘I hardly think it can be coincidence
that a black car is about a mile behind us,’
he said. ‘It’s been at that distance ever
since we left Bedford’s Fold.’


Glenda peered at the image of the car
behind and then frowned.


‘No reason why it shouldn’t be
coincidence,’ she said. ‘This is the only
road to the coast from Bedford’s Fold.’


‘Pull up for a moment and we’ll see if
they pass us.’


Glenda nodded and stopped the car.
The following car did not become any
larger. It, too, had stopped. Thomas
Smith chuckled as he met the girl’s
surprise glance.


‘Scotland Yard,’ he commented.


‘Then they must have followed us from
London!’


‘Possibly I have been followed all the
way from the Zenith Hotel. Considering
the speed at which the local train moved
our pursuers could easily have kept up
with it by road, or else have driven ahead
to Bedford’s Fold to await us.’


Glenda looked annoyed. ‘Which spoils
everything!’


‘Drive on,’ Thomas Smith ordered,
‘and turn off the first side-road you see.’


Glenda obeyed and for five miles there
was no break in the road, then she
spotted a narrow lane twisting away
towards a farm. She turned into it,
proceeded a hundred yards, and put on
the brakes. Immediately Thomas Smith
got out of the car and walked back to the
main road. The black car came on and
when it was close to him Thomas Smith
stepped into view. The car stopped. It
contained two plainclothes policemen in
the front seat. The one who wasn’t
driving lowered his window and looked
out.


‘Go straight on, gentlemen,’ Thomas
Smith said. ‘You have no interest
whatever in Miss Carlyle and myself.’


The man said nothing and wound the
window up again. He gazed fixedly in
front of him and his partner started the
car once more. It continued straight on
down the main road until it was lost to
sight. Thomas Smith stood watching it,
then turned as Glenda came running up
to him.


‘What in the world did you do to chase
them off?’ she exclaimed.


‘I pointed out the uselessness of
following us and suggested they should
drive straight on.’


‘You mean you gave them a mental
order?’


‘At least they have driven on. We’ll not
be troubled by them again, Glenny, so we
might as well continue our tour.’


They did so; and in the course of the
morning—barring a break at a wayside
drive-in for refreshment—they covered
most of the south coast between Folkestone
and Bognor Regis.
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In the time they had been together they
had exchanged so much information—Glenda
chiefly giving it—that she
was in a complete daze as to what it
had all been about. For instance,
Thomas Smith had collected grass,
filled a bottle with sea water at Bognor
Regis, filled a bag with sand and small
pebbles—and indeed had done
everything to render the mystery of his
personality and origin all the more
obscure. Glenda had wondered about it
all, as well she might, but had known
better than to ask questions.


‘This has been one of the most
interesting days I have spent so far,’
Thomas Smith said, when the car had
been garaged again and they were walking
back to her home. ‘I am fully aware how
puzzled you are, Glenny, and I appreciate
your silence. You will be rewarded
eventually.’


Glenda paused in the darkness, the
stars glittering high overhead in the frosty
air.


‘Before we go into the house,’ she said,
‘there are one or two things I want to ask
you. I don’t want to do it before mum:
she doesn’t understand this situation as
well as I do.’


‘Ask anything you wish, Glenny. If I
can’t answer I’ll say so.’


‘It’s about my editor. He wants to run a
series concerning you, very similar to the
article that appeared today. I want your
permission to write up everything we
have done today.’


Thomas Smith hesitated; then he spoke
firmly. ‘I’m sorry, Glenny, but I can’t give
you permission to publicize my activities.
I wish them to remain my secret—and
yours.’


‘Very well,’ Glenda said, disappointed.
‘I’ll respect your wishes.’


It was upon her return to her London
flat—having parted from Thomas Smith
at the Zenith Hotel with the assurance
that he would get in touch with her again
shortly—that Glenda found Inspector
Brough waiting outside her door. As she
came to the top of the stairs he moved
forward to greet her.


‘Good evening, Miss Carlyle. I hope
you don’t mind my hanging about like
this—’


‘On the contrary,’ Glenda gave him a
cold glance, ‘what do you suppose my
landlady is going to think when I have a
Scotland Yard officer waiting for me?’


‘I told her I was a solicitor: that should
suffice.’


‘Solicitor, on a Sunday? Really, Inspector!’


‘I’ve got to have a few words with you,’
Brough continued earnestly. ‘About this
chap Smith. It’s plain from your article in
the Clarion that you know more about
him than anybody else does.’


‘Well, maybe I do.’ Glenda opened the
door of her flat. ‘Come in, Inspector—’
She switched on the light.


He followed her into the lounge,
closing the door behind him. Glenda
motioned to the chesterfield and then sat
down opposite him.


‘Without putting too fine a point on it,
Inspector, you are licked, are you not?’
she asked.


‘Not altogether. Though I must admit
that this mental marvel, or whatever he is,
is giving me plenty of headaches. That is
why I want your help.’


‘Then I’m afraid you are not going to
get it. I have a great respect for Mister
Smith and will certainly not take sides
against him.’


‘You know, of course, that he is a
murderer? No mention of that appears in
your article about him, but I assume you
are acquainted with all the facts.’


‘I know every detail about them—except
the method of killing. However,
the elimination of two vile men weighs as
nothing to me against Mister Smith’s
curing of my mother. She was the woman
referred to in my article.’


‘Listen,’ Brough said intently. ‘Let’s get
this into proper focus. I can well believe
that you are overawed by this man’s
extraordinary personality, but the fact
does remain that he has broken the law
and must be called to account. I have
tried to arrest him and failed—’


‘Because he became invisible. I heard
about that.’


Brough grimaced. ‘I then decided to set
two plainclothes men to watch him. They
did so up to a point, discovering in the
process that he owns—or you own—a
very expensive car in which you career
around the countryside. Then, those two
men were ordered away from their duty—and
obeyed! They have a story about
mental compulsion, which, knowing the
queer personality of Smith, I am prepared
to believe. However, I am satisfied that
you and Smith are very close, so much so
that you might find yourself cited as an
accessory.’


Glenda laughed. ‘That’s impossible!
Stop trying to throw scares into me,
Inspector.’


‘If it’s the only way to get you back to a
sense of civic responsibility I’ll try it!’ he
retorted. ‘Let me tell you that I am not
satisfied about the source of Smith’s
diamonds,’ Brough continued inexorably.
‘You are as mixed up in it as he is, and if
we ever get as far as a law court you’ll be
dragged in. That car, for instance. The
salesman says you chose it and Smith
bought it as a present. A twenty-five
thousand pound present is a mighty big
one!’


‘No law against giving presents,’
Glenda said.


‘Unless they can be interpreted as
hush-money.’


‘Hush-money!’ Glenda looked indignant.
‘Concerning what?’


‘Theft, and maybe murder!’ Brough
retorted. ‘Perhaps crimes of which you
are aware but which, so far, the law is
not.’ Then as Glenda remained silent
Brough got to his feet. ‘Very well, Miss
Carlyle, but take my tip—you’re playing
a damned dangerous game, trailing
around with a man like this. I have to
warn you that if you keep on doing it
you’ll be dragged down with him, when
we get him.’


‘When!’ Glenda emphasized. ‘In the
meantime I can assure you that my car
has nothing to do with hush-money, nor
do I know of any crime connected with
Mr. Smith’s diamonds. He happens to
like me, and I like him. A present is quite
a natural sequence under such conditions,
isn’t it?’


Brough shrugged. ‘Okay, Miss Carlyle,
if that is the way you want it. I just hoped
you might have preferred to be sensible.’


With that he took his departure and
Glenda was left to think matters over to
herself.


The next day she did not see or hear
from Thomas Smith and the fact worried
her.


Many letters were coming into the
Clarion office concerning him, most of
the writers wishing to know where he
could be found, and if he would attend
this or that function and cure people
whom medical science had pronounced
incurable, and the city editor rang the
Zenith Hotel to speak to him about the
inquiries. The reply he got surprised him,
and he called Glenda in.


‘Where’s Smith?’ he asked.


‘At his hotel, Chief, as far as I know.’


‘He’s checked out, and didn’t say
where he was going. He didn’t tell you?’


‘All he said was that he would get in
touch with me. I can’t understand why he
should leave like that.’


‘The reception clerk tells me that the
hotel is swarming with people wanting to
see Smith. No doubt he foresaw what
would happen and left before many
arrived.’


Somewhat dazed, particularly as he had
left no forwarding address, Glenda
returned to her desk. Then a thought
occurred to her. She picked up the phone
and called Inspector Brough at the Yard.


‘Yes, I’m aware he has checked out,’
Brough said. ‘Where he is I don’t know.’


‘You’d have him watched,’ Glenda said.
‘Do me a favor, Inspector. If you find out
where he is please let me know.’


‘Why should I? You haven’t helped me
so far.’


‘Forget you’re a policeman for the
moment, Inspector, and be a human
being. I just don’t know how I’ll live
without Mr. Smith.’


‘He certainly has a hold over you.
Hasn’t he? All right. If I hear anything I’ll
ring you.’


‘Thanks.’ Glenda rang off, frowning as
she struggled to assimilate the situation.
Then she saw a copy-boy staggering to
her desk with a square wooden box
cradled in his arms.


‘For you,’ he announced, dumping it.
‘It came by special messenger.’


Glenda, on opening the box found an
expensive new laptop. A note was trapped
saying: ‘MANY HAPPY RETURNS
OF TOMORROW'.


She had no need to ask herself who had
sent it. She searched the box for some
clue as to Thomas Smith’s whereabouts
but failed to discover a single hint. Slowly
her worry began to return.


About that moment Thomas Smith was
buying a large country house between
London and Bedford’s Fold, a house he
had seen as standing abandoned on his
trip from the city to Glenda’s home. It
had extensive grounds, the nearest neighbor
was three miles distant, and the place,
falling into disuse, was going relatively
cheaply.


It was not that Thomas Smith had any
need to consider money. He liked the
loneliness of the place and bought it.
Then he spent the remainder of the day
having the place furnished by a London
firm. The priority he demanded meant
higher cost, but this he brushed aside.


Even so it was three days before he had
the place passably tidied up and furnished.
During the nights he did not
trouble to sleep. He spent his time in one
or the other of the untidy, jumbled
rooms, sitting thinking hour after hour,
apparently regardless of the January cold.
When he needed a meal he ate several
tablets from a small container he always
carried.


Not far from the house, enduring the
inclemency of the weather, two Scotland
Yard men kept constant watch. They had
trailed their quarry from London—he
having made no effort to conceal his
movements—and had reported back to
Brough about the purchase of Baynton
Hall by the mystery man.


On the fourth evening, just after the
winter dark had settled down, Thomas
Smith emerged from the house. The two
waiting plainclothes men hidden in laurel
bushes watched him as he walked to the
railway station. He boarded a local train
for London and they, too, did likewise.


Thomas Smith did not alight until
Victoria was reached. He walked off along
busy main streets, branching presently
into a dimly-lighted vista—and not very
far behind him two plainclothes men
patiently dogged him. Judging from the
direction the stranger was taking, the men
assumed that he was heading for Glenda’s
flat—then, abruptly, as they entered
another long, dark street, something
happened.


Ahead, clearly visible in the lamplight,
there were a man and a woman. The
woman screamed and the man swung up
his arm. There was the momentary glitter
of a knife-blade, but before it could
descend Thomas Smith sprang forward
and knocked the man sprawling.


‘You’d better go,’ Thomas Smith said,
glancing at the startled, flashily-dressed
girl staring at him.


‘He meant to kill me,’ she said
breathlessly. ‘He told me to meet him
here, and then he tried to knife me.’


‘Go—whilst you’re safe.’


The girl turned and ran. The man on
the ground, still holding his knife,
scrambled to his feet and flung himself
forward savagely. Thomas Smith was
ready for him. His right hand flashed up,
twisted the knife from the man’s grasp,
and then brought the blade down.


With a gasping cry the man dropped,
the knife buried to the hilt in his breast.
Kneeling, Thomas Smith looked down at
him—then he glanced round as the two
plainclothes men came hurrying out of
the gloom.


Thomas Smith stood up and waited.
One of the plainclothes men took a look
at the sprawled body and then turned.


‘No doubt about it this time, Mister
Smith,’ he said. ‘You knifed this man and
killed him. My colleague and I saw you.’


‘You could hardly fail to. I assume you
were following me?’


‘Correct. All the way from that
mansion you’ve bought in the country. I
must ask you to accompany us to
headquarters. My colleague will remain
here with the body until a squad-car
arrives with a doctor and divisional
inspector.’


