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Machine squinted at him curiously, then dropped
back into his l>i^ chair.

For several minutes Varick said nothing; he
seemed to l>e struggling control himself. Sud-
denly he burst out: "I'm going to diesome day
next week. Is there anyway to |>reycnt it.''

The Thinking Machine turned his great yellow
head and looked at him in a manner which nearly
indicated surprise. "Ofooui e,i\ you've made up
your mind to do it."he said irritably, **Idon't see
what can be done." There was a trace of irony in
his voice, a coldness which brought Varick around
a little.

"
lust how is it going t<. happen?"

"Ishall lw murdered— stabbed in the back
—

by
a man whom Idon't know," Varick rushed on
desperately.

\u25a0 ik-ar me, dear me! How unfortunate! com-
mented the scientist. MTell me. something about
it. Hut here

— '
He roseand went into his lalora-

tory. After a moment la- returned and handed a
glass <«!' some effervesceni liquid t" Varick, who
gulped it down. "Take a minute to pull yourself
together," instructed the scientist.

11, resumed his seat and sat silent, with hisJong,
slender tinkers pressed tip to tip. Gradually Varick
recovered. It was a fierce fight for the mastery of
his emotions.

"Now." directed The Thinking Machine at last,
'

t< 11 me al»oul it."'
Varick told mst what happened, lucidly enough,

and The Thinking Machine listened with polite in-
terest. Once or twice he turned and looked at his
visitor. .. . .

"Do you believe in any psychic force? \ancK
asked once.•

Idon't disbelieve inanything until Ihave proven
that <t cannot be," was the answer. "1he God who
hung a sun up there has done other things which
we will never understand." There was a little
pan-, then: "'How did you mccl this man Adhem
>in.\ v "

• 1 have liecn interested for years in the psychic,
the occult, the things we don't understand," Varick
replied. ""1 have a comfortable fortune, no occu-
pation, no dependents, and made this a sort of
hobby. ! have studied
it superficially all over
the world. 1 met Adhem
Singh in India ten years
ago, afterward in tng-

land. where he went
through Oxford with a
little financial assistance
;r«-m me, and later here.
Two years ago he con-
vinced me that there was
something in crystal tfaz-
ing -call it telepathy,
K'lf-hypnotism, subcon-
scious mental action,

what \on will. Since
lien the science

—Ican
call it nothing cist.

—
has

guided me in every im-
port-nit act of my life."

"Through Adhem
Singh?

"
\u25a0 Yes."
"And under a pledge

of secrecy. I imagine
—

that is. secrecy as to the
nature of his revela-
tions;-""

Yes. In this case 1
have violated that
|H*-B

"Any taint Ol insanity
in vo-.ir family?

"

Varick wondered ifthe
question was insolent re-
proof,or merely a request
for information. He con-
strued it as the latter.
"No," he answered."

Xcver a touch of it.""
How often have you

consulted Singh?
"

"Many times. There
have Keen occasions when
he would tell me nothing,
because, he explained, tfie
crystal told him nothing.
There have been othei times when he advised me
« orrectly. He has never given me bad advice, even
in intricate stock operations, therefore Ihave been
comptlled to believe him in all things.*'•

You were never able to see anything yourse'f in
the crystal until this vision of death, last Tuesday
night you say*'"

"That was the lirst.""
11. \u25a0>•. ill you know the murder is to take place atany given time thai is n<-\t week-"

"That is the information Adhem Singh gave me."
was the reply. "He can read the visions— they
mean more to him than —"

%
"In other words, he makes it a profession?" in-terrupted the scientist.

\u25a0 Yes."
"Co on."
"The horror of the thing impressed him so—both

of us -that he has at my request twice invoked the
vision Mlice that night. 1 wanted to know when it
would happen. There is a calendar by weeks in
ly study; that is. only one week is shown on it at atime. The last time the vision appeared he noted
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Byrne's hand, \u25a0• Ihi afterward
it away in a }\u25a0• \u25a0> '-.- 1
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The smoke cleared, and . \u25a0.. Ailhcm Saclj

standing watching with deep \u25a0 ru-erh a rerofcer in
the h.iivl <>t Hatch, whi ildenly r-.r-.n ttota
the desk in Vanck's roc^m. inking Mathir.c
nibbed his handa briskly.
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'phone to Detective Mall,r;
this gentleman, anil also to
every person t<> be found in
this man tries t>> run. shiH>)

The scientist went out, ;

attention to hia sullen pris<
duzen rjtjestions, and receivii
it uj> a^ hopeless, Aftii
appeared in Ins r.Mial stat<
mint, and the crystal gazer

Then Hatch ami The Tl •

Adhera Singh's house. Th.
them atii! gone a\> a^ • '

them the gwl Jadeh: Th.
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•
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an«l sought out the crystal
bowed over the glittering gl
electrk (lash light.

-Bui 1 still don't see ho« i!
C '\u25a0•.. \u25a0 ..\u25a0
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Creeping Stcihhily, With \Vtjp.,n Raised.


