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he chose a brisk spring afternoon for
a walk with a certain lady.”

“A thousand apologics! I had not
realized that my little demonstra-
tion of a mental exercise might cause
you pain,” murmured Holmes in a
deprecating voice. He sat up, smil-
ing. “Of course, my dear fellow, I
shoula have allowed for the tempo-
rary mental aberration known as
falling in love.”

“Really, Holmes!” I retorted
sharply. ‘““You should be the last per-
son to spcak of psycho-pathology —
a man who is practically a walking
case history of manic-depressive
tendencies —”

He bowed. “A touch, a distinct
touch! But Watson, in one respect
you do me an injustice. I was aware
of your plans to meet a lady only be-
cause of the excessive pains you took
with your toilet before going out.
The lovely Emilia, was it not? I shall
always remember her courage in the
affair of the Gorgiano murder in
Mrs. Warren’s otherwise respectable
rooming house. And indeed, why
not romance? There has been a very
decent interval since the passing of
your late wife, and the widow Lucca
is a most captivating person.”

“That is still beside the point, I
do not see —”

“None so blind, Watson, none so
blind,” retorted Holmes, stuffing
navy-cut into his cherrywood pipe, a

sure sign that he was in one of his
most argumentative moods. “It is
really most simple, my dear fellow.
It was not difficult for me to deduce
that your appointment, on an after-
noon as pleasantly gusty as this, was
in the park. The remnants of peanut
shell upon your best waistcoat speak
all too plainly of the fact that you
have been amusing yourself by feed-
ing the monkeys. And your return
at such an early hour, obviously hav-
ing failed to ask the lady to dine
with you, indicates most clearly that
you have had some sort of disagree-
ment while observing the antics of
the hairy primates.”

“Granted, Holmes, for the mo-
ment. But pray continuc.”

“With pleasure. As a good medical
man, you cannot fail to have certain
deep convictions as to the truth con-
tained in the recent controversial
publications of Mr. Charles Darwin.
What is more likely than that in the
warmth of Indian Summer romance
you were unwise enough to start a
discussion of Darwin’s theories with
the Signora Lucca, who like most of
her countrywomen is no doubt
deeply religious? Of course she pre-
fers the Garden of Eden account of
humanity’s beginning. Hence your
first quarrel and your hasty return
home, where you threw yourself into
a chairand permitted your pipe to go
out while you threshed through the
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upon me in my office.”

My companion hesitated only a
moment. “‘I should not, if I were you,
lose any sleep over the forthcoming
trial of the case. And now before go-
ing any farther, Dr. Watson and I
have just had a long train journey
and are in need of sustenance. Can
you direct us to the Capstan and
Anchor, inspector?”

Owens scowled, then turned to his
assistant. “Tredennis, will you be
good enough to show these gentle-
men to the place?” He turned back
to Holmes. “I shall expect you at the
police station in an hour, sir. This
affair is not yet settled to my satis-
faction.”

“Nor to mine, sir,” said Holmes,
and we set off after the constable.
That strapping young man led us at
a fast pace to the sign of the Capstan
and Anchor. “Into the saloon bar
with you, Watson,” my companion
said to me in a low voice. He lingered
a moment at the door, and then
turned and joined me. “Just as I
thought. Constable Tredennis has
taken up his post in a doorway across
the street. We are not trusted by the
local authorities.”

He ordered a plate of kidneys and
bacon, but left them to cool while he
chatted with the barmaid, a singu-
larly ordinary young woman from
all that was apparent to me. But
Holmes returned to the table smiling.

“She confesses to knowing Mr. Donal
Pendarvis, at least to the point of
giggling when his name is mentioned.
But she says that he has not been
frequenting the public house in re-
cent weeks. By the way, Watson,
suppose I asked you for a description
of ourantagonist? What sort of game
are we hunting, should you say?”

“Mr. Donal Pendarvis?”

Holmes frowned. “That gentle-
man resembles his extraordinarily
dull brother, from best accounts. No,
Watson, dig deeper than that. Look
back upon the history of the case,
the warning messages —”

“Very well,” said I. “The intended
murderer is a poor shot with a rifle.
He is a person who holds a grudge a
long time — even a fancied grudge,
for Mr. Allen Pendarvis does not
even have an idea of the identity of
his assailant. He isa man of primitive
mentality, or else he would not have
stooped to the savagery of torturing
his intended victim with warning
messages. He is a newcomer to the
town, a stranger. . . .”

“Hold, Watson!” interrupted
Holmes, with an odd smile. “You
have reasoned amazingly. Yet I hear
the patter of rain against the panes,
and we must not keep our constable
waiting in the doorway.”

A brisk walk uphill, with the rain
in our faces, brought us at last to the
steps of the police station, but there
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no stick. She put her hand on the
gate. “Hold on,” I says. “Them
things are nothing to monkey with.”

“Huh,” she says. “All they look
like to me is a bunch of cats.”

There was a kennel back of the
cage, with a drop door on it, where
they was supposed to go at night.
How you got them back there was
bait them with food, but I didn’t
know that then. I yelled at them, to
drive them back in there, but noth-
ing happened. All they done was yell
back. Lura listened to me a while,
and then she give a kind of gasp like
she couldn’t stand it no longer,
opened the gate, and went in.

