























































































































THE COLLECTOR OF CURIOSITIES 39

left side of his evening shirt front,” he announced a few seconds later.

“It will end as it began,” said Hern, “‘with a yard-measure. Two yards for
his cofhin! I hope that he won’t die of fright. However,” he added, “‘you
know as much now as I do; so you will know what steps to take.”

It was on the Monday that we next heard news of the collector of curiosi-
ties. Inspector Turtle called while we were having tea.

“Well,” asked Hern, “what is your news?”’

“I think,” answered the inspector, “that there is no doubt as to the author
of that curious warning. It was obvious to me from the first that only a
member of the household could have facilities for placing all those curious
objects in all those curious places. Accordingly I made the very fullest in-
quiries with regard to every member of Bournemouth'’s establishment. My
task was rendered the easier by the discovery that every one of his servants
has been in his employment for several years — with one exception. That
exception is the footman. He had been there only a few days when not only
Bournemouth and his wife but the servants themselves began to miss money
and valuables, the circumstances being such as to point almost unmistakably
to this particular man, James Grime. But, although he was morally certain
as to Grime’s guilt, Bournemouth felt a doubt as to whether the evidence
was sufficiently conclusive to justify a prosecution. He therefore gave the
man notice; and it is a significant fact that that notice expires to-day,
Monday.

“Further, my enquiries have revealed that, of all the persons under
Bournemouth’s roof, Grime is the only one who was in the house, on each
and every occasion, at the times at which these articles must have been put
in the places in which they were found. Each one of the others, from the
secretary and the housekeeper down to the scullery-maid and boot-boy, has
a clear alibi as regards at least one of the vital periods. If further corrobora-
tion is needed, it is to be found in a study of Grime’s character.

“He s, it appears, possessed of a most violent and sinister nature and has,
since he was first told that he must go, terrified the other servants by such a
diabolical ferocity of demeanour that they have literally gone in fear of their
lives; and this fear has been, no doubt, intensified by the fact that Grime is a
man of gigantic stature.

“Bournemouth himself is, as you have seen, a very nervous man and he
has almost eagerly acceded to my suggestion that he and his wife should
leave Potter Place for a time, keeping their whereabouts dark, until I have





























































































70 ELLERY QUEEN’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

Then the sergeant did something I thought was pretty clever. You see,
Clerkin had changed his interpretation of the evidence and was determined
to prove his new theory. He turned to Cole and asked him if he had a
thermometer. Cole, as mystified as I, got one from his bathroom medicine
cabinet. Without a word of explanation Clerkin hurried out the front door.
When he came back a few minutes later he was grinning. The temperature
of the water in the radiator of Cole’s car, he told us, was 1013{,°.

“It stands to reason,”” he said, ‘‘that the motor has been run this evening,
since it’s bitterly cold out.”

I think we were all thoroughly pleased at this discovery. The tension
suddenly relaxed. It had been too much for poor Dennis, however. He cov-
ered his face with his hands and burst into tears.

I suppose you gentlemen are thinking that there was still one bit of
damaging evidence against Cole — the fact that only his and his uncle’s
finger-marks were on the paring knife. As a matter of fact, we didn’t know
this at the time, as the captain had given orders that neither the knife nor
the body was to be touched. But as Dennis had admitted handling it, the
fact would have made little difference in Clerkin’s reconstruction of the
affair. It was pretty obvious, to his way of thinking, that someone had
deliberately tried to frame Dennis.

“The guy who did the killing,” Sergeant Clerkin explained confidently,
“came in through the window. The old gent must have been pretty drunk
if he was tight when he got here and then put himself on the outside of that
pint of rye. He was probably too groggy to know much of anything. The
guy has on gloves, of course. He stabs Lewis Cole with the knife that Dennis
Cole had left on the table. There’s no noise, so he can take his time and
frame up a pretty picture for the cops. Putting hot water in the ice-cube
tray was smart all right, but he pulled a boner by not making more ashes
and by not taking away the clipped off parts of the cigars. If he’d done that
and had wrapped the dead man’s fingers around the glass so’s to leave his
prints, Mr. Cole here sure would of been out of luck. But no prints on a
glass that’s been used — that was dumb of him. Still, he had me guessing
for a while,” Clerkin added magnanimously.

Saunders smiled at us in the gently ironic way he has, and continued:
Gentlemen, you perceive that much of the circumstantial evidence against
Dennis Cole in the beginning scems now beyond reasonable doubt to estab-
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to obey.