The plainclothes man knew of Thomas
Smith’s magical vanishing act and was
scared of the same thing happening again.
It did not, however. Thomas Smith
appeared quite resigned to his fate.


The first plainclothes man made a
telephone call and some 20 minutes after
killing the man who had tried to stab the
unknown girl, Thomas Smith found
himself in Brough’s office at Scotland
Yard.


‘Good work, Stacey,’ he said to the man
who had brought Smith. ‘I didn’t get a
full report over the telephone. Let’s hear
what you have to say.’


In detail the policeman explained, and
the chief inspector made notes on his
scratch-pad. Then, when Stacey had left
the room, Brough said, as Cavendish took
notes:


‘Now Mister Smith, it’s time we had a
chat. On the occasions when you
disposed of that tramp and Henry
Armstrong you did it without laying a
finger on them; and when I questioned
you at the hotel you made yourself
invisible. This time, however, you have
killed with a knife and been seen doing it
by two responsible men, which is all the
evidence I want—and further you have
not made any effort to escape, either by
invisibility or any other method. Why?’


‘I have no wish to disappear. I prefer to
go through with this trial and once and
for all put an end to this nuisance of
being hounded and followed. To keep
escaping—easy though it is to me—is
not the right answer. I thought at first
that it was, but I underestimated your
tenacity. The better way is to be acquitted
by a court and leave the way clear for the
future. I have much to do and I want to
be unhampered by the law trying to
condemn me as a criminal.’


‘Then you think you can be proven
innocent?’


‘I have no doubt of it. I remain
convinced that wherever I have killed the
community has gained. This evening I
happened by accident on that man who
was trying to stab that girl. I killed him
because it was the logical thing to do. The
girl herself had done nothing to merit his
villainy. He, on the other hand, was filled
with nothing except the desire to destroy
her.’


‘How do you know that?’ Brough
demanded.


‘By the same process that I know your
wife’s birthday is a fortnight from today
and that you are wondering whether or
not to buy her a new washing-machine.’


The Chief-Inspector gave a grim smile.
‘That thought-reading trick again, eh? I
don’t doubt that it has a logical
explanation really, the same as your
invisibility stuff which I believe to be
basically hypnotic. You’ll find it a different
thing trying to hypnotize a judge and jury
and a courtroom full of people!’





Committed for trial, Thomas Smith did
not seem any the more disturbed than he
had been from the first. He accepted
everything with good temper. His only
visitor from the outer world, apart from
his lawyer, was Glenda, and as often as
the law permitted she spent a few
moments with him.


‘Honestly, Tom, I think you’re doing
everything possible to make your chances
worse!’


‘Why?’ He smiled at her across the
table in the guarded brick wall room in
which they sat.


‘Well, for one thing, who is this defense
counsel you have engaged? David Dyson.
He’s only a struggling young lawyer and
can’t possibly handle a case as complicated
as this. With the money you have at
your command you can employ the finest
legal brains.’


‘I don’t need them, Glenny. David
Dyson needs to win a complicated case to
make a reputation. He is a deserving
young struggler, so I’m giving him the
chance.’


Glenda made a helpless movement.
‘But he can’t possibly win, Tom!’


‘Don’t worry Glenny: I know exactly
what I am doing. I intend to put a stop to
this law-chasing business.’


For a moment Glenda was silent, then
she said: ‘Why did you depart so suddenly
without telling me anything?’


‘I left the Zenith hotel for two reasons—one,
because so many people might
come chasing after me, of which fact
you had already warned me when you
referred to hero-worship; and also
because I could not indulge certain
private activities at the hotel. So I left. I
did not tell you where I had gone
because I wanted my new residence
nicely prepared before you came to it.
When I got it to rights I came
immediately to London to tell you. I
could have done it by phone, of course,
but I preferred to see you. However, I
finished up here, so I was not able to
come and tell you as I had intended
. . . When the trial is over I want you to
come and see my new home. It’s
beautiful, and wonderfully private.’





In due course the trial came. Glenda was
subpoenaed as a witness and not, as the
Chief-Inspector had hinted, as an accessory.
When called upon to give her
evidence she answered every question
with a logical truthfulness, which astonished
even herself. There was no question
the prosecution counsel could put to her
but what she had the exact answer ready,
and more often than not she cut the
ground from under his feet and left him
wondering from what angle to strike next.


Then Mrs. Carlyle spoke also, and
nothing could budge her from her
gratitude to Thomas Smith for the
freedom from ill-health which he had
given to her. She set the court on its ears
when she referred to the crocuses being
still as fresh as the day she had picked
them. Mrs. Armstrong also gave evidence
and no amount of trickery or cross-questioning
could make her admit that
she was sorry her husband was dead. She
even left behind her the implication that
Thomas Smith had killed in self-defense.
One by one the witnesses paraded—


All those involved with Thomas Smith
took their places on the stand—the
police, the psychiatric and medical
experts, David Chantry, the car salesman
who had sold the £25,000 car, the estate
agent who had sold to Thomas Smith a
country mansion by the name of Baynton
Hall, the negotiations for which had
occupied him during the week he had
been absent. And lastly, the widow of the
man whom Thomas Smith had knifed.
She, like Mrs. Armstrong, was not at all
distressed at losing her brutal husband.


Throughout the proceedings, Thomas
Smith sat motionless in the dock, his
dark, magnetic eyes following each
witness in turn, or else studying the
varying expressions on the prosecuting
counsel’s face.


It all had a one-sided flavor, as though
by some mysterious twist Thomas Smith
was being proved a benefactor instead of
a criminal.


Thomas Smith waited calmly while the
Attorney General made his charge to the
jury, which was followed by that of the
Chief Justice. Then came the recess, that
period—for Glenda at least—of
agonizing waiting until the moment
should come when the verdict would be
given.


She was not allowed to see Thomas
Smith, of course, but she was with him in
spirit nonetheless. Had she seen him
quite unmoved in an anteroom with
warders guarding him, she would have
felt less anguished in mind. He was even
wearing that strange smile which the
warders found so baffling. They had never
seen a man smile like that before whilst
awaiting a verdict.


Then the jury filed back into the
courtroom and the Chief Justice returned
to his position, and waited. Within the
space of a few minutes it was all over and
‘Not Guilty’ hummed along the wires
from the central criminal court to dozens
of newspapers.


Some of those in the court sat
open-mouthed, others cheered. Thomas
Smith, the miracle man, was free—and
he walked out of the court smiling
inscrutably, Glenda hanging onto his arm
as they tried to dodge the people who
thronged urgently around.


To their surprise a big car was waiting
for them outside the court, and when
motioned to it by a gray-suited man
within, they gladly took refuge. The door
was closed by a chauffeur and the car
moved away.


Thomas Smith and Glenda looked at
their rescuer . . . he was about sixty,
well-built, florid, immaculately dressed,
with sharp gray eyes.


‘Why, you’re Mr. Denroy!’ Glenda
exclaimed, in sudden recognition. ‘Alvin
Denroy of Amalgamated Metals!’


‘Right,’ he agreed. ‘I’m glad you
decided to accept my hospitality and step
into the car. I thought you might get
tangled up. I had the idea from the way
things were going that you’d be proven
innocent, Mr. Smith, so I decided to have
my car wait for you.’


‘Very kind of you,’ Thomas Smith said,
shaking hands.


‘Sooner or later, Mister Smith, you
and I are going to have a little chat
together,’ Denroy explained. ‘No reason
why what we should not start to get
acquainted, and then have our chat
later, eh?’


‘Yes—of course.’ Thomas Smith had a
slight hesitation, as though he were trying
to weigh up the situation. ‘At the moment
I haven’t time for a prolonged discussion,
I’m afraid.’


‘That can come later. When you have
some free time after resting from this
harrowing trial, just get in touch with me
at Amalgamated Metals. I fancy we can
do each other a lot of good, Mr. Smith.’


‘You do?’ Thomas Smith gave his
inscrutable smile. ‘Very well, I’ll do that.
Meanwhile, perhaps you wouldn’t mind
dropping us at Victoria?’


‘By all means.’


Brief though the meeting with the
industrialist had been it had left an
impression on Glenda. She was still
thinking about it when, with Thomas
Smith, she was on the train bound for
Bedford’s Fold. Her story had been
’phoned to the Clarion, and with her
editor’s blessing she was taking time out
to try and learn more about Thomas
Smith, or so she had said. Just for the
moment she was content to sit back
happily and absorb the glorious fact that
the law had freed him—albeit
mysteriously—and that they were
together again.


‘I shouldn’t trust Alvin Denroy too
much, Tom,’ she said presently.


‘I have no intention of doing so,
Glenny. In fact he’s the type of whom I
shall definitely be wary. If he wants me
I’m afraid he’ll have to come to me. I
shall certainly not run after him.’


‘He won’t come to you. He’s too
important.’


‘I’m not exactly weak myself,’ Thomas
Smith smiled. ‘And I daresay I could
match his money if that has to be the
issue.’


Glenda laughed. ‘I keep forgetting just
how much money and power you have
got, chiefly because you’re so unassuming.
Denroy, on the other hand, simply
exudes authority, power, and—’


‘Malice,’ Thomas Smith finished and
there was something about the way he
said it that stopped the conversation dead.


Glenda started on a fresh track. ‘I
suppose we should have waited for
mother at Victoria—but still, we had no
idea how long she’d be. Never mind; we’ll
have everything ready for when she gets
home.’


‘I’d planned to go to my new place,
Glenny—three stops before Bedford’s
Fold. I want you to see it. Maybe it would
be better, though, to go to your home
first, pick up the car, and then drive back
to Baynton Hall. Incidentally, I bought
the mansion so that I could be equidistant
from either your London flat or your
cottage in Bedford’s Fold. That way I
don’t feel quite so lonely.’


Glenda looked at him seriously. ‘You
are lonely, Tom, aren’t you?’


‘Lonely indeed.’ He gave a sigh and
looked out of the window. ‘I can’t
measure the depth nor the breadth of it.
Without you beside me I think I
would . . .’ He stopped, leaving a big
interrogation mark at the end of his
sentence.


‘By rights,’ Glenda said after a while,
‘you should never have gotten away with
it at the trial. It just seemed that
everything went right for you—The
statements I made, the uncertainty of the
Attorney General—a most unusual thing
for him—the conviction behind the
words of the witnesses, the unanimity of
the jury. It was though a charm were at
work in the courtroom. I could sort of
sense it. Not, mind you, that I don’t think
you deserved to be acquitted.’


‘They could not help but pronounce
me innocent,’ he said, musing. ‘That was
why I went through the trial, to put a stop
to the law constantly pursuing me.
Hereafter I am free, and if by some
chance I see fit to eliminate others and
am again brought to trial I shall again be
proven innocent until at last the law gives
up trying to convict me.’


‘It might not work a second time,’
Glenda warned.


‘It would, my dear.’ Thomas Smith
turned his head and looked at her
steadily. ‘You spoke as you did in the
courtroom and everybody else behaved as
they did, because they could do nothing
else. I held each of their minds in turn
and told them exactly what to say. And
they did. I find most minds, even the
so-called cleverest, put up no resistance
whatsoever.’


‘You mean you were acquitted because
you used hypnosis?’


‘Yes, if I had failed to accomplish my
purpose I could always have disappeared,
but this time I preferred legal release.’


Glenda stared at him. But he said no
more. As on other occasions he seemed to
take his extraordinary powers for granted,
and did not enlarge upon them.


Then presently, nodding through the
window he exclaimed: ‘Look! There is my
home, through the trees there! Like it?’


Glenda gazed at a massive pile set well
back in its own grounds; then she began
to nod eagerly. ‘It’s beautiful, Tom! And
probably even more beautiful inside.
You’ve had an annex added, haven’t you?’
As the train continued on its way it gave a
view of the side of the old mansion and a
structure that was obviously new brick.


Yes. It’s a sort of—laboratory. I’ve
some experiments to make.’


‘Not dangerous ones, I hope!’ Glenda
protested.


‘No. Would it matter if they were?’


‘Of course it would!’ Glenda’s eyes met
his frankly. ‘I just can’t imagine my world
without you. It’s not like falling in love.
It’s something else.’


‘You should try and overcome it,’ he
replied seriously. ‘Our association can
never be anything more than deep
friendship.’


‘Of course,’ Glenda continued, ‘having
never been impressed by any man until I
met you I may well be a stranger to love
when it has arrived. I only know that I
somehow cannot picture my life without
you. I’m afraid I have always been prosaic
enough to think of love as another name
for physical attraction, but in your case it
isn’t that which fascinates me. It’s
your entire personality, your tremendous
power. If you were to get as far as asking
me to marry you I’d say ‘Yes’ immediately.
Perhaps not so much because I
want to but because I couldn’t think of
saying ‘No’.’