Now believe me, that next was a
bad five minutes, because she wasn’t
hard to look at, and I hated to think
of her getting mauled up by them
babies. But a guy would of had to of
been blind if it didn’t show him that
she had a way with cats. First thing
she done, when she got in, she stood
still, didn’t make no sudden motions
or nothing, and begun to talk to
them. Not no special talk. Just
“Pretty pussy, what’s the. matter,
what they been doing to you?” —
like that. Then she went over to
them.

They slid off, on their bellies, to
another part of the shelf. But she
kept after them, and got her hand
on one, and stroked him on the
back. Then she got a-hold of another

one, and pretty soon she had give
them all a pat. Then she turned
around, picked up the dead cat by
one leg, and come out with him. I
put him on the wheelbarrow and
buried him.

Now, why was it that Lura kept it
from Duke how edsy she had got the
cat out and even about being in the
cage at all? I think it was just be-
cause she didn’t have the heart to
show him up to hisself how silly he
looked. Anyway, at supper that
night, she never said a word. Duke,
he was nervous and excited and told
all about how the cats had jumped
at him and how he had to bean one
to save his life, and then he give a
long spiel about cats and how fear is
the only thing they understand, so
you would of thought he was Martin
Johnson just back from the jungle
or something.

But it seemed to me the dishes
was making quite a noise that night,
clattering around on the table, and
that was funny, because one thing
you could say for Lura was: she was
quiet and easy to be around. So when
Duke, just like it was nothing at all,
asks me by the way how did I get the
cat out, I heared my mouth saying,
“With a stick,” and not nothing
more. A little bird flies around and
tells you, at a time like that. Lura
let it pass. Never said a word. And
if you ask me, Duke never did find
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out how easy she could handle the
cats, and that ain’t only guesswork,
but on account of something that
happened a little while afterwards,
when we got the mountain-lion.

A mountain-lion is a cougar, only
out here they call them a mountain-
lion. Well, one afternoon about five
o’clock this one of ours squat down
on her hunkers and set up the worst
squalling you ever listen to. She kept
it up all night, so you wanted to go
out and shoot her, and next morning
at breakfast Duke come running in
and says come on out and look what
happened. So we went out there, and
there in the cage with her was the
prettiest he mountain-lion you ever
seen in your life. He was big, prob-
ably weighed a hundred and fifty
pounds, and his coat was a pearl
gray so glossy it looked like a pair of
new gloves, and he had a spot of
white on his throat. Sometimes they
have white.

“He come down from the hills
when he heard her call last night,”
says Duke, “and he got in there
somehow. Ain’t it funny? When
they hear that note nothing can stop
them.”

“Yeah,” I says. “It’s love.”

“That’s it,” says Duke. “Well,
we’ll be having some little ones soon.
Cheaper’n buying them.”

After he had went off to town to
buy the stuff for the day, Lura sat
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down to the table with me. “Nice of
you,” I says, “to let Romeo in last
night.”

“Romeo?” she says.

“Yes, Romeo. That’s going to be
papa of twins soon, out in the lion
cage.”

“Oh,” she says, “didn’t he get in
there himself?”

“He did not. If she couldn’t get
out, how could he get in?”

All she give me at that time was a
dead pan. Didn’t know nothing
about it at all. Fact of the matter,
she made me a little sore. But after
she brung me my second cup of cof-
fee she kind of smiled. “Well?” she
says. “You wouldn’t keep two lov-
ing hearts apart, would you?”

So things was, like you might say, a
little gritty, but they got a whole lot
worse when Duke come home with
Rajah, the tiger. Because by that
time, he had told so many lies that
he begun to believe them hisself, and
put on all the airs of a big animal-
trainer. When people come out on
Sundays, he would take a black
snake whip and go in with the
mountain-lions and wildcats, and
snap it at them, and they would
snarl and yowl, and Duke acted like
he was doing something. Before he
went in, he would let the people see
him strapping on a big six-shooter,
and Lura got sorer by the week.
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He was back quite a few times
after that, in between while Duke
was away. Then one night I heard a
truck drive up. I knowed that truck
by its rattle. And it was daylight
before I heard it go away.

Couple weeks after that, Duke
come running over to me at the
filling-station. ‘“‘Shake hands with
me,” he says. “I'm going to be a
father.”

“Gee,” I says, “that’s great!”

But I took good care he wasn’t
around when I mentioned it to Lura.

“Congratulations,” I says. “Let-
ting Romeos into the place seems to
be about the best thing you do.”

“What do you mean?” she says.

“Nothing,” I says. “Only I heard
him drive up that night. Look like
to me the moon was under the sign
of Cupid. Well, it’s nice if you can
get away with it.”

“Oh,” she says.

“Yeah,” I says. “A fine double
cross you thought up. I didn’t know
they tried that any more.”

She set and looked at me, and then
her mouth begin to twitch and her
eyes filled with tears. She tried to
snuffle them up but it didn’t work.
“It’s not any double cross,” she says.
“That night, I never went out there.
And I never let anybody in. I was
supposed to go away with him that
night, but ”

She broke off and begin to cry. I

took her in my arms. “But then you
found this out?” I says. “Is that it?”
She nodded her head. It’s awful to
have a pretty woman in your arms
that’s crying over somebody else.

From then on, it was terrible.
Lura would go along two or three
days pretty nice, trying to like Duke
again on account of the baby com-
ing, but then would come a day
when she looked like some kind of a
hex, with her eyes all sunk in so you
could hardly see them at all, and not
a word out of her.

