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the NEWEST shortstory by
STANLEY ELLIN

Here is Stanley Ellin’s annual story written especially for EQMM—
always a mystery-and-literary Event.

"Death of an Old-Fashioned Girl” offers all the qualities we have
come to expect in the contemporary mystery short story—a plot of
modern substance; a style solid and muscular in the modern manner;
characters of dimension, clearly realized; and (no truly contemporary
story can be lacking in it) psychological and intellectual content . . .
a modern short story written by the man who, many critics believe,
is the Number One writer of mystery short stories actively producing

today . . .

DEATH OF AN OLD-FASHIONED GIRL

by STANLEY ELLIN

he knife was an old carving

knife pressed into service as an
artist’s tool, used for trimming can-
vas, for shaping wedges for stretch-
ers, for a dozen other duties. Its
blade, honed to a razor edge, had
been driven up to the handle into
the woman’s body, the impact of
the blow so unexpected and vio-
lent that she had not even had time
to scream under it. She had simply
doubled over and fallen, her face a
mask «£ horror, and then she had
lain still, her blood puddling on the
floor.

She must have died almost at
once. | had never seen death by vio-
lence before, but | needed no past
experience to tell me that the
abrupt relaxation of those limbs

and the graying of that horror-
stricken face meant death.

So, as the police knew at a glance,
the knife had been the weapon. In
view of that, one could hardly
blame them for their skeptical man-
ner toward us. And note as well
that this was Greenwich Village,
home of the emotional and irration-
al, that there was every evidence in
the studio of a liberal consumption
of alcohol, that the walls around
were hung with paintings capable
of baffling the canniest policeman
—and there you have all the
grounds you need for official hos-
tility.

The one painting | would except
was the huge nude on its slab of
masonite hanging almost directly
over the lifeless body on the floor, a
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fleshy, voluptuous nude which even
a policeman could appreciate, as all
these so evidently did.

There was—although they did
not know it yet—a relationship be-
tween that nude and the body on
the floor. The model for the picture
had been Nicole Arnaud, first wife
of Paul Zachary, the man who had
painted it. The blood-soaked body
on the floor had been Elizabeth
Ann Moore, second wife of Paul
Zachary. | have known cases where
a man’s first and second wives
managed a sort of amiable regard
for each other, but they were the
rare exceptions-to the rule. The
case of Nicole and Elizabeth Ann
was not among the exceptions. Fear-
ing each other desperately, they
had naturally hated each other viru-
lently. It was their misfortune that
Paul Zachary was as talented and
attractive as he was. One or anoth-
er of those endowments should be
enough for any man. Put them to-
gether so that you have a superb
painter with an immediate and
magnetic appeal for any woman in
his ken, and you have the makings
of tragedy.

There were five of us to be ques-
tioned by the police: my wife Janet
and myself, Sidney and Elinor
Goldsmith who ran the Goldsmith
Galleries, and Paul Zachary. Five
of us, any of whom might be re-
garded as capable of murder. We
had motive, we had means, and we
had certainly drunk enough to en-
ter the necessary mood.
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The officer in charge was a lieu-
tenant of detectives, a sharp-fea-
tured man with cold gray eyes,
who surveyed us with a sort of dour
satisfaction. There on the floor was
a dead woman. Nearby lay the
knife that had butchered her, still
stained with her blood. And here
were the five of us, birds in a coop,
one of whom was certainly due to
be plucked and roasted very soon.
The victim’s husband, dazed and
incoherent, sweating and blood-
spattered, was the prime suspect,
which made it that much easier. It
was now four in the morning. Be-
fore sunrise our stories would be
out, and the case would be closed.

Therefore, the lieutenant made it
clear, the immediate objective was
to separate us, to prevent any col-
lusion, any conspiracy against the
truth. There was a stenographer
present to take our statements, but
until they were dictated and signed
we were not to communicate with
each other. And, he added, with a
bilious look at the litter of empty
bottles and glasses on the scene, if
we needed sobering up before the
questioning, he would see to it that
we were supplied with sufficient
black coffee to do the job.

The studio was on the upper
floor of Paul’s duplex. Of the host
of men in it, fingerprinting, photo-
graphing, and examining, two
were delegated to accompany us to
the apartment below. In the living
room there they dispersed us well
apart from each other and then
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stood at opposite ends of the room,
eyeing us like suspicious proctors.

The coffee was brought, steam-
ing hot and acid strong, and be-
cause it was offered to us we drank
it, the clink of cup against saucer
sounding loud in the deathly si-
lence of that room. Then a uni-
formed man appeared at the kitch-
en door, and Paul was removed.

Now there were four of us left to
sit and look at each other numbly
and wonder how Paul was describ-
ing what had happened. |1 had a
part in that explanation. One hour
ago Elizabeth Ann had been stand-
ing here before me, very much
alive, and | had been the one to
speak the words which started the
clock ticking away her last min-
utes.

Not that | was entirely to blame
for what had happened. There was
in Elizabeth Ann a fatal quality.
She was, as she herself chose to put
it, an old-fashioned girl. This is a
phrase which may have many
meanings, but there was never a
doubt about the exact meaning it
held for her. During her brief life-
time she must have ingested
enough romantic literature and
technicolored movies to addle a
much larger brain than hers, and
in the end she came to believe that
human beings actually behaved the
way the heroine of a melodrama
would. Perhaps—because whenever
she looked into a mirror she saw
how golden-haired and blue-eyed
and beautiful she was—identifica-

tion with her wish-fulfillment her-
oine came that much easier.

So Elizabeth Ann became that
heroine and played her role, al-
though neither she nor the times
were quite suited to it. She should
have given thought to that before
the murderous knife-blade plunged
into her—should have considered
that times change, that poets no
longer need to scratch their verses
on parchment, nor painters smear
their paints on canvas. Times
change, and it may be dangerous to
act out your little role as if they
dont.

Across the room Sidney Gold-
smith looked at his watch, and, in-
voluntarily, | looked at mine. It had
only been five minutes since Paul
was closeted with his inquisitors.
How much longer would it take?
Sooner or later it would be my turn,
and | could feel my stomach churn
at the prospect.

From the room overhead came
sounds of heavy-footed activity;
from the dark street below, a radio
in one of the police cars parked
there squawked something unintel-
ligible. Later, | knew, there would
be newspapermen and photogra-
phers, avid curiosity seekers and in-
quisitive friends. Afterward, all our
lives would be changed and redi-
rected—as if Elizabeth Ann had the
power to manipulate us even from
the grave.

Would a policeman be interested
in that? Not likely. Yet, if | were to
tell the story my own way, that
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would be part of it—a closing note,
perhaps. As for the beginning, it
would have to be the day, long,
long ago, when 1 first met Paul
Zachary.

We met that chill, damp Parisian
day twelve years ago in Michel-
ette’s, the cafe on the corner of Rue
Soufflot near the University where
art students, especially homesick
American art students, congregat-
ed. Possibly because we were so
dissimilar, Paul and | took to each
other at once. He was a big hand-
some, easygoing North Carolina
boy, soft-voiced, slow-speaking,
someone who, | suspected, would
rather have cut out his tongue than
say anything unkind to you, no
matter how justified unkindness
might be on occasion. | learned
that, watching him.under provoca-
tion. He had a temper which was
slow to heat, but when heated it
would roar up in a blaze of physi-
cal rage, an overturning of a table,
a smashing of a glass against the
wall, but never the spoken insult.

As for me, | was small and ag-
gressive, a born New Yorker with,
| suppose, the New Yorker’s sharp
tongue and touchy ways. To Paul
this was as intriguing as his coun-
try ways were to me. More impor-
tant, we honestly admired each oth-
er’s talents, and that is not as usual
among artists as you might think.
Making pictures may be art, but it
is also a brutally competitive busi-
ness for those engaged in it. There

are just so many patrons and fel-
lowships to support an artist, jud:
so much space on gallery walls to
display his work, and until a paint-
er’s reputation is assured beyond a
doubt he is the rival of every other
painter, including masters long
dead and gone.

The meeting in Michelette’s led
very soon to our sharing a com-
bined bedroom-studio on Rue Ras-
pail, since such sharing is a natural
way of life for students with little
money. But there was one thing |
could not share with Paul, no mat-
ter what | would have offered for
it in those days. That was Nicole.

Pie had met her at Au Prin-
temps, the big department store on
Boulevard Haussmann, where she
was a salesgirl. How to describe
her? The best way, | think, is to
say that she was a true Parisienne.
And there is in every Parisian
woman | have known a special
quality. Beautiful or plain, she is
always fully alive, always mer-
curial. Opinionated, too, for that
matter, but what she does succeed
in communicating to her man is
that he is the one who has quick-
ened her spirit this way.

All this vivacity, this spirit, this
tenderness Nicole brought to Paul
with single-minded devotion. And
more. Much more. She was no fool
about art and no coward about ex-
pressing her opinions on it. Every
artist worth his salt must have an
egomaniac confidence in himself.
But underneath this confidence
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will always be one small lump of
uncertainty, of self-doubt, which is
waiting to flare up cancerously and
destroy him. Why cant | sell, he
wonders. Am | on the wrong
track? If | fell in line with the
vogue, wouldn't | do better for my-
self? And then he is lost, sunk in
guilt if he does sell out, full of mis-
ery if he doesn'.

It was Nicole who, by acting as
Paul’s conscience, barred the way to
retreat from the course he had set
himself. Whenever he would throw
up his hands in despair for the fu-
ture, they would have furious quar-
rels which she always won, be-
cause, | think, he wanted her to
win, wanted the constant evidence
of her faith in him to keep him on
his chosen course.

Like a good little bourgeoise,
Nicole lived at home with her papa
and mama, and, since they took a
dim view of threadbare young
American artists, she had a hard
time of it with them after Paul en-
tered her life. But she stubbornly
held her own, until at last there
was a wedding service at the Mairie
of the XVIII Arrondisement fol-
lowed by a banquet at which papa
and mama, between mouthfuls,
loudly discussed their daughter’s
cheerless prospects. That same eve-
ning, out of money but with the
promise of a job in New York, I
said goodbye to the newlyweds at
Orly airport and went my way
homeward to America. As a wed-
ding present—the only one | could

afford—I left them my share of the
room that Paul and | inhabited on
Rue Raspail.

| didnt see them again for two
years, but during that time we cor-
responded regularly. Nicole did the
writing for them, and somehow,
despite her schoolbook English,
she managed to express all her
warmth and wit in those letters.
She was still working at Au Prin-
temps and had wonderful stories
to tell about tourists. And stories
about her family, and about old
friends at the University. But no
stories about Paul, Only occasional
phrases about her happiness with
him, her concern with his work-
ing so hard, her certainty that he
would very soon be recognized as
a great artist. Apparently, one does
not write stories about God. He is
there to be worshipped, and that is
all.

Then came the momentous news
of Mrs. Goldsmith in six crowded
pages of dashing script. Nicole had
fallen into conversation with this
American woman at the store, the
subject of Paul had come up—it
never took Nicole long to introduce
that subject into any conversation
—and it seemed that this woman
and her husband had recently
opened a gallery in New York and
were seeking works of art by new-
comers. Naturally, she had intro-
duced them to Paul, had shown
them his work, and they were
much impressed. When they left
for New York they would be tak-
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ing several of his pictures with
them. They would also be calling
on me as soon as they were home.

So they did, which was how I
came to meet Sid and Elinor Gold-
smith, and how I finally came into
my own. At the time | had few pic-
tures to show them—I was doing
art layouts for a Madison Avenue
agency at the time—but what they
saw they liked.

They were not new at the game.
They had worked for a big up-
town gallery for years, but now
had obtained financial backing suf-
ficient to open their own place.
With their wide acquaintance
among people who bought art they
had a head start over most, but
they needed some new and excit-
ing work to put on the market.
Paul and I were not their first dis-
coveries, but we were, within a few
years, their most important. | some-
times think of what might have be-
come of me if Nicole and Elinor
had not met that day in Au Prin-
temps, and it is not a pleasant
thought.

As it was, not long after meeting
the Goldsmiths | had made my first
worthwhile sales and had left the
agency to try my hand at painting
full time again. Also, | had got my-
self married to one of the agency’s
loveliest secretaries. Very soon af-
ter meeting Janet in the office, | had
visions of exchanging wedding
rings with her some day in the re-
mote future. When | had told her
that, explaining we would have to
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wait because no wife of mine was
going to work to help pay my rent,
she smiled a Mona Lisa smile, and,
somewhat to my surprise, | found
myself married immediately after-
ward.

So there were die four of us to
meet Paul and Nicole when they
arrived at Kennedy one rainy night.
Their appearance in New York was
not unexpected. Nicole had men-
tioned the possibility to me in one
of her letters, trying to sound light-
some about it but not quite suc-
ceeding, and Paul had written the
Goldsmiths at length, saying that
he was fed up with living abroad,
and asking if they could not ar-
range some kind of part-time work
for him, teaching art classes, per-
haps. It would not be harder, Paul
observed, than trying to get along
on what Nicole earned at the store
and on the few sales he had made.

As it turned out, there was no
demand for art instructors, but
there was a large demand among
various chic Fifth Avenue stores
for salesgirls just like Nicole. So at
one of the most chic she took up
where she had left off at Au Prin-
temps, while Paul continued his
eight hours a day at the easel. |
found them a cheap flat in the
Greenwich Village walk-up where
Janet and | lived, and, as in my
case, one room was set up as Paul’s
studio.

A man will work harder out of
the compulsion to create art than
for any other reason. That was
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true of me during that period, and
it applied to Paul in double meas-
ure. Because of that, because the
time became ripe for us, and be-
cause the Goldsmiths were more
apostles for us than agents, we
made it.

There is a great divide between
being an artist and being a success-
ful artist. On one side is only hard
work. On the other side is still the
hard work, but now there are col-
lectors attending your shows, re-
views in the press, places on the
panels of Sunday television shows.
And suddenly there is money,
more and more of it, the feel of it
in your hand assuring you that all
this is real. A great divide. And
crossing it can sometimes change a
man greatly.

Up to the time Paul and | made
the crossing, he had been sub-
merged in his work with fanatical
dedication. And he' had leaned
heavily on Nicole, sustained by her
encouragement, grateful for the
paycheck she brought home each
week, for the housekeeping she did,
for the role of wife, mother, and
mistress she played so devotedly.
She had also been a convenient
model for him, and it used to en-
rage Janet that Nicole, after a hard
day at the store, would pose for
Paul until all hours of the night,
holding some bone-racking posi-
tion until she must have been ready
to collapse.

From Nicole, however, there
were few complaints, and those few

always delivered with wry self-
mockery. Having art as a rival for
your husband’s affections was not
so bad, she would point out. There
were more dangerous rivals. The
unscrupulous  two-legged  kind
with an eye for ahandsome man.

Did she have a foreboding of the
future when she said that? Or was
it only the expression of the fear in
every wife as her youth fades, espe-
cially a wife whose husband has
removed her so far from homeland
and family and who is that much
more dependent on him? Which-
ever it was, when Paul’s success
brought about the great change, it
was clear that she had spoken pro-
phetically.

At first, the change was super-
ficial. Nicole left her job, as Janet
had already done, to become the
complete housewife. Paul leased
the duplex off Sheridan Square.
There was a glossy new car parked
in front of it. Then there were par-
ties every week-end, and very good
and plentiful liquor to ignite the
social spirit.

And there were women. There
were always women at those par-
ties, and where they came from
and where they went to when the
party was over was often a mystery
to me. | do not mean the usual
wives and mistresses. | mean those
unescorted young charmers who
appeared from nowhere to sit at
your feet, a drink in their hands,
and look up at you meltingly.
There were so many of them, all
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strangely resembling each other
in their vacuous prettiness, all ap-
parently available to any man who
cared to stake a claim. Certainly
they were available to Paul. The
fact that his wife was on the prem-
ises eyeing them with loathing only
seemed to amuse them.

More than once | saw Paul make a
fool of himself with them. On his
behalf I can only say that it would
have been hard for him not to. For
all his years in Paris and New
York, he was still the country boy,
and this alluring breed of female
drawn his way by the smell of mon-
ey and success was new to him.
And its rapt, odalisque adoration
of him, so unlike Nicole’s strong-
minded partnership, was unset-
tling. Why not? Give any healthy
man a few drinks and face him
with a lovely young creature who,
eyes limpid with emotion and lips
parted, strains toward him, offer-
ing him the luscious fullness of
her decolletage, and he is likely
to make the same kind of fool of
himself. Face him with Elizabeth
Ann Moore, and he is in real
danger.

In the kaleidoscope of those
week-end gatherings, Elizabeth
Ann remained a constant. Others
came and went, finally disappear-
ing for good, but she remained, |
believe that from the time she first
met Paul she had decided that he
was to be hers, and slowly, inexor-
ably, like an ameba flowing around
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its prey and ingesting it, she de-
voured him.

She had the means for it. As an
artist | can say that she was almost
too flawlessly beautiful to make a
good model, but, of course, she was
not offering herself to Paul as a
model. And she conveyed an air of
childlike innocence, of wide-eyed,
breathless rapture with life. That
was the role she must have set her-
self long before; by now she played
it to perfection. She was not one for
furs and jewels either. A shrewd
child, she dressed, as Janet once re-
marked, like a sweet little milk-
maid who had $200 to spend on a
dress.

In matters of the intellect she was
totally ignorant. And here there
was no pretense about her. She evi-
dently lived on a diet of sickly ro-
mantic novels, lush movies, and
popular music played in a slow,
dreamy tempo, and when she was
charged with that she would say,
smiling at her own naivete, “Well,
I guess I'm sort of old-fashioned,
aren’t1?”

But she said that—she uttered all
her banalities—in a soft little voice,
a honeyed, insinuating whisper,
which suggested that you werent
really annoyed with her, were you?
How could you be, when you were
such a great big strong man, and
she was such a helpless little girl?

She was as helpless as Catherine
de’Medici. And she had a skin
thick enough to withstand any
blow. That, of course, is essential
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equipment for the woman invad-
ing another woman’s territory. Not
only Nicole, but Janet and Elinor
detested her and let her know it.
For all the effect their remarks had
on her, Elizabeth Ann might have
been getting compliments on her
new hairdo. To the intent of the
remarks she was deaf, dumb, and
blind, sweetly smiling, more child-
like than ever.

Then one night we were
shocked witnesses to a scene in
which Nicole could no longer re-
strain herself. Paul and Elizabeth
Ann had left the room together,
and had been gone so long that
their absence became embarrassing.
When they returned, absorbed in
each other, slightly disheveled, Ni-
cole burst out and told them in the
idiom of Rue Pigalle what they
were. Then she fled to her room
while Paul stood there, ashamed
and angry, hesitating about follow-
ing her, finally taking the first step
after her.

That was the deciding moment
for Elizabeth Ann. Another wom-
an told off in public this way
would have left. She might have
done it with bravado, but she
would have left. Elizabeth Ann re-
mained. And wept. It was not the
ugly, helpless weeping that Nicole
had given wgy to as she fled the
scene; it was a pathetic teariness, a
whispered sobbing. Face buried in
her hands in the approved melo-
dramatic style, she whimpered like
a stricken child. And when Paul

stopped in his tracks, when he
turned to take her in his arms and
soothe her anguish, we knew it was
all over for Nicole.

It was Janet who went with her
to Juarez a month later to arrange
the divorce. The night before they
left for Mexico, Nicole stayed with
us at our new apartment uptown,
and we were up till dawn while
she talked in a nerveless, exhausted
way of what was happening to her.
She seemed past the point of tear*
now, suddenly much older and
stouter, her face bloated, her eyes
sunk in her head. Only when she
described the great confrontation
scene that Elizabeth Ann had final-
ly contrived, the performance Eliz-
abeth Ann had given in it, did a
spark of the old animation show.

“They were together,” Nicole said,
“but he did not speak a word. What
a coward he is. How contemptible
to let her be the one to tell me.
And she? | swear she was like a
diva in an opera performance. She
was like Tosca preparing to die for
her lover. She stood like this—" Ni-
cole pressed a fist between her
breasts and raised her head with
jaw proudly outthrust “—and told
me about their love, their undying
passion for each other, as if some-
one had written the lines for her.
And he never spoke a word. Not
one. | dont understand, | cannot
understand what she has done to
him."”

What Elizabeth Ann had done to
Paul might be bewildering. What
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she did to Nicole was very simple.
After the divorce Nicole settled
down in a hotel room near us. She
had intended to return to Paris, she
said, but the thought of facing her
family after what had happened
was too much. So she lived in her
hotel room, visiting us sometimes
at Janet’s insistence, growing a lit-
tle stouter, a little blowsier, a little
more apathetic at each visit. And
then one night she put an end to
her misery with an overdose of
sleeping pills.

The scene at the cemetery was
one | will never forget. It was bad
enough that Paul should appear at
the services, although meanly re-
warding to see from his drawn and
haggard look how hard he had
been hit. Much worse was the sight
of Elizabeth Ann at his side. There
may be more obscene demonstra-
tions of bad taste on record, but
her presence in genteel mourning,
a handkerchief pressed to her lips,
a pitiful moaning forcing Paul’s at-
tention her way while Nicole’s body
was being lowered into the grave,
will stand me well enough the rest
of my life.

It was the last | was to see of Paul
and Elizabeth Ann for a long time.
But since they were topics of con-
versation when Janet and | were
with the Goldsmiths, we were kept
very much in touch with their af-
fairs.

As Elinor put it, it seemed that
Elizabeth Ann had a job cut out
for her. Paul was obviously morbid

about Nicole’s death, so Elizabeth
Ann now lived with the ghost of
the first wife always beside her. To
exorcise it, she was, said Elinor, giv-
ing her cute little all to Paul’s ca-
reer. Of his work she knew noth-
ing and cared less, but in the art
of career making she had set her-
self up as an expert. There were no
more unattached and alluring fe-
males at the parties; not for Eliza-
beth Ann the mistake her prede-
cessor had made. Now in attend-
ance were only those who could
add luster to an artist’s reputation.
Museum curators and rich collec-
tors, critics and celebrities—these
were the grist for Elizabeth Ann’s
mill.

When | asked how Paul took to
this, Sid said, “With bile. His man-
ner, if you know what I mean. He
drinks too much for one thing, and
then there’s this ugly way he has of
baiting Elizabeth Ann into talking
about things she’s completely blank
on. After which he apologizes for
her with elaborate sarcasm while
she blushes and looks prettily con-
fused.”

“Darling little bitch,” said Eli-
nor. “She has what to blush for. My
guess is that she and Paul hate
each other like poison now, and
nothing is going to be done about it.
He wouldnt know how to get rid
of her, and she won' get rid of him
because he’s a winning horse. So
there they are.”

How much a winning horse be-
came painfully clear to me not long
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after that, because, as it happened,
I was the other horse in a race he
and I were to run.

It was Sid who broke the news
to me. As part of its cultural ex-
change program, the State Depart-
ment was going to pick an artist to
represent America in a one-man
show in Russia. The artist would be
in attendance for interviews, and,
Sid pointed out, his eyes alight, he
would be accompanied not only by
State Department bigwigs, but by
reporters from every important
newspaper and by a photographer
and writer from Life. Back in
America the show would be taken
across the country for a year, start-
ing at San Francisco and winding
up at the Museum of Modern Art
in New York.

He didnt have to explain what
this prize could mean to the one
who drew it. But when he confid-
ed that | was a leading contender
for it—the leading contender, in
fact— was actually left weak-
kneed and sick with a sense of an-
ticipation.

It was Paul Zachary who won
the race. | am not decrying his tal-
ent when | say that with a jockey
like Elizabeth Ann handling him
he could not lose. Among those
she entertained and charmed were
State Department people very
much concerned with making the
final choice. They must have been
keenly interested when she repeat-
ed to them some scathing remarks
about our national leaders and
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their handling of international af-
fairs | had incautiously made be-
fore her in the dim past. She gave
me due credit as the author of the
remarks, of course. More than
enough to settle matters for me
then and there.

When the Goldsmiths reported
this, 1 could have killed Elizabeth
Ann on the spot, while Janet, I
think, would have preferred to
slowly torture her to death, which
was the only difference between
our reactions. As for Sid and Eli-
nor, they could hardly be expected
to take it too hard since Paul was
as much their client as | was, and
they were winners either way.
Which was why they could be in-
sensitive enough to invite us to the
celebration party the Zacharys
would be giving.

“You’re out of your mind," Janet
said. “Do you really think we’d go
after all this?"

Elinor shrugged. “lI know. But
everybody who is anybody will be
there. If you dont go, youll look
like the worst kind of bad losers."

“We are bad losers,” Janet said.
“Under the circumstances, | think
we're entitled to be."

“And under the circumstances,”
Elinor said shrewdly, *“arent you
the least bit anxious to look Eliza-
beth Ann right in the eye and tell
her what you think of her?”

So we went. Angrily and venge-
fully, which is hardly the right ap-
proach to a celebration—but we
went. And throughout the evening,
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while Janet and | drank to get up
courage for the showdown with
Elizabeth Ann, Sid and Elinor
drank for conviviality. And Paul
drank for his own dark reasons.

Only Elizabeth Ann remained
sober. She never drank much, be-
cause, | am sure, she never, not
even for a moment, wanted to risk
losing control of herself in any sit-
uation. And she knew that there
was a situation brewing here. It
was obvious from our manner that
something unpleasant was going
to happen before the party ended.

Elizabeth Ann did everything
possible to forestall it. Even in the
small hours when all the rest of the
company had gone and Paul had
disappeared somewhere so that we
four were left alone with her, she
maintained a sprightly poise, an air
of amused patience. She wanted us
out of there, but she wasnt going
to say so. Instead, she darted about,
bright and quick as a humming-
bird, intent on straightening a ta-
ble cover, arranging a chair, plac-
ing empty glasses on atray.

“Oh, sit down,” | told her at last.
“Stop playing parlormaid and sit
down. | want to talk to you.”

She didnt sit down. She stood
before me regarding me with pret-
ty bewilderment, fingertips pressed
to her cheek. “Talk? About what?”

So | told her. Loudly, angrily,
and not too coherently, | let her
know my feelings about the pe-
culiar tactics she had used to get
her husband his prize. As | spoke,
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her bewilderment deepened to in-
credulity. Then she pressed the
back of her hand to her forehead
in a gesture meant to express mor-
tal suffering.

“How can you say such things?”
she whispered. “Someone like you
—jealous of Paul’s success? | cant
believe it.”

Sid hooted raucously. “Marvel-
ous,” he said. “Three sentences,
three cliches. A perfect score.”

“And you,” said Elizabeth Ann,
wheeling on him, “posing as Paul’s
friend and telling stories behind
his back. Well, if that’s the kind of
friend you are. I'm glad he’s decid-
ed—"

She stopped short in simulated
panic, but she had both the Gold-
smiths frozen to attention now.
The silence grew until it started to
ring in my ears.

“Go on, dear,” Elinor said in a
hard wvoice. “He’s decided what?”

“To change dealers,” Elizabeth
Ann said in a rush. “To let the
Wedeking Galleries represent him
from now on. It’s all settled. After
we get back from Russia, Wedek-
ing is handling all his work.”

Wedeking was the biggest and
the best. It had few modern artists
on its list, but if you were a mil-
lionaire in a buying mood, its mar-
ble showroom on 57th Street was
the place to buy a Rembrandt or a
Cezanne. And now an original
Paul Zachary. It must have been
hard for the Goldsmiths to com-
prehend that. Paul was their boy.
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They were the ones who had dis-
covered him, who had beat the
drums for him, who had helped
carry him through the hard times,
and who should now share his tri-
umphs with him. They and Nicole.
Now they were getting the same
medicine she had got, and it stuck
in their throats.

Sid lurched from his chair. “I
don't believe it.” He looked around
the room. “Where’s Paul ? Where is
he, damn it? We’re going to settle
this before I get out of here.”

“It is settled,” said Elizabeth
Ann. “Anyhow, he’ in the studio.
He doesnt like people going up
there.”

“Since when ?” Sid demanded.

“For a long time,” Elizabeth
Ann said with hauteur. “I’ve never
been in the studio at all. Not ever.
| dont see why you should have
special privileges.”

I thought Sid was going to hit
her. He took a step forward, his
hand upraised, then managed to
restrain himself. His hand, when he
lowered it, was trembling; all color
had drained from his face. I want
to see Paul,” he said thickly.
“Now.”

Elizabeth Ann knew the voice of
authority when she heard it. Nose
in the air, she led the way disdain-
fully up the staircase to the studio,
tried its door, flung it open.

It was brilliantly lighted, and
Paul in shirt sleeves, dinner jacket
flung on the table beside him, was
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touching up what seemed to be a
completed nude on the wall. When
he turned to us, | saw that he was
very drunk, his eyes glassy, his
brow furrowed by frowning in-
comprehension. From the accumu-
lation of empty bottles and glasses
on the premises, it was obvious that
for quite a while the studio had
been not only a workroom but a
private saloon.

He swayed on his feet. “My dear
friends,” he said, enunciating each
word with painstaking effort. “My
—dear—wife.”

Like Elizabeth Ann, | had nev-
er been in that studio. It was a
large room, and on display in it
were a number of Paul’s experi-
mental works. But more than that,
and startling to behold, the room
was a shrine to Nicole.

One whole wall was covered
with the early portraits of her, the
life studies, the charcoal sketches.
On a stand in the middle of the
floor was a bust of her done long
ago in our room on Rue Raspail.
And the nude Paul had been
working on was of Nicole. A splen-
did picture 1 had not seen before,
where the image of Nicole, vibrant
and warm and fleshy as the living
woman had been, sat poised on the
edge of a chair, looking into the
eyes of the viewer as if he were a
mirror, loving him because he waj
her husband.

Before he had entered the room,
Sid Goldsmith had been fuming
aloud with rage. Now, taking in
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the scene with wondering eyes, he
seemed struck dumb. So were we
all. And drawn magnetically by
that inspired nude, the fresh streaks
of oil glistening on its surface, we
gathered before it in silence. There
was nothing to be said about it
that would not sound fatuous. It
was that good.

It was Elizabeth Ann who broke
the silence.

“l dont like it,” she suddenly
said in a tight voice, and | saw that
for once the mask had slipped, and
what showed beneath it was the
face of the Medusa. “l dont like
it. 1t’sugly.”

Paul focused on her blearily. “Is
it?”

Elizabeth Ann pointed around
the room. “Can’t you see what she
looked like? She was just a plain,
sloppy woman, that’s all she was!”
Her voice rose shrilly. “And she’
dead. Don't you understand? She’s
dead, and there’s nothing you can
do about it!”

“Nothing ?” Paul said.