‘It is disturbing sometimes to dominate
the mind of another, and not wish to,’
Thomas Smith replied. ‘That is all it is in
your case, Glenny. I am a compelling,
unavoidable influence, without wishing to
be—and it isn’t fair to you. I shall never
ask you to marry me though. You may as
well know that now.’


Glenda could not help the despondency
that crept into her expression. To
her, this statement implied that one day
he would step out of her life and leave an
emptiness that she knew could never be
filled. Married to him she could feel sure
that he would be at her side.


‘You mean you don’t feel towards me
as I do towards you?’ she asked.


He looked troubled for a moment. ‘It
isn’t a question of that, Glenny. I’m
extremely fond of you—as you know—and
if it were possible I would ask you
to marry me—but I just can’t.’


‘You’re married already perhaps?’


‘No.’ Thomas Smith brooded. ‘No, it
isn’t that.’


‘Then what else can there be?’ Glenda
asked, puzzled.


‘Between you and me, Glenny, there is
an absolute barrier and neither of us can
cross it. It just happens that we are
attracted to each other and yet can do
nothing about it. For you it is difficult to
understand this attraction: for me the
answer is plain. Some day I hope I shall
make you understand.’


Because she could think of nothing to
say Glenda just gazed in bewilderment,
noting the signs of mental struggle that
were registered on his face. He did not
explain further then however, and by the
time they reached Bedford’s Fold he
seemed to have decided to let the matter
drop.





Hardly speaking a word they went to
Glenda’s home and prepared a meal in
readiness for the arrival of Mrs. Carlyle.


Once or twice Glenda wondered what
the neighbors would be thinking, having
seen her arrive with Thomas Smith; then
he himself interrupted her thoughts with
a grave comment.


‘It doesn’t matter what they think,
Glenny. Remember what I told you. Act
as you consider right and take no notice
of anybody else.’


‘It isn’t so easy when there are
conventions and laws,’ Glenda sighed. ‘It
would be different if we were engaged.
Nobody could say a thing then. As it is I’ll
have a good deal of talking to do to
explain my conduct. Serves me right. I
should have waited for mother.’


‘Engaged,’ Thomas Smith repeated,
musing. ‘To become engaged would mean
marriage later. Otherwise, to make you
comfortable, I would become engaged to
you, but it would not be right if I did it
without ever intending to marry you,
would it?’


‘Look here, Tom, haven’t I been your
friend for long enough by now to merit
your entire confidence?’ she snapped. ‘I
keep on tolerating your strange remarks
and utterly impossible questions, but I’m
coming to the end of my patience. I’ve
told you I’m fond of you—and I am. But
please don’t go on expecting me to be
baffled indefinitely.’


He smiled. ‘Your reaction is quite
natural. I’m surprised you have been
quiet about it for so long.’


‘Then tell me the facts! Who are you,
and what is your business here? I won’t
publish it. I won’t tell a soul. I just want
to satisfy myself and know what kind of a
man I’m a slave to.’


Thomas Smith hesitated, seemed on
the verge of explaining himself—and
then he looked up as the main door
suddenly opened and Mrs. Carlyle came
in. Glenda slowly relaxed, fighting back
her disappointment at the interruption.
By the time she had turned to her mother
she had forced a welcoming smile.


‘So you got here ahead of me?’ Mrs.
Carlyle asked, kissing Glenda gently and
then glancing at the laid table. ‘And a
celebration tea all set out! Hello, Tom,’
she added shaking hands as he smiled at
her. ‘Congratulations—Not that anybody
in their right senses would have
convicted you anyway.’


‘I’m glad you’ve decided to use my first
name,’ he said.


‘Time I did, isn’t it? I think of you in
the same way as I think of Glenny—as
though you’re a son of mine.’


‘It isn’t quite that way, mum,’ Glenda
said, ‘and it makes it awkward. Tom and I
are not engaged, and we never will be.’


‘Why not? What is there against it?’


‘A great deal,’ Thomas Smith answered.
‘Something Glenny and I cannot alter. I
may be able to explain one day, but I
can’t at this moment.’


‘Oh, I see—’ Mrs. Carlyle frowned. It
was perfectly clear she did not see. ‘Then
if you don’t intend to become engaged to
Glenny why do you keep on associating
with her? It’s all wrong, you know.’


‘Why?’ he asked.


‘Why? Well, because—er—’ Mrs.
Carlyle made a bewildered movement.
‘Because it just isn’t done, that’s why. No
decent man keeps constant company with
an unmarried woman unless he intends to
make her his wife, or unless she’s a
relative.’


‘Then let us say that I am a relative.’


‘But you’re not!’ Glenda objected,
staring. ‘No relative at all. A complete
stranger.’


‘I wonder. You too will wonder one day.
For the time being we shall remain just
friends.’


Mrs. Carlyle half opened her lips to
comment and then she met Thomas
Smith’s eyes. She knew in that moment
that further argument was useless, and so
did Glenda. She saw that Thomas Smith
was looking at her, smiling in that odd
way he had, and she knew more than ever
that she must remain at his side for as
long as he wished it. Her eyes strayed
from his features to the crocuses on the
table. They made a dappling of brilliance
in the cold winter sunlight. They were still
as fresh as the moment when her mother
had picked them.


That evening Glenda drove herself
and Thomas Smith to his new home,
where she spent an awe-stricken hour
wandering through the opulence of the
great place and marveling at the speed
with which everything had been fixed
up. And elsewhere a meeting was in
progress at the residence of industrialist
Alvin Denroy.


In his library the cigars were fragrant,
the wine superb, and as usual Denroy was
doing all the talking. His three colleagues—‘Oil’
Brookings, ‘Transport’ Kendal,
and ‘Aircraft’ Glosser—were all listening
and glancing at each other significantly at
intervals.


‘I tell you, gentlemen, this is the most
wonderful thing that ever happened,’
Denroy insisted. ‘Nobody seems to have
realized just how wonderful, except for a
few of the fools who look on Thomas
Smith as a divine healer or something.
That angle is of no interest to us, of
course. Our concern is that he is a natural
telepathist and a brilliant man in every
way. I think, if he wished, he could rule
the world.’


The remaining three tycoons nodded
somberly.


‘Since we, unfortunately, because of
human limitations, cannot rule the
world,’ Denroy continued, ‘I think it
would be to our advantage to secure the
services of somebody who can.’


‘And give him the opportunity to do
so?’ asked the oil magnate. ‘Not for me,
Al, thank you.’


‘I put it badly,’ Denroy apologized.
‘What I mean is, we should make it worth
the while of this genius to read the
thoughts of certain people for us! I don’t
have to tell you how valuable it would be
to us to know, for instance, just what
certain statesmen and leaders are planning
to do at this moment. We could
anticipate everything and amass even
greater fortunes from that very knowledge
alone.’


‘True,’ agreed the aircraft king, ‘but can
this man be bought? I get the impression
that he is wealthy, even as wealthy as we
are, and judging from his statements can
become trebly wealthy and at any
moment he wishes. What offer could you
make to a man like that?’


The industrialist examined the end of
his glowing cigar and then said dryly: ‘I’m
going to offer him the world!’


‘Talk sense!’ the transport king protested.


‘It is sense, Kendal—believe me. I’ve
heard enough about this man to have
guessed long ago that his ambition is to
master the world; but for some reason,
brilliant though he is in his statement, he
does not seem to know how to go about
it. We could show him—or I could—in
return for certain favors. In that way he’ll
be content, and so shall we. If, when our
own ambitions are satisfied, he should
prove a nuisance by being in too
dominant a position, we can always take
care of the situation.’


‘For my part,’ said the oil man, musing,
‘I should go very warily, Al.’


‘Warily?’ Denroy laughed shortly. ‘You
don’t suppose I’m going to put on kid
gloves to handle a fellow of 27 or so, do
you—even if he is a phenomenon?’


The oil man insisted: ‘I’m as aware as
you are of this man’s prowess, as much as
I’m aware that he is the strangest man as
ever rose to power. That being so, I refuse
to believe that anybody with such
exceptional talents does not know how to
go about ruling the world. The answer is
that he does not want to! He probably has
other plans.’


‘To a man who has exceptional power
the mastery of others is the only possible
end,’ Denroy retorted. ‘Anyway, I’m going
to get him to help us.’


‘Apparently,’ the aircraft man said, ‘he
is a clever telepathist and also has unusual
ways of destroying people he doesn’t like.
What’s going to happen if he manages to
read your inner purposes? You won’t be
too safe, will you?’


‘Naturally, there will be risks,’ Denroy
admitted. ‘One cannot put over anything
big without that possibility—but I’m
prepared for it all. I’m getting Smith here
and will get all the help I can from him. I
shall want you boys to help lend some
conviction. It may be more than I can
handle alone.’


The three glanced at each other and
then with mutual assent they nodded.


‘When does the interview come off?’
Kendal asked.


‘No idea as yet. I’ll tell you the moment
I’ve fixed it. I’ve already made a point of
breaking the ice with Smith, and he’s
quite an agreeable young man who
doesn’t seem to know how powerful he
really is. Our biggest trouble will probably
not come from him, but from Glenda
Carlyle of the Clarion.’


‘The one who writes those articles
about him?’ asked the oil man. ‘Shouldn’t
be difficult to keep her in her place,
surely?’


‘No, probably not,’ Denroy admitted,
‘but the trouble is that she knows only too
well that we are not exactly saints and,
being as close to Smith as she is, she may
warn him to be on his guard. So we’ll
have her opposition to break down first. If
the girl should prove too embarrassing to
our plans we can always arrange something.’


And at that moment Glenda was in the
huge lounge of Baynton Hall. There was
luxurious quietness around her. A fire was
burning crisply in the old-fashioned
grate, giving forth the only light there was
and submerging the more remote corners
of the room in deep shadow. Outside, the
January afternoon had died and here and
there a flake or so of snow drifted.


Glenda was happy. She had never been
so happy in her life before. She was alone
in this great, magnificently-appointed
house with Thomas Smith. He was seated
on a low chair opposite her, staring
fathoms deep into the flames.


‘In spite of sounding monotonous,’
Glenda said at last, ‘I still don’t
understand it.’


Thomas Smith roused himself. ‘What
this time, Glenny?’


‘This magnificent place you have fitted
up. What’s the idea of it when it is purely
for your own use? You are not a selfish,
self-centered man, so why all this?’


‘I believe one should have the best of
everything.’


Glenda looked at him intently, her
violet eyes seeming black in the
firelight.


‘Tom, at the risk of going back over old
ground, why can’t I share things with
you?’


‘You can, for as long as you wish.’


‘I mean as your wife. It isn’t that I want
just to live in this house. I want to be near
you. Why do you make me so attached to
you only to frustrate me?’


He hesitated for a long moment, then
getting out of the chair he came over and
stood before her. ‘Stand up, Glenny,’ he
requested, and she did so. The next thing
she knew his arms were about her and he
kissed her twice with possessive power.
Then he stood back a little, still holding
her shoulders, and looked down into her
face.


‘What extraordinary power a woman
can exert over a man,’ he mused. ‘Even
without conscious effort she can do it. It
is something transcending all other
dominations.’


Glenda gave a wistful smile. ‘It’s a pity
you have to go all biological about it,
Tom. For a moment I thought you had
really come down to earth. Now you
seem to be trying to find an excuse for
having kissed me. You needn’t you know. I
liked it. I’d like it again, any time you
want. We can’t go on forever holding each
other at arms’ length. My whole life,
everything, is tied up in you and whatever
you do.’


‘I shouldn’t have done that. Please
don’t interpret too much into those
kisses, Glenny.’


‘Listen, Tom,’ she burst out impulsively,
‘when two people love each other
as devotedly as we do they—’


She would have said a good deal more
only she noticed that he was not even
looking at her. He had gone back to his
chair, his eyes fixed on the fire. She
waited for a moment, then with a sigh she
turned away and wandered across the
room.


Before she fully realized it, lost as she
was in her own moody thoughts, she had
reached the dark expanses of the
old-fashioned hall. There was no sound
save the soft sigh of a northerly wind
about the ancient eaves . . . Against the
stained glass windows the twilight still
lingered, and tiny blurred ghosts of snow
drifted.


Glenda shivered a little. Away from the
fire the air was cold, but she wanted to
think, to be alone for a moment, to try
and decide for herself what she must do
about Thomas Smith. She had no
conscious idea of where she was going. In
a house so huge it was like walking about
outdoors. She only came to a halt when
she realized from the smell of the
atmosphere that she had come to
somewhere different. The inescapable
odor of age-old timbers had gone.