Them bad days, anyhow when
Duke wasn’t around, she would
spend with the tiger. She would set
and watch him sleep, or maybe play
with him, and he seemed to like it as
much as she did. He was young when
we got him, and mangy and thin, so
you could see his slats. But now he
was about six year old, and had been
fed good, so he had got his growth
and his coat was nice, and I think he
was the biggest tiger I ever seen. A
tiger, when he is really big, is a lot
bigger than a lion, and sometimes
when Rajah would be rubbing
around Lura, he looked more like a
mule than a cat.

His shoulders come up above her
waist, and his head was so big it
would cover both her legs when he
put it in her lap. When his tail would
go sliding past her it looked like
some kind of a constrictor snake.
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pound of cat walking through the
house, and Duke had turned him
loose to kill her.

She turned around, and Rajah
was looking at her, not five foot
away. She didn’t do nothing for a
minute, just set there thinking what
a boob Duke was to figure on the
tiger doing his dirty work for him,
when all the time she could handle
him easy as a kitten, only Duke
didn’t know it. Then she spoke. She
expected Rajah to come and put his
head in her lap, but he didn’t. He
stood there and growled, and his
ears flattened back. That scared her,
and she thought of the baby. I told
you a tiger has that kind of brains.
It no sooner went through her head
about the baby than Rajah knowed
she wanted to get to that door, and
he was over there before she could
get out of the chair.

He was snarling in a regular roar
now, but he hadn’t got a whiff of the
baby yet, and he was still facing
Lura. She could see he meant busi-
ness. She reached in the fireplace,
grabbed a stick that was burning
bright, and walked him down with
it. A tiger is afraid of fire, and she
shoved it right in his eyes. He backed
past the door, and she slid in the
bedroom. But he was right after
her, and she had to hold the stick at
him with one hand and grab the
baby with the other.
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But she couldn’t get out. He had
her cornered, and he was kicking up
such a awful fuss she knowed the
stick wouldn’t stop him long. So she
dropped it, grabbed up the baby’s
covers, and threw them at his head.
They went wild, but they saved her
just the same. A tiger, if you throw
something at him with a human
smell, will generally jump on it and
bite at it before he does anything
else, and that’s what he done now.
He jumped so hard the rug went
out from under him, and while he
was scrambling to his feet she shot
past him with the baby and pulled
the door shut after her.

She run in my room, got a blanket,
wrapped the baby in it, and run out
to the electric icebox. It was the only
thing around the place that was steel.
Soon as she opened the door she
knowed why she couldn’t do nothing
with Rajah. His meat was in there,
Duke hadn’t fed him. She pulled the
meat out, shoved the baby in, cut
off the current, and closed the door.
Then she picked up the meat and
went around the outside of the
house to the window of the bed-
room. She could see Rajah in there,
biting at the top of the door, where
a crack of light showed through. He
reached to the ceiling. She took a
grip on the meat and drove at the
screen with it. It give way, and the
meat went through. He was on it
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him up, dragged him to the front
door, and threw him out. He run off
a little ways. She come back and saw
the gun. She picked it up, went to
the door again, and threw it after
him. “And take that peashooter with
you,” she says.

That was where she made her big
mistake. When she turned to go
back in the house, he shot, and that
was the last she knew for a while.

Now, for what happened next, it
wasn’t nobody there, only Duke and
the tiger, but after them State cops
got done fitting it all together, comb-
ing the ruins and all, it wasn’t no
trouble to tell how it was, anyway
most of it, and here’s how they
figured it out:

Soon as Duke seen Lura fall, right
there in front of the house, he knowed
he was up against it. So the first
thing he done was run to where she
was and put the gun in her hand, to
make it look like she had shot her-
self. That was where he made Ais big
mistake, because if he had kept the
gun he might of had a chance. Then
he went inside to telephone, and
what he said was, soon as he got hold
of the State police: “For God’s sake
come out here quick. My wife has
went crazy and throwed the baby to
the tiger and shot herself and I'm all
alone in the house with him and —
Oh, my God, here he comes!”

Now, that last was something he
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didn’t figure on saying. So far as he
knowed, the tiger was in the room,
having a nice meal off his son, so
everything was hotsy-totsy. But
what he didn’t know was that that
piece of burning firewood that Lura
had dropped had set the room on
fire and on account of that the tiger
had got out. How did he get out?
We never did quite figure that out.
But this is how I figure it, and one
man'’s guess is good as another’s:
The fire started near the window,
we knew that much. That was where
Lura dropped the stick, right next
to the cradle, and that was where a
guy coming down the road in a car
first seen the flames. And what I
think is that soon as the tiger got his
eye off the meat and seen the fire, he
begun to scramble away from it, just
wild. And when a wild tiger hits a
beaver-board wall, he goes through,
that’s all. While Duke was tele-
phoning, Rajah come through the
wall like a clown through a hoop,
and the first thing he seen was Duke,
at the telephone, and Duke wasn’t
no friend, not to Rajah he wasn'’t.
Anyway, that’s how things was
when I got there, with the oil. The
State cops was a little ahead of me,
and I met the ambulance with Lura
in it, coming down the road seventy
mile an hour, but just figured there
had been a crash up the road, and
didn’t know nothing about it having
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steamy air several girls were ironing
shirts, and a plump pink-cheeked
Hebrew stood behind a counter
wrapping up bundles.