The siren of a police car sounded
outside the living-room windows.
| had been so deep in my thoughts
that 1 had forgotten where | was
and why | was there. Now as the
sound faded and the car raced oil
down the street, | looked up with a
start, realizing where | was, realiz-
ing that the policeman standing at
the kitchen door was beckoning to
me that it was my turn for ques-
tioning. The Goldsmiths were
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watching me with concern. Janet
tried to smile at me.

| got to my feet with an effort.
How much of this, | wondered,
would the lieutenant want to hear.
Very little, perhaps. Only the final
scene in that room upstairs, because
scene in that room upstairs; that was
all that was needed for the records.

“Nothing?” said Paul, and Eliza-
beth Ann said venomously, “That’s
right—nothing. So stop thinking
about her and talking about her
and living with her. Get rid of
her!” The long-bhded knife was
close at hand on the table, inviting-
ly close, and she snatched it up.
“Like this!”

She was, as | have said, addicted
to playing the heroine out of melo-
drama, so | knew what was in her
mind then. It was that familiar
scene in which the outraged hero-
ine slashes apart the canvas on
which the image of her hated rival
is painted. And she was ignorant.
Tragically ignorant. How could
she know that this picture was not
on canvas, but on masonite which
is as smooth and resistant as a pol-
ished sheet of steel?

She raised the knife high as we
stood watching in stupefaction;
then with all her strength she drove
it downward into the painted flesh
of her rival. And in that last stroke
of folly and ignorance, the blade,
clutched tight in her hand, slid in
a flashing arc over the impenetrable
surface of the painting and
plunged full into her own body.



It happened on the bus to Baghdad. There were twelve o fthem besides the
driver—eleven tourists and the tour director. And one o fthe tourists was Mr.
Parser Pyne (“Areyou unhappy? I fso, consult Mr. P. P.””), and one was

a murderer . . .

THE GATE

OF DEATH

by AGATHA CHRISTIE

“ Four great gates has the city of
Damascus . . .”

Mr. Parker Pyne repeated Flecker’s

lines softly to himself.

“ Postern of Fate, the Desert Gate,
Disaster's Cavern,

Fort o f Fear,
The Portal of Bagdad am 1, the

Doorway o f Diarbekir.”

He was standing in the streets of
Damascus and drawn up outside the
Oriental Hotel he saw one of the
huge six-wheeled buses that was to
transport him and eleven other peo-
ple across the desert to Baghdad on
the morrow.

“ Passnot beneath, 0 Caravan, orpass
not singing.
Have you heard
That silence where the birds are dead
yet something pipeth like a
bird?

Pass out beneath, O Caravan,

Doom's Caravan,
Death's Caravan/”

Something of a contrast now.
Formerly the Gate of Baghdad had
been the gate of Death. Four hun-
dred miles of desert to traverse by

caravan. Long weary months of
travel. Now the ubiquitous gasoline-
fed monsters did the journey in 36
hours.

“What were you saying,
Pyne?”

It was the eager voice of Miss
Netta Pryce, youngest and most
charming of the tourists. Though
encumbered by a stern aunt with
the suspicion of a beard and a thirst
for Biblical knowledge, Netta man-
aged to enjoy herself in many
frivolous ways of which the elder
Miss Pryce might have not ap-
proved.

Parker Pyne repeated Flecker’s
lines to her.

“Flow thrilling,” said Netta.

Three men in Air Force uniform
were standing near and one of them,
an admirer of Netta’s, said, “There
are still thrills to be got out of the
journey. Even nowadays the bus is
occasionally shot up by bandits.
Then there’s losing yourself—that
happens sometimes. And we are sent
out to find you. One fellow was lost
for five days in the desert. Luckily

Mr.

Copyright 1932 by Agatha Christie, renewed 1960; originally titled "The Gate ofBaghdad.'
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he had plenty of water with him.
Then there are the bumps. Some
bumps! One man was killed. It’s
the truth I’'m telling you! He was
asleep and his head struck the top
of the car and it killed him.”

“In a six-wheeler, Mr. O’Rourke?”
demanded the elder Miss Pryce.

“No—not in a six-wheeler,” ad-
mitted the young man.

“But we must do some sight-
seeing,” cried Netta.

Her aunt drew out a guide book.

Netta edged away. “I know she’ll
want to go to some place where St.
Paul was lowered out of a window,”
she whispered. “And | do so want to
see the bazaars.”

O’Rourke responded promptly.
“Come with me. We’ll start down
the Street railed Straight—"

They drifted off.

Parker Pyne turned to aquiet man
standing beside him, Hensley by
name. He belonged to the Public
Works Department of Baghdad.

“Damascus is a little disappoint-
ing when one sees it for the first
time,” Mr. Pyne said apologetically.
“A litdc too civilized—buses and
modern houses and shops.”

Hensley nodded. He was a man of
few words.

“Not got—back of beyond—
when you think you have,” he
jerked out.

Another man drifted up, a fair
young man wearing an old Etonian
tie. He had an amiable but slightly
vacant face which at the moment
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looked worried. He and Hensely
were in the same department.

“Hello, Smethrust,” said Hensley.
“Lost anything?”

Captain Smethrust shook his head.
He was a young man of somewhat
slow intellect.

“Just looking round,” he said
vaguely. Then he seemed to rouse
himself. “Ought to have a beano
tonight. What?”

The two friends went off together.
Parker Pyne bought a local paper
printed in French.

He did not find it very interesting.
The local news meant nothing to
him and nothing of importance
seemed to be going on elsewhere.
He found a few paragraphs headed
Londres.

The first referred to financial
matters. The second dealt with the
supposed destination of Mr. Samuel
Long, the defaulting financier. His
defalcations now amounted to the
sum of $3,000,000 and it was ru-
mored that he had reached South
America.

“Not too bad for a man just over
thirty,” said Mr. Pyne to himself.

“1 beg your pardon?”

Parker Pyne turned to confront
an Italian General who had been on
the same boat with him from
Brindisi to Beirut.

Parker Pyne explained his remark.
The Italian General nodded his head
several times.

“He is a great criminal, that man.
Even in Italy we have suffered. He
inspired confidence all over the

OF DEATH
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world. He isa man of breeding, too,
they say.”

“Well, he went to Eton and Ox-
ford,” said Parker Pyne cautiously.

“Will he be caught, do you
think?”

“Depends on how much of a
start he got. He may be still in
England. He may be—uwell, any-
where.”

“Here with us?”
laughed.

“Possibly.” Parker Pyne remained
serious. “For all you know, General,
I may be he.”

The General gave him a startled
glance. Then his olive-brown face
relaxed into a smile of comprehen-
sion.

“Oh, that is very good—very
good indeed. But you—"

His eyes strayed downward from
Mr. Pyne’s face.

Parker Pyne
glance correctly.

“You mustn’t judge by appear-
ances,” he said. “A little additional
—er—embonpoint—is easily man-
aged and has a remarkably aging
effect.”

He added dreamily, “Then there
is hair dye, of course, and face
stain, and even a change of nation-
ality.”

General Poli withdrew doubt-
fully. He never knew when the
English were serious.

Parker Pyne amused himself that
evening by going to a cinema. After-
ward, he was directed to a “Nightly
Palace of Gaieties.” It appeared to

The General

interpreted the

him to be neither a palace nor gay.
Various ladies danced with a distinct
lack of verve. The applause was
languid.

Suddenly Parker Pyne caught
sight of Smethurst. The young man
was sitting at a table alone. His face
was flushed and it occurred to
Parker Pyne that he had already
drunk more than was good for him.
He joined the young man.

“Disgraceful, the way these girls
treat you,” said Captain Smethurst
gloomily. “Bought her two drinks—
three drinks—lots of drinks. Then
she goes off laughing with someone
else. Call it a disgrace.”

Parker Pyne sympathized. He
suggested coffee.

“Got some araq coming,” said
Smethurst. “Jolly good stuff. You
try it.”

Parker Pyne knew something of
the properties of araq. He employed
tact. Smethurst, however, shook his
head.

“I’m in a bit of a mess,” he said.
“Got to cheer myself up. Don’t
know what youd do in my place.
Don't like to go back on a pal, what?
I mean to say—and yet—what’s
a fellow to do?”

He studied Mr. Pyne as though
noticing him for the first time.

“Who are you?” he demanded
with the curtness born of his pota-
tions. “What do you do?”

“The confidence trick,”
Parker Pyne gently.

Smethurst gazed at him in lively
concern.

said
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“What, you, to0?”

Parker Pyne drew from his wallet
a newspaper clipping. He laid it on
the table in front of Smethurst.

“Areyou unhappy? (So it ran.) If
so, consult Mr, Parker Pyne."

Smethurst focused on it with some
difficulty.

“Well, I'm damned,” he ex-
claimed. “You meantersay—people
come and tell you things?”

“They confide in me—yes.”

“Pack of idiotic women, | sup-
pose.”

“A good many women,” ad-
mitted Parker Pyne. “But men
also. What about you, my young
friend? You wanted advice just
now?”

“Shut your damned head,” said
Captain Smethurst. “No business
of anybody’s—anybody’s ’cept
mine. Where’s that blasted araq?”

Parker Pyne shook his head
sadly. He gave up Captain Smet-
hurst as a bad job.

The bus to Baghdad started at
seven o’clock the next morning.
There was a party of twelve. Mr.
Parker Pyne and General Poli, Miss
Pryce and her niece, the three Air
Force officers, Smethurst and Hens-
ley, and an Armenian mother and
son by name of Pentemian. And,
of course, the director of the tour.

The journey started uneventfully.
The fruit trees of Damascus were
soon left behind. The sky was
cloudy and the young driver looked
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at it doubtfully once or twice. He
exchanged remarks with Hensley.

“Been raining a good bit the other
side of Rutbah. Hope we shan’t get
stuck.”

They halted at midday and card-
board boxes of lunch were handed
round. The driver brewed tea which
was served in paper cups. Then they
drove on again across the flat inter-
minable plain.

Parker Pyne thought of the slow
caravans of old and the weeks of
journeying . . .

Just at sunset they came to the
desert fort of Rutbah.

The great gates were unbarred
and the six-wheeler drove through
them into the inner courtyard of
the fort.

“This feels exciting,” said Netta.

After a wash she was eager for a
short  walk.  Flight-Lieutenant
O’Rourke and Mr. Pyne offered
themselves as escorts. As they
started the tour director came up
to them and begged them not to go
far as it might be difficult to find
their way back after dark.

“We’ll only go a short way,”
O’Rourke promised.

Walking was not, indeed, very
interesting owing to the sameness of
the surroundings. Once Parker Pyne
bent and picked something up.

“What is it?” asked Netta curi-
ously.

He held it out to her. “A pre-
historic flint, Miss Pryce—a borer.”

“Did they—xkill each other with
them?”
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“No, it had a more peaceful use.
But | expect they could have killed
with it if they’d wanted to. It’s
the wish to kill that counts—the
instrument doesn’t matter. Some-
thing can always be found.”

It was getting dark, and they
ran back to the fort.

After a dinner of many courses of
the tinned variety they sat and
smoked. At twelve o’clock the six-
wheeler was to continue the journey.

The driver looked anxious.

“Some bad patches near here,” he
said. “We may get stuck.”

They all climbed into the big bus
and settled themselves. The elder
Miss Pryce was annoyed not to be
able to get at one of her suitcases.

“I should like my bedroom slip-
pers,” she said.

“More likely to need your boots,”
said Smethurst. “If 1 know the
look of things we’ll be stuck in a
sea of mud.”

“l haven’t even got a change of
stockings,” said Netta.

“That’s all right. You’ll stay put.
Only the stronger sex has to get out
and heave.”

“Always carry spare socks,” said
Hensley, patting his overcoat
pocket. “Never know.”

The lights were turned out and
the big bus started out into the
night.

The going was not good. They
were not jolted as they would have
been in a smaller touring car, but
nevertheless they got a bad bump
now and then.

Parker Pyne had one of the front
seats. Across the aisle was the Ar-
menian lady shrouded in wraps and
shawls. Her son was behind her.
Behind Parker Pyne were the two
Miss Pryces. The General, Smet-
hurst, Hensley, and the R.A.F. men
were in the rear.

The bus rushed on through the
night. Mr. Pyne found it hard to
sleep. His position was cramped.
The Armenian lady’s feet stuck out
and encroached on his preserve.
She, at any rate, was comfortable.

Everyone else seemed to be asleep.
Parker Pyne felt drowsiness stealing
over him, when a sudden jolt threw
him up toward the roof of the bus.
He heard a drowsy protest from the
back of the six-wheeler. “Steady.
Want to break our necks?”

Then the drowsiness returned. A
few minutes later, his neck sag-
ging uncomfortably, Parker Pyne
slept . . .

He was awakened suddenly. The
six-wheeler had stopped. Some of
the men were getting out.

Hensley spoke briefly.
stuck.”

Anxious to see all there was to see,
Mr. Pyne stepped gingerly out in
the mud. It was not raining now.
Indeed, there was a moon and by its
light the driver could be seen fran-
tically at work with jacks and stones,
striving to raise the wheels. Most
of the men were helping.

From the windows of the six-
wheeler the three women looked out,
Miss Pryce and Netta with interest,

“We’re
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the Armenian lady with ill-concealed
disgust.

At a command from the driver
the male passengers obediently
heaved,

“Where’s that Armenian fellow?”
demanded O’Rourke. “Keeping his
toes warm and comfortable like a
cat? Let’ have him out too.”

“Captain Smethurst too,” ob-
served General Poli. “He is not
with us.”

“The blighter’s still asleep. Look
at him.”

True enough, Smethurst still sat
in his seat, his head sagging forward
and his whole body slumped down.

“I’ll rouse him,” said O’Rourke.

He sprang in through the door.
A half minute later he reappeared.
His voice had changed.

“I say. | think he’s ill—or some-
thing. Where’s the doctor?”

Squadron Leader Loftus, the Air
Force doctor, a quiet-looking man
with graying hair, detached himself
from the group by the wheel.

“What’s the matter with him?”
he asked.

“l—don’t know.”

The doctor entered the car.
O’Rourke and Parker Pyne fol-
lowed him. He bent over the sagging
figure. One touch was enough.

“He’s dead,” he said quietly.

“Dead? Rut how?” Questions
shot out. “Oh! how dreadful!” from
Netta.

Loftus looked round in an irri-
tated manner.

“Must have hit his head against
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the top,” he said. “We went over
one bad bump,”

“Surely that wouldn’t kill him?
Isn’t there anything else?”

“I can’t tell unless | examine him
properly,” snapped Loftus. He
looked round him with a harassed
air. The women were pressing closer.
The men outside were beginning to
crowd in.

Parker Pyne spoke to the driver,
a strong athletic young man. The
driver lifted each female passenger
in turn, carrying her across the
mud, and setting her down on dry
land. Madame Pentemian and Netta
he managed easily, but he staggered
under the weight of the hefty Miss
Pryce.

The interior of the six-wheeler
was left clear for the doctor to make
his examination.

The men went back to their
efforts to jack up the car. Presently
the sun rose over the horizon. It
was a glorious day. The mud was
drying rapidly but the bus was still
stuck. Two jacks had been broken
and so far no efforts had been of any
avail. The driver started preparing
breakfast—opening tins of sausages
and boiling water for tea,

A little way apart Squadron
Leader Loftus was giving his verdict.

“There’s no mark or wound on
him. As | said, he must have hit his
head against the top.”

“You’re satisfied he died natu-
rally?” asked Parker Pyne.

There was something in his voice
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that made the doctor look at him
quickly.

“There’s only one other possi-
bility.”

“Yes.”

“Well, that someone hit him on
the back of the head with something
like a sandbag.” His voice sounded
apologetic.

“That’s not very likely,” said
Williamson, the other Air Force
officer. He was a cherubic-looking
youth. “l mean, nobody could do
that without our seeing.”

“If we were asleep?” suggested
the doctor.

“Fellow couldn’t be sure of that,”
pointed out the other. “Getting up
and all that would have roused
someone or other.”

“The only way,” said General
Poli, “would be for someone sitting
behind him. He could choose his
moment and need not even rise
from his seat.”

“Who was sitting behind Captain
Smethurst?” asked the doctor.

O’Rourke replied readily.
“Hensley, sir—so that’s no good.
Hensley was Smethurst’s best pal.”

There was a silence. Then Parker
Pyne’s voice rose with quiet cer-
tainty.

“I think,” he said, “that Flight
Lieutenant Williamson has some-
thing to tell us.”

“I, sir? l—well—¥'

“Out with it, Williamson,” said
O’Rourke.

“It’s nothing, really—nothing at
all.”
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“Out with it.”

“It’s only a scrap of conversation
| overheard—at Rutbah—in the
courtyard. 1’d got back into the six-
wheeler to look for my cigarette
case. | was hunting about. Two fel-
lows were just outside talking. One
of them was Smethurst. He was
saying—"

He paused.

“Come on, man, out with it.”

“Something about not wanting to
let a pal down. He sounded very
distressed. Then he said, ‘I’ll hold
my tongue till Baghdad—but not a
minute afterwards. You’ll have to
get out quickly.””

“And the other man?”

“I don’t know, sir. | swear | don’t.
It was dark and he only said a word
or two that | couldn’t catch.”

“Who among you knows Smet-
hurst well?”

“l don’t think the words—a pal
—could refer to anyone but Hens-
ley,” said O’Rourke slowly. “I
knew Smethurst, but very slightly.
Williamson is new out here—so is
Squadron Leader Loftus. | don’t
thank either of them ever met him
before.”

Both men agreed.

“You, General?”

“I never saw the young man until
we crossed Lebanon in the same
car from Beirut.”

“And that Armenian?”

“He couldn’t be a pal,” said
O’Rourke with decision.

“l have, perhaps, a small addi-
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tional piece of evidence,” said
Parker Pyne.

He repeated the conversation he
had had with Smethurst in the cafe
at Damascus.

“He made use of the phrase—
‘don’t like to go back on a pal,””
said O’Rourke thoughtfully. “And
he was worried.”

“Has no one else anything to
add?” asked Park»r Pyne.

The doctor coughed.

“It may have nothing to do with
it—" he began.

He was encouraged.

“It was just that | heard Smet-
hurst say to Hensley. “You can’t
deny that there is a leakage in your
department.””

“When was this?”

“Just before starting from Da-
mascus  yesterday morning. |
thought they were just talking shop.
| didn’t imagine—" He stopped.

“My friends, this is interesting,”
said the General. “Piece by piece
you assemble the evidence.”

“You said a sandbag, Doctor,”
said Parker Pyne. “Could a man
manufacture such a weapon?”

“Plenty of sand,” said the doctor
dryly. He took some up in his hand
as he spoke.

“If you put some in a sock,”
began O’Rourke and hesitated.

Everyone remembered two short
sentences spoken by Hensley the
night before.

“Always carry spare socks. Never
know.”

There wassilence. Then Mr. Pyne
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said quietly. “Squadron Leader
Loftus, | believe Mr. Hensley’s

spare socks are in the pocket of his
overcoat which is now in the car.”

Their eyes went for one minute
to where a moody figure was pacing
to and from on the horizon. Hens-
ley had held aloofsince the discovery
of the dead man. His wish for soli-
tude had been respected since it
was known that he and the dead man
had been friends.

Parker Pyne went on, “Will you
get them and bring them here?”

The doctor hesitated.

“I don’t like—" he muttered. He
looked again at that pacing figure.
“Seems a bit low down—"

“You must get them,” said Parker
Pyne. “The circumstances are un-
usual. We are marooned here. And
we have got to know the truth. If
you will fetch those socks | fancy
we shall be a step nearer.”

Loftus turned away obediently.

Parker Pyne drew General Poli
a little aside.

“General, | think it was you who
sat across the aisle from Captain
Smethurst.”

“That is so.”
“Did anyone get up and pass
you?”

“Only the English lady, Miss
Pryce. She went to the wash place
at the back.”

“Did she stumble at all?”

“She lurched a little with the
movement of the bus, naturally."

“She was the only person you saw
moving about?”
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“Yes.”

The General looked at him curi-
ously and said, “Who are you, |
wonder? You take command, yet
you are not a solider.”

“I have seen a good deal of life,”
said Parker Pyne.

“You have traveled, eh?”

“No,” said Mr. Parker Pyne. “I
have sat in an office.”

Loftus returned carrying the
socks. Mr. Parker Pyne took them
from him and examined them. To
the inside o fone o fthem wet sand still
adhered.

Parker Pyne drew a deep breath.

“Now | know,” he said.

All their eyes went to the pacing
figure on the horizon.

“I should like to look at the body
if I may,” said Mr. Pyne.

He went with the doctor to where
Smethurst’s body was covered with
a tarpaulin.

The doctor removed the cover.

“There’s nothing to see,” he said.

But Parker Pyne’s eyes were fixed
on the dead man’s tie.

“So Smethurst was an old Eto-
nian,” he said.

Loftus looked surprised.

Then Parker Pyne surprised him
still further.

“What do you know of young
Williamson?” he asked.

“Nothing at all. 1 only met him
at Beirut. I’'d come from Egypt.
But why? Surely—"

“Well, it’s on his evidence we’re
going to hang a man, isn’t it?” said
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Parker Pyne cheerfully. “One’s got
to be careful.”

He still seemed to be interested
in the dead man’s tie and collar.
Then he uttered an exclamation.

“See that?”

On the back of the collar was a
small round bloodstain.

He peered closer at the uncovered
neck.

“This man wasn’t killed by a
blow on the head, Doctor,” he said
briskly. “He was stabbed—at the
base of the skull. You can just see
the tiny puncture.”

“And | missed it!”

“You had your preconceived no-
tion,” said Parker Pyne apologeti-
cally. “It’s easy enough to miss this
—you can hardly see the wound. A
quick stab with a small sharp instru-
ment and death would be instantan-
eous. The victim wouldn’t even cry
out.”

“Do you mean a stiletto? You
think the General—s’

“Italians and stilettos go together
in the popular fancy— Hello, here
comes a car!”

A touring car had appeared over
the horizon.

“Good,” said O’Rourke as he
came up to join them. “The ladies
can go on in that.”

“What about our
asked Mr. Pyne.

“You mean Hensley—"

“No, | dont mean Hensley,”
said Parker Pyne. “l happen to
know that Hensley’s innocent.”

“You—but why?”

murderer?”
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“Well, you see, he had sand in his
sock.”

O’Rourke stared.

“I know, my boy,” said Parker
Pyne gently, “it doesn’t sound like
sense, but it is. Smethurst wasn’t
hit on the head, you see, he was
stabbed.”

He paused a minute and then
went on. “Just cast your mind back
to the conversation | told you
about—the conversation we had in
the cafe. You picked out what was,
to you, the significant phrase. But
it wasanother phrase that struck me.
When | said to him that I did the
confidence trick he said *What, you
too?'

“Doesn’t that strike you as rather
curious? | don’t know that youd
describe a series of peculations from
a Department as a ‘confidence trick.’
Confidence trick is more descriptive
of someone like the absconding Mr.
Samuel Long, for instance.”

The doctor started. O’Rourke
said, “Yes, perhaps . . .”

“l said in jest that perhaps the
absconding Mr. Long was one of our
party. Suppose that is the truth.”

“What—nbut it’s impossible!”

“Not at all. What do you know of
people besides their passports and
the accounts they give of themselves.
Am | really Mr. Parker Pyne? Is
General Poli really an Italian Gen-
eral? And what of the masculine
Miss Pryce senior who needs a
shave most distinctly.”

“But he—but Smethurst—didn’t
know Long!”
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“Smethurst is an old Etonian.
Long was also at Eton. Smethurst
may have known him although he
didn’t tell you so. He may have
recognized him among us. And if so,
what is he to do? He has a simple
mind, and he worries over the
matter. He decides at last to say
nothing till Baghdad is reached.
But after that he will hold his
tongue no longer.”

“You think one of us is Long,”
said O’Rourke, still dazed. He
drew a deep breath. “It must be the
Italian fellow—it must . .. Or what
about the Armenian?”

“To make up as a foreigner and
get a foreign passport is really much
more difficult than to remain Eng-
lish,” said Parker Pyne.

“Miss Pryce?” cried O’Rourke
incredulously.

“No,” said Parker Pyne. '‘This
is our man!”

He laid what seemed an almost
friendly hand on the shoulder of
the man beside him. But there was
nothing friendly in his voice, and
the fingers were vice-like in their
grip-

‘Squadron Leader Loftus or Mr.
Samuel Long—it doesn’t matter
which you call him!”

“But thats impossible—impos-
sible,” spluttered O ’Rourke. “Loftus
has been in the service for years.”

“But you’ve never met him be-
fore, have you? He was a stranger to
all of you. It isn’t the real Loftus
naturally.”

The quiet man found his voice.
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“Clever of you to guess. How did
you, by the way?”

“Your ridiculous statement that
Smethurst had been killed by
bumping his head. O’Rourke put
that idea into your head when we
were talking in Damascus yesterday.
You thought—how simple! You
were the only- doctor with us—
whatever you said would be ac-
cepted. Youd got Loftus’ Kkit.
You’d got his instruments. It was
easy to select a neat little weapon
for your purpose. You lean over to
speak to him and as you are
speaking you drive the little
weapon home. You talk a minute
or two longer. It is dark in the bus.
Who will suspect?

“Then comes the discovery of the
body. You give your verdict. But
it does not go as easily as you
thought. Doubts are raised. You
kill back on a second line of defense.
Williamson repeats the conversation
he has overheard Smethurst having
with you. It is taken to refer to
Hensley and you add a damaging
little invention of your own about a
leakage in Hensley’s department.

“And then | make a final test. |
mention the sand and the socks.
You are holding a handful of sand.
I send you to find the socks so that
ive may know the truth. But by that
| did not mean what you thought
I meant. | had already examined
Hensley's socks. There was no sand
in either of them. You put it there.”

Mr. Samuel Long lit a cigarette.

"l give up,” he said. “My luck’s

turned. Well, | had a good run while
it lasted. They were getting hot on
my tail when | reached Egypt. I
came across Loftus. He was just go-
ing to join up in Baghdad—and
he knew none of them there. It was
too good a chance to be missed. |
bought him. It cost me twenty
thousand pounds. What was that to
me?

“Then, by cursed ill luck, I run
into Smethurst—an ass if there ever
was one! He was at Eton with me.
He had a bit of hero worship for me
in those days. He didn’t like the
idea of giving me away. | did my
best and at last he promised to say
nothing till we reached Baghdad.
What chance should | have then?
None at all. There was only one
way—to eliminate him. But | can
assure you | am not a murderer
by nature. My talents lie in quite
another direction.”

His face changed, contracted.
He swayed and pitched forward.

O’Rourke bent over him.

“Probably prussic acid—in the
cigarette,” said Mr. Parker Pyne.
“The gambler has lost his last
throw.”

He looked round him, at the wide
desert. The sun beat down. Only
yesterday they had left Damascus—
by the gate of Baghdad, the gate of
Death.

“Pass not beneath, 0 Caravan, or past
not singing.
Haveyou heard
That silence where the birds are dead
yet something pipeth like a bird7*
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he shock came to him, not
Tsuddenly, like a jolt of elec-
tricity through the body, but slow-
ly, almost imperceptibly, a creeping,
numbing paralysis. He sat, or rather
crumpled, onto the old trunk. Per-
haps he was unconscious for a time,
his brain stunned into a state of
non-thinking, his senses dulled, re-
cording nothing.

When he came back to the world,
it was gradually, through painful
degrees of re-awakening. His eyes
wandered, trying to identify his sur-
roundings. He was in the attic,
dusty, dark, except for the single
bulb which gleamed directly above
his head. Why was he here ?

Yes, he had come up here for
something. Something in this trunk
he was sitting on. Something—a
reminiscence—an album—yes, the
album—because of today’ occasion.
The anniversary—yes, the anniver-
sary.

Now it was clearer. It was Satur-
day. Hed been up early as usual,
letting Elizabeth sleep. This day
wasnt to be any different from
other days. But it was their wed-
ding anniversary, and there would
be a celebration of sorts.

So when he awoke in the morn-
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ing, his mind somehow went back
to the past. And he thought of the
alboum. Why, they hadnt even
looked at it lately! Yet suddenly he
had wanted to. That was what had
brought him up to the attic, rum-
maging around in the semi-dark,
in the past.

Hed found the letters acciden-
tally. How else, since he hadn't
known they’d existed. Letters—
scattered bits of folded paper, all
over the floor now, where his nerve-
less hands had dropped them.

Letters to Elizabeth. Love letters
—no doubt of the content of them.
Old letters, yes, but not quite old
enough.

He shook his head, trying to
rouse from his torpor. A bad dream.
But no, not a dream. He was up
here in the attic, and the morning
sun of this June day was already
beating on the roof, making it stuf-
fy here under the rafters. He wiped
a sleeve across his forehead.

He bent, laboriously, to pick up
the scattered letters. His hands
were unsteady, they fumbled at the
job, and the letters got soiled from
contact with the dusty floor. But he
retrieved them all finally, and took
them downstairs with him.
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As he passed the bedroom where
Elizabeth was still sleeping, he
could hear no sound from within.
He went down to the Kkitchen,
where he began to make coffee. He
drank it black and scalding, two
cups, without tasting it.

She must have smelled the coffee
brewing. He heard sounds from up-
stairs, water running in the bath-
room, Elizabeth’ bare feet padding
on the floor. His hearing had be-
come suddenly acute, although the
thinking center of his brain was
still confused, puzzled.

He heard her coming downstairs.
He waited. She came straight to the
kitchen, and from the doorway she
greeted him. “Dear, happy anni-
versary!”

That was as far as she got. She
saw him sitting there, looking at
her, hearing her, but not respond-
ing.

For a long moment he stared
back at her. This was his wife, he
thought dimly. He had loved her
enough to marry her. Did he still
love her? He couldnt answer that.
So he kept on staring at her. He had
thought her beautiful, hadn’t he?
But she was beautiful to him no
longer.

“M att-”

Then she saw the letters. He had
dropped them there on the table.
They had scattered, like refuse from
an emptied wastebasket. Yet she
sensed they were not that, but
something else, something much
more important.
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She came closer, and he watched
her every movement with a sort of
objective curiosity. She was wear-
ing a clean dress. Her hair was
combed. But she had always been a
fastidious woman, not one to come
to breakfast in curlers and an old
robe. She looked at the letters, and
then at him, and gradually she
seemed to realize there was a con-
nection between his strange man-
ner and those scraps of paper.

She didn’t come quite close
enough to touch the letters. Instead
she asked, “What are those?”

“Old letters.” There was no an-
ger in his voice, no accusation. Only
a hollowness.

“Whose are they ?”

“Yours.”

“Mine?”

“From Paul Hammond.”

She appeared to be organizing
her thoughts. “Paul Hammond?”
There was no evidence of guilt as
yet in either her voice or manner.
“Paul Hammond?”

“Don’tyou remember him ?”

His own thoughts went back.
Now that his brain was clear again,
he could remember more accurate-
ly. They had been married in June,
and the following Christmas they
had met Paul Hammond. A large
man, good-looking in a virile way.
And very self-assured. He had
paid a great deal of attention to
Elizabeth. Matt could recall that
now, and how rather pleased he had
been, flattered that another man
could be so smitten by his wife. But
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never worried. Confident, in fact.
After all, they’d been married only
six months. Paul Hammond.