“I went into my bedroom a little before ten to get a handkerchief,” he
began finally. “I was about to switch on the light when that window shade
was raised, letting enough light come through my window for me to see
in here. Of course its going up suddenly that way attracted my attention.
I glanced over here and saw Mr. Dennis Cole — of course I didn’t know his
name then — standing at the window. He couldn’t see me, I suppose, be-
cause my room was dark. I was about to go on about my business when I
noticed what he was doing.”

“What was he doing?”’ demanded Phelps.

“He was hammering the lock of the window. At first I thought it had
stuck and he was trying to loosen it. But he struck it some awful blows,
and then flung the window up and climbed out on the little balcony, pulling
the window shut after him. Then he worked at the bottom of the window
on the outside for a minute or two. I couldn’t see just what he was doing
because his back was to me. . . . When he finished he climbed back into
the room and to my surprise reached out, picked up one of the pots of ivy
and threw it down onto the roof below; then he closed the window. Well, I
thought he must be drunk, and kept watching. He went straight over to the
telephone there and started to dial a number, but I guess he changed his
mind for he put the receiver on the hook again and went off that way!”
Anderson pointed towards the rear of the apartment. “I can’t see that side
of the room from my place. When he came back he dumped something into
that green jar, and wiped a glass with his handkerchief, and then did the
strangest thing of all. He began taking cigars out of a box, cutting them
in half, and then smoking a few puffs of each.

“Well, just then my wife called to me and I went back to the living-room,
and told her about it all. Like I told you, she said to forget it; and we went
on reading. After a while I guess curiosity got the better of her — you
know how women are — and she went in to take a look for herself, and I
followed her into the bedroom. That’s when we saw that the police were here
and decided something serious might have happened and that I'd best come
over. Of course we never guessed a murder. . . .”

Dennis Cole’s collapse at that moment interrupted Anderson. I had no-
ticed him swaying a little while Anderson had been talking. I think it was
the word murder that finished Dennis. His face suddenly turned gray, and
he crumpled to the floor without a sound. It must have been a mercy to































































THE UNKNOWN MAN 93

“Yes, kill him,”’said the newspaper man, laughing. “When we throw out
a piece of news that is commonplace or cheap, we say we ‘spike’ it, we
‘kill’ it. We keep a spindle on our desks for the purpose of impaling the trash.
Sometimes we call it the ‘dead hook.” We don’t dare throw the stuff away
until the day is done, because there is never any telling what later develop-
ments might arise to give importance to the smallest trifle.

“So we impale these poor devils by the dozen,” went on Bryson. “In a
big town like New York I suppose they will average a dozen a day. Usually
they come to us as a police-blotter record. Three lines or so. How many of
them,” cried the city editor, pleased in having at length drawn his com-
panion’s interest, ‘‘do you believe died accidental deaths or by their own
hand? How many of them do you believe are murdered?”

Drud dropped his eyes. “Well,” he said finally, “what’s the answer?”

“I don’t know,” answered Bryson. ‘““That’s the point. They are too
obscure. Personally I believe the greater share of them are murdered. But
there is no way of finding out. You could put a dozen of our best reporters on
the trail of the tragedies of the Unknown Man and, unless there was some-
thing extraordinary about him, you wouldn’t develop a single horror. The
police-blotter descriptions are all too general, too vague, too much alike.
You read Gaboriau,” went on Bryson. “I'll wager that if your great Lecoq
were a reporter in my office, he would ‘spike’ nine of ten Unknown Men
that came along over the police wire. That’s what becomes of your old saw
that murder will out. There isn’t one murder in ten discovered. I'm talking
of a big city, of course, where we have millions of obscure people.

“But,” he added, ‘‘we are wandering from the subject. What I started
out to explain, when I began, was why I was late.”

“Yes, you began by telling me it was safer to kill a man when the Christ-
mas spirit suffused the land than to put it off until after the holidays, when
all good citizens are broke and grouchy.”

“Exactly,” put in Bryson. “This is the first week in January. The busi-
ness office sent me my usual chart this afternoon. In the first place, it is
Sunday. In the second place, it is the lull after the holidays. Ads for Mon-
day morning dropped sixty per cent. So little Willie here has to work
with a fine-toothed comb. He has to find news. He has to fill his paper,
and there is an awful big hole. Got to have some crime, of course. Nothing
fills a hole like a mystery. So,” concluded Bryson, “I worked two hours
past dinner-time trying to find a mystery for to-morrow morning.”
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gave White the merry laugh when he telephoned in that he had solved the
mystery of the death of his Unknown Man, this floater, who would have been
in Potter’s Field by next Thursday if our advertisers had done right by us?
I gave him the laugh when he told me he had unearthed the first murder
on record by means of spinal anesthesia!