“I noticed your sign in the win-
dow,” said Dulcet. “What do you
charge for laundering soft collars?”

“Five cents each, but we mend
them too, and sew on the buttons.”

“That’s a good idea,” said Dulcet
genially. “I wish I'd known that
before; I'd have brought my collars
round to you. How long have you
been doing that? I often go by here,
but I never saw the sign before.”

“Only about a week,” the man re-
plied. “Let’s see —a week ago last
Monday I put that sign up. You
wouldn’t believe how much new
trade it has brought in. I thought it
would be a kind of a joke — the
man next door suggested it, and I
put it in to please him. But most
everybody wears soft collars nowa-
days, and it seems good business.”

“The man next door?” said Dul-
cet, in a casual tone.

“Sure, the cigar store.”

“Is his name Stork?”’ said Dulcet,
reflectively.

“Stork? Why no, Basswood. What
do you mean, Stork?”

“I mean,” said Dulcet slowly,
“does he ever stand on one leg?”

“Quit your kidding,” cried the
laundryman, annoyed.

“I assure you, I do not trifle,”

said Dulcet gravely. “I'll bring you
in some collars to fix up for me.
Much obliged.”

We went out again, and my com-
panion stood for a moment in front
of the laundry window, looking
thoughtfully at the sign.

“While you ponder, old son,” I
said, “I’ll run into Mr. Stork-Bass-
wood’s and get some tobacco.”

He seized my arm in a firm and
painful clutch and whispered, “Look
at the corner!”

The laundry was the second shop
from the corner. Under the lamp-
post at the angle of the street I saw,
to my amazement, a man standing
balanced on one leg. Directly under
the light, he was partly in shadow,
and I could only see him in silhou-
ette, but the absurd profile of his
one-legged attitude afflicted me with
a renewed sense of absurdity and
irritation. Dulcet, I thought, had
evidently suffered some serious stroke
in the region of his wits.

“Now,” he said softly, “can you
see any rhyme between soft collars
and standing on one leg?”

As he spoke, we both started, for
somewhere near us on the street
there sounded a sharp tapping, a
ringing hollow wooden sound. Evi-
dently it came from the one-legged
man. This was too much for my
composure, I broke away from Dul-
cet and ran to the corner. As I got
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there the one-legged creature put
down a concealed limb and stood
solidly on two feet, in a state of
normalcy as an eminent statesman
would say. I was confused, and said
angrily to the man,

“Here, you mustn’t stand like
that, on the public street you know,
on one leg. It’s setting a bad ex-
ample.”

To my amazement he made no re-

_tort whatever, but turned and scut-
tled hastily down the avenue.

“My dear fellow,” said Dulcet
calmly, coming up to me, “you
shouldn’t have done that. You've
very ncarly spoilt it all. Come on,
let’s go in and get your tobacco.”

Basswood’s proved to be one of
those intcresting combination to-
bacco, stationcry, toy, and bookshops
which are so common on the upper
West Side. I have often noticed
that these places are by no means
unfruitful as hunting ground for
books, because the dealers arc wholly
ignorant of literature and sometimes
one may find on their shelves some
forgotten volume that has been
there for ycars, and which they will
gladly part with for a song. A good
many of these stores have, tucked
away at the back, a shabby stock of
circulating library volumes that
have come down through many
changes of proprietorship. Only the
other day I saw in just such a place

first editions of Kenneth Grahame’s
“The Golden Age” and Arthur
Machen’s “The Three Impostors,”
which the storekeeper was delighted
to sell for fifteen cents each.

A dark young man was behind
the tobacco counter, and from him
I got a packet of my usual blend.

“Mr. Basswood in?”” said Dulcet.

“Just stepped out,” said the
young man.

We lit our pipes and looked round
the shop, glancing at the magazines
and the queer miscellany of books.
As it was approaching Christmas
time there was a profuse assortment
of those dreadful little bibelots that
go by the name of “gift books,”
among which were the usual copies
of “Recessional and Vampire,” Tho-
reau’s “Friendship,” “Ballads of a
Checchako,” bound in what the
trade calls “padded ooze.” T was
particularly heartened to observe
that one of these atrocities, called
“As a Man Thinketh,” was described
on the box (for all such books come
in little cardboard cascs) as being
bound in antique yap. This pleased
me so much that I was about to call
it to Dulcet’s attention, when I saw
that he was looking at me from the
rcar of the store with a spark in his
eye. I approached and found that
he was staring at a doorway partly
conccaled by a pile of Christmas
toys and novelties. Over this door
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yet,” he said; “but he promised to
ring me up this evening. I’'m awfully
sorry to have delayed your dinner,
old man. Meet me at the Lucerne
grill room, Seventy-ninth and Am-
sterdam Avenue, tomorrow evening
at seven o’clock, and we’ll eat to-
gether. You've been a great help
to me.”

“I hope the doctor is a mental spe-
cialist,” I said; but he pushed me
gently out of the room. “We'll finish
our rhyme at dinner tomorrow eve-
ning.”

I went out into the night, and sor-
rowfully visited a Hartford Lunch.

The next evening I was at the Lu-
cerne grill promptly. This modest
chop house was one of Dulcet’s fa-
vorite resorts, and I found him al-
ready sitting in one of the alcoves
studying the menu. He was in fine
spirits, and his quizzical blue eyes
shone with a healthy lustre.