Instead there was the tang of newly-sawn
wood and fresh paint. She reached
out her hand and fumbled for an electric
light switch. When the glow came into
being she saw she was standing just inside
the recently-built annex.


The place was filled with the most
amazing radio equipment she had ever
seen. Wondering, she walked forward
slowly, looking about her in the bright
light. She had seen radio-transmitting
stations before, but for complication none
of them had been the equal of this one.
She had common scientific knowledge
enough to identify such details as
transformers, and so forth—but here
was equipment that baffled her.


She listened to the hum of power
coming from behind a massive door,
then she looked overhead at curiously-fashioned
spiral antennae looped into the
high ceiling. The windows were of frosted
glass to negate all chance of anybody
prying from outside.


Frowning to herself she strolled over to
a desk, which, in design, reminded her of
a giant typewriter or the manual of an
organ. In a little well in the center was a
chair screwed to the rubber-sheathed
floor. Sitting in the chair she contemplated
the scribbling-pad at her right
elbow. A few words had been written
upon it—


‘. . . faced with a difficult situation.
Must either ask for release from obligations
so I can explain; or return home and
bring the disturbing influence to an end.
Have greatly underestimated the power of
physical attraction which is not nearly so
over-mastering at home, perhaps because
we are schooled to rule our emotions.’


Glenda read the words again, trying to
make some sense out of them, then at a
slight sound she turned. Thomas Smith
had come into the annex and was
standing looking at her. He was not
smiling, neither was he angry. He just
gazed, with so fixed a stare that Glenda
felt her nerves quivering. For the first
time in their association she felt vaguely
afraid of him.


‘How did you get in here, Glenny?’ he
asked levelly, coming forward.


‘Oh, just by chance. The door was
unlocked and so I wandered in.’ Glenda
got quickly to her feet, feeling that she
must keep talking. ‘You have a wonderful
laboratory here Tom! Why didn’t you
show it to me when you took me over the
house?’


‘Because I didn’t see what advantage it
could be to you to see it.’


‘But that’s absurd! It’s the most
wonderful place I have ever been in. I
don’t pretend to understand what the
stuff is for, of course, or the first thing
about it, but I’m sure it’s something
tremendously exciting and complicated.’


‘Complicated, yes,’ he agreed, and his
gaze traveled to the notepad beside the
chair. ‘You read that, I suppose?’ he asked
shortly.


‘Yes, but I didn’t understand it.’


Glenda no longer felt that fear which
had seized her for a moment. Thomas
Smith did not appear angry. If anything
he seemed undecided, so Glenda seized
her chance.


‘Tom, you don’t belong to this world,
do you?’ she asked, her gaze fixed on him
intently.


He raised his eyes to look at her and
waited.


‘Such a thought would have been too
utterly fantastic to commence with,’ she
hurried on, ‘but now I’ve come to see it is
the only possible explanation. You don’t
know a thing about our customs; you’re
used to a social-order quite different from
ours, and you have an intelligence far
exceeding anything we of this world ever
had—save perhaps the Ancients. You
have also spoken of a barrier between us.
So adding everything up there is only one
conclusion: You do not belong to Earth!
Am I right?’


‘Not entirely,’ he answered, smiling—and
Glenda frowned.


‘In what sense do you mean that? You
either do, or do not, surely?’


Glenda had no chance to discover
whether he intended to answer, for at that
moment there was the sound of a
telephone ringing somewhere in the
house. Thomas Smith reached forward
and took her arm.


‘We can talk elsewhere than in here,’ he
said, and led her out of the laboratory,
locking it behind him. Then he switched
on the hall lights and went over to the
telephone.


‘Mister Smith?’ asked a chesty voice.


‘Speaking.’


‘Remember me? Alvin Denroy? I
thought I’d like a word with you.’


‘Yes I recall you mentioning it, Mister
Denroy.’ Thomas Smith’s eyes strayed to
Glenda and he saw her expression
change at the mention of the
industrialist’s name.


‘How about a get-together?’ Denroy
asked.


‘Might I ask for what purpose? I’m very
busy.’


At the other end of the wire Denroy
scowled for a moment. He was not
accustomed to being addressed so
brusquely. Nevertheless it paid him to
keep his tone amiable.


‘It is a matter of great importance to
both of us, Mister Smith, which I wish to
discuss with you. Your recent activities
have made you very important, and I
myself am not exactly a nonentity, so—’


‘You know where I live, Mister
Denroy, if you wish to see me,’ Thomas
Smith said briefly. ‘The address is
Baynton Hall, Middle Bedford Fold,
Sussex—a fact of which you must be
aware since you have discovered my
telephone number, not yet in the
directory.’


‘When I take an interest in somebody I
have all manner of people working for
me,’ Denroy explained. ‘Certain scouts
found your number for me and the
location of your house.’


Thomas Smith’s jaw set. ‘From which I
gather that you have had me watched! I
strongly object to it!’


‘Not exactly watched,’ Denroy corrected.
‘I wanted to be sure I didn’t lose
touch with you. We have such a lot in
common—as you will see if we can have
a discussion.’


‘Very well then,’ Thomas Smith sighed.
‘When shall I expect you?’


‘I would much prefer that you came to
me.’


‘That’s impossible: I’m too busy. Since
it is a matter of indifference to me whether
we talk or not you will either have to
come here, or drop the whole idea.’


‘There are various reasons why I
cannot do that,’ Denroy temporized. ‘For
my own part I would willingly do so, but
there are three other affluent gentlemen
whom I wish you to meet and they have
certain equipment they wish you to see,
which cannot be moved. So you must
come to us.’


‘Very well, I’ll make an exception.
When shall I call?’


‘Would this evening about eight be too
much to ask?’


Thomas Smith glanced at his watch.
‘I’ll be there. Where is your home?’


‘The Larches, North Rise, Maida Vale.
Easy to find.’


Thomas Smith put the ’phone back on
its cradle without further comment and
stood thinking. Glenda came slowly
forward and looked at him.


‘I didn’t hear the other side of the
conversation, Tom,’ she said, ‘but I did
gather enough to know that Denroy has
got you to do as he wants—as he does
with everybody. Why don’t you stand out
against him?’


‘Chiefly because I want to find out
exactly what he’s after. He is one of those
people who are a menace to the
community, and the sooner I know how
much of a menace the better. Since he
won’t come to me I must go to him.’


‘Just a moment!’ Glenda caught at his
arm. ‘Don’t tell me you have one of those
notions of yours that he needs rubbing
out! He’s very important. If you start
eliminating him there’ll be trouble.’


‘It doesn’t concern me, Glenny, whether
he’s important or not. It is his ambitions
in which I’m interested, and if they
don’t appear favorable towards everybody
concerned I shall have to do something
about it.’


‘When his ’phone call interrupted us
you were going to tell me something—about
yourself—’


‘Yes, but it will have to wait. It’s seven
o’clock now and I have to be in Maida
Vale by eight. You won’t mind driving me
over there?’


‘Of course not, but I’m holding you
to your promise to finish your story
about yourself at the earliest moment.
In the meantime have I your permission
to write an article about this house of
yours?’


‘By all means, but don’t refer to the
laboratory. That is private, as is also my
admission that I am not entirely of this
world.’


‘In any case I couldn’t use that remark.
It doesn’t make sense. You must be one
thing or the other.’


‘Not necessarily, Glenny. The answer is
really much simpler than you think—However,
we must be on our way.’



6
 Unfit to live



During the swift journey back to London
Glenda and Thomas Smith exchanged
but little conversation. It was nearing
eight when they reached North Rise,
Maida Vale, and the residence of Alvin
Denroy set well back from the street.


‘Am I to wait for you?’ Glenda asked,
as Thomas Smith alighted from the car
and looked about him.


‘If you don’t mind. I can’t say how long
I’ll be but I certainly don’t intend to
delay matters.’


‘I suppose,’ Glenda said, through the
open window, ‘it’s silly for me to say that
I’m afraid for you—but honestly I am!
I’m sure Denroy has no good purpose in
wanting to see you, and if anything
should happen to you I—’


‘Nothing will,’ Thomas Smith assured
her, smiling. ‘I’m aware of the kind of
man I’m dealing with. I’ll handle him.’


With that he turned, passed through
the gateway of the residence, and went up
the driveway. An immaculate butler
admitted him and then conducted him to
the library. Just inside it Thomas Smith
paused and looked about him, his dark
overcoat tightly buttoned. He had refused
the manservant’s offer to relieve him of
his outdoor wear.


Alvin Denroy came forward with hand
extended and a genial smile on his
bulldog face. The other men had also
risen and began acknowledgments and
handshakes as Denroy made the introductions.
Apparently each man was
connected with an essential industry.


‘My time is limited, gentlemen,’ Thomas
Smith said briefly, settling down and
shaking his head at the offer of cigars and
drink.


‘Of course,’ Denroy agreed, also sitting.
‘However, I have a proposition to put to
you, Mister Smith, and I am confident
that it will interest you.’


Thomas Smith did not move a muscle.
His magnetic eyes remained on Denroy’s
face—much to the latter’s inner
discomfiture.


‘You have a number of strange gifts,’
Denroy proceeded. ‘You are a telepathist;
you have the secret of making yourself
invisible at will; you have the mastery of
wealth and power. Yet apart from one or
two unspectacular demonstrations of
these powers you make little use of them.
Why is that?’


‘I thought,’ Thomas Smith replied, ‘you
referred to a proposition, not a cross-examination.’


‘Sorry: I didn’t mean to pry. What I
mean is, you don’t seem to realize the full
extent of your genius.’


‘I know exactly what I can do, Mister
Denroy, and if I didn’t I could hardly
picture you, or any of these gentlemen
here being anxious to improve things for
me.’


‘You are making it very difficult to
conduct things in a friendly atmosphere!’
one of the men protested.


‘I didn’t ask for this interview, did I?
Come to the point, please!’


Denroy cleared his throat. ‘In return
for assistance from you, Mister Smith, I
am prepared to show you how best to
obtain the complete mastery of the world!
We realize of course that you are
somebody different—a queer, dominant
personality who has come amongst us
from a source we do not know, but that is
beside the point. We are not interested in
your origin, only in what you can do.’


‘For your benefit,’ Thomas Smith
added dryly.


‘I didn’t say that!’ Denroy snapped.


‘You thought it, though.’ Thomas Smith
looked from one to the other. ‘Perhaps it
would save time if I outlined your
proposition for you? You want me to pry
into the secrets of every leader in the
world and give you information as to
what is being planned. You want me to
become the greatest Paul Pry in history,
so you can enrich yourselves over and
above the immense fortunes you have
already accrued. In return for that you are
prepared to steer me into a position of
so-called dominance.


‘Having gained that point you would
eliminate me, which would leave you all
in a position of supreme authority, able to
wage destruction or beneficence at will,
and as far as I can detect beneficence is
foreign to you. I know everything you are
up to, gentlemen, and in any case the
price is not good enough. I don’t want
the mastery of the world.’


Denroy stared. ‘You don’t want it?’


‘No. Which you, of course, find hard to
understand.’


‘Then why are you amongst us if that
isn’t your aim?’


‘Why I am amongst you is my own
business. One thing I do perceive, and
that is that you gentlemen are a definite
menace to the community as a whole. I
can go where I wish and read thoughts as
I choose—and I do not like what I read
in the thoughts of you men here. You have
schemes that could bring the human race
to destruction.


‘You have the impudence to think that
you could drag me into this, that you
could precipitate things by having me
learn from various leaders just what they
plan. You have also talked over the idea of
eliminating me if I should prove awkward.
In the laboratory adjoining this library
there is a lethal chamber in which you
think you might dispose of me because I
know too much about you.’


All save Denroy were staring at Thomas
Smith, stunned by the manner in which
he had read their innermost thoughts.
Not so Denroy. Though he showed no
outward sign of his fury his fingers
clenched tightly about the large glass
paperweight on the desk beside him.
Suddenly he threw it, with such violence
and deadly aim that Thomas Smith had
no chance to save himself. Stunned, he
slumped out of his chair onto the floor.


‘That wasn’t very smart!’ one of the
men snapped, leaping up.


‘No other way,’ Denroy told him. ‘I
completely underestimated this fellow.
We’ve got to be rid of him before he starts
telling everybody how much he knows
about us. Give me a hand to get him into
the lab.’


‘You’re not going to—’ the aircraft
man looked alarmed.


‘I am going to kill him,’ Denroy stated
deliberately. ‘I have a regard for my neck
if you haven’t for yours. Stop talking and
help me.’