“l found them accidentally,” he
said. “Maybe | shouldn’t have read
them, but | did.”

He didn’t know whether he was
glad that he had read them. It was
too late for that. But probably it
was better for a man to know the
truth, at whatever cost.

“What does a man do,” he went
on, “when he sees a packet of let-
ters—in a strange handwriting—
and on the top letter there’s a salu-
tation—addressed to his wife ?”

She had a stricken look now. She
gazed at him. It was he who looked
away. She wasnt beautiful any
more.

““My dearest darling Elizabeth.’
That was the way it began.”

“But theyTe old letters!”

He nodded. “You didnt even
know Paul Hammond before our
marriage. So they couldnt have
been written to you then. They
couldn have been written till after
—till after you were my wife.”

She sat down. He sensed rather
than saw the movement. But she
didnt touch the letters.

“Read them,” he said.

“No.”

He nodded again. “I don’t sup-
pose you need to.”

“l don’t want to.” She spoke slow-
ly, with difficulty. She was sitting
there at the table with him, but her
voice seemed to come from far
away. “lI dont remember the exact
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words. But | know what’s in the
letters.”

There was a long silence between
them. And a great distance, grow-
ing-

g‘I‘Have you read the letters often?”
he asked after a while. He was not
interrogating her, merely voicing
the random thoughts that came to
his mind. “Is that why you know
what’s in them?”

“No. I just remember.”

Yes, naturally. “You loved him,
of course.”

“No—never—not really. Not the
way | loved you.”

“But you let him—be
lover?”

Somehow he was aware that she
nodded affirmatively.

“He made love to you ?”

She nodded again.

He stared at the opposite wall.
At the wallpaper. At the fat little
cooks in their white chef hats, at the
puffing little wood stoves, at the
steaming little pots, at the little
chefs stirring the contents of the
little pots on the little stoves. This
was their wallpaper, his and Eliza-
beth’s, their kitchen.

“This is our home,” he said
dreamily. But which was the
dream, and which the reality? The
life hed imagined he’d led with
Elizabeth? Or the discovery hed
made this morning? “We've lived
here together. We've shared this
place. 1ve been happy. But you—"

“I"ve been happy too, Matt.”

“You loved someone else.”

your
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“No. | told you. I didn't. I loved
you—I always have.”

“In a man’s life everything
builds on what has gone before.
Today builds on yesterday, and to-
morrow builds on both of them.
Life isn't just a succession of days
—it’s a structure of days. Every-
thing hangs together—or else it
falls apart. My life isnt what |
thought it was. It was a mirage, an
illusion. It didnt really exist. There
was no foundation.”

She ran away from him. He
heard her footsteps climbing the
stairs, still running, as if pursued.
The bedroom door slammed.

But he continued to sit there for
a long time, with the warm June
sunshine streaming through the
windows, with the little cooks in
the wallpaper stirring whatever
was in the little pots on the little
stoves. Frozen in time, just as he
was. Not really alive, not ever hav-
ing been alive—merely a fantasy,
a dream.

When he finally rose from the ta-
ble, it was slowly. He felt empty,
dry, worthless. A man without a
life, and therefore without an iden-
tity. But the empty, dry shell of him
moved somehow. He climbed the
stairs laboriously. Elizabeth had
run, but her pursuer went at a
measured, relentless pace, an auto-
maton in motion.

He stopped just outside the bed-
room door, stopped and stared si-
lently at the varnished panels. A
memory had jostled into his brain,
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and he waited for it to take form.
This door had once been locked
against him. This same door.
When ? When had it happened ?

Yes, of course—not too long after
the wedding. Less than a year. It
had remained locked for several
months. And he had never known
exactly why. Because of something
he had done? Because he had
somehow not measured up to Eliz-
abeth’ ideal of a husband?

He had groped for the answer,
heartbrokenly, in a state close to
despair. Then, again without his
knowing why, the rift had healed.
But hed been grateful. And gradu-
ally, though the hurt had lingered,
he'd managed to forget. Now when
precisely had all this been? Yes,
from around Christmas, through
winter, and Into the spring.

The time of Paul Hammond.

He opened the door. His wife
was lying on the bed, face up, dry-
eyed, gazing at the ceiling. He
walked to the foot of the bed,
looked down at her.

After a while, after he had stood
there a long time, she said, “I'd for-
gotten the letters were up there.
Just as I'd forgotten Paul Ham-
mond. Oh, my God, why did | ever
keep them at all?”

He heard her only vaguely. “You
locked me out of this room.”

“Oh, Matt!”

“While Paul
your lover.”

“Oh, Matt, I never loved any-
body but you.”

Hammond was
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“But then you took me back. |
was so happy. | thought you were
forgiving me—for whatever Id
done. You were forgiving me—
when all the time—"

“But it ended, Matt. Try to re-
member that it ended. Paul wanted
me to run away with him. | was
tempted. Paul had a way with
women. But then | woke up. | did-
nt love him. Just you.”

She was lying, of course. She had
come upstairs to think up this lie.
If she hadnt loved Hammond,
why had she saved his letters?

“l wanted to tell you, Matt. But
I didnt have the courage. | was
afraid 1 would lose you. But I'm
glad now that | didn't tell you. Be-
cause we've been happy.”

This room so full of their little
history. His bureau there—in it
were his shirts and handkerchiefs
that she had always ironed. Her
dressing table—on it the fragile
lamps that he had bought for her,
tiny perfume bottles—he had liked
to buy her perfume.

There were the pictures on the
walls—flowers mostly—they were
both fond of flowers; and the walls
themselves, friendly and encom-
passing, shutting out the world of
strangers.; and the windows, facing
east and south to let in the sun and
warm breezes. Brightness and
warmth—happiness—their  room,
his and Elizabeths. A very special
room, intimate and private.

“Where did Paul Hammond
make love to you?”
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She didn’t answer. She didn't
have to. He found her answer in
the voiceless, motionless terror that
he neither heard nor saw, but
which he knew was in her now.

He walked around the corner of
the bed. He took the nearest pil-
low, poised it in both his hands,
then placed it over her face. Finally
then she spoke, but the words were
muffled. Her hands touched his
wrists, more to caress than to resist.
But then they fell away, like au-
tumn leaves dropping from their
branches.

At last he was there in the room
—alone.

LETTERS

The June day was warm, incred-
ibly lovely. The grass, the flowers,
the trees, luxuriated in the sun’s
embrace. Life, indestructible, al-
ways renewing itself, defying
death, pursuing eternity, emanated
from everywhere, in sights, in
sounds, in smells, in its own pure
ecstasy.

But Matt remained aloof from
all of it. He sat quietly on the front
porch, rocking, gently rocking.

They came by all day, the well-
wishers. They hailed him from the
gate, or sometimes came part of the
way up the path, stayed a moment
or two.

“How does it feel, Matt?” they
asked him. “How does it feel to be
celebrating your Golden Wedding
Anniversary? How does it feel to
have been married to a woman for

fifty years?”



We confess to a special fondness for stories in which two (or more)
strangers meet in a train compartment—meet briefly and perhaps
never see each other again; and in this brief (and strange) interlude a
revelation comes to pass—preferably the solution to a long-unsolved

mystery .. ..

You share our fondness? Then join us in eavesdropping. Meet a
young man and an old man in Compartment 813 of the Cote d’Azur
Express—and enjoy yourself. For there is something "extra” in this
little tale of crime and detection ...

IN COMPARTMENT 813

by ARTHUR PURGES

HERE WERE TWO MEN IN COM-

partment 813 of the Cote
d’Azur Express as that famous
train sped through the night. One
was very old, with a halo of fluffy,
bone-white hair. His body was
small and shrunken, but his blue
eyes glowed and sparkled as if the
last of his vital energy was concen-
trated in those two crannies of his
head.

The other man was young, al-
most a boy; he had a short thick-
set body, and seemed well pleased
with himself, smiling for no appar-
ent reason, and once even chuck-
ling softly to himself. He didnt
seem to notice his companion’s
scrutiny, so steady and intense that
it bordered on the impertinent.

Then the old man spoke. His
voice, if slightly thin, was steady,
and still had a note of authority.

“Pardon, Monsieur,” he said. “If
I am to judge by the unusual lobe

of your ear and the gold speckling
of your eyes, you must be related
to the Marquise de Monsoreau,”

The young man raised his eye-
brows, studied the old man for a
moment, then replied, “A very
creditable deduction. She was my
grandmother. 1 am Bertrand de
Monsoreau. And you?” he added
pointedly.

“l was— am Monsieur Sernine.
Perhaps Cecile mentioned me.”

The young man reflected for a
moment. “I seem to recall the name.
But grandmother died when | was
quite young. So you see , .

“l knew her well,” Sernine mur-
mured. “She was a lovely woman.”
Then in a sharper voice: “If Le
Temps is not in error, surely you
were one of those at the Baron
Duclaux’s dinner—when the fa-
mous Tiger’s Heart ruby vanished
so mysteriously.”

36
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“That is so* Bertrand said, a lit-
tle stiffly.

“Then there was a reconcilia-
tion?”

The young man gave him a swift
glance of surprise.

“How did you know—?"

“l recall that the Baron treated
your mother very badly at one time.
He thought that as a De Tournay
she married below her station.”

“That is true,” Bertrand admit-
ted. “I do not think,” he added,
with a wry smile, “that | was a wel-
come guest on that occasion. |
came, one might say, under the
aegis of Monsieur Valind, whom
the Baron is disinclined to offend.”

“Ah—the matter explains itself,
then.” The blue eyes were smolder-
ing. “l wonder if you would in-
dulge an old man. We have some
hours to dispose of, and Ive never
been one for reading. I should like
to hear your account of the crime.
It might even be that I could sug-
gest a solution.”

The young man cocked his head,
his eyebrows rising again. He did-
n't know that the mannerism had
once made his grandmother even
more devastating than her gamine
smile and charming grace.

“If you can do that,” he said,
mildly ironic, “you are better than
the Surete, since they admit to be-
ing quite baffled."

“In my prime—now, hilas, long
gone,” Sernine told him, “l knew
something of criminal tactics. Well,
tout lass:, tout casse, tout passe. My

spirit still burns strongly, but the
flesh is feeble indeed.”

Surely a petty clerk of some kind,
Bertrand told himself. But | shant
ask any questions; they easily be-
come garrulous, these old ones.
Then he said politely, “I am happy
to oblige a friend of grandmother’s,
Monsieur. As you say, we have
time on our hands. Where shall |
begin?”

“According to he Temps it was
a small group—six people, | believe.
The servants had gone, and the
Duclauxs, of course, have no chil-
dren.”

“Ah, no human children, but
how they dote, the imbeciles, on
pets—a parrot, a cat, and a poodle.
I love animals, myself, but there is
a limit. However . . . there were,
as you say, only six persons pres-
ent. After dinner somebody— for-
get who—urged the Baron to give
us a glimpse of the Tiger’s Heart, a
fabulous ruby which he had just
bought for two million francs. He
was only too glad to oblige; he has
always been vain and purse-proud.

“Well, the magnificent ruby was
passed from hand to hand; the
light was pleasantly dim, you un-
derstand; there was lively talk; and
voilal—all at once no one had the
ruby! It was gone.”

“Ah!” the old man said, nodding
wisely. “lI know that trick well.
One should never allow a valuable
gem to circulate so carelessly. But |
interrupt you, Monsieur; please go
on.”
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“There is really so little to tell.
One moment the ruby was there,
the next moment it had disap-
peared. Naturally we were all re-
quested to remain in the room
while the Baron phoned the Surete.
Experienced detectives came quick-
ly, such is the power of the name
Duclaux. They searched us—a ma-
tron came, too—and the room itself
with the greatest of care, but found
nothing. The ruby had utterly van-
ished.”

“The theft of the Tiger,” Sernine
murmured.

Bertrand gave the old man a
crooked smile. “Quite classical,
n'est-ce pas? A small group of peo-
ple, none of whom had left the
scene, yet the priceless jewel was
gone. Obviously one of the six took
it, but how could he hope to bring
his prize away from the house?
That is what so infuriated the gen-
tlemen of the Surete.”

“Whom you do not admire,” Ser-
nine remarked shrewdly.

“Definitely not. They had the au-
dacity to consider me their leading
suspect, an honor | was more than
willing to forego.” He chuckled.
“Well, Monsieur Sernine, do you
still think you can solve the mys-
tery?”

“Perhaps,” was the reply, spoken
in a level voice. “Permit me to ask
a few questions.”

“l am at your service.”

“You spoke of certain pets in the
household. It is perhaps only the
logic of probability, but | should

COMPARTMENT 813

like to begin with the cat. One does
not allow a dog the same freedom
as a cat. You take a poodle out for
air—and other canine needs; but
le chat, he promenades alone.”

Bertrand was sitting stiffly up-
right, his face pallid.

“Mon dieu!” he exclaimed. “Just
like that! Why?”

“This cat, perhaps he has long
hair?” Sernine persisted, apparent-
ly oblivious of the young man’s re-
action. “And possibly an old one—
lazy, slow, amiable—they get that
way after many years.”

“What are you suggesting?” Ber-
trand demanded, regaining con-
trol of himself. “I dont follow this
logic of yours.”

The old man sighed.

“People like the Baron— know
the type—a jumped-up petit bour-
geois 'with. a purchased title, hein?
They never change. With a cat, one
has a little swinging door—a cat-
hatch, | believe it is called—that
permits the pet to go out at' all
hours. The thief is aware of the sit-
uation; all is carefully planned. He
fondles the creature, either on his
lap, or possibly out of sight under
the table. With gum or something
similar he sticks the ruby deep into
the long fur. Eventually the old cat
will lick it out, but this is no active
kitten; it never hurries; there is
time. In all the excitement—people
being searched, loud flics talking—
no cat worthy of the name stays;
they are fastidious creatures. This
one leaves the room—and the
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house—by its little private door.
And outside—ah, outside the thief’s
accomplice—wife? sweetheart 7—is
waiting to appropriate the gem.
Perhaps she has a bit of fish for
puss; maybe no bribe is needed; the
cat isold and friendly.”

Bertrand was staring at him
open-mouthed.

“This is quite incredible,” he
muttered finally. “In ten minutes,
without even seeing the place, he
knows—he knows! Yes,” he said
excitedly, “I admit it. That’s how
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the thing was done. But how did
you know?”

“Cecile helped me more than
once,” the old man said gently.
“Heredity may explain much; like
her, you are quick-witted and in-
genious.”

“Who are you?” Bertrand de-
manded.

“Your grandmother knew me as
Paul Sernine,” the old man said, a
note of pride in his voice. “But |
was once known far more widely
as—Arsene Lupin.”
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DEPARTMENT OF "FIRST STORIES"
“firststory" number 300

In this, our 271st issue, EQMM scales a new peak: here is the 300th
"first story" to be published by Ellery Queen’s Mystery Magazine—
more stories by new writers (many of whom have become famous in
the mystery field) than have been published by all our competitors
put together; and to celebrate the occasion we give you, in this 300th
"first," a first-rate detective story by a new author who has obviously
read the great books of The Golden Age of the mystery story. If, per-
haps, you identify some influences from the glorious past, you will
also identify the style, substance, and shape which are wholly the
author's own—what might be called "pure Elliot L. Gilbert’—thus
adding a new and American Gilbert to the other contemporary Gil-
berts so prominent in the modern mystery . . .

Mr. Gilbert was born in New Yor\ City in 1930 and has lived and
wor\ed there ever since—except for one summer of study at Oxford
in 1954, three years at Cornell graduate school, and one year in Ger-
many with the army. Mr. Gilbert has a B.A. and M.A. from New
York University, and a Ph.D. in English from Cornell. He has been
a teacher at Cornell and Columbia, and presently teaches at Brooklyn
College.

Reading mysteries (“especially in EQMM™) is one of his hobbies—
but Mr. Gilbert failed to mention his other hobbies. We might guess
one of them from the nonfiction book  edited—kipling and the
critics (published by New York University Press, 1965), containing
15 critical essays that give a balanced and comprehensive appraisal of
Kipling’s stature as a literary artist; the essays are by (among others,
including Dr. Gilbert himself) Henry James, T. S. Eliot, George Or-
well, Lionel Trilling, C. S. Lewis, Max Beerbohm, Oscar Wilde, and
Randall Jarrell.

But getting back tO detective stories . . . We have suggested to
Mr. Gilbert that he turn the protagonist of his "first story" into a seriet
character, and Mr. Gilbert has indicated receptivity to this idea. So
we have high hopes—towering hopes—for more fine stories from
this really promising new talent in the mystery field . . .
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DEATH WORE A BEARD
by ELLIOT L. GILBERT

he doors of the main lounge
of the Fleur-de-lis clattered

ture. In one of those strangely lu-
minescent patches the woman

open and light shot across the deckhought she saw movement. Only

A thin voice calling good night ac-
companied the clatter, and the
rather stout, middle-aged woman
who turned for a moment to listen
in the doorway replied with a wave
to the few remaining card players.
Seconds later the door had slid
shut, and once again the only
sound was the sigh of water past
the prow as the cruise ship cut
northeastward through the moon-
less night.

Though it was nearly three a.m.,
the gentle Mediterranean darkness
was too seductive to be lightly
abandoned, and the woman moved
off for one last turn around the
ship. The deck was not much in
use at this hour. Once, a figure
lounging in a canvas chair shifted
in the deep shadows. In another
dark corner the tip of a cigar
glowed, then faded, then glowed
again.

The woman walked on, entering
a part of the promenade that was
wholly deserted. Though there was
no moon, the sea seemed to gener-
ate a phosphorescence of its own.
Occasionally, a bulkhead on one
hand and a ventilator on the other
framed a piece of sky, and the
patch almost glowed against the
dead black of the ship’s superstruc-

slightly curious, she stepped closer,
and suddenly a massive silhouette
reared up in the brighter darkness.

A faint glow from somewhere
caught the edge of metal in an up-
raised hand. The next instant, the
bulky shadow split into two figures
scuffling noiselessly against the far
railing. For a moment the raised
hand hesitated; then it came down
hard, and again the two figures
blended into one dark bulk—a
bulk which seemed to grow curi-
ously taller and then, at the last mo-
ment, split once more into two, one
half poised against the sky above
the other for several seconds before
tipping backward over the railing
intothesea . . .

Captain Freneau sat glumly erect
behind the large chart table in his
stateroom. It was six otlock in the
afternoon; he had slept only two
hours in the last 34, and the irony
of his situation caused him—not for
the first time—to frown ruefully. A
dozen years before he had been
chosen, on the strength of decades
of varied experiences at sea, to be
Master of the Gallic Line’s Fleur-
de-lis, a cruise ship on which noth-
ing ever went wrong to test his
knowledge and skill. And then, on
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the one occasion when everything
did go wrong, he found all his
training inadequate.

Nothing, for example, in his
three war-time years of hunting
submarines in the North Atlantic
could possibly have prepared him
for a Mediterranean sunshine
cruise, eleven days out of New
York, on which the sun stubbornly
refused to shine, or for the shock-
ing and wholly unprecedented
looting of the ship’ beauty salon—
or, for that matter, for murder.

Captain Freneau looked up as
the stateroom door opened, and
when he saw that his visitor was
the stout, middle-aged lady again,
he rose and politely motioned her
to a chair. He was pleased to note
that she still appeared calm. At the
time of the “incident” she had
screamed, of course, and had actu-
ally begun to shout a rather hyster-
ical description of the assailant, but
such a reaction had been quite nor-
mal. During the first interview
with the captain, however, some
fifteen minutes after the event, she
had kept her head and told her
story straightforwardly, and her
coolness then had made a good im-
pression,

“So good of you to come prompt-
ly, my dear Mrs. Enderby,” Captain
Freneau said with elaborate old-
world courtesy. “l beg you to let
me introduce M, Genet, the ship’s
purser.” A lean, handsome man
glided out of the shadows.

“Oh, I've met M. Genet. Oh, yes.”

Mrs. Enderby touched her white
hair, somewhat too exuberantly
blued. M. Genet bowed stiffly, re-
membering very well the all-night
bon voyage party in New York
Harbor.

“You must forgive this further
annoyance, dear madame,” the
captain continued, “but it is neces-
sary to clarify one or two points in
your story.”

Mrs. Enderby looked anxiously
at the two men. “I can't think what
I might have left out this morning,”
she said.

“A matter of my questions, mad-
ame, not your answers,” the cap-
tain reassured her. “We knew rath-
er less then than we do now. Be-
sides, M. Genet would be happy to
hear the whole story from your
own lips.”

“Exactly,” said M. Genet. He was
just a bit brusquer than the captain.
“Could you explain again, for in-
stance, Mrs. Enderby, how you
happened to be on deck to witness
the incident? It took place, | be-
lieve you have told us, at three
o’clock in the morning.”

Mrs. Enderby seemed a little em-
barrassed at having been caught
out so late. “We simply didnt know
where the time was going, really
we didnt,” she said, almost apolo-
getically. “The Alcorns were get-
ting wonderful cards, for the first
time, you know, and it seemed a
shame to interrupt their lucky
streak. So it wasn* till nearly three
otlock that we totaled the scores.
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The others wanted to talk over the
last hand, but | decided to take a
turn around the deck before going
to my cabin.”

“Did you see many people about
at that hour?” M. Genet asked cas-
ually.

“Just one or two lying in deck
chairs,” Mrs. Enderby said. “And
none at all where | saw the—the
murder.”

“Now you told the captain,”
Genet went on, “that when you
saw the two figures fighting, the
one with the knife had a beard. Is
that true?”

“Oh, yes,” Mrs. Enderby nodded.
“Just for a second | saw the profile
of the man with the knife. He def-
initely had a beard.”

“And his victim?”

“l never saw him clearly. |
wouldn even try to describe him.”

“You should know, madame,”
the captain interrupted, “that a
good deal depends on this beard.
Tomorrow we dock at Naples and
many passengers are booked on the
overland excursion.” He spread his
hands. “We could not possibly have
detained everyone, so your seeing
that beard was a great piece of luck
for us. Still, a number of people are
going to be inconvenienced, and we
must be sure you really saw it.”

“l saw it,” Mrs. Enderby said,
very solemnly. “I’m quite sure.”

“Well, that at least is settled.” The
captain sounded relieved. “Now,
Genet, perhaps madame would care
to hear of our progress so far.”

Genet made a slight bow to the
captain. “You’ll note, madame,” he
began, “that the incident occurred
while we were at sea—while we
were, so to speak, a self-contained
little world. This is an important
point. We've searched the ship thor-
oughly, of course. There’s no one
aboard who shouldnt be, no one
who cant be identified. Therefore,
the moment we learned from you
that the Killer had a beard, our way
was clear. Our first task was to pre-
pare a list of all bearded men on
board. If your observation was ac-
curate, the name of the murderer
would necessarily appear on that
list.”

“Did you—did you consider the
possibility of a false beard?” Mrs.
Enderby spoke with the air of
someone who is always asking fool-
ish questions.

“Excellent,” the captain cried.
“My dear Mrs. Enderby, you de-
light me. My own first reaction.
Genet, however, does not consider
it likely.”

“l suggested,” Genet explained,
“that a false beard would imply
elaborate premeditation, but that a
man who had carefully planned to
meet his victim in a deserted corner
of the ship at three a.m. would
hardly feel the need for such a dis-
guise. He was not, after all, plan-
ning to be seen. Your happening
along was the sheerest bad luck for
him.”

“He was planning to be seen by
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the victim,” Mrs. Enderby pointed
out.

“Ah, there is something in that,
Genet,” said the captain.

“Besides,” Mrs. Enderby contin-
ued, “mightn’t the murderer have
decided to shave off his beard the
moment he realized he had been
seen and could be described? Then
he wouldn't be on your list.”

“But this is a list,” M. Genet said
triumphantly, “of men who had
beards before the murder. 1 dont
know about you, Mrs. Enderby, but
under the circumstances, if | were
a murderer, | would infinitely pre-
fer to be one of a dozen bearded
suspects than to be the one man
known to have shaved his beard off
in the past fifteen hours. That’s
only logical.”

Mrs. Enderby frowned and the
captain noticed. “You dont ap-
prove of logic, madame?” he asked.

“You cant exactly Arapprove of
logic,” Mrs. Enderby conceded,
“but I’'m afraid it’s always made me
uneasy. It’s so—well, so unavoid-
able.”

M. Genet looked smug.

“Besides,” Mrs. Enderby went on,
“it’s been my experience that when
a man feels he has logic on his side,
he stops thinking.”

“At any rate, madame,” said
Genet, “all the people listed as hav-
ing had beards yesterday still have
them. So at least in this case logic
is helpful.”

Mrs. Enderby yielded the point
reluctantly.

“Among the passengers there are
precisely four bearded men. Need-
less to say, we have spoken discreet-
ly to all of them about their activi-
ties last night and early this morn-
ing. Two of them claim they were
at the bar from two a.m. until near-
ly three thirty, and the bar steward
confirms their story. The third
over-indulged in the midnight sup-
per. The iog of the ship’ hospital
shows that at three a.m. he was be-
ing treated for acute indigestion by
nurse Albiser. The fourth, a Mr.
William Kiley, says that he was
playing cards in the lounge until
approximately two thirty, that he
then went for a walk on deck, and
returned to his cabin before three.
His story cannot, I’'m afraid, be cor-
roborated for the critical period.
Do you recall, Mrs. Enderby, see-
ing a tall, distinguished-looking
bearded man in the lounge last
night playing cards?”

Mrs. Enderby thought for a mo-
ment, then brightened. “Of course.
Gray hair, cut short. I dont re-
member seeing him leave.”

“His friends do,” M. Genet said.
“They agree that he left at about
two thirty. We must certainly keep
an open mind about Mr. Kiley."

“He is one of the passengers,” the
captain explained, “who is to leave
the ship at Naples. He will, if I am
not mistaken, be meeting his wife
there. That is one reason why we
must make such haste with our in-
vestigation.”

“Do any members of the crew
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have beards?” Mrs. Enderby asked.

“Seven,” M. Genet said. “For a
variety of reasons six of them can
be eliminated as suspects. They
were either working with people or
were seen with people at the crucial
time. The seventh is a seaman
named Philippe Menton who hap-
pened to be standing watch on
deck last night at three. We dont
know much about him. He’ been
with the ship for nearly two years
but he keeps to himself a lot.” M.
Genet smiled slyly. “Well, madame,
what do you think of our suspects?
If we eliminate stowaways and—
ahem—false beards, we must con-
clude that our murderer is either a
mysterious French seaman or a re-
spectable American businessman.
Would you care to choose?”

Diplomatically, Mrs. Enderby
changed the subject. “You know,”
she said, “l don’t believe 1 know
who was murdered.”

“Nor did we, at first,” said
Genet. “But once more logic came
to our aid. There are a fixed num-
ber of people aboard ship. We had
only to check that there was a per-
son for each name on our passen-
ger list and on our crew’s roster.
Then, when we found one name to
which no one answered, the infer-
ence was plain that we had discov-
ered the missing man. Would you

not say so?”
Again  Mrs. Enderby looked
doubtful. She did not, however,

challenge the purser’s logic.
“And there is, in fact,” Genet

went on, “one name, and one name
only, for which we can find no
owner. Can you guess it?” M. Gen-
et paused dramatically. Then he
said, “That name is Philippe Men-
ton.”

Mrs. Enderby drew in her breath
sharply. For the first time since the
previous night she felt a sense of
shock. “Why, then that means—"
she began.

“Ah,” said the captain, “but that
is precisely why | have called you
in again, dear madame. |1 am going
to ask you a question of the gravest
importance, and you must be abso-
lutely sure before you answer. A
man’s freedom and even his life
may hang in the balance. You have
told us that the man with the beard
was the man holding the knife.
Thus, the inference is that the
bearded man was the murderer.

“But you have also told us that in
the last moment the two figures
were indistinguishable. What is the
chance, my dear Mrs. Enderby, that
in this last-minute struggle the man
with the knife—the bearded man—
became the victim and that it was
the bearded man—Philippe Men-
ton—who was thrown overboard?”

The captain held up his hand to
forestall a too-hasty reply. “Con-
sider, dear madame, the signifi-
cance of this question. If the beard-
ed man was the victim and not the
killer, and if you can really give us
no description whatever of the sec-
ond person in the. struggle—the
killer—then half the men and worn-
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en aboard are suspects. If, on the
other hand, you are certain that the
bearded man was the murderer—"
The captain finished his sentence
by spreading his hands and elevat-
ing his eyebrows.

Mrs. Enderby did not speak for
a full minute. In her mind she saw
again the bearded silhouette and
the raised knife, saw again the knife
stabbing into its victim—a victim
she could not describe but whose
face, in the final moment, she knew
with terrible certainty was separate
and distinct from the face with the
beard.

When she spoke at last, Captain
Freneau turned grimly to M. Genet.
“l think,” he said, “we must have
Mr. Kiley in now,”

Mr. William Kiley was a lean,
serious-faced man with brush-cut,
iron-gray hair, a full, nearly black
beard and mustache, and cruise
clothes that seemed somehow un-
characteristic of him. When he en-
tered the stateroom he seemed very
definitely under a strain.

The captain half rose but, signifi-
cantly, did not extend his hand.
“You must forgive, monsieur, this
further call on your time,” and the
captain indicated a chair directly
facing Mrs. Enderby’s.

“l quite understand, Captain.”
Kileys voice was deep but sub-
dued.

“Permit me to introduce Mrs.
Enderby,” the captain continued.
“She is the lady who was so unfor-

tunate as to witness the incident M.
Genet spoke to you about earlier
today.”

Mrs. Enderby examined the face
before her. She had, after all, wit-
nessed the crime, and it was even
now not impossible that she might
be able to make some sort of identi-
fication.

Mr. Kiley acknowledged the in-
troduction with a short nod but
said nothing. He seemed to be very
consciously containing himself.

“Mrs. Enderby,” the captain said
quietly, “you perhaps have seen Mr.
Kiley before during the cruise ?”

“Oh, yes,” she replied, her man-
ner somewhat brighter than she in-
tended it to be. “A number of times
at dinner or on deck, and last night
in the lounge. He was playing
bridge, I believe.”

“And at no time after that?” the
captain persisted.

“I cant say,” she replied hesitant-
ly, knowing how much depended
on her answer.

“I see. Mr. Kiley,” said M. Genet,
“l think you have a right to know
why you have been asked to come
here. Since our interview this
morning, we have received some
new information, and we are anx-
ious to verify it. You will cooper-
ate?”

“As well as | can.”

“Good. Now first, there is the
matter of personal information
which the captain may care to hear
from you himself. You are, | under-
stand, married?”
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“Yes."

"“And may | ask you to explain
again how you happen to be travel-
ing alone?”