“Are you armed?” he said, mys-
teriously.

“What,” I cried, “are we going to
do some more guinca pigs to dcath?
It was crucl. I have scruples against
taking innocent lives. Besides, your
experiment proved nothing. Those
pigs would have died anyway, shut
up in an air-tight box like that.”

“Stuff!” he said. “The box was
not hermetic. I had left small aper-
tures: there was plenty of oxygen.
No, it was not the confinement in

the tin box that killed them. After
you had gone, the chemist whom I
had consulted called me up. My
suspicions were sound. Have you
ever heard of fumacetic acid?”

This is going to be terrible, I
thought to myself, and ordered ten-
derloin steak, well done, with a
double order of hashed brown po-
tatoes.

“Have you ever heard of fuma-
cetic acid?” he repeated relentlessly.

“No,” I said nervously.

“It is a deadly and little-known
drug,” he said, “which (so the chem-
ist tells me) possesses the property
that when vaporized the slightest
whiff of it causes instant death if
inhaled into the lungs. The tobacco
in that tin had been doctored with
it. I sent the chemist the pipe that
poor Digby was smoking when he
died, and he analyzed what was left
in the bowl. There is no doubt what-
ever. He was poisoned in that way.
I tell you, my professional duty as a
literary agent requires that in my
clients’ interest I should sift this
thing to the bottom. It may explain
some of those earlier deaths that
baffled the Authors’ League.”

“But Mrs. Carboy, surely, did not
smoke,” I was about to say; but I
checked myself in time.

“Dove,” I said, “you are superb.
But I wish you would tell me how
you worked the thing out. What was
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it that first aroused your suspicions?
If it had not been for you, I should
never have guessed anything wrong.”

“Of course,” he said grimly, “it
was that murderous placard in the
laundry window, and that is to your
credit, for you noticed it. That was
the one thing that made plain the
whole complicated business. Nat-
urally I suspected the tobacco from
the first, for (as I told you) it was
a mixture that Digby never smoked
ordinarily. But when I heard that
that eccentric and damnable plac-
ard had been put there at the sug-
gestion of the tobacconist next door,
and then found that the tobacconist
was also a bookseller, I knew the
worst. I have spent today in round-
ing up the threads, and I think I
may say without vainglory that the
miscreant is in my power.”

“But the man standing on one
leg?” I said puzzled. “What was he
up to, and why did he runs”

Dulcet’s face shone with quiet tri-
umph.

“[ told you,” he said, “to look
for a nervous man smoking Cartesian
Mixture. That tobacconist, Bass-
wood, smokes Cartesian. It is a very
moist, sticky blend, as you know.
It can only be shaken out of the
pipe, after smoking, by vigorously
knocking the bowl on something
hard. Very well, and if there is no
stone step or something of that sort

handy, what will a smoker tap his
pipe on? Why, he will stand on one
leg and knock it out on the lifted
heel of the other. And his running
away when you addressed him so
whimsically, wasn’t that a pretty
good sign of nervousness — and also
of a guilty and doubtful spirit?”

He fnished his tumbler of near-
beer that has made Milwaukee in-
famous, and leancd forward ear-
nestly.

“You know very well,” he said,
“that that laundryman would never
have thought of his grotesque notice,
addressed to ‘Artists and Authors,’
if someone hadn’t suggested it to
him. Obviously he was only a gull.
That card was intended as a decoy,
to lure Digby away from his room,
so that Basswood could leave the
poisoned tobacco for him. Bass-
wood had studied Digby’s habits,
and must have known that that
notice about the collars would be
sure to catch his eye. Now we had
better bc going. The police will be
at Basswood’s shop at eight o’clock.”

I could have done with a little
strong coffce, but he haled me out
of the restaurant, and we walked up
Amsterdam Avenue. How little, I
reflected, did the passersby, hurrying
about their kindly and innocent
concerns, suspect our dark and per-
ilous errand.

“The motive, of course,” said
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She came into the room followed
by the large policeman who looked
uncomfortable. Miss Thompson
looked around the room, then spoke:

“Well, I hope this is the last time
I'm to be brought back here.”

“Certainly, Miss Thompson, cer-
tainly. Please sit down.” Rigby in-
troduced the girl to Robin. There
was something not quite natural
about Rigby’s courtesy. Robin de-
cided it was much too claborate.

Miss Thompson sat down, coolly.
Rigby stood in front of her.

“Now, Miss Thompson. We don’t
want you to be frightened —or
nervous.”

The girl looked up. “I certainly
have no reason to be, have I?”

Rigby’s quick little frown smoothed
itself out in a smile. “Of course not.
All we want is that you tell Inspector
Robin what happened this morning.”

Miss Thompson glanced at Robin
— sharply. She kept her eyes on his
face as she spoke.

Her story was exactly the same as
he had heard from the others. When
she finished, Robin reflected that he
was left with the same twenty min-
utes between the time the girl and
Loring left the room and the time
Loring returned to bring the Chalice
out for the auction.

Lieutenant Rigby shook his head
sadly. His voice was mournful.

“Somebody’s lying here. Either

the Chalice was missing when Miss
Thompson and Loring left the room
or it was stolen in those twenty
minutes.”

Conrad Wallace spoke: “I've told
you fifty times, Lieutenant, that no
one — 70 one came into this room in
those twenty minutes. Good God,
man, I have eyes — I can see.”

