The Professor’s Experiment
By Edward Page Mitchdll

The red wine of Affenthd has this qudity, that one hdf-bottle makes you kind but firm, two
make you takative and obstinate, and three, recklesdy unreasonable.

If the waiter a the Prinz Carl in Heidelberg had possessed a soul above drink-money, he might
have cdculated accuratdly the effect of the sx haf-bottles of Affenthder which he fetched to the
goatment of the Reverend Dr. Belglory a the six o'clock dinner for three. That is to say, he
might have deduced this story in advance by observation of the fact that of the sx haf-bottles
one was consumed by Miss Blanche Bdlglory, two went to the Reverend Doctor, her father,
while the remaning moiety fdl to the share of young Strout, remotdy of New York and
immediately of Professor Schwank’ s psycho-neurologica section in the university.

So when in the course of the evening the doctor fell adeep in his chair, and young Strout took
opportunity to put to Miss Blanche a question which he had dready asked her twice, once at
Saratoga Springs and once in New York city, she returned the answer he had heard on two
former occasons, but in terms even more firm, while not less kind than before. She declared her
unalterable determination to abide by her parent’ s wishes.

This was not exactly pleasng to young Strout. He knew better than anybody else that, while
approving him socialy and humanly, the doctor abhorred his opinions. “No man,” the doctor bad
repeatedly sad, “who denies the objective verity of knowledge derived from intuition or
otherwise by subjective methods—no man who pushes noumena aside in his impetuous pursuit
of phenomena can make a safe husband for my child.”

He sad the same thing again in a grest many words and with much emphesis, after he awoke
from his nap, Miss Blanche having discreetly withdrawn.

“But, my dear Doctor,” urged Strout, “this is an affair of the heart, not of metgphyscs, and you
leave for Nuremberg tomorrow, and now ismy last chance.”

“You are an excdlent young man in severa respects,” rejoined the doctor. “Abjure your gross
materidism and Blanche is yours with dl my heat. Your antecedents are unexceptionable, but
you are intdlectudly impregnated with the most dangerous heresy of this or any other age. If |
should countenance it by giving you my daughter, | could never look the Princeton faculty in the
face”

“It appears to me that this doesn’'t concern the Princeton faculty in the least,” perssted Strout.
“It concerns Blanche and me.

Here, then, were three people, two of them young and in love with each other, divided by a
question of metgphyscs, the most abstract and usdess question that ever wasted human effort.
But that same question divided the schools of Europe for centuries and contributed largely to the
lis of martyrs for opinion’s sake. The famous old controversy was now taken up by the sx half-
bottles of Affenthaer, three of them stoutly holding ground againgt the other three.

“No argument in the world,” said the doctor's two haf-bottles, can shake my decison”; and
off he went to deep again.



“No amount of coaxing,” sad Miss Blanche's hdf-bottle, two hours later in the evening, “can
make me act contrary to Pgpa's wishes. But,” continued the haf-bottle in a whisper, “I am sorry
heis so stubborn.”

“I don't believe it,” retorted Strout’s three half-bottles. “You have no more heart than one of
your father's nortindividudized ideas. You are not red flesh and blood like other women. You
ae smply Extenson, made up of an aggregate of concepts, and assuming to be Entity, and
imposing your unreal existence upon a poor Devil like me. You are unred, | say. A flaw in logic,
an eror of the senses, a fdlacy in reasoning, a misplaced premise, and what becomes of you?
Puffl Away you go nto al. If it were otherwise, you would care for me. What a fool 1 am to love
you! | might as well love a memory, a thought, a dream, a mathematicd formula, a rule of
gyntax, or anything else that lacks objective existence.”

She said nothing, but the tears came into her eyes.

“Good-bye, Blanche” he continued at the door, pulling his hat over his eyes and not observing
the look of pain and bewilderment that clouded her fair face—“Heaven bless you when your
father findly marries you to a syllogism!”

Strout went whistling from the Prinz Carl Hotd toward his rooms in the Plockstrasse. He
reviewed his parting with Blanche. “So much the better, perhgps” he sad to himsdf. “One
dream less in life, and more room for redities” By the dock in the market place he saw that it
was hdf-past nine for the full moon hanging high above the Konigstuhle flooded the town and
valey with light. Up on the Sde of the bill the gigantic ruin of the old castle stood boldly out
from among the trees.

He stopped whistling and gritted his teeth.

“Pshaw!” he said doud, “one can't take off his convictions like a pair of uncomfortable boots.
After dl, love is nothing more nor less than the disntegration and recombination of certain mole-
cules of the brain or marrow, he exact laws governing which have not yet been ascertained.” So
saying, heran plump into a portly individual coming down the Sireet.