Mr. Kiley shrugged. “My son’s
in the army, stationed in Germany.
My wife flew to visit him three
weeks ago, and because my health
has been rather poor this winter, it
was decided that I should take this
sunshine cruise—" he spoke the
words wryly and the captain, in
spite of himself, lowered his eyes
“—and meet her in Naples. There
is, you see, no mystery about it.”

“My dear sir,” the captain as-
sured him, “there was never any
question of a mystery. It is only
that we must, so to speak, keep the
record straight. For instance, about
last night and early this morning:
would you tell us what you did
from dinnertime on?”

“Of course. After dinner | rested
for an hour or so. Then at ten
o’clock I met some friends in the
lounge for bridge.”

“This was the first time you
played with them ?”

“Oh, no. We’ve played together
nearly every night."

“l understand. Go on.”

“The game ran a little late. | left
the table at about two thirty,
strolled for a few minutes on the
deck, and then went to my cabin.”

“You were not on deck when
Mrs. Endcrby screamed?” the cap-
tain asked.

“No,” said Mr. Kiley.

“And you knew nothing of the—
the incident?”

“My cabin is on the other side of
the ship. I knew nothing about it
until I woke this morning.”

“Mr. Kiley,” the captain said hes-
itantly, ‘1 must ask you if you are
being entirely candid with us.
There has been laid before us now
certain conflicting testimony.”

“Conflicting?” Kiley said weak-
ly. He seemed even more uncom-
fortable than before.

“There are, as you know, two
stewards in every corridor,” the
captain continued. “One of them is
always on duty. Last night the stew-
ard named Paul—you know him,
perhaps?—was sitting at the head
of the corridor that leads to your
cabin, Mr. Kiley. He had arrived
at two a,m, the time he normally
relieves the other man. Naturally,
we have questioned Paul, and he
assures us that he did not see you
going to your cabin between two
a.rn. and the time the noise began
on deck.”

“He might have missed me,” Mr.
Kiley suggested.

“Impossible.  You would have
had to pass within two feet of him,
and he says he never left his post.”

“Then he was not at his post. |
certainly don* recall seeing him.”

“That is conceivable, of course,”
the captain agreed, without convic-
tion. “On the other hand, .why
should the man lie? There are half
a dozen legitimate reasons why he
might have left his place. He would
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not need to excuse himself at the
expense of another man’s—er—rep-
utation.”

Mr. Kiley caught the menace
hidden in the last word. “May I
ask what this steward Paul did
when the excitement began?”

“Of course. A good point. He
says that he remained at his station
for about five minutes and then
slipped away to investigate.”

“Then | might have reached my
cabin without being seen after he
left. Is it not possible, Captain, that
your steward has exaggerated the
account of his patience? That, in
fact, he ran out on deck the mo-
ment the shouting began and that
I came along only a few moments
later?”

“I'm sorry, Mr. Kiley. It is not
possible. One of your fellow pas-
sengers in that corridor, Mr. Nich-
olson, was disturbed by the com-
motion and stepped out of his cab-
in to see what was wrong. He re-
members he was angry at having
been awakened and glanced at his
little bedside clock with the lumi-
nous dial. The time, he assures us,
was exactly six minutes after three,
and when he stepped out into the
corridor, Paul was still at his
place.” The captain drew in a deep
breath, then let it out slowly. “Thus
a question is also raised about your
statement that you heard nothing
of the excitement. Are you sure,
monsieur, that you have no further
information to give us?”

Mr. Kiley sat grimly silent. To

Mrs. Enderby he seemed now open-
ly desperate.

“There is one other fact,” the
captain continued, “which may be
significant. We learned of it only
an hour ago. M. Genet ?”

“Yes. Naturally, when | heard
Mrs. Enderby’s description of the
murderer, | requested that all in-
formation about men with beards
be passed along to me at once. New
I have just learned from the radio
operator that two days ago, while
the ship was on its way from Lis-
bon to Casablanca, William Kiley
made a radio-telephone call to one
Armand Petri in Casablanca. Petri,
it seems, is a private detective.
Then, at eleven o’clock last night,
just as we were preparing to get
under way, M. Petri himself came
aboard the Fleur-de-lis, having
only that afternoon made arrange-
ments to take passage with us to
Naples. There may, of course, be
no connection whatever between
this detective and the events of last
night, but we will only know that
after we have spoken with M. Petri.
Indeed, he has already been sent
for ”

For a moment more Mr. Kiley
retained his composure. Then,
with frightening suddenness, his
face seemed to collapse. “My God!”
he cried, his voice almost strangled.

“Now, Mr. Kiley.” The captain’s
voice had a practiced smoothness.
“We will be happy to listen to any-
thing you have to tell us, and, if I
may say so, to understand.”
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“l was an idiot,” Kiley blurted
out, seeming almost relieved to
talk. “lI got into some trouble in
Lisbon. Not with the law. | pray to
God youll never have to know
what it is. | was desperate until I
thought of getting in touch with a
private detective. | called Petri, as
you know, told him about my prob-
lem, and asked him to come
aboard.”

“And what did you tell him
when you saw him?** Genet want-
ed to know.

“l never did see him. | have a reg-
ular bridge game, as I told you, and
| was afraid that if | suddenly
begged off, someone might get sus-
picious. Oh, | must have been
crazy! On the phone | described
myself to Petri and told him |
would meet him at three am. on
the promenade. | thought it would
be safe.” He laughed with a touch
of hysteria.

“When | left after the game, I
found a deck chair in the shadows
and sat in it to wait. |1 saw Mrs.
Enderby come out about twenty
minutes later and walk past me.
Then a few minutes after that I
heard her scream. You can imagine
how 1 felt when | heard that the
killer had been described as a man
with a beard. 1 behaved foolishly,
| suppose, but | only knew that I
had to get out of there. | sneaked
down to my cabin and had what |
thought then was a stroke of luck.
The steward was gone and the cor-

ridor was deserted. When 1 got to
my cabin, | stayed there.

“About half an hour later |
pulled myself together long
enough to remember Petri, so |
called his stateroom. He was there
and from the tone of his voice, a
little suspicious. He knew what
had happened, and knowing that I
have a beard, was probably won-
dering what | was trying to get him
involved in. | didn’t blame him;
my God, how could 1? | told him
to look around but not to try to get
in touch with me; then | took a
couple of tranquilizers and tried
to sleep. And that’s all 1 know,
Captain, | swear it! |1 had nothing
to do with whatever happened up
there on deck last night, nothing.
Nothing.” And as if exhausted by
his recital, Mr. Kiley slumped in
his chair.

The captain and M. Genet had
just time enough to exchange
glances when there were three soft
taps on the door. Immediately aft-
erward the head of a steward ap-
peared.

“M. Petri,” the steward an-
nounced, and at a sign from the
captain swung the door open to ad-
mit a slender man, of middle
height, in his early thirties. His
face, like the captain’s and like the
faces of the other members of the
crew—but significantly unlike the
pasty, slug-like countenances of the
passengers on this sunshine cruise
—was deeply tanned from what
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Mrs. Enderby supposed was the
strong French Moroccan sun.

“The captain wishes to see me?”
he said, his voice noncommittal.

“Yes, M. Petri,” said the captain,
“l did ask you to come. | hope | do
not inconvenience you. Permit me
to introduce Mrs. Enderby and M,
Genet, our ship’s purser, and Mr.
William Kiley.” The look which
M. Petri gave Mr. Kiley was openly
suspicious, and Kiley did not meet
the glance. “You have perhaps
heard that there was an incident
aboard ship early this morning, M.
Petri?”

“Yes.”

“And you know something of its
nature?”

“Yes.” Again, a suspicious glance
at Mr. Kiley.

“Then you will know that we are
not merely engaged in idle prying,
monsieur, if we ask you a few ques-
tions. For instance, Mr. Kiley has
already told us that he called you
on the ship’s radio-telephone two
days ago, that he told you his prob-
lem and made an appointment to
meet you on the promenade at
three this morning. Did you not
consider these arrangements some-
what unusual?”

M. Petri’s smile was hard and hu-
morless. “In my profession, Cap-
tain, we make many unusual ar-
rangements.”

“Yes, well | can quite understand
that. But when, at the very moment
of the appointment a murder was
committed by a man whose de-

scription fitted your client, did you
not become suspicious ?”

“l am always suspicious, Cap-
tain,” M. Petri said, “but you are
quite right. My first thought was
that | was being used in some way.”

“Yet you did not immediately
communicate your suspicions to
me, but came only when you were
summoned, some sixteen hours lat-
er?”

M. Petri shrugged. “l dont know
what you mean, Captain,” he said.
“l have no—how shall | put it?—
no abstract interest in justice. My
client’s interests must come first.”

“Very commendable, I'm sure,”
said the captain soothingly, “but
now that your client has revealed
his arrangements with you, there
seems no reason why you should
not tell us all you know.”

Mr. Kiley was suddenly on his
feet, almost out of control. “Cap-
tain, 1 beg you! Do we have to go
into the details here, in front of ev-
eryone?” He seemed almost dis-
tracted with shame and horror. “I
swear to you they cant have any
bearing on the murder.”

The captain tried to calm him.
“My dear Mr. Kiley,” he said, “sure-
ly you must see that all the facts
will have to come out now.”

For a moment Kiley continued
to glance wildly around the room.
Then he subsided into his chair,
the picture of a ruined man, and
did not speak again.

The captain returned to M. Petri.
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“You are willing to tell us what
you know, then ?”” he asked.

Petri shrugged. “If you wish.”

“Good,” the captain said with
satisfaction. “A very wise move on
your part, M. Petri.” He adjusted
some papers on his table. “Perhaps
we can begin with Mr. Kiley’s rea-
son for getting in touch with you.”

“He was being blackmailed.”
Petri said laconically. “The oldest
game in the world.” He shot a con-
temptuous glance at his client. “In
Lisbon he got sucked into one of
those places down by the quay.
They put something in his drink,
got him into a bedroom with one of
the girls, then took pictures. Later
they started to squeeze him. He
was meeting his wife at Naples, so
| suppose that was the deadline. Ei-
ther he paid up by then or the pic-
tures would be given to his wife.”

“Is that when he called you?” M.
Genet asked.

Petri nodded. “He said it wasnt
so much the money—which was
plenty, by the way—but that he was
afraid they’d keep on squeezing
him—you know, making new pic-
tures from the negatives. He want-
ed me to try to get something on
them, | suppose, maybe even use a
little force, if necessary. My impres-
sion was he didnt much care what
| did so long as he didnt have to
know about it.”

“I’'m curious, M. Petri,” the cap-
tain said, “how they managed to
maintain contact with him after the
ship left Lisbon.”

Petri’s smile was not pretty to see.
“Through a member of the crew,
of course.” He spoke directly to the
captain.

“A member of this crew?” The
captain seemed genuinely shocked.
“But who?”

“A man fairly well known to the
police and to private detectives in
this area, though not, | regret to
say, to ship’s captains. He is, of
course, in with the crowd at Lis-
bon. Once the ship has sailed he
becomes, so to speak, the collector.

“l recognized him immediately
when | came aboard last night.
The ship was preparing to sail, and
he was working on deck. | thought
I might make something of the op-
portunity by going below and
searching his belongings. | had no
particular hope, you understand. A
careful man would carry every-
thing with him. But | was in luck.
His bunk had his name on it, and
it was out of sight behind a bulk-
head.

“l found them easily—the nega-
tives, | mean. The pictures weren’t
there, of course. He was planning
to sell them that night. So | waited.
At about two o’clock things had
settled down and the blackmailer
was still on watch. | approached
him and we had quite an interest-
ing little chat. 1 knew a good deal
about his activities by now, and 1
promised to forget everything in
exchange for the pictures. | didn’t
tell him about my having the ncga-
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tives, so in the end he gave up the
prints quite willingly.

“Naturally, | was elated.
Through a porthole | could see M.
Kiley playing bridge in the lounge,
and for a moment 1 even thought
of interrupting him. But his orders
had been very explicit, and there
was after all less than an hour to go.

“l settled down comfortably to
wait. | may even have dozed off be-
cause suddenly | realized that a
woman was screaming and that
people were running about. | heard
enough, of course, to set me think-
ing—especially about the beard; so
I went to my cabin where M. Kiley
called me at about three thirty. I
said nothing about the pictures.
Frankly, I didn’t want to be connect-
ed with the business at all until |
understood it better. | stayed in my
cabin until you sent for me"—he
Q]ﬁ%? a slight bow—“and here |

“A remarkable story, M. Petri,”
the captain acknowledged, “but
one which omits a most important
fact. | refer, of course, to the name
of the collector—the member of my
crew.”

“But my dear Captain.” M. Petri
smiled another mirthless smile. “I
felt sure you would have guessed
by now. The man’s name was Phil-
ippe Menton.”

Without a sound William Kiley
tipped forward out of his chair and
onto the floor.

When Mr. Kiley had been taken

to the ship’s hospital, with orders
that he be closely watched, the
stateroom was silent for several mo-
ments. Mrs. Enderby, looking
thoughtful, remained motionless in
her chair. The captain and M. Gen-
et stood behind the chart table and
gazed down at a number of photo-
graphs and negatives which M.
Petri had wordlessly spread out for
them.

“Filthy business,” the captain
said at last. “I’d like to burn every
trace of them, the poor devil. But |
suppose we've got to keep them as
evidence.” Reluctantly, he swept
the pictures into a neat pile, and
with a glance at M. Petri for his
approval, put them into an enve-
lope and dropped the envelope into
one of the drawers of the table.

“Such a terrible irony,” said M.
Genet. “With the pictures already
in M. Petri’s pocket, poor Mr. Kiley,
only a few minutes from safety, be-
comes a murderer.”

“Then there is no doubt?” the
captain asked.

“Ah, doubt.” M. Genet shrugged.
“How can there be in the face of
the evidence?”

“We still do not know exactly
what happened.” The captain
frowned.

“But we can put the facts to-
gether,” said M. Genet. “Let es
place ourselves in Mr. Kiley’ posi-
tion. Imagine it is nearing three
octlock. Mr. Kiley is beginning to
grow anxious about his appoint-
ment with M. Petri. Will they be
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seen? Overheard? Will Petri be of
any help? He gets up from his deck
chair and begins to wander nerv-
ously along the promenade. After
a minute he turns a corner and his
heart nearly stops. Fate has deliv-
ered his enemy into his hands.
Here, in this dark, deserted angle
of the deck is his tormenter, Men-
ton.

“Mr. Kiley whips out his knife—
acquired as a precaution since Lis-
bon, perhaps? It is a point to be
checked. There is hardly time for
deliberation—just an instant to
think ‘Who can ever connect me
with this crime?” Then, before he
even realizes it, the deed is done,
the body dumped into the sea. On-
ly—M. Genet paused over the
word—only, God help him, the
deed has been witnessed.”

In the silence the soft tap at the
door startled them. A steward en-
tered quickly, delivered a folded
sheet of white paper to the captain,
and withdrew. For a moment the
captain held it without glancing
at it, as if afraid of what it might
contain. But the next minute, as be
read the neat script, he began to
smile.

“Always,” he said, finishing the
note and passing it along to his
purser, “always, Genet, the comic
relief, eh?”

Genet also smiled as he read.
“Yes, 1I'd forgotten all about it
When there is a murder to be
solved, | suppose one can hardly
worry about a burglary.”

For the first time since the state-
room door had closed on Kiley,
Mrs. Enderby looked up, her eyes
full of interest. “I beg your pardon,
Captain,” she said, “did | hear you
mention aburglary ?”

“Ah, my dear Mrs. Enderby.”
The captain became once again the
effusive leader of a sunshine cruise.
“Yes, yes, a small matter. Nothing
to be alarmed about. With unusual
generosity fate has arranged, for
the edification of our little sunless
sunshine cruise, both murder and
burglary, though, I'm afraid, in
somewhat anticlimactic order.”

“May | ask you where and when
the burglary took place?” Mrs. En-
derby said, her manner so extraor-
dinarily eager that M. Petri, who
had for some time been looking
for a way to make a graceful exit,
paused in his movement toward
the door.

“You may ask anything of me,
my dear madame,” the captain re-
plied. “It seems the beauty salon
was broken into at about five this
morning and was looted. | asked
one of the stewards to prepare an
inventory of what was missing.
That was the note you just saw de-
livered.”

“May | know what was in it ?”

“Certainly, if you wish.” How-
ever, the captain had begun to look
a little suspiciously at the woman.
“It’s a curious potpourri, as if the
thief had simply taken anything he
could get his hands on. Remark-
able. 1've never seen the like of it.
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Half a dozen bottles of Chanel
Number Five—the cologne, mind
you; the perfume wasn’t touched.
Several boxes of soap, of really neg-
ligible value. A dozen bottles of
liquid make-up, half light, half
dark—there you see the random-
ness of the affair. Now let me see
.. . yes, several jars of deodorant,
a shoulder-length brunette wig, a
jar of cold cream, some rather ex-
pensive tortoiseshell combs, and
four bottles of hand lotion. That’s
the lot. Quite a mixed bag. What
do you think, Genet? Can you em-
ploy some of your famous logic on
this minor mystery ?”

“l hesitate,” said M. Genet, “in
view of Mrs. Enderby’s well-
known distrust of logic.” He smiled
gallantly.

“M. Petri,” the captain turned to
the slender detective, “do you care,
perhaps, to take the busman’ holi-
day?”

M. Petri looked sardonic. “I have
always found, Captain,” he said,
“that my deductive faculties work
best when they have been stimu-
lated by the promise of a fee. If
you will excuse me, gentlemen,
madame ?”

“l had hoped, M. Petri,” Mrs. En-
derby said with somewhat unex-
pected coyness, “that you would be
willing to defend me against M.
Genet.”

“Madame?”

“He’s been so unchivalrous all
afternoon, and now I'm sure he’s
going to try to make me admit that

he has successfully solved a great
mystery with the aid of what he
likes to call logic.”

“Can you doubt it, my dear
lady?” said M. Genet expansively.
“By a simple process of elimina-
tion we have found the only man
who can be the murderer and the
only man who can be the victim.
What’s more, the former had a
strong motive for killing the latter.
Surely there is nothing more cer-
tain in this world than that, at ap-
proximately three o’clock this
morning, William Kiley killed Phi-
lippe Menton. And for that cer-
tainty all credit must go to logic.”

“Bravo, Genet,” cried the cap-
tain, beaming. “Really, madame,
you must acknowledge yourself
beaten. There is no disgrace. Your
own help has been invaluable. What
do you say, Petri? Come, make the
judgment.”

“I’d be happy to admit defeat,
Captain,” said Mrs. Enderby, “if
it werent for two facts, both of
which, I'm afraid, are going to come
as something of a shock to you.
There was a murder committed
aboard ship this morning at three
oclock. 1 saw it myself. But the
murder victim was not Philippe
Menton, and the murderer was not
William Kiley.”

The captain was the first to re-
cover. “Madame has been playing
detective, then,” he said archly,
“from the armchair?”

. “Ive just been thinking, if that**
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what you mean,” Mrs. Enderby re-
plied.

“Then you must have been do-
ing some serious thinking indeed
to reject so completely the self-evi-
dent.”

“Impossible,” Genet added in
great agitation. “Logic, madame,
logic.”

“Yes, M. Petri.” Mrs. Enderby
turned to the detective. “I’'ve been
quarreling all afternoon with M.
Genet about logic. And | suppose
by now he must think me a thor-
oughly foolish old woman. It’s al-
ways the woman who mistrusts
logic, of course, and what can be
more exasperating for a man than
such awoman?”

“At least, madame, you admit it,”
Genet was almost curt.

“But it is not that | really mistrust
logic, M. Genet—just your kind of
logic.”

“My kind of logic?”

“Yes. For you, logic is a ma-
chine, smiling and clicking. It is, to
use one of your favorite expres-
sions, a process of elimination. The
machine stops, we open the magic
window, and there’s the name
we’ve been looking for.”

“And your kind of logic ?”

“Less mechanical, let’s say. The
logic of people, for instance. Take
this William Kiley you’ve decided
is @ murderer. How did you come
to that conclusion? By collecting
some names, crossing them out one
by one until only Mr. Kiley’s re-
mained, and then announcing that
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you had your man. Never once did
you lift your eyes to look at the
man himself. But doesn* logic have
something to tell us about Mr. Ki-
ley?”

“At any rate, you have some-
thing to tell us about Mr. Kiley,
madame,” the captain said, smil-

ing-

g‘Mr. Kiley is no murderer, Cap-
tain. He is, | would say, if | had to
guess, too much of a coward. He’s
the sort of man who hires another
man to face his danger for him. He
might kill in self-defense, 1 sup-
pose, if he were attacked suddenly.
But the man who had the power
over him—Philippe  Menton—
wouldnt have had any reason to
attack him. | ask you, M. Genet,
can you look at William Kiley and
say with confidence, this man is a
murderer?”

“Then it comes to this, madame,”
Genet replied patiently, “that you
‘guess’ William Kiley did not Kkill
Philippe Menton ?”

“No, not ‘guess.” Far from it.
When you were reconstructing the
murder a few minutes ago, you
imagined Mr. Kiley thinking to
himself, ‘Who can ever connect me
with this crime?” But logic—yes,
logic—gives us the answer to that
question. Armand Petri would
connect William Kiley with the
crime—isn’t that true, M. Petri? |
don't believe you think Mr. Kiley
is a fool, M. Genet. Yet who but a
fool would tell another man, in de-
tail, how he is being blackmailed,
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and then go out and murder his
blackmailer? How could he hope
to get away with it or hope—please
forgive me, M. Petri—o avoid the
possibility of more blackmail ?”

“Madame has a point,” said the
captain slowly.

“Then there’s the matter of the
looting of the beauty salon. Mur-
ders and burglaries dont happen
very often aboard ship. Yet when
both take place on the Fleur-de-lis
—and within a few hours of each
other, too—no one draws the logi-
cal conclusion that they are prob-
ably related to each other.”

“Are you saying that such a rela-
tionship exists?” Genet demanded.

“l leave that to you, M, Genet.
You are the logician.”

“You seemed very interested in
the inventory of the theft, ma-
dame,” said the captain.

“Because it confirmed what |
had already begun to suspect.”
And Mrs. Enderby very self-suffi-
ciently poured herself a drink from
the captain’s heavy water bottle.

“Madame, | am being placed in a
false position here,” M. Genet
spoke quietly. “It must not be al-
lowed to seem that | am more con-
cerned with a theory of logic than
I am with the truth. If you have
really deduced something that the
captain and M. Petri and | have
not, I humbly beseech you to tell us
what it is.”

“That’s fair enough, M. Genet,
and very generous.” Mrs. Enderby’s
fingers were toying, almost uncon-

sciously, with the heavy cut-glass
bottle stopper. “Listen and 111 try
my best to explain. When you were
compiling your list of bearded
men and eliminating everyone but
Mr. Kiley, | objected. | said, you
remember, that the Kkiller might
have been wearing a false beard,
but you dismissed the idea. How-
ever, now that weve agreed that
there is some question about Mr.
Kiley being the murderer—"

“Wait!” M. Genet’s interruption
was explosive. “lI know now! Of
course!” Taut with excitement, he
was directing a state of pure men-
ace at Armand Petri. “My dear
Mrs. Enderby, you were right all
the time. Of course. And | was too
blind to see.”

“Genet, what are you talking
about ?” the captain demanded.

Petri had taken one step back un-
der the pressure of the purser’s ac-
cusing gaze.

“The answer,” Genet went on fe-
verishly. “I'm talking about the an-
swer. It was here for us to see all
the time. Mrs. Enderby knew it, on-
ly I was too pig-headed to listen.
Remember, Captain, when | asked
why the killer should have wanted
to wear a false beard ? Mrs. Enderby
told us. ‘He was planning to be
seen by his victim,” she said, ‘by
Philippe Menton.” Logical. All so
logical. Menton was expecting to
meet William Kiley at three o’clock
on the promenade—Kiley, a man
with a heard. But who really kept
that appointment, wearing a false
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beard so as not to alarm the black-
mailer until the last moment, until
it was too late? Who but the man
who was hired—hired to use force
if necessary—to solve Mr. Kiley’s
problem for him ?”

Suddenly everyone in the room
was in motion. The captain and M.
Genet were advancing on M. Pe-
tri; the detective’s right hand had
flashed out of sight for a moment,
to reappear holding an elegant lit-
tle black automatic; and Mrs. En-
derby was out of her chair with
more agility than anyone could
have imagined.

“Gentlemen!” It was the lady’s
voice that froze them. “Gentlemen,
youre making a serious mistake.”
They were all looking at her now.
“Armand Petri is not the murder-
er.”

The captain’s face, having in the
last sixty seconds registered both
shocked surprise and grim resolve,
now flushed with exasperation.
“What are you saying, madame?”
he spoke hoarsely. M. Petri had re-
turned his gun to its holster and
Genet remained motionless. “If M.
Petri is not the killer, why have
you once more brought up the mat-
ter of false beards ?”

“Only to dismiss it,” Mrs. Ender-
by said calmly, “though | didn*
count on M. Genet being so—so ex-
citable. | assure you, Captain, the
looting of the beauty salon entirely
eliminates the possibility of false
beards.”

The captain stalked back to his

desk and flung himself irritably in-
to his chair. “l understand none of
this,” he said. “But presuming, ma-
dame, that you are right, where
does it leave us? With Genet’s list
of bearded men and with Mr. Ki-
ley. May | remind you that it was
never | who objected to that solu-
tion.”

“You’re quite right, Captain,”
said Mrs. Enderby, “it was | who
objected. | suggested that the kill-
er, knowing he could be identified
by his beard, might shave it off. But
I was told that if he were to do that
he would become a marked man,
that the fact that there were eleven
bearded men before the murder
and only ten after would lead us di-
rectly to him. Simply find the man
who had shaved off his beard and
lock him up.”

“If 1 may say so, madame, the
logic thus far seems impeccable.”

“But suppose, Captain, that in
spite of the danger, our murderer
had to shave off his beard. Sup-
pose he realized that when the
identity of the victim was discov-
ered, he, die murderer, would not
be—to use M. Genet’s useful ex-
pression—just one among eleven
bearded suspects, but instead the
only bearded man on the ship with
the motive and the opportunity for
the killing ? What then ?”

“Then we have him,” cried M.
Genet promptly. “Eleven beards be-
fore the crime, ten after. We’d stick
into him like an arrow.”

“Even if he found a way of ar-
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ranging things so that you would
be satisfied with ten beards after
the crime ?”

“Impossible!”

“Impossible? But my dear M.
Genet, he has done it! Werent
there eleven bearded men aboard
the Fleur-de-lis last night? And
arent there only ten now? And
aren’t you perfectly satisfied ?”

“Come, come, Mrs. Enderby,” the
captain protested, “surely you have
forgotten something. The eleventh
beard belonged to the victim,”

“How do you know that, Cap-
tain?”

“What do you mean?”

“Exactly what | said. How do
you know that the victim was a
man with a beard? Did anyone tell
you he was? Did anyone see him?
| certainly didn’t, and | am the only
person, besides the Kkiller, who
would have had any way of know-
mg.

“But of course, through the proc-
ess of elimination we assumed—"

“Exactly, you assumed. But what
a remarkable assumption to make.
Is it usual, do you think, to assume
that murder victims have beards?
If there had been no list, would you
ever have thought of making such a
strange assumption in the absence
of witnesses? Then why did you
make it? So that the list would
come out right. There were eleven
beards on the list, but only ten
aboard ship. How to balance the
books with the least possible
thought? Why, beard the victim,

of course. | warned you, M. Genet,
that the moment a man believes he
is being logical, he stops thinking.”

“But we did not rely on the list
of beards alone,” Genet said.
“There was also the ship’ passen-
ger list and the roster of the crew.”

“Oh, yes, another process of
elimination.” Mrs. Enderby smiled,
“What was this one supposed to
have proved?”

“It did prove that the only per-
son missing from the Fleur-de-lis
was seaman Philippe Menton—in-
cidentally, a man with a beard.”

“But it didnt prove anything of
the sort, M. Genet. All it proved
was that no one answered to the
name of Philippe Menton. A man,
however, can be aboard ship with-
out answering to his name.”

“But Menton would have had to
answer to some name. Our search
of the ship was very thorough. He
could not have been hiding.”

“Of course he would answer to
some name.”

“And which one, may | ask ?”

“Why, the only one that wasnt
in use. The name of the man he
had murdered and thrown over-
board—Armand Petri.”

Whatever else a dozen years on
a luxury liner had done to Captain
Freneau, it had not appreciably
slowed his reflexes. He was out of
his chair, swinging, almost before
Petri-Menton could draw his gun.

But it was Mrs. Enderby who
brought matters to a sudden con-
clusion—with the heavy water bot-
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de she had earlier arranged to have
within reach. Indeed, so quickly
was everything over that the two
stewards who crashed into the
stateroom moments later found
themselves rather foolishly strik-
ing belligerent poses with nothing
belligerent to do.

It was quite late. Captain Freneau
had invited Mrs. Enderby to his
cabin for a nightcap and had asked
M. Genet to be present. The cruise
ship slid gracefully through the
Mediterranean night toward Na-
ples, a landfall which the captain
no longer dreaded.

“What is the news of Mr. Kiley,
Genet?” the captain asked as the
three settled themselves.

“The doctor says he will be all
right,” M. Genet replied.

“Excellent. 1 know you will be
interested to hear, Mrs. Enderby,
that because you so cleverly ar-
ranged to have Menton expose his
true identity before us all, 1 was
able to conclude that nothing so
specific as the photographs would
be needed to condemn the man,
and so | have conveniently man-
aged to mislay them. Mr. Kiley was
very gratified when he was in-
formed.”

“That was kind of you, Cap-
tain.” Mrs. Enderby’s smile was
warm. “l had hoped that some-
thing like that might happen if I
kept Menton here. Still, perhaps |
had no right to endanger us all.*

“But you were here with the wa-

ter bottle, dear Mrs. Enderby,” M,
Genet laughed. “Surely there was
never any danger.”

“It is not only Mr. Kiley who is
in your debt, madame,” said the
captain, and then seeing the wom-
an begin to blush, he simply raised
his glass in a silent toast. “Yet even
now,” he went on, “there are things
I do not understand.”

“Exactly,” said M. Genet, now
willing to admit his curiosity too.

“It’s really simple enough,” Mrs.
Enderby said, sipping her sherry.
“In fact, only a simple plan had any
real chance of succeeding. In this
one there was just one little deli-
cate piece or misdirection; every-
thing else was true. Take Mr. Kiley,
for instance. Everything he told us
about himself, and in particular
everything that Menton, alias Petri,
told us about him was correct Un-
der no circumstances could Men-
ton afford to arouse the suspicions
of the man who had hired a Moroc-
can private detective but had nev-
er seen him. Kiley was being black-
mailed, he did phone Casablanca,
he did arrange to meet Petri on the
promenade at three o’clock.”