Robin cleared his throat. “If I
may suggest, Lieutenant, perhaps
the other clerks . . .”

Lieutenant Rigby went to the
door and called the remaining two
clerks. They came in — frightened
and ncrvous,

Rigby looked at Robin. “Maybe
you'd like to question them.”

Mr. Robin was certain he had no
idea where to begin. But he went
ahead. The first clerk’s name was
Claridge. He, too, told the same
story. Yes — he’d seen the girl and
Loring enter the room. Yes — he’d
seen them come out. Loring had
closed the door behind him, escorted
the girl to the door, and then had
busied himself with the other clerk,
Elliot, until it was time for him to
get out the Chalice. No—no one
else had entered the room.

Elliot told the same story.

Mr. Robin felt helpless — adrift
on an oceanic crime without a straw
of a clue. Detective Inspector Robin
was strangely absent. He had de-
serted his creator in his greatest hour
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oil if I've ever came across anything
as screwy as this. But — well, maybe
you're telling the truth.”

The girl smiled at Robin.

“But,” Rigby went on, “you’re
still not out of the woods. You know
you just can’t walk right in on a
police investigation and impersonate
an Inspector from Scotland Yard
and then expect us to pat you on the
back and send you back home. Hell,
no — there’s more to it than that.”

“I know that, Licutcnant. But
I'm positive I've got it all figured
out. Please, take us back to Wal-
lace’s. Just let me check on one or
two more points. Then, if I'm not
right, you can do anything you want
with me.”

Rigby stuck out his lower lip.
“You mean you're willing to take
the rap for impersonating an officer
if you’re not right about your
solution?”

Robin nodded.

“You’re willing to stake your
freedom on your ability as an ama-
teur detective?”

“Yes.”

Rigby laughed loud and long.
When he caught his breath he said:
“Robin, you might be nuts — you
might even be a pixie — but, by
God, you’ve got the guts to back up
your insanity. Okay, let’s go.”

Everyone sat in the little room

from which the Chalice had been
taken. There was Wallace, Elliot,

laridge, Miss Thompson, Rigby,
the large Irisk policeman, and Lor-
ing. Robin stood to one side, nerv-
ous. He glanced at Rigby who
nodded.

Robin cleared his throat and be-
gan: “Ladies and gentlemen . . .”

Someone tittcred. It was Loring.

Robin{rownedand wenton.“Early
this morning between eight-forty
and nine o’clock the Addonbury
Chalice was stolen from this room.”
Robin walked to the cabinet. “When
it was last secn, or apparently last
secn, it was in this cabinet. Is that
correct, Mr. Wallace?”

Wallace started to speak, changed
his mind, and just nodded.

“All right. From that statement
we can conclude that the Chalice
was stolen in the twenty minutes
between the time Miss Thompson
left the room with Loring and the
time Loring came back in to get the
Chalice for the auction. Does every-
onc agree to that?”

Everyone nodded.

Robin warmed to his subject.
“Very well. No one came into this
room during those twenty minutes,
That’s also agreed. So, since it is
obviously impossible to take an ob-
ject from a room without entering
it, then we must look for another
way in which the thief spirited the
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which receded slightly, bold nose,
clear and rather daring eycs, mouth
which smiled when the breaks went
against him. They were going against
him steadily in the game.

One of the other two was an
aggressively well-dressed individual
whose amatcur standing the observ-
ant physician had doubted the in-
stant he sct eyes on him. Ilis name
was Striker; he was hard, incisive,
sure; and with an immediate and
bristling insistence on the letter of
the poker law. He had, in addition,
certain traits which the doctor dis-
liked intensely: a clawing movement
of the hands while raking in his win-
nings, a steady flow of ill-natured
comment, a tendency to goad the
other players. His most biting taunts
were levelled at Captain Verity and
the doctor sensed in them a deliber-
ate intent to unsettle the flying ofh-
cer’s judgment, to rush him into un-
wise risks. If such was his purpose, he
was having complete success. Verity
was betting recklessly and, as his pile
of chips diminished, that of Striker
grew until it resembled an architec-
tural model for a skyscraper.

It was an infuriating ducl to watch,
but the old doctor could find no
grounds for interference. Striker never
actually overstepped the line and it
was clear that the unlucky officer
would resent any effort to champion
him. As the game progressed, how-

ever, it became apparent to Dr.
Casimer that the third stranger at
the table was taking Verity’s part,
and doing it so unobtrusively that
no onc else in the room had sensed
what was going on.

This third stranger was a fat old
man named Jones. He had an im-
passive face, in which an unlighted
cigar was clamped, and he seemed on
the surface completely apathetic
about the game. When his turn came
to deal, he distributed the cards with
large hands which fumbled occasion-
ally. But now that the doctor’s at-
tention was focused on Jones, he be-
came aware of a most peculiar thing:
Whenever Jones was the dealer, Cap-
tain Verity won. When this hap-
pened half a dozen times in succes-
sion without a break, Dr. Casimer
sat up to watch developments with
an exultant tingle of interest. It
could not be a coincidence. He was
sure those slow, puffy fingers were
manipulating the cards to the yoéung
flyer’s advantage. Had the sharp,
professional eyes of Striker noticed
this also?

