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__ran in his veins, but this was
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PAUL VARGAS; A MYSTERY _

Part L

" URING the course of
% my professional career
I have met with many
strange things. The
strangest, the most
i n comprehensible of
all, I am about to
narrate. Its effect
upon me was such that, without pausing
for investigation or Inquiry, I turned and
fied from the town—even from the country
in which I witnessed it. It was only whea
I was some thousands of miles away that
I recovered from my terror sufficiently to
think calmly over what had happened.
Thel I vowed a seif-imposed vow that for
many, many years I would mention the
matter to no one. My reasons for gecrecy
were these:

* In the first place | was, as I am now, a

doctor. Now_ I am fairly well to do, and
have little anxiety about the fuature. Then
1 was struggling hard to make a living.
Such being the case, I argued that the
telling of an incredible, monstrous tale—
the truth of which, however, 1 should be
bound to wmphold im spite of everything
and everybody—would do little toward
enhancing my reputatiod *rfor common
sense, or improving my professional pros-
pects.

In the second place, T determined to
wait, in the hope that, some time or'an-
other, matters might be explained to my
satisfaction.

So it is that for twenty years I have
kept my own counsel. My first reason for
silenes no longer exists; while as to the
second, I have now given up hoping for
an elucidation. The one person who might
make things clear I have never seen since.

+ + +

Although neariy a third of a man's al-
lotted years has passed, there need be no
fear of my magnifying or mystifying any-
thing. The circumstances are still fresh
in my mind; moreover, in the fear that
memory should piay me false, I wrote
down at the time all that happened—
wrots it with a minuteness and technical
detail which would be out of my place
here. v

xynoryeomamnwhomluw
but thrice in my iifelime;: or, I should
rather say, saw during three brief periods

~ of my lifetime. We were medical stu-

deamts together. His name—I do not change
it—was Paul Vargas.

He was a tall, dark-haired, pale-faced
young man; strikingly handsome In his
own peculiar style. His nose was aguiline
and well formed; the broad forehead be-
tokened great imtellectual power, and the
mouth, chin, and strong, square jaw all
spoke of stremgth of will and resolution.
But had all thess features been irregular
and unpleasing, the eye alone wonld have
redeemed the face from plainness. More
leminous, eloguent, expressive eyes I have
never seen., Their dark beauty was en-
mw;mamm-ﬂ-
dom met with when the sight is perfect,
as was Vargas’. They.ossessed in & re-
markable degree the power of reflecting
the owner's emotions. Bright as they al-
ways were, they sparkied with his mirth,
they glittered with his scorn, and when he
seemed trying to read the very soul of the
man he looked at, their concenirated gaze
was such as few could bear with perfact
ease, : =

This is a description of Paul Vargas as ,

I remember him when we first met. 1
may add tiat in age he was two years my
senior; in infellect, a hundred,

Of Vargas' family and antecedents his
fellow students knew nothing. That he

" was of foreign extraction was clearly

shown by his BDame and general appear-
ance. It was supposed that Jewish blood
con-
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deed, 1 believe he had no friends, and I
think I may add, no enemies. He was too

jeast expressed his opimions on the world
in general openly and freely.

ecrossed the country—one of those perlod-
leal’ waves which, whether caliled mes-
merism, clairvoyance, electro-biology,
spiritualism or thought-reading, rise, cul-
minate and fall in precisely the same
manner,
Paul Vargas, although ridiculing the
new craze, read everything that touched

polite and obliging to make foes; aithough  He had resolved to become a specialist. __ . '+ oven down to the penny-a-liner’s
there was usually a calm air of superiority He poured cut the vials of ‘his scorn on Scosunts of MYSterious OoCWITENOos.

about all he sald and did, which at times

the ordinary general practitioner—the
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rather nettled such an’ unlicked lot of
cubs as most of us were in those days,

Yet, if we were not bosom friends, for
some months I saw a great deal of Paul
Vargas. He was an Indefatigable student,
and, as if the prescribed course of study
was not enough for him, was engaged
during his leisure hours on seme original
and delicate experiments, conducted sim-
ply for his own pleasure. 'Wanting .some
one to assist him, he was good enough to
choose me. Why, I never knew. I flat-
tered myself it was because he thought
me cleverer than my fellows; but it may
have been that he thought me duller and
less -likely te anticipate or forestall his
discoveries.

Lnlerthhmnmt!tmdmt
two or three nights in every week at his
rooms. From ‘his lavish expenditure in
furniture and scientific apparatus it was
clear that Vargas had means of his own.
His surroundings were very different from
those with which the ordinary medical
student must be contented.