“Yes, that is evident now," Genet
agreed.

“In matters Kiley knew nothing
about, however, Menton could tell
any story he liked. As it happened,
the real Petri did spot Menton as
soon as he came aboard and did
go below to search his belongings.
But he didnt find any negatives.
There wasn’t anything careless
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about Menton. He was a shrewd,
ambitious man who left nothing
to chance. The negatives and prints
were on his person all the time.

“Also, the meeting between Petri
and Menton really did take place,
and | suppose that’s when Menton
learned enough about Petri’s as-
signment to make the masquerade
work. He also learned something
else, while listening to Petri threat-
ening to expose him. Menton knew
enough about blackmail to know
that if he let Petri scare him off
this time, the detective would be
back for more. Mr. Kiley had his
scruples. Menton didnt. | think it
was then he decided to kill Petri.

“There were problems, of course.
Petri would be missed very soon,
especially by Kiley. Then Menton
would be a marked man. Kiley
might keep quiet to save himself,
but there was no way of knowing
what Petri had told his office in
Casablanca. The ship was on the
high seas and there was no place
to hide. And then Menton had his
wonderful, simple idea. He would
kill Petri and take hisplace "

The captain stirred uneasily.
“He was not worried about the
problem of resemblance ?”

“It was not really a problem.
Kiley had never seen Petri. He had
seen Menton, of course, but shav-
ing off a beard can be as effective a
disguise as growing one. Menton
knew that Petri had come aboard
late at night and that few people
would have noticed him. Those
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who did had probably been so en-
vious of his sunburnt face that
theyd remember nothing else
about him and be perfectly satis-
fied next day with the sunburnt,
beardless Menton as a substitute.
Besides, Menton didnt plan to
leave Petri’s cabin any more than
he had to.”

“That is admirably clear,” said
M. Genet.

“The scheme had a special fea-
ture, M. Genet. Philippe Menton
would be missed, of course, but the
disappearance would probably be
treated as an accident. Menton was
alone in the dark, people would
say, and he slipped. However, if
there were any hint of murder,
Kiley—regretfully exposed by M.
Petri—would be the ready-made
suspect. And who would want to
go any further into the whole sor-
did mess of blackmail and murder
than was absolutely necessary? So
one way or another, Philippe Men-
ton would leave the ship in Naples
as Armand Petri, give himself a
new name, and start his business
again.”

Mrs. Enderby sighed. “l can im-
agine most of this going through
Menton’s head while he was listen-
ing to Petri, and he must have
made rather a good show of giving
up slowly and promising to bring
the pictures to the detective on the
promenade deck when he came off
watch at three o’clock. Poor Petri
never had a chance. He was killed
before he could make a sound.
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Menton took his papers and keys,
hoisted him up to the railing, and
pushed him overboard.

“That’s when | came along, of
course, and started screaming
abovit murder and a murderer with
a beard. You might think that
would have frightened Menton,
but actually I think he was pleased.
Kiley had a beard and Kiley would
be on deck at the exact time of the
murder, so the job of implicating
him would be that much easier. 1
think Menton enjoyed the idea of
being able to pay Kiley back for
calling in the detective. Down in
Petri’s cabin there was nothing to
do but to get rid of some of the
more obvious seaman’s clothing
through a porthole and, of course,
to shave. At three thirty the phone
rang. It was Kiley telling M. Petri,
the detective, not to try to meet
him. Nothing could have suited
Menton’s plans better, so he stayed
right where he was until he was
sent for at six otlock in the after-
noon. The rest, Captain, M. Genet,
you know.”

M. Genet was shaking his head
ruefully as Mrs. Enderby came to
the end of her explanation. “My
dear Mrs. Enderby,” he said at last,
with a twinkle, “how can | express
my admiration? And to think that
you did it all merely by looking at
Mr. Kiley and knowing by intui-
tion that he was not a murderer.”

“Not by intuition, M. Genet. Just
the opposite. By thinking about
Mr. Kiley,” Mrs. Enderby said

sweetly, “and, of course, by think-
ing about the burglary.”

“Precisely what | was about to
mention myself,” said the captain.
“The burglary. | thought youd
forgotten about it and frankly, for
me that is the most puzzling part.”

“It was for me, t0o,” Mrs. Ender-
by admitted. “l simply couldn’t
make myself believe that it was a
coincidence. But what could it pos-
sibly have to do with the murder?
Could the murderer have needed
something, needed something des-
perately enough to break into the
beauty salon for it and take the
chance of calling attention to him-
self? If he did, of course, he would
have taken many other things at
random to conceal what he was
really after. But what was he after?

“I ran over the list in my mind
again and again. ‘Cologne, soap,
combs, light make-up, dark make-
up .. .> And then 1| knew. Of
course. Into my head popped the
picture of a man standing in front
of a mirror in his cabin and shav-
ing off a heavy, matted beard. He
finishes the job, dries his face, and
then stares at himself in horror—
stares into his mirror in horror at
the one fact he hasn* taken into ac-
count.

“For from his lips up, his face
is as brown as a seaman’s or a
Moroccan detective’s ought to be.
But from the lips down, he is as
pale as any paying guest, my dear
Captain, on your famous sunshine
cruise.”
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ALL FOR YOU, DARLING,” IMO-
C gene called from the kitchen
where she was brewing her usual
wonderfully aromatic pot of eye-
opening coffee.

“I’ll take it in the bedroom, sweet-
heart.” | gave the after-shave lotion
a final pat, ducked out of the bath-
room, and picked up the extension
phone on the bedside table.

“Jim Brooks speaking,” | said.

| heard a thinly drawn breath at
the other end of the line. “This is
Vince Ingram, Jim.”

The once-familiar voice disin-
terred three buried years, exposed
the bones of memories 1’d wanted
very much to forget. With Imo-
gene’shelp 1’d just about succeeded
in forgetting—until the ringing of
the phone on this bright and lovely
morning showed me how thin and
brittle the scabs really were.

Talmage

Powell

Lomu's Bach in Town
Crime and Detection
United States

The Present

Jim Broo\s was certain that his second
wife, Imogene, had ta\en the bad taste
of Lorna out of his life, that he had
Lorna out of his system forever . . .

My hand was a hard knot on the
phone. “You slimy worm,” | said.

“Still putting all the blame on me,
Jim? None on Lorna? | was your
friend, Jim, three years ago. | tried
to fight it. I swear | did.”

“Save the hearts and flowers,” |
said. “Three years ago | could have
broken your neck, if 1I’"d got my
hands on you. Now | wouldnt
want to dirty my fingers.”

“Don*t you want to know why |
came back, Jim?”

“Not interested. Just keep away
from me, Vince. | warn you.”

Vince sighed wearily. “lI cant
blame you for the way you feel. But
| thought—well, at least | thought
you’d ask if Lorna is with me.”

The detachment in my words
came harder this time. “I'm not in-
terested in that either.”

m “She left me, Jim.”
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“Tough. You stole another man’s
wife. Now you know how it feels.”
“Yes, | know.” He sounded as if
his very soul were tired. He gave a
short hitter laugh. “But maybe |
havent got your pride, guts, or
manhood, Jim. | want her back bad-
ly enough to come crawling after
her. I want her back on any terms.”

“Then take her back,” | said.

“l will—when | find her. Have
you heard from her, Jim?”

“No. What makes you think 1
would?”

“We were at the end of our string,
Jim. | tried to make it big, the way
Lorna wanted. But | fell flat on my
face. Even our phone had been dis-
connected.”

“I'm crying for you,” | said cold-
Iy“I 'm just telling you,” he said, “so
you'll know how | learned where she
went. While | was out of the apart-
ment she had to go next door to
phone about bus schedules. When 1
returned and found her gone, the
neighbor told me . . . Jim, Lorna’s
back in town.”

“She can go where she chooses.
It’sa free country.”

“Not for me it isnt,” Vince said
in a grim tone. "There’s only one
reason she’d return to a small town
she used to consider dull. You, Jim.
You’re the only reason.”

The image of Lorna was quick
and searing through my mind. The
old wild excitement strained
against its burial shroud.

| took a slow deliberate breath.
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“It’s a little late for that. 1've devel-
oped a good business, | have a com-
fortable home, an orderly life, an
untroubled future. My second wife
is a jewel—she knows the meaning
of love and devotion for a man. |
have everything a man could want,
in full measure. Lorna, you see, real-
ly did me a favor when she walked
out.”

“I'm glad to hear it, Jim. Maybe
it will make it easier for me. Lorna
never gives up easily, you know,
once she changes her mind or de-
cides on something. But maybe you
can convince her that the past three
years haven’t been a mistake she
can undo like she was snapping her
fingers.”

“Why should I help you, Vince?
If you want her convinced, do it
yourself!”

“For your own sake, Jim—unless
you’re afraid. Unless you’re whis-
tling in the dark with the happy
home and devoted wife stuff.”

"I'm not afraid,” | said, my voice
on the edge of a quavering shout.

“Then I'll keep in touch, Jim. The
two of us—we’ll leave no doubt in
her mind.”

| hung up and sat a moment by
the phone. Lorna’s bac\ in town.
The air seemed touched with prick-
ly heat.

“Breakfast, darling.”

The warm sweet words from the
kitchen jerked me back to my sur-
roundings.

“Right with you, dear.” Quickly,
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| slipped into a shirt, knotted a tie,
moving to the kitchen while I was
putting on my suit jacket.

Imogene’s nice brown eyes ques-
tioned me briefly about the call. |
didn’t meet her gaze as | sat down
to a neat clean table where the linen
was crisply white and the flower
centerpiece fresh.

Imogene’s good, sturdy figure
was cloaked in a starched cotton
housedress in the best American
tradition. Her brown hair was
bunned—no stringy hair or curlers
at the breakfast table for Imogene.
Her nice, average, everydayish face
beamed as she poured coffee.

Sunlight streamed through spar-
kling windows, and my morning
paper was folded beside my plate.

But for the first time in a year
and a half of marriage to my second
wife, | noticed that Imogene had let
the eggs get slightly overdone . . .

Fortunately, there were problems
at the store to occupy the whole
morning. The Credit Manager
needed additional personnel; the
men’s-wear buyer was having de-
livery troubles with a manufactur-
er™ the Advertising Department
came up with a couple of ideas for
a promotional campaign that
seemed dubious and required dis-
cussion.

At one o’clock there was a Iull. |
realized that the activity of the
morning had been mere motions to
avoid the thought at the back of my
mind. A trifle guiltily, | decided to
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call Imogene and see if she could
meet me for lunch.

Instead, there was a call for me.

“Vince again, Jim,”

“I’'m very busy,” | said stiffly. “I
was on my way out.”

“I've located Lorna,” he said.
“Spent the morning around the bus
station showing a photo of her to
taxi drivers. Finally rang the belL
She arrived early this morning.
Took a cab to a cheap motel on Fre-
mont.”

“Give her my worst regards,” |
said.

“l hope you mean that, Jim. |
hope she believes you mean it. I'm
right across the street. Waiting for
you, Jim.”

In three years Vince Ingram had
changed. He was thinner. His dark,
lean good looks had taken on a cer-
tain gauntness. His old quick way
of carrying himself, of using his
hands, had lost its vitality.

His eyes brooded as he also noted
the changes in me—the pleasant,
comfortable huskiness, the normal-
ly placid affability and sense of
well-being that he knew were be-
ing withheld from him. He suf-
fered a little as he saw the results of
my new life with Imogene.

He smoked incessantly as we
drove out to the motel which a taxi
driver had named for him. Almost
before | stopped the car on the grav-
el-surfaced parking area, Vince was
out and hurrying to the motel office.

| got out of the car slowly, my
gaze moving down the row of
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numbered doors. Three years since
I’d seen her. My palms were damp.

Vince came out of the office, mo-
tioned to me with his head.

“Room Six,” he said. “The man-
ager recognized her picture imme-
diately. She checked in just before
eight o’clock this morning.”

We bumped shoulders as we
reached Room 6, but we didnt look
at each other. Vince, knocked.
There was no answer. He knocked
again.

“Lorna?” he said as if his throat
were very dry.

He glanced at the doorknob, then
took hold of it and found it un-
locked.

The door opened on a small
gloomy room furnished sparsely.
“Lorna ?” Vince called out.

Then a sudden deep moan of de-
spair and horror ripped out of him.
He plunged across the room and
fell on his knees beside Lorna, The
mewing sound that came from him
brought no response. Lorna’s eyes
were fixed sightlessly on the ceiling.
A red tinge had seeped from the
back of Lorna’s head to discolor the
fake tile of the carpetless floor.

Vince rose and stumbled back-
ward from her. He raised his fist to
his mouth and began biting on his
knuckles.

I caught his shoulder, spun him,
slapped him on the cheek with my

open hand.
“You killed her,” | said.
“No ...no ..

“A real dirty trick, you slimy
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worm. You Kkilled her, then pre-
tended you were coming here for
the first time with me.”

“Kill her?” he began sobbing
suddenly. “How could I kill Lor-
na?”

“We’'ll let the police find out,” 1
said. | looked around the room.
There was a phone on a small
scarred table beside the bed.

While I made the call, Vince sank
onto the single chair in the room
and sat cowering like a frightened
mouse surrounded by tomcats. He
stared continuously at Lorna with
a catatonic glassiness in his eyes.

Waiting for the police, | took a
look around the room. The events
that had occurred here seemed ob-
vious. The bureau was at an angle
from the wall, as if a person had
slammed against it. A lamp lay on
the floor, beside an overturned table.

Words had led to a fight. And the
fight had ended when Lorna had
been shoved hard, with the edge of
the bathroom doorjamb providing
the point of collision for the back
of her head.

In my mind’s eye | saw her fea-
tures contorting in quick pain. The
life leaving her eyes. The slow slid-
ing of her body down the jamb.
The forward pitch of her shoulders,
finally. The loose impact of her on
the floor, The final motion as she
rolled to rest on her back.

I kneeled slowly beside her, and
she was a stranger, and | knew that
I hadn’t been really afraid at all.
Merely afraid that 1 would be
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afraid. 1 was sorry she was dead,;

but it was the pity for a remote per-

son |I'd once known but who no

longer meant anything personal to

me.
Her right arm was outstretched,

the slim, long-fingered hand like a

talon. A clawing talon.
No more clawing, Lorna. You

wont have to claw anyone ever

again.

A police car arrived outside with
siren discreetly silent. 1 rose from
Lorna’s side as | heard the footsteps
of two officers entering the room.

Calmly and dutifully, 1 told the
police the story in detail. They said

| could go. The last sight | had of

the room was of Vince’s face as he

began to realize that he was the fo-

cal point for two officers of the law.
The store could run itself for the

rest of the day. | drove home rapid-
ly. There were many things | want-
ed to say to Imogene. It was as if

for the first time | was aware of all
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the wonderful little details of the
past eighteen months.

She heard me enter the house
and called from the bedroom.
“That you, dear?”

“Yes,” | said.

“Be right with you. Just show-
ered. Pruned the rose arbor this
morning and | was all sticky and
dusty.”

Instead of waiting for her, |
headed directly for the bedroom.
She was standing midway in the
room, clad in her slip, putting on a
blouse. A cotton skirt was lying on
the bed.

She gave me a smile, turning
slightly, and quickly buttoning the
high collar of the blouse.

But not quickly enough to keep
me from glimpsing the side of her
neck where it joined the collarbone.
Where | saw the long red scratches
made by a talonlike hand as Lorna
had tried to defend herself.
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Most mystery readers have a special affection for code and cipher stories
—perhaps ever since that stupendous first reading of Edgar A. Poe’s
"The Gold-Bug™ (and how long ago that was for some of us!). In the
early years of EQMM, new code and cipher stories were quite plenti-
ful, but they seldom come along these computerized days. Perhaps
all the changes and variations have been rung—no, here is a new code
story with a fresh wrinkle, and we think you’ll like it . . .

CODE OF THE CLASSICS
by HELEN MABRY BALLARD

LASS PAPERS SPILLED OVER THE

living-room table, mutely de-
manding attention. Professor Ap-
pleby eyed them balefully, then
pushed them aside. He was in no
mood for the effusions of his stu-
dents in Mythology 1A, and he was
wrathfully considering the imbecil-
ity of policemen who had linked
an elderly retired physician—an oc-
togenarian with a creaky heart—
to a bank robber in white coveralls
and a Halloween mask.

“Blind idiots!” His undersized
body quivered with oversized in-
dignation, his thin fingers curled
into fists. “Gibbering lunatics!”

Dr. Holmes had been his friend.
Evening after evening they had
talked of cabbages and kings, of
liquid versus pulverized manures,
of books, of the amorous antics of
Olympian deities. Dr. Holmes was
a modest, unassuming old gentle-
man, full of book learning but not
boasting of it. Certainly he was not
one to associate with a ruffian in
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coveralls and a preposterous Hal-
loween mask.

It had happened the previous day.
Professor Appleby had been stand-
ing at the long desk writing a
check when the two men entered
the bank, the doctor close on the-
heels of the man in the coveralls.
(“A coincidence. Whatever the
numskulls said afterward, merely a
coincidence”).

The man in coveralls carried a
satchel. He held a handkerchief to
his face as if to blow his nose. Then
he quickly bent his head, and when
he lifted it again, the mask was in
place and there was a gun in his
hand. The Professor, no hero, nim-
bly dived under the desk.

Coveralled legs strode by. A
gruff voice made demands, a clerk
squealed. Coveralled legs, running
now, flashed back again. Appleby
cautiously poked out his head. He
saw Coveralls speeding toward the
door, but it was Dr. Holmes, speed-
ing ahead of him, who carried
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the satchel. Appleby noted this with-
out conscious thought; he was con-
cerned only about the probable ef-
fect of excitement and over-exer-
tion on Dr. Holmes’ faulty heart.

Police rushed in, summoned by
the alarm bell. Reports conflicted.
The bandit was short, tall, thin, fat,
medium. Dr. Holmes had snatched
the bag; he was a hero. Dr. Holmes
had been handed the bag; he was
an accomplice. On one point only
was there unanimity: the bandit had
already disappeared when Dr.
Holmes, with the bag, jumped into
his car and raced off that way. The
police jumped into their own cars
and also raced off that way.

They had caught Dr. Holmes on
a cross-country road beyond town.
The satchel had disappeared and
as the old man stubbornly refused
either to reveal its whereabouts or
to explain his actions, they had
clapped him in the city jail and be-
latedly taken up the hunt for the
coveralled gunman. And that night
the old doctor’s heart had fluttered
for the last time.

The Professor sighed for his lost
friend. “A mistake, a tragic and ir-
remediable blunder. He did not
steal that money. He took it be-
cause—because—the gods alone
know why but it was not to steal
it. If he had lived he would have
explained. Now—" The Professor
sighed again, and reached for a
student’s paper.

Ironic comments sprouted redly in
white margins. “You have the

wrong lady. Aphrodite was not the
faithful wife who waited twenty
years for her husband. Aphrodite
waited for no man, she chased
em.” “Your definition of Chiron
as ‘a horse-y sort of—”

A bell rang. Appleby pattered to
the door and glowered at the uni-
formed man at the threshold.

“Murderer|”

“Don’t talk that way,” remon-
strated the Chief of Police. “If hed
come through with a reasonable ex-
planation he could have gone
home. Could we help it if he chose
to clam up?”

“You could have—oh, let it pass.
Come in, Reynolds. Sit down. Not
there, that chair belongs to Plato.
Toss the books off the other one.”

Reynolds sighed and stretched
out his long legs. “My feet hurt, it’s
been a tough day. About Dr.
Holmes. | wasn*t there when they
brought him in, so | didnt know
about it until it was too late. If |
had, 1’d have told him to go home
and rest up in bed. He couldnt
have gotten away, the roads were
blocked.—Who*sPlato? A dog?”

“Certainly not. A wise and most
philosophical cat.”

“So you keep a cat. | might have
guessed. | have a grudge against
cats. One dug its claws into me
when | was a kid, and 1 still have
the scar. See, here above the wrist
Looks like three spikes on a post
The damn thing festered and hurt
like hell.”

“l weep for

you. However,
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doubtless you were torturing the
poor beast. Did you come here to
discuss the habits of domestic ani-
mals or to tell me that you have
found the gunman ? The one,” add-
ed the Professor with malice, “who
got away because of all the time
wasted in the asinine pursuit of a
harmless ©d man ?”

“The harmless old man, you may
remember, was the one with the loot.
No, we haven't found the gunman.
We did find the coveralls and the
mask stuffed in a garbage can in
the alley back of the bank, but
they’re no help. The coveralls are
brand-new—no laundry mark. The
mask is an old one—it could be one

of hundreds left over from last
Halloween. Il anticipate the next
question. Have we located the

satchel? No, but you are going to
tell us how.”

“lam?”

Reynolds fished in his pocket and
drew out a folded paper. “Dr.
Holmes left you a letter—he was
writing it when that attack hit him.
In it he—"

“Is that it? Let me have it.”

“—in it he gives directions how
to find the satchel.”

“In that case why aren’t you and
your underlings out finding it?
Hand over the letter.”

“We arent out finding it because
the directions are in code, and we
cant read them. Professor, why
would Dr. Holmes send you that?
Why not a letter in plain English?

To Gresham, the banker? Or to the
police?”

“Because Gresham has a wart on
his nose. Because the police could-
nt find anything smaller than an
elephant. Because—Oh-h-h, the
light flashes. I'm supposed to be
one of a bold bad triumvirate, is
that it?”

“I havent said so.”

“But you thought it. Well, per-
haps | am. Give me my letter!”

He unfolded the paper and read
the penciled scrawl.

"Appleby, my friend,

The next play must be yours.
Find the bag in the field north
of town—

No, the wrong eyes might
read. Unriddle my riddle: South
from Dionysus to the Itmniades.
Dodona spies Themis. Follow
the Archer.

A word of warning: Posei-
don’s scepter—"

The last ended in a sudden down
ward stroke.

“Well, Professor, do those names
mean anything to you?”

“Would | be teaching mythology
if they didnt? Dionysus, god of
vineyards. Limniades, fountain
nymphs. Dodona, an oracle—in an
oak grove. Themis, goddess of law.
The Archer, either Apollo or Ar-
temis—they both used bows. Posei-
don, ruler of the waves. If you
doubt, read Gayley’s Classic
Myths.”
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“Now, will you tell me how in
hell those whatsits could help any-
body find a satchel ?”

“Tell you from here? Without
visiting the terrain? You flatter
me. However— Is there a vine-
yard?”

“There’s an old grapevine.”

“It1l do. Trusting soul, arent
you! Or is naive the better word?
How do you know | won't deliber-
ately lead you astray ?”

“If you do it1l shoot you right to
the top of the list of suspects.”

“Too true. Give me a page from
your notebook. 111 write down the
possibilities, then you pick the ones
that fit.”

The Professor scribbled, mut-
tered, grimaced, and finally hand-
ed over the paper. “Mostly guess-
work, and don*t say | didn’t warn
you. | cant see around corners and
over hillocks.”

“I11 bear that in mind,” said the
other drily. “Anyhow 1'm taking
you along. If there are any gaps, you
could fill them in better than |
could.”

“Jason in search of the Golden
Fleece! When do we go on this
treasure hunt? Now?”

“Uh-uh. Lets sec. Tomorrow’s
Sunday, so you’ll have no classes.
1Ml pick you up tomorrow morn-
ing atten.”

At ten the Chief of Police found
waiting for him not only the Pro-
fessor but also District Attorney
John Arnold, plump and smiling,
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and Sheriff Hugh Martin, lean and
saturnine.

“Witnesses,” said Appleby. “Un-
der the circumstances it seemed ad-
visable. And they have copies of
the directions, so they wont have
to knock out their brains wonder-
ing what we’re up to.”

They drove to the edge of the
field north of town, climbed
through barbed wire, and trudged
over tough bunch grass.

Sheriff Martin threw back his
head and sniffed the air. “It’s real
country. Know what | mean?
Even with the city just over yonder
it’s real country. Smells like it. I
was raised on a farm, did | ever tell
you? It gets in your blood. Had
my own little farm up to a few
months ago, before | moved to the
city.”

“Why did you move?”

“Too far from the office—l
thought. Here’sthe grapevine.”

Reynolds nodded to the Profes-
sor. “You take over—it’ll be quick-
er.”

“It wont be unless somebody
tells me which way is south. That
way? Then ho, for the limniades.
Watch out for aspring.”

It turned out to be a scummy
pond.

“Hmm, Not much fun for the

nymph maidens. What comes
next?”
“‘Dodona spies Themis,”” read

the District Attorney. “Look at the
shadows on those mountains! I'm
glad you thought of me, Appleby;
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| stick in the office too much. I'm
enjoying this.”

“You and Sheriff Martin,”
scoffed the Professor. “Just simple
country boys at heart. Dodona. An
oracle? Impossible. A grove of oak
trees? Anyone see a grove of oak
trees?”

“There isnt any,” said Martin
flatly. He smiled unkindly. “Hold
your horses, boys. | thought it was
too good to last. Or, no—"

“l see it,” yipped the Professor.
“This way, my friends. Over here.”
He eyed disparagingly the single
dwarfish scrub oak. “A paltry sub-
stitute for the classic grove. Never-
theless, an oak. Now for Themis.
Oh, dear, dear, dear, where is The-
mis? Themis, goddess of justice
and law, Themis who sits by the
thr)g)ne of Zeus to give him counsel

“Justice and law?” repeated the
Sheriff. “Stand here. See between
the firehouse and the brick build-
ing that bit of the courthouse roof?
Would that be it ?”

“It would indeed. Bless the sharp
eyes of a country man. What next?
Follow the Archer? Apollo, the sun
god. We line up Themis and Do-
dona and go westward. No, no,
slowly. Study the ground. Look
for freshly turned earth. What
have you found, Arnold?”

“Come and see. You’re not go-
ingto like it.”

They hurried to join him and
stared blankly into an empty hole.

“No use to look for footprints,”

said the Sheriff glumly. “The
ground’s hard-packed. Well, this
clinches it. 1 never really believed
it—he seemed such a nice old guy;
but there’s no doubt now. He and
the other were in it together.”

The District Attorney frowned.
“It would seem so, but—et’s go
over to my office and discuss it.”

They followed the District At-
torney down a corridor and into a
book-lined office. The D.A. bustled
about, arranging chairs.

“We’ll sit around the table—it
makes for easier talking. Ciga-
rettes? Reynolds? Appleby? No?
Martin? Now. Let’s chew this
thing over and see if together we
can solve our problem.”

Sheriff Martin grunted. “Which
one? We have two. First, where’s
the money? And second, who was
the robber ? One thing sticks out—
he was smart in his timing. Friday,
just before the banks close. That’s
when most businesses turn in their
cash for safekeeping. Not,” he add-
ed gloomily, “that that means
much, because most people know
it. Well, Mr. Arnold. We've had a
good talk, but nothing to show for
it. Any suggestions as to what we
do next?”

“A few. First, let’s run over the
facts 9O far as we know them. We
know that Dr. Holmes and—er—"

“Mr. X,” said Martin dourly. “It’s
always Mr. X.”

—that Dr. Holmes and Mr. X
entered the bank at the same time.
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That is a fact, though it may or
may not be significant. After the
robbery the doctor somehow ob-
tained possession of the satchel.
That, too, is an indisputable fact.
We dont know if he wrested it
from Mr. X or whether Mr. X
handed it to him—the witnesses
told conflicting stories.”

“We cant slur it over,” protested
Martin. “It has to do with whether
or not Mr. X and the doctor were
working together. That’s impor-
tant.”

“Very important, but let’s take
that up later. Right now we are
considering only proven facts. For
instance, the clear fact that Dr.
Holmes was arrested because he
refused to tell what he had done
with the satchel, and that he died
a few hours later.”

The Chief of Police flushed an-
grily. “I dont like the way you put
that, 1 don like it at all. You make
it sound like we roughed him up.
We didnt. The doctor had a bad
heart, everybody knows that. If an
old man with a wonky heart choos-
es to tear around, digging holes,
burying satchels—"

“—he has only himself to blame
if he suffers a fatal heart attack. 1
agree. Appleby, you were his close
friend. Will you go along with
that?”

“They threw him in jail,” said
the Professor bitterly. “I'd like to
lay hands on those— Reynolds says
he had no part in that. | believe
him, he has more sense. To be hon-

est, I’'m afraid the dear old idiot did
bring it on himself. 1 saw him run
down the bank steps. Run. That
alone could have done it.”

“Oh, definitely. My father had
heart trouble—well, you’re not in-
terested in that. Let us turn now to
the letter in code. Appleby told me
of the proposed expedition and
urged that Marsh and 1| come
along. We did and you know what
we found—an empty hole. Some-
one, presumably Mr. X, had been
there before us.”

“Presumably?” gibed the Profes-
sor. “You lawyers with your cau-
tious ‘ifs’ and ‘maybes’! Of course
it was Mr. X—whoever doubted
it? But which of us can name his
name?”

“He’s a local man,” said the
Sheriff. “My boys had the roads
blocked before he had time to
shuck those coveralls. No stranger
could have gotten through.”

“That doesnt mean he lives
here,” objected Reynolds. “He
could be hiding out somewhere,
waiting for a chance to get away.”

Arnold glanced at the Professor.
“You were there, Appleby. What
would you say?”

The little man blushed. “Unfor-
tunately 1 was not in a position—"
Even the lobes of his ears were
burning. He gathered together the
tattered shreds of dignity and an-
swered coldly, “l did what any
man of sense would have done—
I hid under the desk. I saw the
man’s legs, and a brief glimpse of
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his back as he ran out. Would a
description of his legs interest you ?
Well, yes, perhaps it would. Some-
thing might be learned from legs.
His walk, for instance. Brisk and
sure and firm, but lacking the
springiness of youth. At a guess,
I'd say thirty-five to forty-odd
years. Shoes, too, may be eloquent.
His were well polished, indicat-
ing a wearer concerned with his
appearance. Brown shoes, so pos-
sibly a brown suit under the cover-
all.”

Martin cocked an eyebrow.
“Youve missed your calling, Pro-
fessor. You should have been a de-
tective, not a school man. Provided
you’re right.”

“l am. And so are you, Martin.
I had a glimpse of his back as he
ran through the dooif I've seen that
back before. Yes, he does live here-
abouts.”

“Who? Think, man, think.”

“l have thought. I am not pre-
pared to elaborate. Except—yes,
this. 1 recoghized—imagined 1 rec-
ognized—that back as belonging to
someone of local importance. No
name, just a vague and fleeting im-
pression. You would be justified
in ignoring it.”

“It would be somebody close to
the doctor, if they were in it to-
gether. Because, look. Dr. Holmes
grabbed the bag and ran. No
chance at that time to speak to Mr.
X. No chance later because the cops
grabbed him. But this morning the
hole’s empty—Mr. X has dug it up.