Apparently not. It had been de-
cided to stop at midnight and the
clock on the wall crept around to
twelve o’clock without any disturb-
ance or serious dispute. The old
man’s jugglery had kept Verity sol-
vent but one disastrous tilt in which
Striker had topped the officer’s flush
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delighted, for he intended to pawn
it at oncc.

Then he reflected that if it was
worth all that money Elsie had al-
most certainly stolen it — which
might lead to complications. It would
be safer to get rid of it or keep it out
of sight for a few years. He kept it.

The theater held no future for him.
At the end of the tour he went back
to sponge or: his aunt for the few re-
maining months of her life. She was
an annuitant with a ncgligible capi-
tal, but she left him some -£2000
with which he established himsclf
as a motor car agent.

Selling motor cars in 1903 was a
slow and hcart-breaking process. It
is incredible nowadays, but on the
rare occasions when you booked a
customer some cight months would
pass before you could redeem the
car from the coach builder’s and
collect.

The two thousand did not last
very long. Soon a morce balanced
concern took over the agency and
employed George as part clerk, part
salesman. Ilis new employer had
becn one of his father’s victims, but
very gencrously felt only sympathy
for George. He suggested that the
name was an unfair handicap and
himself paid the expenses of George
changing his name by decd poll.
Betwecn them they constructed the
name of “‘Carshaw’ as a good omen
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for business.

George was living fairly conten-
tedly in lodgings in Richmond. We
have no clue to his inmost thoughts
at this time, but we may deduce
that at the back of his thoughts was
the consciousness that he had com-
mitted murder and got away with
it. What fools, we imagine him rea-
soning, are murderers to be caught!
To mess about with poison and guns
and knives which always lcave clues!
Whereas, if vou have an accident
which lots of people can witness it
does not even matter if you contra-
dict yoursclf a bit. You are expccted
to be flurricd. And unless they can
prove that you deliberately upsct
the boat there is no possibility of
their proving anything.

His evenings tended to be lonely,
for he was not a very sociable young
man and had no friends of his own
sex. Indeed his carnings did not give
him scope for much in the way of
social activitics and he was already
inclined to believe that the motor
car trade held no prospects.

Spring camc with its insistent urge
to be up and doing. If he could have
Aunt Maud’s £2000 over again he
would know better what to do.

Violet Laystall was a house parlor-
maid and he picked her up one Sun-
day afternoon. She was reasonably
good-looking and of quict manners;
and George, though he thought of
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himself as a gentleman, had been
cured of snobbery and class con-
sciousness. On May 5, 1904, he
married her, a notable gift from the
bridegroom to the bride being the
ruby bracelet that had once belonged
to Elsie.

He took her to live in his rooms,
for his holiday was not yct due. On
May ¢ he insured her life for £2000.
He proposed his own life for a similar
amount, but the proposal was re-
jected by the insurance company on
account of certain medical informa-
tion he felt obliged to give the
doctor about himself. And, of course,
they made wills in each other’s favor.

Their deferred honeymoon took
place in the middle fortnight of
August. He took her to Bognor (not
yet “Bognor Regis”). On the first
three days the sea was choppy. Cn
the afternoon of the fourth day he
hired a small rowing boat. When
they were about a mile from the
shore he suggested that she might
like to try her hand at rowing.

She was a docile little woman and
obediently took her place on the
thwart. She pulled a few strokes
while he manipulated the boat broad-
side to the shore. There were several
pleasure boats dotted about, but
none of them too close for his pur-
pose and the nearest was that of the

attendant on the fringe of the
bathers.
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He waited for her to lose an oar,
but as time was valuable he leaned
forward and bumped the sea side oar
out of the row lock. Then he stood
up and capsized the boat.

The little play had alrcady been
rehearsed and he had only to repeat
his lines. Even the Coroner made
very much the samec little speech
about its being a lesson to him for
the rest of his life. When he was
lcaving the court, in a suitable state
of collapse, an official handed him
the ruby bracelet that had been
taken from the dead woman’s wrist.

Even with £2000 in the bank,
George Carshaw, as he now was, did
not lose his head. Go slow and
look around was his motto. The
motor trade, it seemed, was improv-
ing of its own accord and without
any extra effort George was soon
more than equalling his salary in
commission. He decided to stay on,
a course which presented no em-
barrassment. His employer did not
even know that he had married; and,
as George was an unsociable man, he
had not confided in any of his col-
leagues where he had intended to go
for his holiday.

There being no immediate open-
ing for capital, George thought a
fellow might as well do himself
comfortably for a bit. He began to
spend his evenings in the West End.
Shortly before Christmas he ran
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week.

It is probable that her detestable
temperament made George speed up
the program. They had a scrap on
the Thursday before Whitsun 1906.
George lost his temper this time and
very nearly had to call a doctor for
her afterwards. After the thumping
she was extra docile and perhaps
George saw his last chance of staging
a reconciliation. He took her to
Paignton, a growing seaside resort on
the south coast of Devon.

She said that the sea made her
sick and she wouldn’t go on it. But
George, of course, was much more
intelligent than his wife. He put upa
convincing little pantomime with a
£5 note concealed at the back of his
pocketbook against a rainy day—
teascd her and said that she should
have the fiver if she could stay in a
small rowing boat with him for an
hour without being seasick. And the
greedy fool succumbed.

We imagine that George put to
sea with a certain confidence. He
had found a method of murder that
was clue-proof. But on this occasion
he was very nearly tripped by the
element of time. For artificial res-
piration was applied in the boat that
picked them up, and the heart was
actually restarted, though it beat for
a few seconds only.