Since there seemed to be nothing else
for it Thomas Smith was picked up and
carried across the room to a doorway.
Denroy opened it and stepped into a
small laboratory, the light switching itself
on automatically as the door opened.
Thomas Smith’s dead weight was hauled
across the space to a steel door and then
set down for a moment.


Pulling the clamps away from the door
Denroy swung it wide and went beyond.
He inspected several cylinders, checked
their tube connections to a switchboard
in the laboratory, then gave a nod.


‘Bring him in,’ he ordered—and
Thomas Smith was dragged inside and
dumped in the center of the metal floor.
Denroy looked down at him for a
moment, then stepped outside and
clamped the door shut again.


‘Nothing else for it,’ he decided. ‘We
can’t afford to let a man like that go
running loose now we’ve been fool
enough to let him read our minds. He’s a
menace!’


‘Whose idea was it to bring him here
anyway?’ the oil man demanded. ‘I told
you this would happen! We’ll never get
away with wiping him out, either. He’s
too celebrated a figure for the thing to
pass off lightly!’


‘Listen, there’s one thing you’re
forgetting,’ Denroy said, breathing hard.
‘He came from nowhere in the first
place, didn’t he? If he utterly
disappears, as mysteriously as he
arrived, who’s to know the difference? If
he told anybody he was coming here we
can always say he vanished from the
midst of us . . . The fact remains he has
to be eliminated and I remain sanguine
that my recently-discovered war-gas will
do it!’


Turning, he spun the knobs on the
switch-panel, which controlled the outflow
of gas from the cylinders within the
lethal chamber. For five minutes he left
them on at full pressure and then stood
looking at the grim-faced men around
him.


‘He’ll be dead, that’s certain,’ one of
the men said finally, ‘but that doesn’t rid
us of his body—or had you thought of
that?’


‘Certainly I have,’ Denroy snapped.
‘It’s the most important thing of all, and
here is the answer.’


He nodded towards the further wall
where there stood four large flasks filled
with an ice-blue fluid, each flask tightly
stoppered.


‘Liquid air?’ asked the transport man.


‘Exactly. Used a lot in my business and
will consume steel and turn it into dust,
so it will certainly destroy flesh and bone.
I think we can be rid of the corpse
completely by destroying it with liquid
air.’ Denroy looked at his watch, then at a
switch on the panel.


‘That opens the ventilator and allows
the gas to disperse,’ he explained.
‘We’ll give it fifteen minutes. Until then
let’s get back to the library. I need a
drink.’


The men followed each other out and
had hardly got their drinks poured before
there was a tap on the door and the butler
appeared.


‘Well?’ Denroy asked him shortly. ‘I
thought I told you we were not to be
disturbed?’


‘There’s a Miss Carlyle, sir,’ the butler
said. ‘From the Clarion. She would like a
word with you.’


‘Ask her to come again: I can’t be
bothered now. Mister Smith is examining
some equipment in the laboratory and we
are awaiting his opinion. It’s no time
to—’


‘Sorry,’ Glenda apologized as she
appeared, pushing past the startled
butler. ‘I could hear you from the hall and
I don’t like being kept waiting.’


The butler started to protest, but
Denroy dismissed him; then he studied
Glenda.


‘Well, Miss Carlyle?’ he asked.


‘I’m looking for Mister Smith,’ Glenda
explained, coming forward and glancing
about her. ‘Where is he? I notice his hat is
here. I got rather weary of waiting in the
car for him, especially as he told me he
wouldn’t be long.’


‘You mean you came with him?’


‘Yes; I drove him here.’


The men exchanged glances, then
Denroy said: ‘Have a seat, Miss Carlyle.
Mister Smith won’t be very long. He’s in
the laboratory checking over some equipment.’


‘Oh—’ Glenda settled herself, her
expression half puzzled as her eyes
strayed to the door towards which Denroy
had glanced. Then she found him before
her with a glass of wine in his hand. She
took it and nodded her thanks.


‘It is possible,’ Denroy said, ‘that our
little conference with Mister Smith may
last for quite a time even after he has
finished checking the equipment. I think
you would find it tiresome waiting. I’ll
give him a message for you if you like.’


‘I don’t like,’ Glenda said, and took a
sip of the wine as she watched Denroy’s
face intently.


‘Is this visit supposed to be on behalf of
the Clarion, or what?’ the aircraft man
snapped.


‘I’m here simply because I am Mister
Smith’s ‘Girl Friday’,’ Glenda answered.
‘Where he goes, I go. He asked me to wait
for him, and I intend to.’


Denroy cast a sidelong look at his
colleagues; then Glenda got to her feet
decisively.


‘With your permission?’ she asked, and
went to the laboratory door.


Denroy did not stop her. He watched
her open the door and then go into the
laboratory beyond.


‘What’s the idea, Al?’ the aircraft man
asked Denroy. ‘She’ll be bound to
discover he isn’t there! She’s dangerous! I
thought you said nobody knew Smith had
come here?’


‘I guessed wrong, that’s all,’ Denroy
answered. ‘And it simply means we have
one more person to be rid of, that’s all.
Follow me,’ he instructed, and with his
friends behind him Denroy walked into
the laboratory and closed the door.


Glenda looked up from glancing about
her. Her expression showed that she had
already guessed half of the truth.


‘Where is he?’ she demanded. ‘I
thought you said he was in here?’


‘He is,’ Denroy answered, then to his
colleagues: ‘Grab her, boys!’


Before Glenda could save herself her
arms and shoulders were seized and she
was forced down into a chair and held
there. She sat watching intently as
Denroy gave her a malicious smile and
then released the clamps on the door of
the lethal chamber. The door swung
slowly on its massive hinges as he pulled
at it. Cautiously he sniffed the air within
the chamber, nodded, and then stepped
inside. In a moment or two he had
dragged forth Thomas Smith’s body and
laid it in a corner.


‘What have you done to him?’ Glenda
shouted, frantically fighting uselessly to
free herself. ‘You’ve killed him!’


‘In with her, boys,’ Denroy ordered.
‘Pity to have to do this but we can’t be
safe any other way.’


Kicking and struggling Glenda was
dragged across the floor to the chamber.
She was almost within it when Thomas
Smith spoke. His voice was cold and
deliberate.


‘Release Miss Carlyle, gentlemen, and
turn to face me.’


The four men hesitated, awe-stricken.
They had their backs to Thomas Smith.
Each man had been convinced that he
was dead. It seemed impossible that a
man could be steeped in poison gas for
fifteen minutes and live. Slowly Glenda
was released.


‘Release that girl, gentlemen, and turn
to face me!’ Thomas Smith commanded,
and was obeyed.


He was on his feet now. Glenda half
started to speak in relief but he silenced
her with a gesture. She stood watching
him, and for the first time since she had
known him she beheld the most unbelievable
expression coming to his face. She
realized that this must have been the look
that Henry Armstrong and the tramp had
seen and which, later, had sent them to
their deaths.


It terrified her even though it had no
appreciable effect upon her. On the four
men just in front of her, however, the
effect seemed akin to paralysis. They were
motionless, not a finger moving, gazing at
Thomas Smith with hypnotized intensity.


His eyes seemed to distend in the most
extraordinary way until it was impossible
for Glenda or the men to look anywhere
else but at them. His voice seemed to
come from far off.


‘Normally, of course, your recently-invented
war-gas would kill, but it
happens that you are not dealing with a
normal man. I have a mind far stronger
than my body and since the body can
only obey the mind I stayed alive—unhurt—the
moment I recovered
from the momentary unconsciousness
produced by that blow you dealt me. I
was quite conscious when you dragged
me into that chamber, Denroy, but I
waited to see what you did. Now I realize
that not only my death but Miss Carlyle’s
as well was intended.’


The eyes seemed bigger than ever. They
had become enormous black orbs from
the top of the cheekbones to the tip of the
eyebrows. There was no demarcation
between iris and pupil. It was like gazing
into two gleaming black pools in the
depths of which glowed green, lambent
fire. In those terrible orbs, the face now
seeming small by comparison, Glenda
read an ageless wisdom and terrifying
mental power. A sense of destruction and
death hovered around her.


‘Earlier in our conversation, gentlemen,
I concluded that you were unfit to live
because of the plans you have made,’
Thomas Smith continued. ‘What has
happened since has not caused me to
amend my opinion. I have plans, also.’


There was silence for a moment and
Glenda forced herself to look away from
the glaring, alien eyes as she vaguely
sensed the battering of a stupendous
mental force. It was only when Thomas
Smith spoke to her directly, his voice as
quiet as it had always been, that she
turned. He was standing beside her,
looking down on her with that half
amused smile. His eyes, his expression,
were normal again.


‘Did—did I dream all that a moment
ago?’ she asked. ‘About you, I mean. Did
you really look so terrifying?’


‘It was not a dream, Glenny, and I
think we had better leave here.’


She nodded quickly and looked at the
four men as she passed them. They were
standing motionless, like figures in a
waxworks.


‘Are they dead?’ she questioned, as
Thomas Smith urged her across the
laboratory.


‘Not yet. They have post-hypnotic
orders to obey.’


Glenda wondered vaguely what the
orders could be, but Thomas Smith was
evidently in no mood to elaborate. He led
her through the library and out into the
hall. The butler hovered, surprised at
their departure without his having been
informed of it beforehand.


‘Good night, madam—sir,’ he said
gravely.


‘You will find Mister Denroy and his
friends in the laboratory,’ Thomas
Smith said. ‘You’d better see if they
need you.’


‘Yes, sir.’ The butler looked mystified.
‘Very good.’


The moment he had seen Thomas
Smith and Glenda out he went to the
laboratory and opened the door, looking
in on the four men moving about within.
They seemed to be preoccupied in
studying the huge stoppered flasks by the
wall.


‘Mr. Smith suggested, sir, that you
might need me,’ the manservant
remarked.


He was ignored. The men still surveyed
the flasks and then began to move them.
Vaguely offended, the butler withdrew
and closed the laboratory door.


Once in the car Glenda looked at
Thomas Smith sharply as she switched on
the ignition.


‘Why did you tell the manservant to go
and see if Denroy wanted anything?’ she
asked.


‘To prove, Glenny, that those four men
are still alive after we have gone. Before
very long all of them will be dead, but the
way it has been arranged the butler can
vouch for it that I am not responsible,
since we shall be some distance off when
the men die. All right, Glenny, drive on—back
to my home.’


‘I’ve my editor to think of before that,’
she protested. ‘He has never seen
anything of me since I set off to court this
morning. I’d better put in an appearance.’


‘As you wish,’ Thomas Smith conceded,
and relaxed.


As she drove through the London
streets, Thomas Smith quiet beside her,
Glenda kept seeing again that
extraordinary being who had stood in
the laboratory—that metamorphosed
Thomas Smith who had become
something so terrifying that she had
been forced to turn away from looking
at him. She asked herself why she was
now seated so casually beside him,
driving him along because he had asked
her to. By rights she should have been
getting as far away from him as
possible, convinced as she was at last of
his nonhuman origin.


‘And yet you don’t,’ Thomas Smith
remarked.


‘No,’ she admitted absently, and then
gave a start as she realized he had read
her thoughts.


‘You stay beside me, Glenny, because
you are loyal,’ he said. ‘Because you love
me. That’s something I shall always
remember. Please don’t let that business
in the laboratory upset you. It’s over and
finished with. I would rather you had not
seen my expression, but it couldn’t be
helped. At other times I have turned my
back to you to save you the experience.’


‘Did you look at my mother like that
when you cured her?’ Glenda muttered,
threading amidst the traffic.


‘Good heavens, no. Only anger makes
me look like that!’


‘The face contorts, yes, but it doesn’t
make one’s eyes go twice as large until
they look like—like I just don’t know
what,’ Glenda finished helplessly. ‘If ever I
became sure of your not belonging to the
human race it was in that laboratory
tonight.’


‘But I do belong to the human race!’ he
protested.


‘I don’t believe it, Tom. I couldn’t, after
that! No human being ever looked like
you did.’


‘I still insist that I am a human being.’


‘How can you be when you’ve as good
as admitted you don’t belong to this
world?’


‘I said—not entirely.’


‘And what kind of an answer is that?’
Glenda demanded. ‘Why can’t you tell
me the truth?’


‘Because I don’t think you’d believe it,
and because I have orders not to do so.’


Glenda drove on in silence for a time,
then when she was on a clear stretch of
main road leading into the heart of the
city she spoke again.