“Hdlo! Her Strout,” sad the jolly voice of Professor Schwank. “Whither are you going so
fast, and what kind of physiology talk you to the moon?’

“I am wdking off three hdf-bottles of your cursed Affenthder, which have gone to my fest,
Herr Professor,” replied Strout, “and | am making love to the moon. It's an old affair between
us.”

“And your lovely American friend?’ demanded the fat professor, with a chuckle.

“Departs by the morning train,” replied Strout gravely.

“Himmelshitzen!” exclamed the professor. “And grief has you so that you plunge into the
abdomens of your dders? But come with me to my room, and smoke yoursdf into a philosophic
frame of mind.”

Professor Schwank’'s  gpatments faced the universty buildings in  the Ludwig-platz.
Edablished in a comfortable armchair, with a pipe of excdlent tobacco in his mouth, Strout felt
more a peace with his environment. He was now in an amosphere of hedthful, practicd,
scientific activity that camed his soul. Professor Schwank had gone further than the most
eminent of his contemporaries in demondrating the purdy physologicd bass mind and thought.
He had gtten nearer than any other man Europe to the secrets of the nerve aura, the penetrdia of
the brain, the memory scars of the ganglia His pogtion in philosophy the antipodes of that



occupied by the Reverend Dr. Belglory, example. The sudy reflected the occupations of the
man. In corner stood an enormous Ruhmkorff coil. Books were scattered everywhere—on
shelves, on tables, on chairs, on the floor. A plaster bust of Aristotle looked across the room into
the face of a plaster bust of Lebnitz. Prints of Gll, of Pgppenheim, of Leeuwenhoek, hung upon
the walls. Varnished dissections and wet preparations abounded. In a glass vessdl on the table a
Strout's ebow, the brain of a pogtivis philosopher floated in yelow dcohol: near it, dso
suspended in spirits, swung the medulla oblongata of a celebrated thief.

The appearance of the professor himsdf, as he sa in his aamchair opposite Strout, serendy
drawing clouds of smoke from the amber mouthpiece of his long porcdan pipe, was of the sort
which, by promisng sympathy beforehand, seduces reserve into confidential utterances. Not
only his rosy face, with its fringe of ydlow beard, but his whole mountainous body seemed to
beam on Strout with friendly good will. He looked like the refuge of a broken heart. Drawn out
in spite of himsdf by the professor’'s kindly, atentive smile and discreet questions, Strout found
stisfaction in unbosoming his troubles. The professor, smoking in slence, ligened patiently to
the long story. If Strout had been less preoccupied with his own woes he might, perhaps, have
discovered that behind the friendly interest that glimmered on the glasses of the professor's gold-
bowed spectacles, a par of smdl, sted-gray eyes were observing him with the keen, unrdenting
coldness of scientific scrutiny.

“Y ou have seen, Herr Professor,” said Strout in conclusion, “that the case is hopeless.”

“My dear fellow,” replied the professor, “1 see nothing of the kind.”

“But it is a matter of conviction,” explained Strout. “One camot renounce the truth even to
gain awife. She hersdf would despise meif | did.”

“In this world everything is true and nothing is true” replied the professor sententioudy. “You
must change your convictions.”

“That isimpossiblel”

The professor blew a great cloud of smoke and regarded the young man with an expression of
pity and surprise. It seemed to Strout that Aristotle and Leibnitz, Leeuwenhoek, Pappenheim,
and Gdl were dl looking down upon him with pity and surprise.

“Impossble did you say? remarked Professor Schwank. “On the contrary, my dear boy,
nothing is eader than to change one's convictions. In the present advanced condition of surgery,
it isamatter of little difficulty.”

Strout looked at his respected ingtructor in blank amazement.

“What you cdl your convictions” continued the savant, “are matters of menta congtitution,
depending on adventitious circumgtances. You are a postivigt, an idedist, a skeptic, a mydtic, a
what-not, why? Because nature, predigpogtion, the assmilation of bony eements have made
your skull thicker in one place, thinner in another. The cranid wal presses too close upon the
bran in one spot; you sneer a the opinions of your friend, Dr. Bdlglory. It cramps the
development of the tissues in another spot; you deny faith a place in philosophy. | assure you,
Her Strout, we have discovered and classfied dready the greater part of the physical causes
determining and limiting belief, and are fast reducing the system to the certainty of science.”

“Granting al that,” interposed Strout, whose head was swimming under the combined
influence of Affenthder, tobacco smoke, and sartling new idess, “I fal to see how it helps my
ca. Unfortunately, the bone of my skull is no longer cartilage, like an infant's. You cannot
mold my intellect by means of compresses and bandages.”