How did he know where to look?
Only possible answer; because he
and the doctor had picked out the
spot beforehand. Why didnt the
doctor return the money to the
bank? He left it for Mr. X. Later
they’d divide the loot. You agree,
Chief?”

“l do not. The doctor wasn't the
sort to be mixed up with a bank
rchber.”

“He hid the money, didnt he?”
snapped the Sheriff.

“All right, he did. But consider—
he was an old man, and old men
get rattled. The only thought in his
fuzzy old mind was to hide the
money where Mr. X couldn’ get it
again. |1 dont care how it looks, |
still say Dr. Holmes was no thief.”

“Bravo!” murmured the Profes-
sor. “Arnold, isnt the purpose of
this meeting to give to the shadowy
Mr. X a recognizable face? After
all our talk the mask is still in
place.”

“At least,” smiled the District At-
torney, “thanks to you he now has
kgs-”

g“Legs and a back,” jeered Sher-
iff Martin. “Almost lunchtime and
all we got is legs and a back. How
about his height, Professor? Could
you guess at that from, maybe, the
length of his stride?”

Appleby retorted crossly that he
was a teacher of classical literature,
not a Sherlock Holmes. He added,
also crossly, that considering the
hour, and the fact that they were
getting nowhere—
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“Not quite,” said the District At-
torney, obviously nettled by symp-
toms of insubordination. “We have
his approximate age, the probabil-
ity that he is a local man, and a few
other details. Yes, almost noon.
We’ll confer again tomorrow eve-
ning. By that time we may have
learned more.”

“Hop in the car, Professor,” said
Reynolds. “111 give you a lift.”

“Talk, talk, talk,” the Chief
grumbled a little later. “It’ll be the
same tomorrow evening. Here’
your house.”

“Come in,” invited the Profes-
sor. “No lunch, | eat downtown,
but there’s coffee. Are you too
proud to sit in the kitchen?” He
pattered ahead to lead the way.

The small kitchen was sparsely
furnished with a gas plate, a minia-
ture refrigerator, and an oilcloth-
covered table flanked by kitchen
chairs. A single window pierced
the outer wall. Through it one
looked down on a garden bounded
by a white picket fence, and beyond
the fence to an empty, weed-grown
lot.

The Professor lighted the single
burner and rinsed a granite coffee
pot with hot water from the tap.

“Set the table if you would be
useful. Cups on the shelf above the
sink. Cream in the refrigerator.
Spoons in the table drawer.”

Reynolds stretched an arm for
the coffee pot and refilled his cup.
“Good stuff, Professor. Strong
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enough to give a lift, but not bitter.
I misjudged you. | put you down
asateadrinker.”

“Heaven forbid! Do | look like
a—no, don't answer that, | probably
do. So you won’t accept Dr.
Holmes as Mr. X’ accomplice?
Nevertheless, Sheriff Martin made
a good point. If the two were not
working together, it’s a bit remark-
able, isnt it, that Mr. X should have
so unerringly pitched on the right
spot.”

“He followed Dr. Holmes. Sim-
ple as that.”

“After he had stripped off his dis-
guise? By that time Dr. Holmes
was out of sight.”

“Noticed the direction he went.
Did a bit of exploring and saw
where the ground had been freshly
turned—could* be any number of
explanations. All I’'m sure of is that
Dr. Holmes was no thief, whatever
you and Martin think.”

“Oh, 1 dont think so—I knew
him too well. But any talk about
his ‘fuzzy old mind’ is balderdash.
He hid the satchel deliberately and
for a good reason. He had recog-
nized Mr, X—"

“Now that is balderdash. Not
even the girl at the window recog-
nized him.”

“l did, vaguely, and Dr. Holmes
was closer to him than | was. Oh,
yes, of course he recognized him.
And if my notion is correct that
Mr. X’ back belonged to someone
of local importance, wouldnt that
account for the burying of the
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satchel? Holmes would think,
Here’ a pretty how-de-do! If he is
a thief, whom can we trust? It may
even be a gang of supposedly im-
peccable citizens. Let’s not be too
hasty in returning this, let’s wait
and see what develops.” Would you
accept that as possible ?”

“Possible, but it’s only. guess-
work.”

“But you’ll agree that it’sa plausi-
ble explanation? Then let us accept
it temporarily and consider the
identity of Mr. X. A man of some
standing in the community. Hm.
The mayor? Shall we consider the
mayor?”

“He wouldnt pick up a dime
from the pavement without looking
for the owner.”

“What about Arnold? He lost
heavily in that development pro-

ject.”

“That doesnt mean he’d turn
bank robber. No, 1d say he
wouldn’t.”

“How can you be certain ?”

“Because | know him—that’s rea-
son enough.”

“One might dispute that. How-
ever—one of the councilmen? No,
Felton and Gorty are too old, and
Davis limps. The Sheriff? Yes, let’s
turn our thoughts to Sheriff Hugh
Martin, who has just built him-
self an expensive new house. With
what? The savings from a Sheriff’s
stipend?”

“With money from the sale of his
old farm.”
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“Would that be enough? Martin
is supporting a son at college.”

“The Kkid supports himself.
Works in a frat house for room and
board and a bit over; vacations, he
drives a delivery truck. He’s a fine
kid. His dad’ a fine man. Forget
it.”

“Well, we cant fasten it on some
mythical stranger who skipped
town—the Sheriff’s men were too
efficient. The truth is, you dont
want suspicion thrown on any of
your fellow townsfolk. Set your
mind at ease, my friend; none of
those mentioned is Mr. X.”

“l dont think so, but where does
just thinking get you? Arnold’s go-
ing to say, If not them, then who,
and how do you know it?”

“And 1,” said the Professor calm-
ly, “could answer both. I not only
know who Mr. X isn', | also know
who he is.”

“Then you did recognize him in
the bankl”

“Oh, no, not then. Later. How-
ever, one had to be positive, so I
kept watch and— | wish,” said the
Professor peevishly, “that X'would
purchase a stronger bulb for his
flashlight. It is difficult, on a moon-
less night, to follow the dim glow
of an inadequate torch. | almost fell
into the pond.”

Reynolds carefully set his cup in
its saucer. “So,” he said softly, “you
followed him last night. You saw
him dig it up. It was all hocus-
pocus this morning. Very clever
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acting, Professor. |
you.”

"/ thought it was a good perfor-
mance,” said the little man com-
placently. “Especially that bit about
the courthouse. As a matter of fact,
I would have been confused if I
hadnt seen it at night with the arc
light shining on it. By daylight it is
almost unnoticeable.”

“And later, in the office. Martin:
a local man he thinks, and tells
why. And Arnold: ‘We now’"—he
burlesqued the District Attorney’s
crisp tone—" ‘have a hazy picture
of Mr. X. Shall we meet tomorrow
and sketch in the rest of it?” Why?
That’s what | want to know, why?
What do they expect to gain by
playing cat and mouse? Damn it,”
cried Reynolds, slapping the table,
rattling the cups in their saucers,
“why don’t they haul in the poor
devil and be done with it?”

“Because they dont yet know
who he is. | could tell them, and if
necessary | will. At the moment |
am cherishing the possibly childish
hope that Mr. X will dig up the
satchel from that comer of his gar-
den where he buried it and return
it himself.”

“Then it is only you and Holmes
who know. And Holmes is dead.”
Reynolds’ eyes turned to the win-
dow and the vacant lot.

“And on the other side of us,”
said the Professor drily, “an empty
house—the family’s away. Conven-
ient, should Mr. X decide to si-

congratulate
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lence an imprudent school man. He
won't. Mr. X is no killer.”

“You may be wrong about that.”

“Fiddle-faddle! He will not even
slay reputations. Suggest that So-
and-So may be the robber and X
rushes in to So-and-So’sdefense.”

Reynolds continued to stare out
at the vacant lot.

“Yes,” said the Professor, watch-
ing him covertly, “There is much
virtue in Mr. X. Conscientious and
not without courage. That knifing
affair last year— But there are
problems. Which of us could swear
that under strong temptation—"

“Temptation?” exploded the
other. “You smug little manikin,
what do you know about tempta-
tion? Have you a wife that’s dying
of T.B.? | have. ‘Put her in a sani-
tarium,’ says the doctor, ‘then shell
have a chance.” Sanitariums cost
money, and | havent got that
much.”

“Have you considered—?"

“There’s already been a long spell
in the hospital, and she didnt get
better. Arizona, the doctor says.
The house— | mortgaged it to pay
the hospital bills, and there’s noth-
ing left. Damn it, 1 love my wife.
What would you do?”

“Not risk the penitentiary when
there’s another way. Why on earth
didnt you think of the T.B. Associ-
ation? There’s an office on Spruce
Street, theyll help you out. 2416
Spruce.”

Reynolds noted it down. “Would
they let it be a long-time loan? Or
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maybe a little each month from my
salary?”

“If the need is great they’d proba-
bly give it to you—no, you wouldn*
want that, youre too stiff and
proud. Go and talk to them, some-
thing can be arranged. —Waving
guns and playing Jesse James! You
should have your head examined!”

For long moments the Chief
brooded, absently beating a tattoo
on the table. Finally he squared his
shoulders. He muttered, “Dig up
the stuff and take it back tomor-
row. Be glad to be rid of it— But
Arnold! My God, Arnold!” The
shoulders drooped. “I’ll be kicked
off the force—"

“Not necessarily, my friend. The
word of even a smug little manikin
may carry some weight—"

“Okay, okay. | apologize.”

“Especially as once upon a time
the smug little manikin uncovered
evidence which enabled the District
Attorney to win an important case.
Il talk to Arnold. 111 point out
that with the return of the money
nothing has been lost. 11l remind
him of the hitherto unblemished
reputation of the Police Chief, of
the shadow of tragedy which
prompted the act—"

“Damn it, I’'m not whining any
excuses.”

“Nobody asked you to. And if

you think that I shall do the whin-
ing for you, you couldnt be more
mistaken. 1l present the case and
let Arnold make his own deci-
sion—he would anyhow. Say, I'm
starved!—man cannot live on cof-
fee alone. Come downtown and
have a bite with me.”

“Huh? Oh, lunch.” Reynolds
worried his jaw, frowning. “Some-
thing | dont understand. If you
didnt recognize —er, Mr. X— in
the bank how did you know? There
was nothing in Dr. Holmes’s let-
ter.”

Appleby chuckled. “Oh, yes there
was—there was indeed! Look at
that scar on your wrist. Like three
spikes on a post—you described it
that way yourself. Bosh, it’s a three-
pronged staff, that’s what it is—a
trident. In other words, Poseidon’s
scepter—Neptune’s, if you prefer
the Roman name. Now will you
munch a cheese sandwich with me
at the Hole-in-the-Wall?”

“l suppose so,” said the other
moodily. Then he grinned. “You're
a funny guy, Professor. Unex-
pected. | guess | haven’t known you
very well—you’re more of a he-man
than I thought. No, | won’t go with
you to the Hole-in-the-Wall. You
will come with me for a decent
meal at The Inn. My treat, and by
all your favorite gods and goddesses
you've earned it.”

‘Q *



Mr, Ash was merely filling in for the Loan Manager until the after-
noon. Now, what could be dangerous about that? In a well-regulated
ban\ with an established routine, with an armed guard near at hand,
and with the State Ban\ Examiners themselves on the scene?

BREAK
by ED

AT 10:30 AM. A LARGE ELDERLY
jr\_ man wearing an expensive
but worn tweed suit walked into
the Hampton Bank. His thick gray
hair was carefully brushed, his
shoes were neatly polished, and his
big hands hung at his sides, right
hancf balled into a fist. He asked the
guard, “Where’s the Loan Depart-
ment ?”

“Mr. Ash is taking care of that
this morning. His desk is on the
other side of the railing,” the guard
said, pointing to a slender clean-
cut man in his mid-30s who was
talking on the phone. There were
two other desks at the side of his,
with neat brass signs of Manager
and Ass’t. Manager on them, both
empty at the moment.

The elderly man walked in and
stood at the desk as Mr. Ash said
into the phone, “Well, thank you
very much for the information,”
and then hung up. He smiled at
the heavy man in tweeds and asked,
“Can | help you, sir?”

“You can. 1'd like to see about a
loan.”

Mr. Ash glanced at his wrist
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watch. “Could you possibly return
in the afternoon, sir? I'm merely
filling in for the Loan Manager. |
could start you on the usual appli-
cation forms, but it happens that
the Loan Manager and the Mana-
ger are busy this morning—the
State Bank Examiners came in un-
expectedly; and since the Loan
Manager would have to pass on
your application anyway—"

“Id like to get started on the
matter now,” the elderly man said
softly.

“Very well. Sit down, please.”
Ash nodded his crewcut head at
the chair next to his desk and took
a loan application blank from his
drawer. The older man sat down,
right fist in his lap. Ash told him,
“Now sir, if youll give me your
name and address, type of busi-
ness, the amount of the loan, the
kind of collateral—"

“Were you ever in the army?” the
heavy man interrupted.

Ash’s handsome face showed
surprise. “Yes, | was in Korea. If
this is a G.l. loan—" He glanced
at the other’s gray hair, hesitated.
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“l must inform you they are no
longer—”

“This is not a G.l. loan. | want
110,000.

“Yes. Well, Mr—? What is your
name, sir?” Ash asked, picking up
a pen.

“Forget my name.” The elderly
man hunched forward, placing his
big right fist on the desk. “First
you must see my collateral.” Care-
fully raising the middle two fingers
of his right fist, he asked, “Do you
know what I'm holding, Mr.
Ash?”

Sweat appeared on Ash’s fore-
head. “Yes, sir! Its a—a hand
grenade!”

“Exactly. Notice that I've pulled
the pin, so once the pressure of all
my fingers is removed from the
grenade handle, it will explode.”

“But youll be killed!” Ash whis-
pered.

“Indeed, the explosion will splat-
ter me all over your nice marble
walls—and you too! Listen to me
carefully, Mr. Ash. | dont want to
kill you but I'm a desperate man
and I'm not afraid of death. Don't
try anything tricky, like pressing
an alarm button or alerting the
guard. Even if he shoots me, once
| open my hand, well both die. Do
you understand?”

Ash gulped. “Yes, sir! W-what
do you want me to do ?”

“First, dont move, remain seat-
ed. Next, pick up your phone and
have a teller bring you a bag with
$10,000 in $20 bills. Should the teller
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become suspicious, or if the guard
comes over, they will merely join
the circle of death. Make it clear
that you need the money at once,
that you'll explain later.”

“But, sir, a teller wont bring
over that much money without my
giving him a reason—a convincing
reason.”

“All right, have the teller give it
to the guard and tell him to bring
the money here. 1 dont care how
many people are around me—
they’ll die too if they dont obey
me. Once the moneybag is in my
left hand, youll walk with me to
the door and out to my car. You
wont be harmed. But impress on
the guard and the teller that shoot-
ing me will only cause the grenade
to explode and kill all of us.”

Ash stared at the older man for
a second. The big man snapped,
“I'm not bluffing! If | dont get the
money it doesnt make the slightest
difference to me whether I live or
die!”

“l understand. Do you mind if
I light a cigarette?” Ash asked,
nodding at a pack of butts on his
desk. “Would you care for one ?”

“Stop stalling! 1 wont warn you
asecond time.”

“I believe you,” Ash said, taking
a cigarette and lighting it. Then,
leaning back in his chair, he said,
“I'm not stalling, sir. You said
you’re not afraid to die. This is a
bit of bad luck for you—but nei-
ther am
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“Get the money or | swear we’ll
both be killed!”

“My dear man, | don’t mind be-
ing killed. I happen to be desperate
myself. My wife left me this morn-
ing—with my best friend. Rather
than face life alone— love her very
much—I’d rather be dead. Suicide
has been on my mind all morning,
but I didnt have the guts. Now
you come along—a break for me.”

“Fool, dont try bluffing me!”

Ash blew out a neat smoke ring.
“If you think 1'm bluffing, go ahead
and open your hand.”

“I'm warning you, this is a live
grenade!”

“l know it is—l saw enough of
them in Korea,” Ash said calmly,
moving his left shoe under the
desk toward the silent alarm but-
ton.

“I'm warning you for the last
time—we’ll both die if you don*t
phone for the money at once.”

Ash blew out another smoke
ring. “You've done a lot of talking
about dying. So I’'m telling you—ei-
ther open your hand or get out of
here. Your scheme was stupid any-
way. What kind of a bank do you
think this is where | could have, a
teller bring over $10,000 at my mere
asking for it?”

The old man’s eyes widened as
he stared at his right fist—as if it
wasn't really a part of him. The
thumb opened—just a little—then
closed on the grenade again. Help-
less fear filled the man’s eyes.

Ash did three things: his foot
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pressed the alarm button, his
mouth blew a cloud of smoke at
the other man, and his hands shot
out and grabbed the old man’s
right fist, pressing the fingers tight-
ly around the grenade.

Suddenly there was a great deal
of confusion in the bank. Fright-
ened customers stood around, be-
wildered. The guard was cover-
ing the old man, still seated at
Ash’s desk, with his gun. The Man-
ager and Assistant Manager, the
State Examiners, stood at desks be-
side Ash’s.

Still holding the old man’s hand,
Ash said again, “Everybody stay
away from us! He has a live gre-
nade!” The elderly man sat there,
dazed, making no effort to resist or
to pull his hand from Ash’s.

Police sirens screamed and sec-
onds later four cops rushed into the
bank, their guns drawn. Ash called
out, “Stay back—this man has a live
grenade! Don’t try to hit him!”

Still clutching the elderly man’s
right fist tightly, Ash stood up. The
old man also got to his feet. Fol-
lowed by the police and the guard,
Ash backed to the door, leading
the old man by his right fist. Once
on the sidewalk, the odd group
walked toward a vacant lot.

Ash told the old man, “Do as I
tell you and you wont die. Open
your fingers as | press on them,—
slowly—and let me replace the
pressure on the grenade handle
with my own fingers. Careful now
—one mistake and we all go!”
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The elderly man nodded. As he
gently raised a finger, Ash simul-
taneously put his own finger on
the grenade. When he was holding
the grenade alone, and the police
had handcuffs on the old man,
Ash snapped, “Now get off the lot,
all of you—back behind one of the
buildings. And stay there!”

When he was alone on the lot,
Ash took a deep breath, heaved the
grenade, and promptly hit the dirt.
There was a loud explosion about
40 feet away, flying dirt and rub-
bish , ..

The Manager patted Ash on the
back and said, “Fast thinking! You
really used your head. That phony
wife bit was clever.” The Manager
winked. “You're a sly one—wife!
I've heard about you and your girl
friends, Ash. You’ve not only saved
our money but—and far more im-
portant—many people might have
been killed or hurt. By using your
head you prevented a nasty situa-
tion.”

Ash brushed his dirty suit. “All a
matter of psychology, sir. | knew
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that nobody really wants to die.
May [—?”

“This has so upset the Examin-
ers that we’re all knocking off un-
til one thirty for a long lunch. But
| have reporters coming over then
and | assure you the Board of Di-
rectors will hear of your heroic ac-
tion. There should be a promotion
coming your way soon, Ash.”

“Well, thank you, sir.” Ash
pointed toward his dirty suit. “May
I go home and change, sir?”

“Of course. But be back by one
thirty. 1°d like the news photogra-
pher to get a picture while there are
customers in the bank—good pub-
licity. Perhaps we’ll even have one
with the Examiners in the back-
ground—butter them up, too.”

As Ash drove to his apartment
he saw it was only 11:34. He
grabbed a brief case and a packed
bag, then sped toward the airport.
“Boy, what a break!” he thought.
“Now the Examiners cant possibly
learn of the shortage until late in
the afternoon—and by then I'll be
landing on some Caribbean island
under a false name." He patted the
stuffed brief case at his side.



first publication in the United States

new novelet by

JOHN CREASEY

We welcome the first appearance in EQMM of John Creasey, equally
well known to American readers as J. J. Marric, author of the popu-
lar Gideon novels . . . This novelet, never before published in the
United States, brings you Chief Inspector Roger West of New Scot-
land Yard, in the find of police procedural story that Creasey-Marric
does so well—detailed, painstaking, authentic. But with something
more—human interest, heart. West and Gideon are thoroughly pro-
fessional policemen—yet not so objectively professional that they can-
not be touched personally by something of each tragedy they investi-
gate—especially when there is a witness, an innocent bystander, only
seven years old . . .

note to the author: NOW that the "ice is broken/' why not write
a Gideon short story or novelet especially for EQMM?

THE GREYLING CRESCENT TRAGEDY
by JOHN CREASEY

he «child 1lay listening to
the raised, angry voices. He

Once she screamed out words he
understood, but most of the time

was a little frightened, because Ilthere was harsh shrillness or the

had never heard his mother and
father quarrel so. Quarrel, yes, but
nothing like this. Nor had he
known such silence or such awk-
ward handling from his mother
while he had been washed and put
to bed.

He was seven—a babyish rather
than a boyish seven.

He could hear them in the next
room—now his father, shouting,
next his mother, shouting back.

rough, hard tones of his father.

He had not known that they
could make such noise, for they
were gentle people.

The child lay fighting sleep, and
fearful, longing for a gleam of light
to break the darkness, or for a
sound at the door to herald their
coming; but there was no relief for
him that way.

There was relief of akind.

The voices stilled, and the child
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almost held his breath, not want-
ing to hear the ugly sounds again.
He did not. He heard the sharp
slam of a door, and after that, his
mother crying.

Crying.

Soon sleep came over the child
in great soothing waves which he
could not resist. The darkness lost
its terror, the. longing for the door
to open faded away into oblivion

Usually the child woke first in
this household, and waking was
gentle and welcome. This morning
was no different. There was
spring’s early morning light,
bright yet not glaring, for it was
early and the morning sun did not
shine into this room. But there was
the garden, the lawn he could play
on, the red metal swing, the wide
flowerbed along one side, the vege-
table garden at the far end, rows of
green soldiers in dark, freshly
turned soil.

He stared from his bed, which
was near the window, seeing all
this and staring pensively at the
heads of several daffodils which he
had plucked yesterday. He
frowned, as if in an effort of recol-
lection, then turned his attention to
the small gilt clock on the mantle-
piece. When the hands pointed to
half-past six, he was allowed to get
up and play quietly; at seven, if
neither his mother nor his father
had been in to see him, he could
go and wake them.
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The position of the clock’ hands
puzzled him. He could not tell the
time properly, but had learned
these hours of great importance:
half-past six, seven.

The position of the hands was
not near either, and that disap-
pointed him. He had a book, much
thumbed, by the bed, and began to
look at the familiar pictures of ani-
mals, and to puzzle and stumble
over the unfamiliar words. In a
cooing voice he read t© himself in
this way, until abruptly he looked
at the clock again.

The hands were in exactly the
same position as before.

Obviously this was wrong. He
studied them earnestly, and then
raised his head, as if with a new,
cheering thought. A smile bright-
ened his eyes and softened his
mouth and he said, “Why, it’s
stopped.”

He got out of bed and went to
the window, his jersey pajamas
rucked up about one leg and ex-
posing part of his little round belly.
He pressed his nose against the
window and for a few minutes his
attention was distracted by star-
lings, sparrows, and thrushes. One
starling was pecking at a worm,
quite absorbing to the boy, until his
attention was distracted by a fly
which began to buzz against the
inside of the window. He slapped
at it with his pink hand, and every
time it flew off, he gave the happy
chuckle of the carefree.

Suddenly he pivoted round and
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looked at the clock. Birds, fly, and
joy forgotten, he pattered swiftly to
the door. He opened it cautiously
and sofdy onto the small living
room.

All
there.

He looked at the clock on the
wall and was obviously astonished,
for the hands pointed to half-past
seven—certainly later than his
training had taught the need for
quiet. Eagerly, happily, he crossed
to his parents’ room, and opened
the door.

Silence greeted him.

His mother lay on her back in
bed, with her eyes closed.

The bedclothes were drawn high
beneath her chin, and her arms
were underneath the clothes. There
were other unusual features about
the room, which he saw with a
child’s eyes, but did not think
about.

His father was not by his moth-
er’s side.

He went to the bed and called,
“Mummy.”

His mother did not stir. He
called her again, then again and
again, and when she took no no-
tice, he touched her face, her cold,
cold face, not wondering why it
was so cold. /

“Mummy.”

“Mummy, Mummy, Mummy.”

It was no use, and soon he gave
up, not knowing whattodo . . .

the familiar things were

For Chief Inspector Roger West

of New Scotland Yard it was a nor-
mal morning. There was too much
to do, but like the rest of the Crimi-
nal Investigation Department’s
staff, he was used to that, and
dealt with each report, each query,
and each memo with complete de-
tachment. He was between cases,
having just prepared a serious one
for the Director of Public Prosecu-
tions. Whenever he took his mind
off the documents on his desk, he
wondered what he would have to
tackle next.

A messenger came into the large
office which Roger shared with
four other Chief Inspectors, but
where he was now alone.

“Mr. Cortland would like a word
with you, sir.”

“Right.” Roger got up at once,
to go along to Superintendent Cort-
land’s office. This would be the job.

It was.

“Looks pretty well cut and
dried,” said the massive, dark-
haired, aging Cortland, 60 to Rog-
er’s 40. “Woman found strangled,
out at Putney. When a milkman
called, a child opened the door and
said he couldnt wake his mother.
As it was after ten, the milkman
went to find out why. The child’s
with a neighbor now. The family’s
name is Pirro, an Italian name, and
here’s the address—29 Greyling
Crescent. It’s the end house or bun-
galow, fairly new—but youll soon
know all about it. Better go to Divi-
sion first, they’ll fix anything you
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want. Let me know if you need
help from me.”

“Thanks,” said Roger, and went
out, brisk and alert. He collected
his case from his office and hurried
down to his car.

It was then a little after eleven
o’clock.

An hour later he approached the
bungalow in Greyling Crescent,
with  misgivings which always
came whenever a case involved a
child. Most policemen felt the same,
but partly because his own sons
were still young, and partly because
in his early Scotland Yard days he
had been in charge of a case which
had been particularly savage on a
boy, he was acutely sensitive.

He had learned a little more
about the Pirro child from Divi-
sional officers, who were only too
glad to hand the inquiry over to a
Yard man. No one put it into so
many words, but it was apparent
that everyone saw this as a clear-
cut job: husband-and-wife quarrel,
murder, flight.

From the Divisional Headquar-
ters Roger had telephoned Cort-
land, asking him to put out a call
for Pirro who might, of course, be
at his daily job in a city office. He
was an accountant with a small
firm of general merchants.

The bungalow was dull—four
walls, square windows which
looked as if they had been sawed
out of reddish-brown  bricks,
brown tiles, and drab brown paint.
It had been dumped down on a
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piece of wasteland, and the nearest
neighboring houses were fifty
years old, tall, gray, and drab.

But the front garden trans-
formed the bungalow.

In the center a small lawn was
as trim and neat as a billiard table.
About this were beds of flowers,
each a segment of a circle, alternat-
ing clustered daffodils, wallflowers
bushy and bright as azaleas, and
polyanthus so large and full of
bloom that Roger had to look twice
to make sure what they were.

Two police cars, two uniformed
policemen, and about twenty
neighbors were near the front door.
Roger nodded and half smiled at
the policeman as he went in, and
was greeted just inside the door by
Moss, of the Division, an old friend
and an elderly, cautious detective.

“Picked up Pirro yet?” Moss
asked, in a voice which did not
reach the street. His grin meant:
“Buck up, you Yard slowcoaches.”

“Sure you want him?” asked
Roger.

“Oh, we want him.”

“Seen in the act of murder, was
he?”

“Damned nearly.”

“Who by?”

“A neighbor,” Moss said. “The
child’s with her now. For once
we’ve got a woman who doesn’t get
into a flap because we’re around.”
Moss was leading the way to an
open door, beyond which men were
moving and shadows appearing to
the accompaniment of quiet
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sounds. “She was taking her dog
for a walk last night, nine-ish, and
heard Pirro and his wife at it. Says
she’s never heard arow like it,”

“I1l have a word with her later,”
Roger said. “How about the boy?”

Moss shrugged, and drew atten-
tion to his thick, broad shoulders.

“Doesn’t realize what’s hap-
pened, of course, and thinks his
mother’s still asleep. Not much of a
future for him, | gather. No known
relatives. Pirro’s an Italian by birth
—the neighbors don’t know much
about his background. The dead
woman once told the neighbor she
lost her parents years ago, and she
was an only child.”

“Found any documents?” Roger
asked.

“A few. Not much to write home
about,” Moss said. “Ordinary
enough couple, 1'd say. Furniture
bought on installments, monthly
payments made regularly. Birth
certificates for the mother and
child, naturalization papers for Pir-
ro, death certificates for Mrs. Pir-
ro’s parents; the dead woman’
maiden name was Margent—FEve-
lyn Ethel Margent. Age twenty-
seven.”

Moss looked at West as if puz-
zled, for West had made no move to
go into the room of quietly busy
men. “There’s a family photograph
over there, taken this year, 1'd say.
The kid looks about the same.”

The photograph was a studio
one, in sepia, and the parents and
child were all a little set—posed too

stiffly. The woman was pleasant to
look at, the man had a dark hand-
someness; she looked as English as
he looked Southern European.

The child, unexpectedly, was
nothing like either. He had a plain,
round face, with a much bigger
head, proportionately, than either
the man or the woman, big startled
eyes, and very thin arms; their
legs werent in the picture.

“Did you say you'd seen the
childs birth certificate?” Roger
asked.

“Yes.”
“All normal?”
“Take alook and see.”

There it was: father, Anthony
Pirro, mother Evelyn Ethel, date—

“What’s the date on the marriage
certificate?” Roger asked, and
Moss handed the certificate to him.
“Thanks. February 7, 1950, and the
child was born October 1, 1950.”

“Must have got married for love
anyway,” Moss said. “They could-
nt have known for sure the Kkid
was on the way when they got
spliced.”

“No. Let’s have a look round,”
Roger said, and still kept out of the
bedroom.

He went into each small room
and the kitchen, and everything
was spick and span except for the
morning’s dust. The furniture was
good for a small suburban house,
and in excellent taste. Here was a
home that was loved, where happi-
ness should live.
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At last Roger pushed the door of
the bedroom wider open.

Death had not spoiled Mrs. Pir-
ros pleasant face, except for the
dark, browny bruises at her throat.
A police surgeon was there, wait-
ing—Dr. Sturgeon, whom Roger

knew well, with photographers
and afingerprint man.

“Hello, Handsome,” Sturgeon
greeted.

“Hello, Dick. How are things?”

“About what they seem, 1°d say.
Tell you better when 1’ve done the
pan.”

“When did she die ?”

Sturgeon pursed and puckered
his full lips.

“Sometime between eight o’clock
last night and midnight.”

“Playing safe, arent you?” Roger
commented dryly, and studied
the woman’s pale, untroubled face.
He was hardened to the sight of
death, in the young as well as the
old, yet Evelyn Pirro stirred him to
deep pity. Add the bright gaiety of
life to her features and one could
see a kind of beauty.