‘I have a theory about you,’ she said.
‘You are from another planet. I don’t
know which—maybe Mars, Venus, or
somewhere. I’m not well up in astronomy,
but I have read some imaginative fiction.
Probably you’re from Mars, since some
writers say that it has an older civilization
than ours—hidden below the surface—and
therefore the people on it must be
far cleverer than we are. Now it is also
possible that some of our early races were
smart enough to know how to travel
across space, and perhaps they escaped
from the Deluge and other disasters and
later settled on Mars. That would mean
that if you are from Mars you are partly
from Earth, too, since your ancestors
started from here way back in the dim
beginning of history.’


‘Interesting,’ Thomas Smith commented,
musing.


‘Add to that the meteors seen just
before you appeared, and the chunks of
iron with rivets in them which I saw
myself—that could suggest a space
machine, and with you inside it. You
survived the crash and came amongst
us. That laboratory annex in your home
contains radio equipment for getting in
touch with your home planet. Your home
is probably Mars—the ‘home’ referred
to on that scratch pad of yours in the
lab.’


Thomas Smith laughed. ‘You’ve worked
out quite an admirable theory, Glenny,
and I congratulate you upon it. Only it is
quite wrong. I am not from Mars or Venus.’


‘Well—the stars, then!’ Glenda
suggested. ‘Some other planet, anyway.’


‘No. I am of this world, my dear.
Earlier I was going to waive instructions
and tell you all about it. Now I see what
an inventive mind you have got I think I’ll
let you guess the answer. If you haven’t
done so by the time I am due to depart,
I’ll tell you all about it.’


‘But, Tom, if you are not from another
world there is no barrier to us marrying.’


‘There is, Glenny, and a very real one!
You’ll see why in time.’


Glenda gave it up, at least for the
moment. Thomas Smith’s inscrutable
smile, that look as if he were enjoying the
prank of a child, nettled her somewhat
but she managed to keep her temper. In
any case she had no chance to argue
further about the matter for the Clarion
offices had been reached.


‘I’ve got to explain being away all day,’
Glenda said worriedly. ‘I haven’t much to
hand in the way of information, either.
Unless I write up something about your
new home.’


Thomas Smith roused himself from
thought. ‘I’ll come with you, Glenny.
Probably I can deal with your editor.’


‘More than likely!’


Glenda found his hand at her elbow
and they entered the great building together.
As they went along the brilliantly-lighted
entrance hall Thomas Smith asked a question.


‘You haven’t yet met a man by the
name of Gregory Vane, have you?’


Glenda thought for a moment and then
shook her head. ‘Not that I can recall.
Why?’


‘You will. Probably in the next few
minutes.’


This time her bewilderment was
complete. Thomas Smith could not
possibly have read this fact from her
mind because the name meant nothing
to her; yet he seemed to be sure
enough that such a man would shortly
come into her life. Nearly too confused
to think straight she entered the lift
with Thomas Smith beside her and they
were taken to the fourth floor and the
news editor’s office.


He was not alone. A youngish,
good-looking man with thick dark hair
and intellectual features was deep in
conversation with him—but he broke it
off and rose as the two of them entered.


‘Sorry to interrupt, chief,’ Glenda
apologized. ‘I’ll come in again later—’


‘Stay right here,’ the news editor told
her. ‘You too, Mister Smith. I want you
both to meet Mister Gregory Vane.’


‘Glad to know you,’ Gregory Vane
said, apparently not noticing Glenda’s
fascinated stare and Thomas Smith’s
inscrutable smile. ‘In fact you, Mr.
Smith, are the very man I want to talk
to!’


‘Indeed, Mr. Vane? Upon which subject?’


‘You! I’m a scientist and I have a few
theories about you I’d like to discuss with
you.’


‘I’m afraid I have little information to
offer you, Mr. Vane.’


‘Oh, come now!’ The good-looking
young man’s eyes were bright with
challenge. ‘The miracle man in person
and he has nothing to offer! I think that
you have so much to offer that you can
virtually stand science on its ear! I was
just asking the news editor here how I
might get in touch with you when in you
walked!’


‘As for you, Glenny, what do you mean
by walking out on me?’ the news editor
demanded. ‘What are you paid for? Not
to keep constant company with Mr.
Smith, I can assure you!’


‘You gave me the exclusive job of
writing up about him,’ Glenda pointed
out. ‘So I have to be with him quite a lot.
I’ll have a column of today’s activities in
before the paper goes to press.’


‘You’d better! You—‘scuse me!’ The
news editor picked up the telephone.
He listened and his gaze became fixed.
‘Yes, yes, go on,’ he said abruptly,
making notes on his scratch pad. ‘All
four of them, you say?’ He whistled and
then rang off.


‘Something big?’ Glenda asked.


‘I’ll say! Four of the biggest commercial
giants in the country have just made a
suicide pact and killed themselves off
together by jumping into a bath of liquid
air! I just got the tip-off from Griffiths of
the Yard. He keeps me posted on things
like that when he has permission to tell
the Press. The police are having a look to
see if there is any evidence of foul play.
You happen to know anything about this,
Mister Smith?’


‘Even if I do, no good purpose could be
served by my admitting it,’ he answered.
Then he dismissed the subject entirely
and said: ‘I am here chiefly to make
excuses for Miss Carlyle. She has been
out with me ever since the court
acquitted me this morning and I believe
she has quite an interesting story to tell of
our wanderings.’


‘I have everything except what I want,’
Glenda sighed. ‘I don’t know where
Mister Smith hails from, and he won’t tell
me. All he will say is—the answer’s
simpler than you think.’


‘Glad to hear something is,’ the news
editor growled. ‘For myself, I’m completely
baffled by you, Mister Smith, but I
don’t hold it against you. Strictly off the
record, I think you’re doing a good job
amongst us, though I don’t know what
you’re aiming at.’


‘I’m leaving town for a while on
business,’ Thomas Smith remarked.


‘You are?’ Glenda looked surprised.
‘You’ve never mentioned it before.’


‘An oversight, Glenny. I have some
special work to do. The moment I’m back
in town I’ll get in touch with you.’


‘Then you’re leaving that wonderful
home of yours just after you’ve got it all
fixed up?’ Glenda asked.


‘Only for a while. I know you are
wondering if it is safe to leave it with so
much valuable equipment inside it. It is
quite safe—rest assured on that. I have it
protected by an electrical barrier and
there is nobody with sufficient intelligence
to break the barrier down.’


The news editor looked at Glenda and
she looked back at him. Gregory Vane,
however, was studying Thomas Smith
intently.


‘Practically everybody accepts your
statements, Mister Smith,’ he said. ‘Miss
Carlyle and the editor, for instance, but
I’m afraid I don’t. I suggest you make the
statements you do because you have
foreknowledge of everything that is going
to happen. You know already that your
home will not be touched in your
absence.’


Thomas Smith smiled. ‘You are a man
of considerable intelligence—and
curiosity, Mister Vane.’


‘I think for myself, that’s all—and
being a scientist helps a lot. That’s why I
want to talk to you, if I may, before you
leave on this trip of yours.’


‘I’m afraid the time does not permit,’
Thomas Smith said, and turned to shake
Glenda’s hand in farewell.


‘Mister Smith, I know your secret,’
Gregory Vane said quietly. ‘I could tell it
to the world right now and everybody
would probably say I’m crazy, yet it
would be the truth. It is so surprisingly
logical, too. Maybe other scientists have
guessed it, but have not come into the
open as I have.’


Thomas Smith faced him. ‘May I ask
why you have, Mister Vane? What good do
you hope to achieve by telling your theory
to the world?’


‘It isn’t a theory: it’s fact, and my
reason for wanting to publish it is that it
could do my career a lot of good.’


‘How so?’


‘In the same way that Lister’s discovery
of antiseptic made him immortal. It
would cause me to become the discoverer
of a new science, and the first in the field
gets the credit. You cannot blame me for
wanting to better my lot as a research
scientist.’


‘You mean for personal gain you would
give me away?’


Vane’s eyes gleamed. ‘Then you admit
I’m right!’


‘Since I know what you are thinking I
cannot do anything else. However, I also
perceive that you have the instincts of a
man who would respect my confidence if
I asked for it.’


‘Certainly.’


The news editor’s head was jerking
back and forth from one man to the other
as though it were on wires. Glenda was
looking perplexed, trying to salve something
tangible from the conversation, and
failing utterly.


‘I have it in my power,’ Thomas Smith
said, ‘to make you completely forget the
theory you have formed about me, but,
satisfied that you are a man of honor, I
leave you in possession. I ask that you
keep it to yourself until I say you may
expound it. When that time comes I will
also give you written and other corroborative
evidence in support.’


‘You have my word,’ Vane said
promptly, shaking hands. ‘This is the
most wonderful thing that ever happened—not
only to me as a scientist,
but to the whole world.’


On that the subject dropped and left
the news editor seething.


‘Will one of you fellows tell me what in
hell goes on between you? If there’s a
story, I want it!’


‘You will have it finally,’ Thomas Smith
assured him. ‘Miss Carlyle will write it up
for you. I’ll see to that. In the meantime I
have things to do. Goodbye for now,
Glenny—and to you, Mister Vane.’


Thomas Smith departed, and the news
editor compressed his lips. ‘A great help
you are, Mister Vane! You know as much
as Smith, apparently, and won’t say a
thing!’


‘You wouldn’t expect me to break my
word to him, would you?’


‘No, I suppose not. It’s galling,
though. I suppose you couldn’t hint at
anything?’


‘I could,’ Gregory Vane smiled, ‘but I’m
not going to. I suggest you just keep on
guessing.’ He glanced at his watch. ‘Well,
I must be going. Now I’ve seen Mister
Smith I’m satisfied—’


‘Can you wait another ten minutes?’
Glenda broke in quickly.


‘I can, yes, but why?’


‘I’d like a chat with you, Mister Vane.’
Glenda gave him a frank look. ‘First,
though, I’ve a story to dash off on my day
with Mister Smith; then I’ll be free.’


‘Okay. I’ll wait.’





Whilst Thomas Smith was returning
home by a late local train, Chief-Inspector
Brough was in his office at
Scotland Yard. He was in the worst of
tempers and Detective-Sergeant Cavendish
in his own corner knew better than to
interrupt his superior’s obviously disquieting
thoughts.


Finally Brough shrugged his broad
shoulders in a manner that seemed to
suggest he was resigned to the inevitable.


‘Suicide it will have to be,’ he said,
‘even though we know that isn’t the right
answer.’


‘I should think it isn’t!’ Cavendish
protested. ‘I’ve never heard of anything so
fantastic as four millionaires, with everything
in the world they can wish for,
leaping into a bath of liquid air and
putting an end to themselves. Thoroughly,
too! Nothing but the charred
remains of their bodies and a few
identifying marks where the liquid air had
not reached. I don’t think I ever saw
anything quite so horrible as that scene in
the laboratory.’


‘Nevertheless we can’t prove foul play,’
Brough said. ‘I’ve been thinking it out
and there’s nothing we can pin on
Thomas Smith.’


‘There ought to be something,’ Cavendish
insisted. ‘We know that he and
Glenda Carlyle were almost the last
people to see the four men alive, and—’


‘Yes—almost!’ Brough interrupted.
‘That’s what trips us up! The butler told
us he saw the four men alive after Thomas
Smith had left with Miss Carlyle and that
very fact prevents us making a charge.
The butler swears that Thomas Smith did
not return to the residence, so suicide it
will have to be. Knowing Smith as we do,
we can be pretty sure that he did some of
his hypnosis and forced those four men to
kill themselves.’


‘Well since Smith is known to be a man
of peculiar mental powers haven’t we
enough to go on in that fact alone to
arrest him on suspicion? I tell you sir, the
man’s a menace! He just blots out
everybody he doesn’t like! How much
longer is the public going to stand by and
watch us do exactly nothing?’


‘I know just what everybody will say,
same as you do,’ Brough growled, ‘but in
this instance we are hamstrung. If I
arrested Smith, granting I could ever get
my hands on him, the main point against
me would be that he had left the house
when the men killed themselves. If I tried
to prove hypnosis as the cause of the men
killing themselves I’d not get anywhere.’


‘Why shouldn’t you?’


‘Because Thomas Smith would bring in
mental experts to testify that nobody can
be hypnotized to do anything injurious to
themselves, the reason being that the law
of self preservation is the dominant
instinct of the human mind—and so on
those grounds I’d never be able to prove
to a jury that Smith had hypnotized not
one, but four strong minded men to kill
themselves. I personally am convinced
that he did, but I could never prove it
definitely.’


‘You mean,’ the Sergeant hazarded,
‘that Smith is able to make people kill
themselves if he wishes it?’


‘Exactly! Our experts have based their
conclusions on the fact that nobody has
ever yet been amongst us with the terrific
mental power of Thomas Smith. No,’
Brough sighed, ‘there’s nothing we can
do, Cavendish. Even if it costs us our jobs
in the finish, I much prefer to leave that
fellow alone. He’s the biggest enigma
we’ve ever come up against.’