But this was the only little contre-
temps — except that George caught
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a very bad cold. The inquest went
off without a hitch. For neither the
Coroner nor the local police kept in-
dexed news clippings of other boat-
ing and bathing fatalities in other
years and at other places.

But the Department of Dead
Ends, which kept a large number of
more or less useless records, used to
file a cross-index of every death by
violence in any form. They found
that within the space of two ycars
George Carshaw had lost two wives
in preciscly the same circumstances,
detail for detail. In each case the
boat had capsized about the same
distance from shore. In each case he
had made an ineffectual effort to save
his wife. In each case he had pre-
vented the body from sinking, but
not from drowning.

Then there was the cross-index
(“Fatality — Sea — Boat™). In ten
minutes a clerk had found that a
similar accident, detail for detail, had
happened at Ilfracombe in 1903 with
Elsie Natley and George Macartney.

Detective-Inspector Martleplug
was the one who worked most closely
with Dead Ends at this time. Martle-
plug dug out the deed poll and iden-
tified George Carshaw with George
Macartney. He found that the two
wives had been insured, that Elsie
Natley was not his wife and was not
insured — which puzzled him.

He found George arranging for a
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very firmly down on horse racing
and after the first week or two re-
fused to let him give her expensive
dresses — except just a few, which,
she said, would be economical in the
end. He must, she said, learn to be
sensible with his money. He must
not speculate — he must invest. And
if you invested your money sensibly
you could get as big a return as if you
had speculated with it. There was,
for example, The Theater, of which
George already had too much prac-
tical knowledge to be fooled, as he
had been fooled by racing tipsters.

She had, it turned out, heard of a
play only the other day which con-
tained great possibilities of profit. By
the instrumentality of one of the
economical-expensive frocks she ob-
tained the script from the author.
When she read the part which she
would play if George should decide
to go into production as a side line,
he agreed that it sounded fine.

George paid for the play to be
put on and by running a small mort-
gage on the agency managed to prop
it up for six weeks at one of the mi-
nor West End theaters. He had just
enough left to send it on tour in the
provinces — with Polly in her part.
So he lost both his money and his
girl — though she continued to
write him most affectionate lctters
from the provinces until the tour
collapsed. :
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George did quite well with the
agency. He had a liking for motor
cars and put in plenty of work. But
he was handling one of the smaller
makes that has since perished. There
was the slack first quarter of the
new year in which the rent and
wages of the workshop staff became
a problem. He pulled up a bit in the
summer, but not quite enough. If the
agency were to live it must have new
capital.

He found May Toler outside a
servants’ registry office in Picca-
dilly. She was 32 and the only one
of his wives who was definitely
pretty, with beautiful long hands,
which she had been able to preserve;
for it was more than ten years since
she had becen anything but a very
good class parlor-maid.

With her he had to exert all his
resources and his rather crude charm.
And there were several setbacks.
Her family, who lived at Willesden,
did not like him at first. But their
hostility was killed by his gift of the
ruby bracclet which they recognized
to be valuable.

She married him, against her bet-
ter judgment, in February, 1908.
He had persuaded her to cut out the
still-querulous family and morc or
less make an clopement of it. For
the ceremony was performed with
paid witnesses before the registrar
at Camden Town.
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“I don’t know. She may have.”

“You don’t know. Was your last
wife insured against death by acci-
dent for £10,000?”

“Yes.”

“Did she on June 15, 1906, meet
with an exactly similar accident at
Paignton? I mean, had you rowed
her out and did the boat capsize in
— er — the precise manner in which
you have just described in respect
of your — er — latest wife?”

Point by point he brought out
the details of the drowning of
Madge, then of the drowning of
Violet and, point by point, matched
them with the drowning of May.

Three was good enough. He could
not make the insurance point in re-
spect of Elsie, so he left it alone.

It is open to the critical to take
the view that this cross-cxamination
was a definite “wangle” on the part
of the police. They could bring the
facts out in the Coroner’s court,
though not in the high court. But
by the time the Coroner’s case was
reported every man in the country
who was likely to sit on the jury
would have been certain to read the
facts. So the jury would know.

But the Coroner’s court carried
them a bit further than they meant
to go. The jury brought in a verdict
of willful murder against George
Carshaw and he was committed for
trial on the Coroner’s warrant.
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The Crown felt that it must go
on with the case. George was brought
up for trial in the following Junc. -

‘In the meantime Martleplug had
traced George back to the private
school where he had been instru-
mental in winning a swimming cup.
They had against him now that he
was a powerful swimmer and that
his thrice-repeated tale of flounder-
ing about with an oar was all non-
sense.

But cven so George got away with
it.

It was a rising young lawyer, now
well known as Sir Ernest Quilter,
K.C., who saved George Carshaw
from his reasonably certain fate of
being hanged as the murderer of his
wife, May.

Counsel for the prosecution op-
ened by describing in minute detail
the circumstances in which May had
met her death. He then paused and
looked at the judge —an action
which was very close indeed to being
a prearranged signal. But as this
was donc by arrangement with the
defense there could be no objection.
The judge promptly ordered the
jury to retirc and then listened to
arguments on both sides as to the
admissibility of evidence of the two
previously drowned wives (owing to
the absence of the money element
the Crown had come to the conclu-
sion that the first drowning, of Elsie
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