“Any other injuries?”
asked.

“None that I 've noticed yet.”

“General condition ?”

“Excellent.”

“Any sign of another child ?”

“No. You’re a rum ’un,” Stur-
geon added thoughtfully. “What
put that into your head ?”

“Go and have a look at the family
photograph in the next room and
also have a look round,” Roger

Roger
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advised. “That might give you
some ideas. Then you’d better take
her away. Photographs finished?”
he asked the youthful, red-faced
photographer who had been stand-
ing by.

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. Fingerprints got any-
thing?” Roger asked a tall and sal-
low man who had a little dank
gray hair.

“Three sets,” this man replied
promptly, and nodded at the bed.
“Hers, another set probably a
man’s, and the child’s.”

“Anything else?”

“No, sir.”

“Forced entry, or anything like
that?”

“I've checked the windows and
doors,” Moss answered.

“Thanks,” said Roger.

“What | want to know is, why
did it happen,” Moss said sudden-
ly. “Look at the house and the way
it’s kept. What makes a man come
home and kill his wife and run out
on his kid?”

“You couldnt be more right on
that score—we want the motive as
badly as we want Pirro,” Roger
agreed, almost sententiously.
“Something set off this eruption,
and that cause is the real killer.”

The morning sun caught his face
and hair as he stood by the window-
looking out onto the back garden.
There the lawn was less trim than
that at the front, obviously because
the child had been allowed to play
on it. There were bare dirt patches
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beneath a metal swing which
showed bright red in the bright
light.

Roger studied all this and con-
sidered the evidence of what he
had seen and heard, only vaguely
aware that Moss, Sturgeon, and the
others had taken time to study him.
He looked strikingly handsome,
with his fair, wavy hair, and his
features set and grim, as if some-
thing of this tragedy touched him
personally.

Then he caught sight of a move-
ment in a garden beyond a patch
of scarlet, and soon a woman, call-
ing, “Tony. Tony I”

But she was too late, for a child
in a red jersey had started to climb
a wooden fence, the stakes of which
were several inches apart, nimble
and sure-footed. The woman hur-
ried after him, tall, pleasant-faced,
anxious.

“Tony, don't fall!”

“l wont fall,” the boy said
clearly, as Roger opened the French
windows and stepped outside.

Sight of him achieved what the
woman had failed to, and the child
stopped. The sun touched him on
one side, and made his fair hair
look silky and bright, and his fair,
round face was puzzled. One long
leg was this side of the fence, and
he held onto the top firmly with
both small hands.

The neighbor caught up with
him.

“Who is that man?” the boy de-
manded firmly. “Is it a doctor?”
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“Tony, please . . .

“Is it a doctor come to wake
Mummy up?”

So they still had not told the
child the truth.

Roger felt quite sure that they
should, soon. It was false kindness
not to, and it would probably shock
and surprise soft-hearted people to
find out how calmly the child
would take the news. Seven was a
strangely impersonal age, when
such hurts could be absorbed with-
out outward sign of injury.

“I tell you when the doctor
comes,” the woman promised.
“You must come in now.”

She was nice. Fifty-ish, with dark
hair turning gray, a full figure, a
navy blue dress. Her hand was firm
on the child’ thin shoulder, and he
turned away from Roger and
climbed down.

“I'm sorry, but I'm not a doctor,”
Roger said, and won a grave scrut-
iny.

Then Moss called out quietly
from the French windows.

“I’ll have to go,” Roger went on
gravely. “Goodbye for now.”

“Goodbye, sir,” the child said,
and Roger turned away thought-
fully, and went to Moss.

“What’son?”

“Weve just had a flash from the
Yard—a message from Keeling
and Keeling, Pirro’s office.”

“What?”

“He hasn’t turned up this morn-
ing”
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“Right,” said Roger. “Ill come
and talk to the Yard.”

He moved swifdy, suddenly de-
cisive, and the sight of the stretcher
being pushed into the ambulance
did not make him pause. He slid
into his own car, noticing that the
crowd had swollen to forty or fif-
ty. Windows were open at the drab
houses and women stood at their
front doors, all looking this way.

Roger flicked on his radio, and
when the Yard Information Room
answered, he said, “Give me Mr.
Cortland.”

A small car swung into the cres-
cent, stopped abruptly, and two
men got out—newspapermen, one
with a camera. Roger watched
them as he waited.

“What are you after, West?” Cort-
land demanded.

“Id like the whole works here,
Roger said promptly. “Enough
men to question all the neighbors
and to try to find out exactly what
time Pirro left home last night.
Quick inquiry at his office, too, to
find out if he’s been nervy lately.
Check on any boy friends his wife
might have had just before they
married and whether any old flame
has come on the scene again lately.
How about it?”

“Take what men you need, but
release 'em as soon as you can.”
Cortland was almost curt.

“Thanks,” said Roger.

Soon it was all on the move.
Detectives from the Yard and the
Division swarmed the crescent;

7
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neighbor after neighbor was ques-
tioned; statement after statement
was made and written down.

Roger himself went to see the
neighbor who was looking after
the boy, and heard her story first-
hand; it was simple enough and
exactly what Moss had already told
him. The woman, a Mrs. Frost, was
calm and obviously capable; frank,
too.

“I’ll gladly look after the boy for
a few days, but I dont know what’s
likely to happen after that,” she
said. “Mrs. Pirro had often told me
she had no relations.”

“And her hushand?

“She knew of none, anyhow.”

“Did they often quarrel, Mrs.
Frost?” Roger asked without
warning.

“Ive never known a more con-
tented couple and I've seldom
heard a wry word,” she said. “It
was almost too good to be true.
They both doted on Tony, too.”

“Has anything unusual
pened recently?”

Mrs. Frost, the nice woman, hes-
itated as if she didnt quite know
how to answer; but Roger did not
need to prompt her.

“Not really, except one thing,
and | feel beastly even mentioning
it, but she had a visitor yesterday
morning. Tony was at school, of
course. | saw a man drive up in a
small car, and go in, and—" Mrs.
Frost paused, but set confusion
quickly aside. “I daresay youll
think 1’'m being catty, but I was sur-

hap
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prised. It was a young man, and he
was there for at least two hours.
He left just before Mrs. Pirro went
to fetch Tony from school.”

She had never seen the caller be-
fore, she answered Roger, and
hadnt noticed much about him, ex-
cept that he was tall and fair. There
was no way even of guessing
whether the visitor had anything
to do with what had happened.

Roger left her, without seeing
the child, had a word with Moss,
and then went to Keeling & Keel-
ing’s offices, in Fenchurch Street.
It was the third floor of an old dark
building with an open-sided eleva-
tor and an elderly one-armed at-
tendant.

Pirro had not come back.

Pirro had been quite normal all
of yesterday, his short, stoutish em-
ployer asserted. An exemplary
worker. A happy man. In receipt of
a good salary. Special friends? No,
no confidants here, either. Kept
himself to himself. By all means
question the staff, if it would help.

There were thirteen members of
the staff. Two men seemed to have
known Pirro rather better than the
others, and the picture of the man
became clearer in Roger’s mind.
Pirro brought sandwiches to lunch
every day, went straight home ev-
ery night, was passionately devot-
ed to his wife, doted on his child.

It was impossible to believe that
he had killed his wife, they said.
Impossible.

Did anyone know where his

wife had worked before her mar-
riage ?

Of course; at an office on the
floor below—Spencer?s.

Roger went there, to find a be-
nign-looking, round-headed elder-
ly man who made a living out of
selling insurance. Did he remem-
ber Evelyn Margent? A charming
girl, and most capable. Surely no
trouble? So devoted to her Italian
young man. Other boy friends?
We-ell—was there anything wrong
in a boy friend or two before mar-
riage? Surely it was customary,
even wise? What girl knew her
mind while she was in her teens?

“Mr. Spencer, do you know if
Mrs. Pirro had an affair just before
her marriage?” Roger was now al-
most curt, for benignity could be
too bland. This man’s round head
and round face worried him, too;
by now Sturgeon would know
why.

“As a matter of fact, Chief In-
spector, yes, she did. But | insist
that it was perfectly normal, and
certainly no harm came of it.”

“With whom, please?”

Spencer became haughty. “With
my son, Chief Inspector.”

“Thank you,” Roger said. “Have
you a photograph of your son here,
Mr. Spencer?”

“l really cannot see the purpose
of such an inquiry. My son—"

Spencer didnt finish, but lost a
little of his blandness, opened a
drawer in an old-fashioned desk,
and took out several photographs:
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of a woman and a boy, the woman
and a youth, the woman and a
young man perhaps in his early
thirties.

“There is my wife and son, Chief
Inspector, at various ages. Take
your choice.”

Roger studied the photographs
impassively. He did not speak for
some time, although he already
knew exactly what he wanted to
ask next. Spencer’s son, over the
years, was fair-haired and round-
faced, and in the photograph of
him as a child, he looked remark-
ably like little Tony Pirro.

“Thank you, Mr. Spencer,” Rog-
er said at last. “Will you be good
enough to tell me where your son
is?”

“He should be here at any time,”
Spencer said, and his own round
face was red with an embarrass-
ment, perhaps distress, that he
couldn hide. “He is my partner in
business. Why do you want to see
him, Chief Inspector ?”

“l would like to know whether
he has seen Mrs. Pirro recently.”

Spencer was now a harassed, re-
signed man.

“l can tell you that,” he said.
“Yes, Chief Inspector, he has. It is
a long story, an unhappy story. By
dismal chance he saw Mrs. Pirro
and her son only a few days ago.
He—he told me about it. He was in
great distress,- very great distress.
The likeness—"

“Likeness?”

“You are a man of the world,

Chief Inspector, and there is no
point in beating about the bush.
My son and Mrs. Pirro were once
on terms of intimacy—her mar-
riage to Pirro came as a great
shock. A great shock. He did not
dream that her child was his child,
but he told me that once he saw
them together, it was beyond all
doubt.

“Naturally, he wanted to see his
son. He was quite prepared to do
so without disturbing Mrs. Pirro’s
domestic life, but it was more than
flesh and blood could stand not to
see his own—ch-child. All last eve-
ning he talked to me about it. My
advice was that he should try to put
everything out of his mind, but I
doubt if he ever will. It’s a great
tragedy, there’s positively no other
word for it.”

“Has he seen Mrs. Pirro since
that chance encounter ?”

“Oh, yes. He went there yesterday
morning. He—but here is Charles,
he can speak for himself.”

Charles Spencer came in, and
the likeness between him and Mrs.
Pirro’s son put the identity of the
father beyond any reasonable
doubt.

“Dead,” echoed Charles Spencer,
just two minutes later. “Evelyn
dead?” He looked from Roger to
his father, and back again, as if un-
believing. “But how?”

“That’ what I'm trying to estab-
lish, Mr. Spencer,” Roger said.

“It’s fantastic! | cant believe it.
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She—she didnt give me the slight-
est indication.” The round face was
red in this man’ own kind of dis-
may.

“Indication of what, Mr. Spenc-
er?”

“That she would do away with
herself! She—she agreed that as |
knew about the boy | couldnt be
expected to lose sight of him. It’s
dreadful. It—"

“Mrs. Pirro was murdered, Mr.
Spencer.”

“Oh, my God,” breathed Charles
Spencer. “Oh, my God.” Then, as
if the words were wrung from him,
“She said he'd kill her if he ever
found out.”

Roger went into Cortland’s office
about six o’clock that evening.

“Still no sign of Pirro,” he said
abruptly. “Will you give the okay
to put that call for him all over the
country?”

“Can do. What’ worrying you?”

“1’d rather he didn't kill himself
before we get him,” Roger said
brusquely. “It could happen. I
don't like the case at all—there’s
something very nasty about it.”

“You never were happy until
youd got your man,” Cortland
said, and telephoned to have the
call for Pirro extended. When he
rang off he said, “Now, whatVve
you got so far?”

A summary of the investigation
took twenty minutes in the telling.
Cortland listened attentively, and
made little comment beyond, “Well,
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it’s all adding up. Youve found
two neighbors who saw Spencer go
there yesterday morning, three
who heard last night’s quarrel, two
who saw Pirro leave just after nine
fifteen. Any doubt about that
time?”

“No. It was just after a television
program; the neighbors, husband
and wife, took their dog for an air-
ing.”

gJSeems straightforward enough,”
Cortland said. “Weve had a few
false reports that Pirro’s been seen,
but that’s all. Seldom went any-
where else, as you knew, just a home
bird. Weve got his history,” Cort-
land went on, and handed over
some papers.

Roger scanned them.

Pirro’s parents had settled in
England shortly before the war;
when they died, he was sixteen,
and had already spent most of his
life in England. There were details
about people whom he and his par-
ents had known, and much to
show that Pirro had always been
regarded as wholly trustworthy.
During the war he had worked
with the Civil Defense.

“None of the people who knew
him then seem to have kept in
touch,” said Cortland. “But you
know pretty well all there is about
him since he got married, don*
you?”

“Yes,” admitted Roger. “We've
got an even-tempered, home-loving
man, no outside interests, nice wife,
apparently thoroughly happy, who
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comes home one night and is heard
shouting and raving, for the first
time ever. That morning, the wife’s
old lover had appeared and we
now know he was the child’s fa-
ther. So—"

“If Mrs. Pirro decided to tell her
husband the truth, that could ex-
plain what happened,” Cortland
interrupted. “Enough to drive a
man of Pirro’s kind off his rocker,
too, and it’s easy to go too far. Well
soon pick him up, and he’ll—"

“l hope we don't pick his body
out of a river,” Roger said gruffly.
“I'm trying to think where a man
in his position would go in such a
crisis. Home wrecked and life
wrecked. Where—" He broke off
and snapped his fingers. “l wonder

where they spent their honey-
moon.”
“Margate, probably,” Cortland

commented dryly.

“Mrs. Frost would know,” said
Roger. “I1l have the Division ask
her.” He saw Cortland’s grin at his
impatience, but that didnt worry
him. All he wanted was an answer,
and one soon came; the Pirros had
honeymooned in Bournemouth.

It was almost an anticlimax
when Pirro was picked up on the
cliffs at Bournemouth late that eve-
ning.

“All alive, too,” Cortland jeered.

“That could be a good thing,”
Roger said. “Does he know why
he’s been picked up?”

“No.”

“When did he go, has he said?”
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“Last night’s mail train—10:42
from Waterloo. He went to Putney
Station, was seen hanging about for
twenty minutes or so, caught a
train to Waterloo for the 10:42 to
Bournemouth, with a few minutes
to spare.”

“l see. Mind if 1 go down to get
him?” Roger asked.

“Mind he doesnt give you the
slip.” Cordand jeered again.

Pirro was smaller than Roger
had expected, but even better-look-
ing than in his photograph—a
short, compact man with jet-black
hair, and fine, light blue eyes
which made him quite striking.
His lips were set and taut and his
hands were clenched as he jumped
up from a chair when Roger and a
Bournemouth detective entered the
room where he was guarded by a
uniformed policeman; but he did-
n’t speak.

“Good evening, Mr. Pirro,” Rog-
er greeted mildly. “lI am Chief In-
spector West of New Scotland
Yard, and | would like you to an-
swer a few questions.”

“Is it not time you answered
questions?” Pirro demanded, with
restrained anger, “Why am 1| kept
here? Why am | treated as a crimi-
nal ? 1 demand an answer.”

Was he simply being clever?

His English had a slight trace of
an accent, and was a little more
precisely uttered than most. He
had had a lot of time to think over
the situation, and might have pre-
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pared answers of a kind to every
question. The best thing would be
to catch him off his guard.

There was only one way—to use
shock tactics. Roger used them,
roughly, abruptly.

“Anthony Pirro, it is my duty to
arrest you in connection with the
murder of your wife, Mrs. Evelyn
Ethel Pirro, at about ten olock last
night, and 1 must inform you that
anything you say will be written
down and may be used in evidence
against you.”

During the charge Pirro first
started violently, then his expres-
sion and his whole body seemed to
go slack. Then suddenly a new ex-
pression came into his eyes. Did he
will that expression? Had he care-
fully and cunningly prepared for
this moment of crisis.

His next reaction took both Rog-
er and the Bournemouth man by
surprise. He leaped forward as if
to attack, snatched at Roger’s
hands and gripped his wrists tight-
Iv-
y“You are lying, she is not dead,”
he said fiercely. “You are lying!”

His body quivered, his white
teeth clenched, his fingers dug into
Roger’swrists.

“You know very well she is
dead,” Roger said coldly, nodding
the Bournemouth man to stand
back.

“No!” cried Pirro, as if real hor-
ror touched him now. “No, she is
not dead, she cannot be. | pushed

her away from me, that is all. | felt
that I hated her, but dead—"

It was an hour before he could
talk rationally, and much that he
said was obviously true. His wife
had told him the truth about the
child, and in the rage and hurt of
the revelation Pirro had wished
both her and himself dead; he had
raved and damned and cursed her,
had struck her and stormed out of
thek home. But—

“l did not kill her,” he said in a
hushed voice. “When | came here
I knew she remained everything to
me. | could not live without her

“l cannot live without her,” he
went on abruptly. “It is not possi-
ble.” Then calmness took posses-
sion of him, as if he knew that fur-
ther denials were useless, and did
not really matter.

“The child ?” Roger asked.

“He is not mine,” said Pirro. “I
have no wife and | have no son.”

“Well, you've got everything you
can expect,” Cortland said, next aft-
ernoon at the Yard. “Motive, op-
portunity, and an admission that he
struck her. He could have had a
brainstorm and not remember
choking the life out of her, but
that’s neither here nor there. Dont
tell me you’re not satisfied.”

“I'm still not happy about it,”
Roger said. “Pirro closed up com-
pletely when he realized his wife
was dead, and behaved as if noth-
ing mattered after that. He hasn’t
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said a word since. Weve checked
that he caught the 10:42 from Wa-
terloo to Bournemouth. He seems
to have retraced the steps he and
his wife took on their honeymoon.
They loved each other so much for
so long that | feel 1 must find out
exactly what happened to cause all
this.”

“If he wont talk, who will?”
Cortland demanded.

“The child might,” Roger said
slowly. “l wanted to avoid it but
now I'm going to question him.”

Little Tony Pirro looked up into
Roger’s face, his own gray eyes
grave and earnest. He stood by the
bungalow, and Roger sat back, a
cigarette in his hand, aware that
Mrs. Frost was anxious and disap-
proving in the kitchen, with the
door ajar.

Tony had said, “Good morning,
sir,” with well-learned politeness,
and waited until Roger said, “Do
you know who I am, Tony ?”

“Yes, sir. You are a policeman.”

“That’s right. Do you know why
I’'m here?”

“Aunt May said you were going
to ask me some questions.”

“That’s right, too. Theyre im-
portant questions.”

“l know. They're about my
Mummy being ill.”

“Yes, shes very ill, you know.”

“The doctor said she was going
to die,” announced Tony, with no
inflection in his voice, “but it wont
hurt her.”
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Damn good doctor.

“It wont hurt at all,” Roger as-
sured the child. “Did you see her
last night?”

“No, | was living here, with
Mrs. Frost.”

“When was the last time you saw
her?”

“Oh, lots of times.”

“Can you remember the very last
time?”

“Yes, of course.”

“When was it, Tony?”

“Not last night, but the night be-
fore that.”

“Where were you?” asked Rog-
er, almost awkwardly.

“In my bedroom.”

Roger’s eyes widened as if in sur-
prise.

“Have you a whole bedroom all
to yourself?”

“Oh, yes.” Tony’ eyes lit up, and
he turned and pointed. “Its over
there.”

“I’d like to see it,” Roger said,
and got up. “Will you show me?”

“Oh, vyes,” said Tony eagerly.
“It’s a big room, and Daddy pa-
pered the walls ’specially for my
birthday.”

He went, hurrying, to open the
door onto the small room, with
Robin Hood motifs on the walls, the
bed, even on the toys. He stood
proudly, waiting for Roger’s look
of surprised approval, and also
waiting on his words.

“Well!” Roger breathed. “This is
wonderfull Robin Hood, too.
Look at him! | hope he won't
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shoot you with his bow and ar-
row.”

“Oh, he wont, he’s only a pic-
ture,” Tony announced, as a state-
ment, not reproof.

“Oh, of course,” Roger said, and
continued to look round for several
minutes, before asking, “Did
Mummy come in to say good
night?—the night before last, |
mean.”

“Yes.”

“The way she always does ?”

“Yes.”

“Was she ill then?”

“No,” said Tony thoughtfully.
“She wasn't ill, but she wasnt hap-
py like she usually is.”

“Oh, what a pity. How do you
know?”

“She was crying.”

“Did she cry very much ?”

“No, only a little bit. She didn*t
want me to see.”

“Did she cry very often?” Roger
persisted.

“Well, only sometimes.”

“When did she wusually cry,
Tony?”

“When Daddy was ill,” Tony
said, very simply. “It was Christ-
mas, and Daddy had to see the doc-
tor.”

“Did she ever cry when Daddy
was well?”

“Oh, no, never “

“That’s good. When she cried
the night before last, was Daddy
here?”

“No, Daddy wasnt home then.”

“Did you hear him come home?”

“Oh, yes, | always recognize his
footsteps, and Mummy does, t0o.”

“Did he come to you and say
good night?”

“Yes.”

“Was he crying?”

“Oh, Daddy doesn’t cry,” Tony
said with proud emphasis. “He’s
aman.”

“Of course, how silly of me. Was
he happy that night?”

“He was happy with me,” Tony
declared.

“The same as usual?”

“Just the same.”

“Was he happy with Mummy?”

“Well, he was at first,” Tony said
quietly, and then went on without
any prompting. “Then he shouted
at Mummy, ever so loud. It woke
me up, and | listened for ever such
a long time. Daddy shouted and
shouted, and Mummy cried, and
then she shouted back at him. |
didn* like it, so | put my head un-
der the bedclothes.”

“That was a good idea. When
you took it out again, were they
still shouting?”

“Well, yes, they were.”

“Both of them?”

“Well, no,” said Tony, after a
pause. “Only Daddy was.”

“Did you hear Mummy at all?”

“She was crying again.”

“Was she crying very much?”

“Well, quite a lot, really.”

“How long did Daddy shout at
her?”

“Not long, then. He went out.”

“How do you know ?”
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“Well, I heard him bang the door
and then walk along the street. He
was going ever so fast.”

“Was he by himself?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Didn’t Mummy go with him?”

“She just cried and cried,” Tony
said, quite dispassionately. “And
then she went all quiet. I thought
she’d gone to sleep. | didnt know
shewas ill.”

“Tony,” said Roger softly, “I
want you to think very carefully
about this. Did your Mummy cry
after your Daddy banged the
door?”

“Oh, yes, like | told you.”

“Did she cry alot?”

“Ever such alot.”

“Did she come and see you
then?”

“No, shedidnt.”

“What did happen ?”

“l just went to sleep,” Tony said,
with the same complete detach-
ment, “and when | went to see
Mummy in the morning she
wouldnt wake up.”

“l see,” said Roger, and he had
to fight to keep from showing his
excitement to this child. “Thank
you very much for answering my
questions so nicely. I’'m going away
now, but I'll see you again soon.”

In the next room he spoke to the
sergeant who had been there with
anotebook. “Get all that ?”

“Every word, sir.”

“Fine!” Roger went out of the
room as swiftly as a man could
move, and strode into the street

and to his car. This afternoon
there were fewer spectators. He
slid into his seat and flicked on the
radio, and when the Yard an-
swered, he asked for Cortland,

Cortland soon came on.

“Seen the Pirro child?” he de-
manded.

“Yes, weve had a talk,” said
Roger, “and he’ told us a lot we
didnt suspect. I'm going over to
check Charles Spencer’s move-
ments last night. His father’s given
him an alibi but it might be easy to
break.”

“Hey, what’s all this about?”
Cortland demanded.

“The child says that his mother
cried after Pirrcr left,” Roger said.
“If that’ true, she was alive when
he went out. 1’d believe that Pirro
would kill his wife in a rage, but
not that he’d go out, cool down,
and come back and Kill her in cold
blood.”

“My God!” breathed Cordand.
“All right, get cracking.”

The Yard and the Division put
every man they could spare onto
the inquiry. Results werent long in
coming.

Charles Spencer had left his fa-
ther’s Chelsea house at half-past
nine on the night of the murder,
giving him ample time to get to the
Putney bungalow in time to Kkill
Mrs. Pirro. His car had been no-
ticed in a main road near the bun-
galow. He had been seen walking
toward Greyling Crescent. No one
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had actually seen him enter the
bungalow, but he had been seen
driving off in the car an hour later.

By the middle of the afternoon
that third day Roger saw Charles
Spencer at the Fenchurch Street
Office—the man so like his son,
protesting his innocence mildly at
first, then indignantly, then angrily.
But eventually he grew frightened,
his round face reddening, his big
strong hands clenching and un-
clenching.

“Mr. Spencer, | want to know
why you went to see Mrs. Pirro
that night, and what happened
while you were there,” Roger in-
sisted coldly.

“Supposing | did see her for a
few minutes—that’s no crime! |
went to see that she was okay. She
was perfectly well when 1 left her.
Her brute of a husband had run
out on her, and she was terrified
in case he'd come back and do her
some harm. He did come back and
he strangled her—"

“No, he didnt,” Roger said flatly.
“He walked to Putney Station,
waited twenty minutes for a train
to Waterloo, then caught the mail
train to Bournemouth, the ten
forty-two. He couldnt possibly

have had time to go back to the
bungalow. Mr. Spencer, why did
you kill Mrs. Pirro?”

“Damn good thing you decided
to tackle the child again,” Cortland
said, on the following day. “How
about motive? Made any sense of
ityet?”

“It’s showing up clearly,” Roger
told him. “Young Spencer always
hated Pirro for taking his mistress
away from him. When he discov-
ered the child, all the old resent-
ment boiled up. | doubt if well
ever know whether he meant to kill
Mrs. Pirro; he might have gone
there to try to resume the old re-
lationship, and hurt Pirro that way.
Whatever the motive, we’ve got
him tight.”

“Only bad thing left is that kid’s
future,” Cortland said gruffly.

“Pirro’s going to see him to-
night,” Roger said thoughtfully.
“A man of his kind of heart-search-
ing honesty cant throw six years
away so easily. You get fond of a
child in six weeks, let alone six
years. I'm really hopeful, anyhow.”

“Fine,” Cortland said, more
heartily. “Now, there’s a job out at
Peckham—"



The closest that Dubois (out of Damon Runyon by Ring Lardner)
had ever been to a fortune was the time he was a pallbearer at Hymie
Batess funeral—Hymie once won the daily double. The only trouble
was, the key was as hot as a firecracker on the Fourth of July . . .

THE HOT KEY CAPER
by ARTHUR MOORE

anty is a little guy about live

feet tall and shaped something
like a railroad spike. He is just as
soft. However, Banty is not thick in
the thinkpot. He has got like oiled
wheels where other guys is nothing
but plain bone.

Banty has informed everyone he
is a retired hood. He is always re-
ferring to his past and laughing.
When he laughs it is like a tiger re-
membering ajuicy leg-of-native.

But when | meet Banty at the
bus station it is my lucky day. | am
seeing Windy Wilson off to Jer-
sey. Windy, who has not spoke ten
words since Prohibition, grunts at
me as the bus pulls out. I am wav-
ing at him, flattered at his pratde,
when Banty knocks me down.

“Grab dis, Dubois,” he says and
then he is gone like a bootlegger’s
wink.

I am picking myself up off the
asphalt when two large, wheezing,
plain-clothes bulls knock me down
again. They are chasing Banty and
are running out of the money. Ban-
ty is going around things but the,
dicks are going through them.

When the procession finally tails
off, I am left with a key in my hand.

I don’t look at the key till 1 am
a block away from the bus stadon.
Then | see it is one of them public-
locker keys. Banty has stashed
something in a locker just before
the fuzz closed in on him. And he
has give me the key to hold.

As | am holding it, the key gets
very hot. | have to slip it in my
pocket or suffer third-degree burns
on my flah. Good old Banty has
just made me one of the gang.

If they catch Banty now, he will
sport no evidence, so they will
maybe roust him around a bit and
then spring him. Whereupon he
will look me up pronto. | suddenly
remember | have a hole in the pock-
et, so | clutch the key. If | do not
have it when Banty comes calling
for it, he will chop me up very
fine—but he will probably do
something unpleasant first.

When | hear the sirens | naturally
scoot. There is a noisy crowd gath-
ering on the far side of the bus sta-
tion, so | hustle the other way to
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The 97 Club to take the weight off
my brains.

The 97 Club is only a room with
lots of prizefight pictures and beer
stains. Eliot Ness once kicked holes
in beer barrels behind the bar, and
the smell lingers. It is one of Ban-
ty’snumerous hangouts.

Sammy, the barkeep, gives me the
fisheye and nods like maybe he has
seen me before but cant remember
in which lineup. | slide onto a stool
and shove awarm dime at him.

“Gimme a short beer, Sammy.”

He nods again, draws a foamy
one, parks it in front of me, and
palms the scratch. He is a runty
creature wearing a large blotchy
marble for a head, and his hair
looks like it is painted on. | am sure
that in other, less civilized parts of
the world, Sammy would be con-
sidered either dead or not expected
to live.

He stares at me like we have just
announced our engagement. | be-
gin to wonder if the fluid is poi-
soned and Sammy has got a ring-
side seat for the finale.

“Hi, Dubois,” he grunts at last,
and starts picking his teeth with
his finger. 1 am glad he has got me
pegged.

“You seen Banty lately?” | ask—
and instantly I realize I should have
asked him, instead, if he still has
any of the Lindbergh Kidnap
dough left.

He jerks upright and bites the
finger. His funny eyes get big and
he swallows hard; then he slumps
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down and turns several different
muddy colors. He is so wmbble-
eyed that he is looking at the front
and back doors at the same time. It
is such a fascinting show that I al-
most slop the Milwaukee dew.

“What about Banty?” he snarls.
He pushes his ugly phiz into mine,
and his shifty little eyes is making
me seasick. | would swear he has
two eyeballs in each eye. “How
come you askin’about Banty?”

“l ju-just—ah—happened to see
him this am.” | say.

“Oh,” he growls. “You seen him,
huh?”

“I see lots of guys.”

“You do, huh?”

“I'm seein’ you,” | say, lifting the
glass shakily. “Aint 1?”

He broods about that but it seems
to convince him. He gives me a
vague nod and gets very casual.
“You see him again, you tell him
the fuzz was here lookin’ for him,
he should scarce-out.”

“Flatfootfuzz?”

“Flashin’ buzzers, moochin’ beer,
and leanin’ on all his pals. They
think Banty is pushin’ H. Dat’ a
laugh, huh?” Sammy laughs and |
know it istrue.