Brough said no more. As far as he was
concerned, the case of the four magnates
was one of suicide—and while he arrived
at this decision Glenda was seated in her
car half a mile from the city garage where
she intended to park, with Gregory Vane
at her side. It seemed an extraordinary
change to her to have a young, vital, and
entirely understandable man beside her.
It did much to break the extraordinary
spell that Thomas Smith held over her.


‘Very kind of you to give me a lift this
far, Miss Carlyle,’ Gregory Vane said. ‘It’ll
save me fifteen minutes getting home.’


‘At this hour that will be a help,’
Glenda smiled. ‘It’s nearly midnight—or
perhaps your wife is accustomed to you
knocking about at all hours?’


‘Wife? I’m not married. I live in
rooms and spend as little time as
possible in them. Every waking moment
I am in the laboratories, either doing
routine work or making experiments of
my own. With all the equipment around
me and time on my hands I might as
well.’


‘Yes, just as well,’ Glenda agreed,
satisfied that she had discovered he was
unmarried.


He said: ‘This is a marvelous car you’ve
got! I never saw one quite like it before. If
this is what the Clarion provide for its
staff I must be in the wrong business!’


‘Mr. Smith bought this car for me for
services rendered—as a guide, I mean.’


‘Nothing cheap or ordinary for Mister
Smith!’


‘If only I knew as much about him and
his origin as you do, Mister Vane, I’d be a
much happier woman,’ Glenda sighed.


‘Why are you so interested in his
origin?’


‘Apart from common curiosity, Mister
Vane, I want to find out why there is such
a barrier to my marrying him. I’m willing
and so is he—but he insists that we
can’t. I suppose you know why not?’


‘Yes.’ Gregory Vane looked pensive.
‘Yes, I do—but I didn’t know things
were that serious between you. Certainly
you can never marry each other, Miss
Carlyle, so forget all about it.’ He got out
of the car. ‘Thanks for everything. Be
seeing you again one of these days, I expect.’


‘I can always be found at the Clarion
offices in the late evening,’ she answered,
and with that he nodded, and then closed
the car door.


Thoughtfully, Glenda started up the
engine and then swung the great car into
the side street that led to the garage. She
liked Gregory Vane quite a lot, she
decided. Since Thomas Smith was, for
some mystic reason, forever beyond her
reach, perhaps she might do worse than
cultivate the young, sincere scientist. At
least he behaved like a human being.



7
 Revelations



When Thomas Smith left the Clarion
offices he apparently stepped into the
unknown. Nobody, it seemed saw him
leave the building and he did not return
to his home. In some ways this was perhaps
a blessing for him for all manner of
people, from so-called expert telepathists;
people with incurable diseases, all wanting
their own selfish demands satisfied,
had assembled outside his residence.


Glenda was puzzled by Thomas Smith’s
disappearance, but to her surprise—and
relief—it was nothing like the hurt she
had expected to experience to lose him.
For one thing she had Gregory Vane in
mind. With Thomas Smith’s continued
absence, day after day and no report from
him, Glenda even found herself wondering
how she had ever become so attached
to him.


Then, by degrees, from various sources
throughout the world, there came into the
offices of the Clarion and other newspapers
items that suggested the strange
power of Thomas Smith was at work.
First there came from Vienna the
intimation that Dr. Franz Yaheff, the
noted specialist, had discovered an
instantaneous cure for cancer.


This in itself was epoch-making—in
the medical world at least—and in its
incipiency warranted headlines; until it
was supplanted by the news that Boyd
Irwen, the great American oculist, had at
last discovered how to make an artificial
eye. Tests he had made had shown that
the blind could see perfectly with it.


These two discoveries, marking an
enormous stride toward the greater
comfort of the human race, tended to
overshadow other scraps of information
wherein it appeared that totally independent
workers, sometimes separated by
thousands of miles had happened up on
the formulae for curing all manner of
minor ailments. Each man and woman
responsible for these great ideas declared
that they had just ‘thought of them’, but
both Gregory Vane and Glenda were
inclined to wonder if the information had
not been somehow willed into their minds
by the beneficence and mysterious power
of Thomas Smith. Glenda in particular
could not help but remember how closely
Thomas Smith had questioned her as to
which were the prevalent incurable ills of
the time.


She half expected, after hearing of
these discoveries that Thomas Smith
would return to London, but there was
still no sign of him. Instead there was a
cessation of medical discoveries, and
instead engineers and scientists seemed to
develop their own ‘brainwaves’.


New and safe uses for atomic power
were announced, and the by-products
were used to the fullest cheapest advantage.
Ideas were put forth which made
commercial interplanetary travel a certainty
within a few years, and most
extraordinary thing of all, nations gradually
ceased to revile each other.


When this newest development in daily
affairs occurred, Thomas Smith had been
absent for a fortnight. In fact his advent
had almost been forgotten in the
succession of unexpected announcements.
Glenda, still true to her memory
of him, and wondering if he would ever
come back, suggested as nearly as she
dared that it was his influence alone
which was responsible for the change in
the affairs of men. Without the definite
facts at her command, however, she
found it difficult to write convincingly.
Her articles on Thomas Smith she
reserved for her personal remembrances
of him, putting into her work every facet
of his composite character.


The only person with whom she could
exchange views was Gregory Vane, and it
pleased her that he had sought her of his
own volition. In a fortnight from their
first meeting their friendship had become
firmly cemented. He made it a habit to
meet her each evening as she left the
Clarion office, a time that he said
coincided with his own time of departure
from the research laboratory.


‘Suppose,’ Glenda said one evening, as
she sat with him in a supper-bar, ‘that
Tom never returns? Doesn’t that release
you from your promise not to tell what
you know about him?’


‘I don’t think so, Glenny,’ Gregory
Vane replied, musing. ‘I gave him my
word to keep quiet until he gives me
permission to speak. If he never gives
permission I shall never speak. That’s all
there is to it.’


‘Why the necessity for silence? What
difference can it make?’


‘As far as I can see it would have
completely upset his plans for world-betterment
if his secret had become
known—for the simple reason that he
would have been so besieged by scientists
and curiosity-mongers he would hardly
have been able to turn round. Had the
truth got out he might even have been put
in an asylum.’


‘With his powers he could have got out
easily enough.’


‘Very probably, but it is much simpler
for him not to have the need, isn’t it?’


‘Much,’ agreed a man who had settled
at the next table.


Glenda and Gregory Vane both turned
sharply. Together they absorbed the
details of the dark coat and hat and the
white features.


‘Tom!’ Glenda breathed in amazement.
‘It’s you, isn’t it?’


‘Yes, Glenny. Sorry if I startled you.’
Then when Glenda and Gregory Vane
had moved to his table Thomas Smith
added: ‘I got back to London late this
evening and rang up the Clarion office.
They told me you had left. I didn’t give
my name. I’m not anxious to have
people chasing me for information.’


He paused for a moment and ordered a
meal as the waiter came over. The man
went away again, entirely unaware of his
customer’s identity.


‘You have been behind these recent
discoveries, haven’t you?’ Gregory Vane
asked, his voice low. ‘And also the change
in world thought towards a more settled
state of things?’


‘Yes, I have. It seemed to me that in
the political field, at least, humanity had
too much science and not enough
sense, so I’ve altered things to make the
future safe. There won’t be any war,
you know,’ he finished.


‘If you say so, there won’t,’ Gregory
Vane agreed.


‘There’s no certainty of it,’ Glenda
objected.


‘There is when I say there won’t be,’
Thomas Smith assured her—and he said
it with conviction not egotism. ‘As to the
change of heart in political outlook, the
sudden friendliness instead of hostility,
the answer is simple. During my world
tour I put into the mind of each country’s
leader a full awareness of what his biggest
enemy is planning. You perceive the
outcome? The leader of every country has
to be pleasant because he isn’t sure how
much the other fellow knows about him!
It makes war impossible. Nobody can
fight a war when his innermost plans are
known to the enemy, any more than you
can play any kind of game when your
intended moves are known to your
opponent . . . As to the stockpiles of
atomic weapons, which play such a big
part on the political chessboard, I think it
will be found that they will never be
needed. This change of heart throughout
every country will end in the bombs and
other weapons being broken down for
their by-product usefulness.’


Glenda stared, her mouth slightly open.
Gregory Vane looked at her and chuckled
to himself.


‘All right, laugh!’ she exclaimed. ‘I’ve
never yet been able to get over the fact
that Tom here predicts things with
absolute certainty, even to my meeting
you.’


‘You are going to be married soon, of
course?’ Thomas Smith asked.


‘We—we haven’t thought of it yet,’
Gregory Vane protested, embarrassed.


‘You will. On a sunny morning in July
this year, the twelfth to be exact, you’ll
both leave Saint Peter’s church as man
and wife, and on that day, Glenny, you
will know for the first time why you and I
could never marry.’


‘And I don’t find out until then?’ she
demanded.


‘I shall make it my wedding present to
you. The one mystery you have never
been able to solve, and which is so simple
when you know it. However, to get back
to cases. I think my touring is now over,
that I have done all I need. I came to tell
you both that I am leaving.’


‘For good?’ Glenda’s voice dropped.
‘But you can’t, Tom! You’re doing such
wonderful things in the world!’


‘There is no more to do,’ he answered
simply. ‘I have set humanity on the right
track by giving it the correct ideas, or at
least I have put those ideas into the minds
best fitted to receive them—and there
my work ends.’


‘Your work?’ Glenda repeated. ‘You
mean that was your reason for coming
here? To put the human race to rights?’


‘Partly. That is insofar that what
human beings do today will pattern
posterity.’ Thomas Smith paused for a
moment and then to Glenda he added:
‘All this was pre-destined, Glenny. It
had to happen.’


‘I’m still baffled, Tom.’


‘The best thing we can do is go to my
home,’ he said. ‘I have no wish to delay
things any longer before departing, but I
did promise you a story. It needs my
laboratory to do it properly. It is not far
from midnight, but perhaps you can both
spare the time?’


‘Try and stop us!’ Glenda exclaimed,
getting quickly to her feet. ‘I can have the
car out of the garage in five minutes—and
we’ll be on our way.’


And they were. In half-an-hour the car
had brought them to Thomas Smith’s
residence. Mid-way up the drive however
he told Glenda to stop.


‘You can’t get through the electrical
barrier,’ he explained. ‘I can because I’m
impervious to it. I’ll go ahead and switch
off the current. Don’t move until I come
back.’


He had returned in five minutes and
the run up the driveway was completed.
Once in the house he led the way to the
laboratory, suggesting refreshment first
but finding the offer refused since Glenda
and Gregory Vane had already had a
meal.


‘This is certainly some lab you have
here,’ Gregory Vane declared, gazing
about him. ‘Looks like the nerve-center of
a high-powered radio or TV station.’


‘It isn’t though,’ Thomas Smith smiled.
‘Agreed everything is electrical, but it has
nothing to do with radio or television.
Nor is the lab powered from the ordinary
main. I use an atomic power-pack which
you can hear humming behind that
protective door there.’


Glenda glanced towards the door and
nodded. She had already been aware of
that droning when she had first
stumbled into this queer, complicated
place.


‘It would perhaps save a lot of
explanation if you took a look at this,’
Thomas Smith said, and crossing to a
cabinet brought out a file. From it he
took a much-creased and faded newspaper
and handed it over.


‘As a newspaper woman, Glenny, this
edition of the World Times will interest
you,’ he said.


‘World Times?’ Glenda frowned as she
unfolded the paper. ‘I’ve never heard of
it—’ She broke off with a start, gazing at
extraordinary headlines:


 
MUZEEUM REKORDS DESTROID HISTRY SEKSHUN GUTTED


 

‘What on earth does this mean?’ she
asked blankly. ‘It looks like the effort of a
school-kid! What museum? What history
section?’


Thomas Smith smiled. ‘That, Glenny,
is a reputable daily paper with the highest
paid columnists, even if they do have
numbers instead of names. Observe the
date.’


Glenda found it—January 27, 2302.


‘This is ridiculous!’ she protested. ‘It’s
dated nearly three-hundred years ahead
of today.’


‘Just so, and yet the paper is old and
faded. I had it in the files for several years
before I dug it out at the last moment and
brought it along with me as proof.’


‘Proof of what?’


‘Proof of the fact that I belong not to
the present day but to the year 2306,
three centuries ahead. That is what I
meant when I said I am not entirely of
this world—‘world’ in that sense
meaning the present era.’