All our fraternity locked upon Paul
Vargas as aboormally clever; and when
the closer intercourse began between us I
hmﬂntlrnmrumhdﬂcmm
general opinion. He seemed to bhave all
the works of medical and surgical au-
thorities at his finger ends. He acquired

marvelous being who, with equal eonfi-
dence, is ready to grapple with fever, gout,
consumption, blindness, deafness, broken
bones, and all the other ills and accidents
which afilict mankind.

“It is absurd!” he said. “As weéll exs
pect the man who made the lenses for
that microscope to make the brass work
also—as well ask the author of this
treatise to print and bind it! I tell you
one organ, one bit of the microscosm
calied man, demands a life's study before
the cleverest dare to say he under-
stands it.”

+ 4+ 4+

Ccrulnlythoormulectdbyvm
for his special study was the most com-

plex and unsatisfactory of all—the brain, 0 plain English, I believed, if not mad _ .

Any work, new or obsolete, which treated
upon it—anything which seemed to dem-
onstrate the connection between mind
and body, he examined with intenss eager-
ness. The writing and speculation of the
v-hltddmmntm

“The truth may be found anywhers,”
he said: “if there is a diamond in the
ground the most ignorant boor may, un-
wittingly, dig it out.”

One wmight I found him in a strange,
preoccupied mood. He did his work me-
chanically, and I could see that his

:thou!hta kept straying away. We fin-
ished earlier than usual, and for a while

he sat opposite to me in silence. Then he’
raised his eyes and asked me a question.

+ + ¢+

What that question was I hawve mever
been able to remember. I have racked my
brain again and again, but bave never re-
called “the purpert of it. All I know is, It
was, from a scientific point of wview, so
supremely ridicuiems that I busst into a
peal of laughter.

For a moment Paul Vargas” eyves pos-
itively flamed. Feeling that our relztions
were not friendly emough to excuss the
indiscretion on my part, 1 hastened
a.pologiu mwunmmmm
and, wlthhhu.ln.mpciwnﬂoanlt
lips, assured me I had done nothing whieh
demanded an apology. He then changed

\mmmﬂw\.maﬂsmm

der of the day talked as rationally amd
instructively as the most methodical ol
lecturer in the schools.

He bade mé good night with his usual
politeness, and sent me away giad thst
my {li-timed mirth had not offended him.
Yet the next morning I received a nate
saying be had decided to discontinue that
particular series of researches in which I
had given him such invaluable assistanes.

I was somewhat nettled at this sum-
mary dismissal. Vargas asked me to his
rooms no more, and he was not the man
to call upon uninvited. 8o, except in the
school and in the street, I saw mnothing
more of him,

, It was predicted by those who should
know best that Paul Vargas would be the

 -scholar of the year. I alone dared to

doubt it. In spite of his great talemts amd
capacity for work. I fancied there was
that in his nature which wﬂdh!ﬂt/
these high hopes. There was something
wrong—something eccemtriec about him.

now, Vargas would ud'hhﬁnlnamnl-,
house,

However, he never went 9p for his last
examination. He had a surprise In stere
for us. Just before _the final trial in whigh

memuzﬁ“hﬂn&hd

his'notice. The series of experiments we, He went without a word .of warning -

were conducting were to the same end. I
need not describe them, but something of
their nature may be guessed at whem I
say it was long before the time when cer-
tain persons endeavored to persuade the
worid that scientists were flends in human
shape; who inflicted unbeard of tortures
on the lower orders of animals solely to
gratify a lust for cruelty.

‘We had been engaged on our researches
for some weeks—Vargas' researches, I
should esall them, as by thkis time my con-

' jectures as to what he aimed at had come

to an end. T grew tired of groping in the

- dark, and was making up my mind to teil

him he must enlighten me or seek other
mmlmgmm
after all, my first estimate of his- ability
was not.guite correct.

He certainly talked at. th-rh the

strangest and most erratic way. Some of

his speculntions and were enough,
umu-ddﬁrm“
of science. So wild, indeed, thai st times
lmmmmmu—m

_maﬂuﬂh—“
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went bag and baggage. He left no debts
behind him. He defrauded no vme. He
simply, without giving a reason for his

o
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departure, went away and left no traee

behind him. Some time afterward it was
mm:umu-omu;um
fortune. This explanation of his conduet
maph.dﬂomnﬂwmﬂy.
accepted as correct. \

After the nine days’ wonder had died
away L, like others, ceased 16 think about
the missing man. The years went by: I
Mmmm and
mmmmm-ugm
Mmmmnmm“

!mmmlﬂm—tm'

‘Vargas. 1 had no expectation of again
secing bim, nor any grest wish fe do mo.

- mt“mcenmuu'—ltmm&

wise;
m:m“mmuxm

fiir from being the staid, sober man I now

am. Bavhgalimamm-otmym,t

resclved fo see Mtn‘ of the world
befors. ¥ settied down, I was not. rich
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