“Mind you,” bubbled on the city editor, his voice vibrant with the
thrill of discovery, “all he found on this man, who should have turned out
like any ordinary poor devil of a corpse, was a pin-prick between the second
and third vertebrae. The police didn’t notice it. White telephoned to
Dr. Carlos, and in less than an hour they had determined the cause of
death beyond a suspicion of doubt. It’s the greatest story since the Rice will
case, and we have got the whole town beaten on it!”

With trembling fingers, slowly and almost in pain, Drud reached across
the table and turned out the electric candle at Bryson’s place. The light
was red, and it seemed to crack his brain. His lower lip drooped until his
mouth was half open. His eyes stared at the glistening cut-glass, secing noth-
ing. Before him, in his mind’s eye, he beheld his ingenious fabric of cir-
cumstance rent to tatters. His skill, his cunning, his ingenuity, then, had
come to nothing! A quiet, soft-spoken theorist had shattered without an
effort the inner line of his defenses as if it had been of cards. Chance, idle,
wandering chance, a day of the week, a number on a calendar had crushed
him to earth; chance directed unwittingly, eagerly, by the hand of the one
friend for whom he would have given his life!

He had but to look at Bryson, a thousand miles away in his exhilaration,
blanketing himself with tobacco-smoke, to know that Bryson, least of all
persons in the world, suspected that at this moment he was sitting opposite
the quaking fugitive who in a few hours would be sought by all the world.

With an effort he managed to pull himself together. Just when he mas-
tered his emotion and was a man again, a thought swept over him, possessed
him, transformed him into a maniac. He began to laugh, shrilly. He half
rose, propping himself up by one hand, and with the other thrusting an
outstretched finger at his friend.

“Who — who is the murdered man?”’ he demanded.

Bryson slowly turned on Drud. He fanned away the tobacco-smoke.
He looked sharply at his friend.

“For heaven’s sake, Drud!”’ he said slowly. “What is the matter with
you?”
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swimmer. They thought that Brownrigg could not see me come up out of
the water, because the thickness of the summer-house was between. Rob-
inson had a full view of the lake, but he could not see that one part at the
back of the summer-house. Nor, on the other hand, could I see them. They
thought that I had crawled under the sun-blind with the weapon in the
breast of my bathing-suit. Any wetness I might have left would soon be
dried by the intense heat. That, I think, was how they believed I had killed
the old man who befriended me.”

The little man’s voice grew petulant and dazed.

“I told them I did not do it,” he said with a hopeful air. “Over and over
again I told them I did not do it. But I do not think they believed me. That
is why for all these years I have wondered —

“It was Brownrigg’s idea. They had me before a sort of family council in
the library, as though I had stolen jam. Martha was weeping, but I think
she was weeping with plain fear. She never stood up well in a crisis, Martha
didn’t; she turned pettish and even looked softer. All the same, it is not
pleasant to think of a murderer coming up to you as you doze in the after-
noon heat. Junior, the good fellow, attempted to take my side and call for
fair play; but I could see the idea in his face. Brownrigg presided, silkily,
and smiled down his nose.

“ ‘We have either got to believe you killed him,” Brownrigg said, ‘or
believe in the supernatural. Is the lake haunted? No; I think we may safely
discard that.” He pointed his finger at me. ‘You damned young snake, you
are lazy and wanted that money.’

“But, you see, I had one very strong hold over them — and I used it. I
admit it was unscrupulous, but I was trying to demonstrate my innocence
and we are told that the devil must be fought with fire. At mention of this
hold, even Brownrigg’s jowls shook. Brownrigg was a dentist, Harvey was
studying medicine. What hold? That is the whole point. Nevertheless, it
was not what the family thought I had to fear: it was what Inspector Deer-
ing thought.

“They did not arrest me yet, because there was not enough evidence, but
every night I feared it would come the next day. Those days after the
funeral were too warm; and suspicion acted like woollen underwear under
the heat. Martha’s tantrums got on even Junior’s nerves. Once I thought
Brownrigg was going to hit her. She very badly needed her fiancé, Arthur
Somers; but, though he wrote that he might be there any day, he still could











































