“Ah! there you touch my professond pride’” cried Schwank. “If you would only put yourself
into my handg!”



“And what then?’

“Then,” replied the professor with enthusasm, “I should remodd your intelect to suit the
emergency. How, you ask? If a blow on the head had driven a splinter of bone down upon the
gray matter overlaying the cerebrum, depriving you of memory, the power of language, or some
other specid faculty, as the case might be, how should | proceed? | should raise a section of the
bone and remove the pressure. Just sO when the physica conformation of the cranium limits your
cgpacity to underdand and credit the philosophy which your American theologian ingsts upon in
his son-in-law. | remove the pressure. | give you a charming wife, while science gains a beautiful
and valuable fact. That iswhat | offer you, Herr Strout!”

“In other words—" began Strout.

“In other words, | should trephine you,” shouted the professor, jumping from his chair and no
longer attempting to conced his eagerness.

“Wadl, Herr Professor,” said Strout dowly, after a long pause, during which he had endeavored
to make out why the pictured face of Gal seemed to wear a look of triumph “—Wadl, Herr
Professor, | consent to the operation. Trephine me a once—tonight.”

The professor feebly demurred to the precipitateness of this course. “The necessary
preparations,” he urged. “Need not occupy five minutes,” replied Strout. “Tomorrow | shdl have
changed my mind.”

This suggestion was enough to impd the professor to immediate action. “You will dlow me”
aked he “to send for my eseemed colleague in the universty, the Her Dr. Anton
Diggdmann?’ Strout assented. “Do anything that you think needful to the success of the
experiment.”

Professor Schwank rang. “Fritz,” said he to the stupid-faced Black Forester who answered the
bell, “run across the square and ask Dr. Diggelmann to come to me immediately. Request him to
bring his surgicd case and sulphuric ether. If you find the doctor, you need not return.”

Acting on a sudden impulse, Strout seized a sheet of paper that lay on the professor’s table and
hagtily wrote a few words. “Here!” he sad, tossng the servant a gold piece of ten marks.
“Déiver this note at the Prince Carl in the morning—mind you, in the morning.”

The note which he had written was this:

Blanche When you receive this | shdl have solved the problem in one way or another. | am
about to be trephined under the superintendence of my friend Professor Schwank. If the
intdlectud obgtacle to our union is removed by the operation, | shdl follow you to Bavaia and
Switzerland. If the operation results otherwise, think sometimes kindly of your unfortunate

G.S

Ludwig-platz; 10:30 P.M.

Fritz faithfully delivered the message to Dr. Diggemann, and then bed toward the nearest wine
shop. His gold piece dazed him. “A nice, liberd gentleman that!” he thought “Ten marks for
carying the letter to the Prinz Carl in the morning—ten marks, a tiousand pfennige; beer a five
pfennige the glass, two hundred glassed” The immendgty of the prospect filled him with joy.
How might he manifes his gratitude? He reflected, and an idea struck him. “I will not wait till
morning,” he thought. “I will ddiver the gentleman’s letter tonight, a& once. He will say, ‘Fritz,
you are a prompt fellow. Y ou do even better than you aretold.” ”



Strout was sretched upon a reclining chair, his coat and waistcoat off. Professor Schwank stood
over him. In his hand was a hollow cone, rolled from a newspaper. He held the cone by the apex:
the broad aperture at the base was closaly pressed againgt Strout’s face, covering dl but his eyes
and forehead.

“By long, steady, regular inspiration,” said the professor, in a soothing, monotonous voice.
“Thet isright; thet isright; that— is—right—there—there—there!”

With every inhdation Strout drew in the pleasant, tingling coldness of the ether fumes. At first
his breathing was forced: a the end of each ingpiraion he experienced for an ingant a sensation
as if mighty waters were rushing through his brain. Gradudly the period of the rushing sensation
extended itsdf, until it began with the beginning of each breeth. Then the ether seemed to seize
possesson of his breathing, and to control the expansons and contractions of his chest
independently of his own will. The ether bresthed for him. He surrendered himsdf to its
influence with a feding of ddight. The rushings became rhythmic, and the intervas shorter and
shorter. His individuaity seemed to be wrapped up in the rushings, and to be borne to and fro in
ther tremendous flux and reflux. “I shdl be gone in one second more, he thought, and his
consciousness sank in the whirling flood.

Professor Schwank nodded to Dr. Diggelmann. The doctor nodded back to the professor.