Glenda stared at the paper in utter
fascination, examining the amazing advertisements
and incredible spelling—then
she realized the paper was not newsprint
at all, but some very fine metallic
substance. She looked up at last into
Thomas Smith’s amused features.


‘Simply stated, I am out of ‘Time’,’ he
said. ‘Mister Vane here, being a scientist,
had arrived at that conclusion, through
his own analysis of my behavior. I have
come for a definite reason. I came to
restore the records lost in the museum
fire.’


Thomas Smith motioned to chairs and
then continued: ‘You see, I live three
centuries ahead of you, in a city which is
the chief city of the world. It has the
name of Monopolis, derived from the
word ‘Monopoly’ and meaning it is the
major controlling center. In my own time
and space I am a scientific historian with
the number of JN-476. Long ago names
were replaced by numbers: In our time
there is equality of the sexes, marriage by
permission of the Eugenics Council,
destruction of the dangerous and unfit,
and so on; in my time many of the
theories of today are established facts.


‘Today a great deal of experimenting
with telepathy is proceeding. In my time
the experiments have achieved fruition
into an accomplished art. Every man and
woman can read thoughts as simply as
speaking, and that in itself has destroyed
all underhanded work, threat of war,
criminal tendency, and so forth. When
thoughts can be read the last barrier to
secrecy has gone. Secrecy is the root
cause of strife. One has to live aright, or
perish.’


Glenda opened her handbag and began
taking notes.


‘Some time ago—in my era—a
scientist discovered how to travel back
and forth through the centuries. You
would not understand the intricacies, but
I can tell you that it amounts to moving
physically just as one does from side to
side or up and down. Time being an
abstract quantity it demands a mathematical
machine to move you through it.
Time is actually no more than a
hypothetical river, different periods of
time being akin to ships at different parts
of the river—some near to the source,
others to the mouth. The necessary
machinery can drive a ship backward or
forward along the river: so can the
necessary mathematical equipment drive
one back and forth along the time-stream.


‘However, it was found that our
history records of the earlier centuries
had in part been destroyed by fire, so
to complete them it was decided that a
scientist must go back to the earlier
time and gather the necessary data to
fill in the blanks. I was selected and
traveled here. The machine I used could
also fly in case I materialized over an
ocean but through a fault in the
mechanism it exploded on my arrival
. . . Hence a meteorite shower,
so-called, when I materialized over
Sussex. Hence the rivets in the metal
pieces.’


‘The pieces of metal then were the
remains of your time-machine?’ Glenda
asked.


‘Yes. My next move was to go to
London. In some instances I knew exactly
what to expect because not all the history
records were destroyed, but in other cases
I had to find my way. Hence my
uncertainty at times and confidence at
others.’


There was quiet for a moment, then
Thomas Smith proceeded: ‘The records
showed that in this present year, because
of the intervention of a stranger who
called himself Thomas Smith, peace
became established throughout the world
and humanity took the first real step to
emancipation. That proved that I must
be Thomas Smith and that I would do
exactly as the records showed. It was
inevitable because it had already happened.
My job was simply to make it
come true, in which I could not possibly
fail because the record had shown it to
be so.


‘There is no record, however, of my
other experiences—such as my acquittal
by the court, my friendship with you,
Glenny, and other matters, but there is a
reference to an explosion destroying
Baynton Hall—tonight!’


Gregory Vane started. ‘Tonight?’


‘Exactly.’ Thomas Smith laughed. ‘The
explanation is simple. I intend tonight to
return to my own Time and when I go I
shall leave behind an atomic-detonator
which will destroy this place and all traces
of me. Time travel will not be discovered
for a couple of centuries, and because
history says it is so, so be it. I am
repeating actions, which, to me, are in the
past. To you, in the future.’


‘Very confusing,’ Glenda said, wrinkling
her forehead. ‘Just the same, there are still
things puzzling me. Those diamonds,
Tom. Where did they come from?’


‘I brought them with me along with
several others. Records said that diamonds,
in the past, were fabulously
valuable. To us they are only carbon,
uranium isotopes being the basis of our
currency. I set out with a pocketful of
diamonds knowing their value here, and a
suit of clothes designed for the era in
which I would need them.’


‘I see. How did you get involved with
those various men and kill them?’


‘In each case I read their thoughts from
a distance and then intervened.’


‘Those rocks and stuff you picked up
on our tour—why did you do that?’


‘The grass, rock, and sea water I
collected were specimens to take home
for record purposes, as samples of a past
time.’


‘Invisibility and your escape from the
lethal chamber?’ Glenda persisted.


‘Both can be explained by the mastery
of the body by the mind. Any material
thing obeys the mind, if it is strong
enough. By that process one can will
oneself to be invisible; can will oneself to
overcome death—can accomplish almost
anything. Unfortunately death is not
entirely conquered yet because we have
not fully mastered the curse of age. As
one grows older the mind becomes less
able to keep control of the situation
. . . That bowl of flowers I had your
mother pick—I willed into them the
thought of eternal life, and because mind
is above matter they will never die.’


‘In the same way, I suppose, you
created forgetfulness and so on in the
men you met?’


‘Yes. The minds of the people of today
offer no barrier to a mind like mine,
developed three centuries ahead of the
present, with all the power and
refinement that implies.’ There was a
silence, then Thomas Smith resumed.


‘Reverting to more personal matters,
Glenny. I knew that you and Gregory
Vane would meet for the very good
reason that our records show you were
married—or will be, from your present
point of view—on the 12th of July this
year. Eighteen months later a son will be
born. That, too, is recorded.’


Glenda gave Gregory Vane a glance and
he stirred uneasily.


‘In this age,’ Thomas Smith said,
thinking, ‘the sexes are curiously diffident
of each other. In mine they are equal and
biological process is discussed openly. It
explains why I, trained to the equality of
man and woman, got so confused when I
realized how firm a hold you had on me,
Glenda. I might even have yielded to that
hold—except for one glaring historical
fact that made it impossible. As I told
you, I intend to explain why we could
never marry, and I am leaving a sealed
message for you at my bank to be
delivered to you on your wedding day. You
will forgive the suspense?’


‘I’ve no choice,’ Glenda answered.
‘Tell me something. Going back to
invisibility. Why didn’t you appear in a
photograph?’


‘You can deceive the eye, Glenny, but
not the lens. The eye sees me here
because it is aided by complementary
mental senses like sound, sight, touch,
and imagination. That lens of the camera
has no such assistance. It registers purely
what is in the light waves at that moment.
It could not register me because by all
normal law I am not yet born. In a word,
the lens never lies, but the eyes do.’


‘Why,’ asked Gregory Vane, ‘didn’t you
reveal your secret? Was it because you
believed it might hamper your activities?’


‘Yes. It would have created such
confusion that my mission might well
have ended in failure. I had orders from
my own time not to reveal my origin until
my mission was finished: that is why I am
talking now.’


Glenda came to an end of making her
notes. Her eyes were bright with excitement.


‘There’s never been a story like this!’
she exclaimed. ‘Never! Granting anybody
will ever believe it, that is.’


‘You have Gregory as a witness to what
I have said—a scientist who can verify
the finer details for those who are inclined
to doubt—as, of course, some are bound
to do. On the other hand you have this
newspaper of three centuries hence, and
you have these coins . . .’


Thomas Smith gave Glenda a handful
of queerly designed bronze-looking
medallions, stamped ‘World Federation,
2306.’


He said: ‘They are made from a metal
unknown in this age. The paper, too, is
made of a by-product of the same metal.
There is your proof . . . And that,’ he
finished quietly, ‘is about all. My records
are complete and I have all the materials I
want for filling in the blanks in our files.
My job as a roving historian is done. In
this laboratory here you behold the
equipment necessary for returning me to
my own time. Since my original machine
was destroyed I had had to build a new
one, various engineering firms supplying
different parts so no one firm knew the
secret . . . And here is the machine itself.’


He crossed the laboratory, moved a
sliding door and pulled out an object on
wheels, with two short wings jutting from
the sides. It was made of polished metal
with two small portholes. Glenda and
Gregory looked at it in fascination, then
inside the airlock on a maze of complicated
controls.


‘I suppose,’ Glenda asked, ‘there’s no
chance of us coming with you for the
greatest story of all time?’


‘There isn’t room, Glenny. I rather
wish there were, but the idea of your
coming too was something that never
occurred to me when I made the
machine.’


‘When did you make it?’ Gregory Vane
asked.


‘During the first few days when I had
taken over this place. That was why I
wanted peace and quiet. However, neither
of you can come with me, because history
says distinctly that I—Thomas Smith—returned
alone. That cannot be
altered. If I ever return here, though,
something may be done.’


‘Do you think—you ever will?’ Glenda
asked.


‘I don’t know, Glenny. I don’t know
. . . It has been wonderful knowing you,’
he continued, gripping her hand warmly.
‘And you have the right companion in
Gregory here—that I know. And don’t
forget to be out of here within 10 minutes
of my machine vanishing. The atomic
detonator will go off then. Obviously you
will get away safely otherwise you
couldn’t be married in July next!’


Glenda laughed uncomfortably over
the paradox of the situation, and started
to ask another question—but Thomas
Smith did not give her the chance to
finish it. He shook hands with Gregory
and then climbed swiftly into the airlock
of the machine.


The curious scientific equipment inside
the contraption was sufficient to cause the
electrical components of the laboratory to
start functioning under remote control.
Silent, awe-struck, Glenda and Gregory
watched the fantastic display as the
machine became hazed in amethyst light.


It shimmered, became so brilliant it was
hard to gaze at it; then by degrees it became
transparent and with a sudden swoosh of
hot air was gone, the space was empty.


‘Better get out,’ Gregory said quickly,
and gripped Glenda’s arm. ‘Remember
what he told us.’


She nodded, and together they hurried
from the laboratory. Glenda had hardly
driven the car a safe distance along the
road beyond the driveway before the
entire mass of Baynton Hall appeared to
lift clean out of the earth, blasted into
fragments by an explosion of inconceivable
power.


Miles away windows were broken by
the blast. The car in which Glenda and
Gregory sat rocked but did not overturn,
the high bank acting as a baffle. Then
Glenda began driving on again. On the
way were crowds of inquisitive people
heading into the night.


Glenda got her story into the Clarion
offices at 1.30 in the morning, and the
news editor, who had departed for the
night, was called back to print a special
edition for the strangest tale ever turned
in. He did not say whether he believed it
or not—but he printed it. The coins and
newspaper from 2306, together with the
other queer mysteries always attached to
Thomas Smith, were evidently enough to
convince him.


Next day the world knew the story—and
the only man who could explain
it so that it made sense was Gregory
Vane. His lectures on Thomas Smith
made him famous. Glenda’s articles on
Thomas Smith, and her recent
biography of him, raised her to an
envious literary pinnacle.





As Thomas Smith had predicted, July
12th was a sunny day, and though the
wedding was exciting, Glenda was even
more excited by the arrival of a small
parcel, given to her by a solicitor’s clerk
as she was leaving St. Peter’s church.
Not until the celebration was over, and
she and Gregory were on the train for
the first lap of their honeymoon did she
open the package Thomas Smith had
left for her.


She found herself looking at a diamond
of such size and luster it stunned her. It
exceeded those she had already seen in
Thomas Smith’s possession.


Then she unfolded the letter Thomas
Smith had written. She read it slowly,
with Gregory reading it over her shoulder.
It ran:




‘My dear Glenny,


‘For the many kindnesses you rendered
me during our acquaintance I am
enclosing a keepsake. At present value—in
your Time—it is worth about
two million pounds, so I shall always
feel that you can never want throughout
the rest of your life. Also I have
instructed the lawyers who have handed
you this package to transfer my bank
account, roughly another two million,
to Gregory Vane—not for his personal
use but for the furtherance of science. I
know he will succeed in founding the
Gregory Vane Institute of Science because
in my files it is recorded that he will
open it in a couple of years.


‘Now as to the problem that
bothered you—the reason why we
could never marry. There were two
barriers. One was because I belong to
the Future and you to the Present
(so-called), which two states can never
unite; and also for the much more
logical reason that I am related to you.


‘In October of next year you will
have a son, even as I told you. That son,
in turn, will also marry, being a famous
engineer when he does so. He will have
three children. To cut it short, Glenda,
your children will have three children,
and in the course of three centuries
that can stem out to mean quite a
number of people, of whom I myself
am one of the descendants! It means
that, very remotely, I am a grandson
of yours, dozens of times removed.
That is why we could never marry,
because had such a thing been
possible I could not have been born.
So you see, as I said, the answer is
simpler than you think!


‘Goodbye, both of you, and good
luck.


Tom.’
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