Dr. Diggelmann was a dry little old man, who weighed hardly more than a hundred pounds. He
wore a black wig, too large for his head. His eyes were deep set under corrugated brows, while
grongly marked lines running from the corners of his nodrils to the corners of his mouth gave
his face a lean, sardonic expresson, in driking contrast with the jolly rotundity of Professor
Schwank’s visage. Dr. Diggelmann was taciturn but observant. At the professor’s nod, he opened
his case of surgicd ingruments and sdected a scape with a keen curved blade, and dso a
glittering piece of sed which looked like an exaggerated auger bit with a ginilet handle. Having
saidfied himsdf tha these ingruments were in good condition, he deiberatdy rolled up the
deeves of his coat and approached the unconscious Strout.

“About on the median line, just behind the junction of the corona and sagitta sutures”
whispered Professor Schwank eagerly.

“Yes. | know—I know,” replied Diggemann.

He was on the point of cutting awvay with his scape some of the brown hair that encumbered
operations on the top of Strout’s head, when the door was quickly opened from the outside and a
young lady, attended by a maid, entered without ceremony.

“I am Blanche Bdlglory,” the young lady announced to the astonished savants, as soon as she
had recovered her breath. “1 have come to—"

At this moment she percaeived the motionless form of Strout upon the reclining chair, while the
gleaming ged in Dr. Diggdmann's hand caught her dert eyes. She uttered a little shriek and ran
toward the group.

“Oh, thisisterrible!” she cried. “I am too late, and you have dready killed him.”

“Cadm yoursdlf, |1 beg you,” said the polite professor. “No circumstance is terrible to which we
are indebted for avist from so charming ayoung lady.

“So great an honor!” added Dr. Diggelmann, grinning diabolicaly and rubbing his hands.

“And Her Strout,” continued the professor, “is unfortunatedy not yet trephined. As you
entered, we were about beginning the operation.”

Miss Belglory gave a sob of rdief and sank into a chair.

In a few wdl-chosen words the professor explained the theory of his experiment, dwelling
especidly upon the effect it was expected to have on the fortunes of the young people. When he



finished, the American girl’s eyes were full of tears, but the firm lines of her mouth showed that
she had already resolved upon her own course.

“How noble in him,” she exclamed, “to submit to be trephined for my sake! But that must not
be. | can't consent to have his poor, dear head mutilated. |1 should never forgive mysdf. The
trouble al originates from my decison not to mary him without Papas approvd. With my
present views of duty, | camnot dter that decison. But don't you think,” she continued, dropping
her voice to awhigper, “that if you should trephine me, I might see my duty in a different light?’

“It is extremely probable, my dear young lady,” replied the professor, throwing a significant
glance a Dr. Diggemann, who responded with the faintest wink imaginable.

‘Then,” sad Miss Blanche, arisng and beginning to remove her bonnet, “please proceed to
trephine me immediately. | indst onit.”

“What's dl this?” demanded the deep voice of the Reverend Dr. Bdlglory, who had entered
the room unnoticed, piloted by Fritz. “1 came as rgpidly as | could, Blanche, but not early
enough, it appears, to learn the first principles of your sngular actions.”

“My papa, gentlemen,” said Miss Bdlglory.

The two Germans bowed courteoudy. Dr. Bellglory affably returned their salutation.

“These gentlemen, Pgpa” Miss Blanche explained, “have kindly undertaken to reconcile the
difference of opinion between poor George and ourseves by means of a surgicd operation. |
don't a al understand it, but George does, for you see that he has thought best to submit to the
operation, which they were about to begin when | arrived. Now, | cannot adlow him to suffer for
my obgtinacy; and, therefore, dear Papa, | have requested the gentlemen to trephine me instead of
him.”

Professor Schwank repested for Dr. Bdlglory's information the explanation which he had
dready made to the young lady. On learning of Strout’s course in the matter, Dr. Bdlglory was
gresatly affected.

“No, Blanche!” he sad, “our young friend must not be trephined. Although | cannot
conscientioudy accept him as a sontinlav while our views on the veity of subjective
knowledge differ so widdy, | can a lees emulate his generous willingness to open his intellect
to conviction. It is | who will be trephined, provided these gentlemen will courteoudy substitute
me for the patient now in their hands.”

“We shall be most happy,” said Professor Schwank and Dr. Diggelman in the same bregth.

“Thankd Thankd” cried Dr. Bdlglory, with genuine emotion. “But | shdl not permit you to
sacrifice your lifdong convictions to my happiness, Papa,” interposed Blanche. The doctor
indsted that he was only doing his duty as a parent. The amiable dispute vent on for some time,
the Germans ligening with indifference. Sure of a subject for their experiment & any rate, they
cared little which one of the three Americans findly came under the knife. Meanwhile Strout
opened his eyes, dowly raised himsdf upon one elbow, vacantly gazed about the room for a few
seconds, and then sank back, relgpsing temporarily into unconsciousness.

Professor Schwank, who perceived that father and daughter were equdly fixed in ther
determination, and each unlikely to yidd to the other, was on the point of suggesting tha the
guestion be settled by trephining both of them, when Strout again regained his senses. He sat bolt
upright, staring fixedly a the glass jar which contained the pogtivis’s bran. Then he pressed
both hands to his head, muttering a few incoherent words. Gradudly, as he recovered from the
cutch of the ether one after another of his faculties, his eyes brightened and he appeared to
recognize the faces around him. After some time he opened his lips and spoke.

“Marvelous!” he exclamed.



Miss Bdlglory ran to him and took his hand. The doctor hurried forward, intending to
announce his own resolution to be trephined. Strout pressed Blanche's hand to his lips for an
instant, gave the doctor’'s hand a cordiad grasp, and then seized the hand of Professor Schwarnk,
which he wrung with dl the warmth of respectful gratitude.

“My dear Herr Professor,” he said, “how can | ever repay you? The experiment is a perfect
SUCCeSs.

“But—" began the astounded professor.

“Don't fry to depreciate your own share in my good fortune” interrupted Strout. “The theory
was yours, and dl the triumph of the practicad success belongs to you and Dr. Diggemann's
ill.”

Strout, dill holding Blanche s hand, now turned to her father.

“There is now no obstacle to our union, Doctor,” he said. “Thanks to Professor Schwank's
operation, | see the blind folly of my late attitude toward the subjective. | recant | am no longer a
postivig. My intellect has legped the narrow limits that hedged it in. 1 know now that there is
more in our philosophy than can be measured with a metric ruler or weighed in a coulomb
baance. Ever snce | passed under the influence of the ether, | have been floating in the infinite. |
have been freed from conditions of time and space. | have lot my own individudity in the
immengty of the All. A dozen times | have been absorbed in Brahma a dozen times | have
emanated from Brahma, a new being, forgetful of my old sdf. | have sood face to face with the
mystic and avful Om; my world-soul, descending to the finite, has floated camly over an ocean
of Affenthaer. My consciousness legped back as far as the thirtieth century before Christ and
forward as far as the fortieth century yet to come. There is no time; there s no space; there is no
individud exigence, there is nothing save the All, and the faith that guides reason through the
changeless night. For more than one million years my identity was that of the pogdtivig in the
glass jar yonder. Pardon me, Professor Schwank, but for the same period of time yours was that
of the celebrated thief in the other jar. Great heavenst How mistaken | have been up to the night
when you, Herr Professor, took charge of my intellectud destiny.”

He paused for want of breath, but the glow of the mydtic's repture il lighted up his handsome
features. There was an awvkward dlence in the room for consderable time. Then it was broken by
the dry, harsh voice of Dr. Diggdmann.

“You labor under a somewhat ridiculous deduson, young gentleman. You haven't been
trephined yet.”

Strout looked in amazement from one to another of his friends but their faces confirmed the
surgeon’s statement.

“What was it then?’ he gasped.

‘Sulphuric ether,” replied the surgeon, laconicaly.

“But after dl,” interposed Dr. Bdlglory, “it makes little difference what agent has opened our
friend's mind to a perception of the truth. It is a mater for congratulation that the surgicd
operation becomes no longer necessary.”

The two Germans exchanged glances of dismay. “We shdl lose the opportunity for our
experiment,” the professor whispered to Diggdmann. Then he continued aoud, addressng
Strout: “I should advise you to submit to the operation, neverthdess. There can be no permanent
intellectud cure without it. These effects of the ether will pass away.

“Thank you,” returned Strout, who at last read correctly the cold, cdculating expresson that
lurked behind the scientist’ s spectacles. “Thank you, | am very well as| am.”

“But you might, for the sake of science, consent—" persisted Schwank.



“Yes, for the sake of science,” echoed Diggelmann.

‘Hang sciencel” replied Strout, fiercely. “Don’t you know that | no longer believe in science?”’

Blanche dso began to understand the true motives which had led the German professor to
interfere in her love affair. She cast an approving glance at Strout and arose to depart. The three
Americans moved toward the door. Professor Schwank and Dr. Diggdmann farly gnashed ther
teeth with rage. Miss Bdllglory turned and made them alow curtsey.

“If you must trephine somebody for the sake of science, gentlemen,” she remarked with her
sweetest amile, “you might draw lots to see which of you shdl trephine the other.”