I laugh too, even though the
sound of it kind of surprises me,
and finally Sammy goes away. |
park at a corner table and bend mjr
headbones very hard.

There is either H or moo in Ban-
ty’s locker. And | have the hot key.

If it is geetus, |1 could be loot-
logged for the rest of my lifeline.

<
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Of course, | would have to learn to
like deep-dish giraffe or fried rhino,
because | would be living in rural
Africa where Banty couldn’t find
me in the phone book. And | am
sure he would look very hard. He
is that kind of a sorehead.

| take a long time pondering a
powder path and wondering what
is keeping Banty, He dont show,
but after a hour or more, McGinty
comes spurting in.

McGinty is a short, square, ex-
wrestler who was a drop out from
the grunt dodge about the time that
Central Casting bought the mort-
gage. McGinty would get so
wrapped up in step-over toeholds
that he forgot the script and con-
fused the TV announcers, who
complained to the Commission.
They told McGinty to pack up his
cauliflower and never darken their
lager ads again. Besides, he was a
terrible actor.

Right away | see that McGinty is
carrying the mail. He hurries over
to Sammy and the two of them is
huddled at the end of the bar. Mc-
Ginty is doing the talking and,
from the look on Sammy’s repul-
sive profile, they have found the
plates for ten-dollar bills.

Then | notice that McGinty is
giving me the fisheye-type double-
ogle and blowing cigar smoke my
way. He slouches over and sits
down. Sammy comes to my end of
the bar and takes up the staring
where he left off before.

“Hi, McGinty,” | say, real polite.
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He nods and Sammy nods too.

“What’s reet?” | ask brightly,
just to keep the conversation mov-
ing because he ain’t really holding
up his end. He is regarding me like
| have turned zebra-striped and
polka-dotted.

“l hear you have seen Banty,” he
says. He has a voice like a lawn-
mower cutting tin grass.

I shrug and try to act innocent.

He blows more smoke at me.
“What was he doin’, Dubois?”

“Walkin’,” I tell him quick, so he
will know | am not taking time to

think. “l am on one side of the
street and he is on the other. We
didnt speak.”

McGinty studies the end of the
cigar and nods. “What was he car-
rying”

“Nothin”.”

“You didnt see him stick no
bundle nowhere ?”

| shake my head hard and look
as innocent as possible. McGinty
squints at Sammy and they both
nod.

Sammy says, “Dubois is too
smart to try to put anything over
on us.”

“Sure he is,” McGinty agrees,
giving me his .38-caliber, armor-
piercing frown. Then he drops his
bomb. “Banty is wearin’ a slab. Ac-
cordin’ to the radio, a uptown cop
put a slug through his liver and let
all the air out of him. We have lost
apal.”

He bows his head and | follow
suit because | am struck dumb with
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astonishment. Only McGinty and
Sammy don’t seem real dejected.
This makes me reflect over recent
gossip.

There has been a lot of chatter
that Banty and McGinty has dug
up the hatchet, and that one of
them has bought a grindstone to
sharpen the blade. I am getting a
strong hunch McGinty is the one.

He blows more smoke at me.
“I"l see you around,” he warns me,
and gets up and drifts back to the
far end of the bar. He and Sammy
put their heads together again, and
they both look worried. A medium-
sized snappy dresser who is chew-
ing a matchstick comes out of the
back room and lays a beady eye on
me. Then he gets in the huddle to
help them worry.

I cant hear what they’re saying,
but I have got a sudden conviction.
McGinty is hep that Banty was heavy
with loot. Otherwise, why all the
questions? He is wise that Banty
didn’t have no bundle on him when
he was smeared, so he knows Ban-
ty stashed it somewhere. Naturally,
McGinty is panting for the stash.

That reminds me. The loot is all
mine—because | have got the key.
| feel a song coming on.

I slide out to the street, squeezing
the key in my pocket and ticking
off certain luxuries | will acquire
with the good greenies which are
waiting for me. It is too bad about
Banty, but he is long overdue in
the hot place anyway.

The key is only good for 24
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hours. | have got to get there before
they empty the lockers. Otherwise,
the public-locker cats would make
me explain—if they find what |
think they would find. And | doubt
if 1 could explain good enough. I
always get the stutters around cops.

But I am humming the song and
hustling toward the bus station
when | spot a pawnshop, so | stop
to see what time it is. Plenty of time
—twenty hours at least—so | relax.

Then 1 tighten up all of a sud-
den. In the window glass, which is
like a mirror, | spot the medium-
sized pinstripe behind me. | have
picked up a tail. It must be there is
something about my story that
makes McGinty suspicious. He is a
natural-born fink—but | could be
sunk.

If I try to lose the matchstick
chewer, McGinty will put two and
two together so fast it would blow
out a computer. My neck will be
out so far it will reach from one
end of my grave to the other. But if
| dont lose him | cannot open the
locker.

Standing on a corner, 1 compare
McGinty and Banty. McGinty is
maybe not as tough as Banty. He is
more like a moody tiger-shark
where Banty is made out of that
stuff they put on the front of Sher-
man tanks. But Banty ain’t around
no longer, and | am scared | cannot
outfox McGinty.

| start off down the street again,
but 1 am beginning to sweat so
much that I look around to see if |
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am leaving a trail. 1 have got one
chance—not counting suicide. | can
get rid of the key, which is now as
hot as a firecracker on the Fourth
of July.

Except that | dont want to get
rid of it. This is the closest | have
ever been to a fortune since the time
| was a pallbearer at Hymie Bates’
funeral—he once won the daily
double.

Without intending to, | wander
into a park and shove my way past
the pigeons to the nearest bench. |
got no choice if | want to save my
skin. | got to lose the key. I cannot
go to the fuzz—that would only
make some cops rich—and | cannot
give the key to McGinty now. He
would mash me because | didn*
slip it to him sooner.

| take out the key and stare at it.
It is not very big. | almost toss it
over my shoulder, and then | stop
just in time. After all, it should be
easy to get rid of the key whenever
I have to.

| have got to act natural. | put the
key in my good pocket and lean
back to enjoy the scenery. Act natu-
ral—that is the ticket. | say to my-
self, “Dubois, you ain’t been in a
park in ten years. It is time you
learned to like trees and statues and
pushy pigeons and jazz like that.”

And then | almost fall off the
bench. Ten years1| am not acting
natural at all! A park is the last
place McGinty would expect me
togo!

I get up and hustle across the
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grass, and spot a neon flicker on the
far side. | head toward it trying to
look like a thirsty soul who is tak-
ing a short cut to the nearest bistro.

The oasis turns out to be a small
bar with a television set giving out
a soap commercial. A row of glassy-
eyed guys are watching the screen
and getting cricks in their necks. |
slide onto a stool and order a short
brew.

The tail in the snappy clothes
comes in and sits in a corner.

I can feel him boring two holes
in my back. The sweat is running
down under my shirt. I am tuned
so fine that if | shake hands with
anyone | will give out a high C. |
am also jumpy enough to jitter like
ajunky jalopy.

I canot finish the beer because it
now takes more than two hands to
get the glass to my mouth, and all
| got is two hands. The other guys
are looking at me out of the comers
of their eyes and the bartender is
reaching for a fly swatter in case I
should start walking up the wall.

| dribble about half the beer onto
the bar, so | give a casual little
laugh. Only it comes out sounding
sort of giggly, even to me, so | blow
the joint.

Outside on the sidewalk | spot
a grille over a sewer opening, and |
am standing on it reaching for the
key when medium-size slinks out,
still picking his teeth. | stumble on
down the street.

I wonder if | should get rid of
the key now. It is no use to me any
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more. Even if | could get to the
locker, 1 could not get the thing in
the lock. 1 am so nervous and
twitchy | would get thrown out of
an opium den.

Then 1 spot the cab waiting on a
corner, bright and yellow. | lurch
over to it and get the door open in
only two grabs. The cabby is a skin-
ny little guy with bushy eyebrows
and sleepy eyes. He looks disgusted
when | totter in and sprawl over
the seat.

“You mess up my floor and Il
bust your arm,” he says. And then
he remembers he is in business.
“Where you wannago, pal?”

“Katzie’s Saloon,” | tell him, on
account of |1 am not prepared for
the question. It is the first place that
pops into my head. He starts the
engine which backfires and the
cabby jumps a foot when | shriek. I
try to pull myself together by tak-
ing deep, wheezing breaths and the
worried hackie keeps glancing back
at me.

“You dont look too good, pal,”
he informs me. “What kind of em-
balmin’ fluid you been drinkin’?”

| try to ignore him, and roll
down the window, but he dont like
that either.

“Roll up that winder,” he yells.
“You tryin’ to give me pneumo-
nia?”

| say, “Yes,” and he glares at me.
Now he watches every move |
make. When we get to Katzie’s, he
brakes the cab with a jerk, so |
slide off into a heap on the floor. He
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opens the door and leans on it to
watch me crawl out.

While | pay off the cabbie, | see
another hack pulling up just be-
hind us. The medium-sized
matchstick chewer gets out and
leers at me.

I am galloping through the door
of Katzie’s when | spot McGinty
inside. That is the point at which
I come unstuck.

I am convinced McGinty is wise
to the key and is waiting for me. |
turn around and dash across the
street. | don’t know where | am go-
ing— just have to put real estate
between me and McGinty and the
medium-size clown.

| hear somebody yell and then a
car skids. Two guys jump at me
from nowhere and all of a sudden
there are so many cops around it is
like a Minsky raid. Two of the flat-
ties growl at me to stop screaming,
and then they toss me in the back
of aprowl car.

The fuzz is cleaning out Katzie’s,
I see McGinty with his dukes in
the air, along with a couple of other
sports who are likewise unhappy. |
am so upset | forget all about get-
ting rid of the key. When we get
to the station house | am shook—
shook to the core.

There is Banty, big as life.

His mouthpiece is waving papers,
and the fuzzheads are looking sour,
but they are turning him loose.
Banty is wearing a strip of white
tape over one ear, but otherwise he
isin the pink.
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He wanders over close to me and
nags at his tie, giving me the eye
and pushing a harness bull out of
the way so he can look in a mirror
to comb his hair. The coppers dont
pay any more attention to him on
account of he is officially sprung.

So he says real soft, “Gimme de
key, Dubois.”

And | do. It is like | have sur-
rendered a brain tumor. McGinty
turns white when he sees Banty,
but Banty only bumps into him
and pushes past to the door.

| dont get a chance to hardly sit
down before Banty’s mouthpiece
springs me too. Banty is waiting
outside in a car. | get in and he
slips me a Jackson.
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On the way back to Katzie’s he
informs me that it was McGinty
who fingered him at the bus sta-
tion, telling the coppers that Banty
was loaded with H. “Dey didnt
find it,” he says. “The H is still
dere.”

“Well, anyway,” | say, “you now
got the key.”

“No, | aint. The cops ain’t gonna
let me outa their sight, so | planted
it on McGinty.” He grins like a
saber-tooth tiger. The light from a
street lamp glints on his teeth.
“Somepin tells me he’s goin’ on a
long trip.”

This is my lucky day. I make
twenty fish without even bucking
the track.
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the NEWEST crime story by
ANTHONY GILBERT

In her recent stories Anthony Gilbert has been writing what might
be called the "pure” crime story, with the police completely offstage.
We welcome this new development in Anthony Gilbert’s wor\—it
is a fine change of pace from the "pure” detective story, procedural

or traditional.

Anthony Gilbert’s newest story is traditional too—in the highest
tradition of British crime writing. American writers handle "pure”
crime differently—but there is much to be said in favor of the British

style . . .

THE DOVE AND THE HAWK
by ANTHONY GILBERT

enelope came into my life
when | was 21. She was my fa-

never seen before. My father looked
up and saw me. He was a hand-

ther’s child by his second wife, moresome, unpredictable, undemonstra-

like a niece than a half sister, and
for years she called me Aunt Helen.

1l never forget the night I first
set eyes on her mother.

As a rule I spent my holidays in
London with my Aunt Olive—
was an only child—while my father
went to his beloved mountains; but
that year | developed a sudden
sharp attack of influenza and had to
stay at home. On the fifth evening,
when my temperature was rapidly
subsiding, | heard a sudden commo-
tion in the hall and crept out of bed
to find out what was going on. To
my amazement | saw my father in
the hall and with him a girl of about
my own age, whom 1’d certainly

tive man.

“What on earth are you doing
here, Helen? Why arent you in
London?”

I murmured something apolo-
getic about influenza, but before I
could finish, the girl came running
up the stairs.

“Youre Helen,” she said. “Oh,
isn’t it lovely for me that you should
be here? Theres so much to learn
and youll know all the answers.
You must think of me as a sister,
never as a stepmother. Ugh!” She
pulled her lovely mouth into a
grimace.

I was gawky with amazement.
She was never to my thinking quite
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so beautiful as her daughter, Penel-
ope, was to be, but at that time she
was the loveliest creature | had ever
seen. Like a living beam of sunlight
—and for some incredible reason
she had wanted to marry a man 30
years her senior. It took me a long
time to realize that she was in love
with him, and she stayed in love
with him all her life. She was a
small woman, neatly formed as a
bird, dark and glowing—like a
beam of a living sun.

“Youd better go back to bed,
Helen,” my father said. “Jenny, my
dear, be careful. Influenza can be
very infectious.”

“He’s right—you must go back,”
Jenny told me. “I’ll come and talk
to you.”

I don’t know where she learned
her skills, but within five minutes
our glowering Mrs. Mopp had
turned into a ministering angel and
was bringing me cold drinks and a
fresh hot-water bottle.

“What a homecoming!” | said
shakily. “But no one told me . . .”

“l know. It was awful of us. I
knew we ought to cable you, and
you could have flown out or some-
thing, but | thought—suppose she
feels she can’t share him— would-
n’t blame you a bit. Darling Pere-
grine!”

| realized dazedly she was talking
about my unapproachable father.

“But it’ll be all right, you’ll see. |
shan’t take your place, just pop into
an empty room in his life. Tell me
about your mother. It must have
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been dreadful for you when she
died.”

Jenny was right, as always. Dur-
ing the year | lived on at home | was
never once asked to have a tray in
my room when company came; she
took over the reins of office by de-
grees and so unobtrustively that I
hardly realized they were slipping
out of my hands.

At the year’s end my father said,
“It’s time you thought of your own
future, Helen, my dear.” Hed be-
come kinder since his second mar-
riage; Jenny softened everything she
touched. “You'e great potentiali-
ties. It occurred to me you might
like to take a secretarial course.
There are excellent openings, and,
| believe, a great shortage of com-
petent young women. If you man-
age an employer as well as you man-
aged this house you should go far.”

His idea was that | should occupy
Aunt Olive’s spare room in Lon-
don, but Jenny put a stop to that.

“Darling, do have a heart,” |
heard her say. “Helen’ young, she
wants some fun, not just a collec-
tion of Aunt Olive’s grisly old bores.
And you know you’ve never really
done anything for her.”

“I brought you into the family,”
he said simply. “She’s had a year
with you under the same roof.”

He explained he’d make me an
allowance until 1 was trained. 1d
come into some'money from my
mother when | was 25, and after
that | should be able to make my
own way.
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Aunt Olive found me a bed-sit-
ting room in a rather dingy but re-
spectable street and had me enrolled
in London’s most famous secretarial
college. 1 loved it from the start.
Sitting in an office, keeping books,
arranging appointments—it was
like housekeeping all over again but
with a much wider scope. At that
stage | didnt envisage the Helen
Bryce Employment and Secretarial
Agency—headquarters in London
and two provincial branches, all do-
ing very nicely, thank you—but 1
knew in my bones I was bound to
succeed. | wrote to tell my father,
but he’d lost interest in me by now,
because Jenny was going to have a
baby. This time, he was convinced,
it would be a boy.

But it wasn’t. It was another girl
whom they christened Penelope. |
saw her when she was two weeks
old. 1 suppose she wasnt really
beautiful then—they can't be at that
age—but from the moment | set
eyes on her, Jenny occupied a sec-
ond place in my heart. It was a dif-
ferent form of “love at first sight.”

It says a lot for Penelope that be-
fore she was two she had reconciled
her father to her disappointing sex.
She captivated everyone wherever
she went. Strangely, | never con-
nected her closely with my father—
as well, I thought, expect a toad to
hatch out a butterfly. She was just
the zenith of the miracles that Jenny
had worked on our dull, uncheerful
house.

The child took to me from the
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first. By this time | accepted the fact
that | was unlikely to marry. | was
doing well at my job, and my pros-
pects were bright. When Penelope
was five Jenny said one day, “If any-
thing should happen to me, Helen,
you’d look after Penelope, wouldn't
you? Even in the grave | wouldnt
worry if I knew she was with you.”

Second sight? | dont know. Any-
way, nothing did happen for several
years. Except in my career. As soon
as | came into my inheritance |
bought a partnership with a Miss
Carless, who ran a secretarial bu-
reau. We were doing well and
would do better.

Three years later Miss Carless
had a stroke and | bought her out.
When she died a year later, | turned
the concern into the Helen Bryce
Agency. They say a recommenda-
tion from me goes a long way to
help a girl to get a particular job.

When Penelope was 14 the blow
fell. Both her parents were killed in
a plane crash over the Alps. Under
my father’s will she became a ward
of court. There was a good deal of
money involved and practically ev-
erything was left to her. My Aunt
Olive had died two years previous-
ly, so | was her only living relative.

Mr. Prendergast, the lawyer,
hemmed and ha-ed a bit when |
said Penelope’s home would hence-
forth be with me. She had Just
started boarding school, but she’d
need a place for the holidays. I was
my own boss by now, could fix my
holidays as | chose, so Penelope
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wouldnt be neglected; but I should
see to it, too, that she didn't lack
companionship of her own age.
What settled the question was the
child herself.

“l shall go to Aunt Helen,” she
said. “It’s what Mother wanted.”

I had recently bought a house in
the suburbs. | furnished the top
door as a sort of Hat, remembering
how much 1d longed for privacy at
Penelope’s age. She had her own
bathroom and sitting room, where
she could entertain her friends, and
there was a sofa if she wanted to in-
vite them to stay over. But she had
the run of the whole house.

She was up in that Hat less than |
anticipated. 1 had dreamed of her
joining me when she started work
—she could be a junior executive in
no time, and no nonsense about
nepotism, but Penelope wouldn*
hear of it.

“l wouldnt be any good at it. If |
was anyone else you'd give me the
sack in a week. Besides, I've sort of
promised Marjorie to join her—
she’s starting a shop for kookie
clothes. She thinks | could model
and perhaps design.”

“But you dont know anything
about clothes,” | protested.

“Darling, everyone knows about
clothes.”

I wasn't in love with the idea. The
Cochranes were a young couple em-
barking on a rather hazardous en-
terprise with inadequate capital. Pe-
nelope was 18, and when she was 21
she’d be a very rich young woman.

THE
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I was resolved not to be coaxed into
putting any money into the con-
cern.

“All right,” said Penelope, obvi-
ously disappointed, “but actually it
would be a very good investment.”

“If they’re solvent at the end of a
year Il reconsider,” 1 promised.

“If they’re solvent at the end of a
year they wont need it.”

She didnt stay with me long after
she started the job. She didnt make
any excuses about difficulty of trans-
portation, or anything like that; she
just said she wanted to share a flat
with a girl she knew. | hid my dis-
appointment—after all, | hadn*
wanted to live with my aunt when
I was her age, and aunts are aunts
the world over. The funny thing
was, that was how | thought of her
—as my niece rather than my half
sister, though about this time she
stopped calling me Aunt Helen. But
all her friends—the few | met, that
is—all assumed | was her aunt and
neither of us bothered to correct
them.

Penelope moved out the follow-
ing week. Secretly | thought her
new flat deplorable and the morals
of her friend pretty dubious, but I
had the wit to say nothing. After a
time she moved casually into anoth-
er flat in Regent’s Park, where |
went once or twice by invitation.
But though she still came to see me,
nothing would induce her to bring
her companions.

«“Darling, you're so efficient they’d
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be terrified. They’d
square.”

Shed been at work for about a
year when Tim Driscoll loomed on
her horizon.

Loomed? He leaped, he bound-
ed, he was as sudden as Jenny must
have seemed to my father. 1 met
him of all places at Penelope’s bed-
side. She had been involved in a car
accident, of which she made pretty
light. “Darling Helen,”—it was Jen-
ny over again—‘your generation
does fuss so. Just be grateful for our
wonderful Health Service—it wont
cost us a penny.”

When | arrived with a basket of
fruit and some flowers, | found her
looking like Pallas Athene, arising
out of a sea of flowers, cards, books,
bottles of perfume, and chocolates
—there was hardly any room for
her in the bed. But my eyes were all
for Tim. He was a dark vital man,
oozing with that unscrupulous
charm that sweeps young girls off
their feet, and a good many older
women, too. | knew he was no good
to Penelope the instant | set eyes on
him; but I knew, too, | was going to
have the hardest job of my life per-
suading Penelope of this. He was
30, at least, and | wouldnt be sur-
prised to know there were already
one or two broken marriages be-
hind him.

Penelope held out her hand.
“Helen darling, this is Tim. We’re
in love.” She might have been in-
troducing the Archangel Gabriel.

“How are you, Aunt Helen?”

think you
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Which was absurd, for there were
only a few years between us. “Don
tell me you dont like Irishmen, but
how about the Englishman’s sense
of fair play ? When | was a boy there
was a man who lived on the corner,
kept a few pigs, and in bad weather
you could hardly tell the pigs from
the muck they wallowed in. He
put up a notice. ‘Don*t judge the
pigs by the sty, but wait till you get
the flavor of the bacon.” You get the
message—Aunt Helen?”

Penelope watched him with ado-
ration in her eyes. She seemed to
throw her love over him in hand-
fuls, so that he glittered in conse-
quence.

“l knew how it would be.” Tim
Driscoll turned to her with an air
of comic dismay. “Your aunt does-
nt think 1’m good enough for you.
Well, that’ one thing we can agree
on right away. But where on earth
are you going to find the man who
is?”

| thought he would realize that I
wanted a little time alone with Pe-
nelope, but he made no move. He
carried on a conversation practical-
ly nonstop.

“What a girl! She’s so popular, her
visitors come in droves. | have to act
as a sort of social secretary and
space them out.”

He looked at me impudently, as
if to suggest | ought to have made
an appointment, but I wasnt hav-
ing any of that.

“There are a few things | want to
talk to you about, Penelope,” | an-
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nounced, and even he couldn’t pre-
tend not to notice that.

“| can take a hint,” he said. “Now
dont let Aunt Helen put you
against me, sweetie.” But he had no
fears of that. The child was com-
pletely under his spell.

“Where did you meet him?” |
asked Penelope, when we were
alone.

“At the races.”

“l didnt know you were a gam-
bler.”

“Aren’t we all? Helen, you must
like him. He’s nervous about you—
that’s why he tried to sound so con-
fident. He’s terrified you’ll try and
break it up.”

“Why should he suppose I'd want
to do that?”

“Well—you might think he was
too old, for one thing.”

“He is. He’ll never see thirty
again.”

“He’s thirty-four. My mother was
twenty when she got married, and
my father was fifty. You're not go-
ing to try to tell me that wasnt a
success. Why, everything | know
about love | learned from her—un-
til I met Tim, of course. I knew it
was right the first minute we met—
it was like the sun coming out.”

“l didnt know your sun had ever
gone in.”

“Well, not the ordinary sun. But
this was different. This was—uwell,
like a radiance, the light that never
was on sea or land. If youre not
going to like him it’ll be the first
barrier there’s ever been between
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us. Because | could never give him
up—never.”

“How long have you known
him?”

“What
make?”

“l suppose you’re not thinking of
getting married right away? You’re
barely twenty.”

“Why waste time? Oh, you're
thinking about me being a minor,
but I'm sure the courts wouldn’t ob-
ject, even if it got that far. Not if
you said you approved. And you
must. You've always put my happi-
ness ahead of everything, even your
beloved business. | used to wonder
if | could ever love anyone as much
as that. Now, of course . . .”

Her smile finished the sentence.
She meant that now, of course, she
had outstripped me, that | could
never hope to catch up.

He was there the next time | went,
though 1I'd written in advance this
time. | wondered what kind of job
he had that he could turn up on an
afternoon. Penelope was as sweet as
ever, but | realized she had started
to move away from me, and would-
nt be coming back.

It was somehow like being on an
island just offshore— could see
what was going on, | could wave,
and she could wave back, but there
was that implacable sea between us.

Some young things came piling
in when 11d been there about fifteen
minutes—one worked in a coffee
bar, one was on the stage, none of
her friends seemed to have steady

difference does that
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jobs or regular hours—and the gulf
between us perceptibly widened.

Mind you, they were charming,
they glowed in a way | don*t re-
member youth glowing when | was
a girl, as if they lived in a blaze of
perpetual sunlight. They accepted
Tim as casually as if hed been a
poodle or a Persian cat, someone
belonging exclusively to Penelope,
but on show just the same. | came
away feeling about 80, and cold, as
though 1’d been sitting in a howling
draft.

The following time Tim brought
me back in his car. It was a hand-
some affair, a red Alvis with a hood
twice the size of the chassis. He
drove well, 11l say that for him, but
in a manner | can only describe as
anti-social. Like most women driv-
ers, | have a great sense of what |
owe to my fellow drivers, but Tim
was absolutely ruthless.

When we reached my door |
asked him in—conversation had
been impossible en route—and gave
him a whiskey and soda. | wasn’t
going to waste my good sherry on
him.

“l want you to tell me something,
Mr. Driscoll,” | said.

“Tim. After all, | call you Aunt
Helen.”

“Very premature of you,” |
snapped.

“It’s no good, you know—you’re
not going to break us up,” he
warned me. “If you insist on a tug
of war, | promise you there isn’t a
bookmaker between here and John
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0’ Groats who’d give you evens.”

“You do realize Penelope’s a mi-
nor?”

“Of course. But | don’t think even
you would invoke the law. At best
you could only get the wedding
postponed, and at worst—well, it
wouldnt do you any good.”

“Strangely enough,” 1 told him,
“it’s not my good I'm thinking of.”

“People have such filthy minds,
don’t they. And an old maid—for-
give me, Aunt Helen, but we have
get the gloves off, havent we?—
who tries to stop a girl from getting
married—well, jealousy has an ugly
name.”

“Jealousy!” | exclaimed. | could-
n’'t stop myself. “What! Of you?”

I got him under the skin there,
though he kept his temper. “Of her
happiness,” he said.

“I wish | could be persuaded ft
lies in your hands. But | wanted to
ask you something, didnt 1? I'm
her only living relative. Are yow in
a position to support a wife?”

“Pen and I'll get by,” he said.

“That’s what I'm wondering.
You see, she cant touch her motley
till she’s twenty-one.”

“You think that’s the only reason
I’m marrying her, isnt that so?
Well, for your information | have a
business of my own.”

It turned out that the business
consisted of a riding school in some
place unnamed—Surrey, he finally
said airily, when 1 pressed him. It
hadn’t been going long, but it
would grow. Eventually—when he
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could lay hands on Penelope’
money, | suppose—he intended to
branch out, to breed his own horses.
Blood stock, he said, and with the
export market being what it was,
there should be a packet in it.

“Oh, no doubt,” | agreed. “But it
costs a packet to get started. Stud
fees are pretty heavy, and you cant
breed from inferior animals.”

He gestured toward the decan-
ter. “May 1?” But he didnt wait for
an answer.

“If there’s one thing | do' know
about it’s horses,” he went on. “I
don’t say we shall be millionaires
from the start, but—well, its like
having a kid. At first you have to
carry him about, but one day he
may turn into the prizefighter of his
time.”

“l hope,” | said drily, “your busi-
ness is a little older than that.”

“And, of course,” he said, “Pen
will keep on with her job to begin
with. It’s what she wants. Well, it
would be ridiculous to throw her
chances away.”

“Penelope will want children,” |
assured him bluntly.

“Naturally. In due course. Look,
Aunt Helen, why cant we be
friends? We both love Pen. I'm go-
ing to marry her—make up your
mind to that. If you think she’s
making such a bad bargain 1’d have
expected you to stick closer than
ever.”

“Oh, you could charm a hippo-
potamus out of its pool on a hot
day,” | acknowledged. “Unfortu-
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nately for you, I’'m not a hippopota-
mus.”

“That could be an advantage to
me.” His manner was as smooth as
cream. “I've always heard hippos
can do a lot of damage.”

All the same, | had enough sense
to know that | had been wasting my
breath.

As soon as she left the hospital,
Penelope spent every spare minute
looking at apartments.

“l thought Tim’s riding stables or
whatever they are were out of Lon-
don,” | said.

“They are, of course, but he can
commute. | have to be on the spot.”
She seemed to do about a fourteen-
hour day. “What do you mean by
whatever they are? Dont you be-
lieve they exist?”

Well, if they did | was pretty sure
they weren't registered in his name.
He might be a riding-master, but
by temperament and profession he
was a gambler, and that’s no foun-
dation for married life with a girl
like Penelope. Now and again he
might hit the jackpot and theyd
unroll the red carpet, but the rest of
the time Penelope would, as they
say, “carry the can.” | knew she’d
be far too proud to let me help her,
once she became Mrs. Driscoll.

| was pretty busy myself that sum-
mer. | was opening my second pro-
vincial office, and there’d been some
tiresome setbacks. |1 was away from
London a lot, but at last everything
was ironed out. It was a Saturday
when | started back to London.
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I dont believe in predestination,
a set pattern arranged by some in-
visible and inscrutable Deity, ab-
solving us from personal responsi-
bility. People have to answer for
their own actions. But | do agree
that chance plays a big part. If Jen-
ny hadn’t gone to Switzerland that
summer, her first visit—if Penelope
hadn't gone to the races—if | hadn
stopped at St. Aubyn Racecourses
that afternoon on sheer impulse, all
our lives would be different.

| hadnt intended to stop— did-
nt even realize there was a race-
course there—but going past | saw
there was a big meeting that after-
noon. | had time on my hands, so |
parked my car and bought a ticket.
That was the first and last time in
my life | felt any sympathy with
Tim Driscoll.

I've always wanted perfection—
in my office, in my work. You don*
get it, of course, but you do aim for
it, and it seemed to me that these
splendid horses had achieved it.
The noble carriage, the rolling eye,
the velvet coats, the sheer majesty of
them—oh, | could see how they'd
appeal to a gambler like Tim Dris-
coll, Or did he only see them, as |
was convinced he saw Penelope, as
a source of personal profit?

Since | didnt expect to come a
second time | decided to complete
the experiment by making a few
bets. | chose four horses haphazard,
and backed them to place. Three of
the four came home. | wasn't tri-
umphant, |1 was horrified. If a
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month’s pay could be gleaned in an
afternoon under such thrilling cir-
cumstances, how could | expect a
go-getter like Tim to turn his hand
to honest work?

| decided not to stay for the last
race, but get away before the roads
were jammed with traffic. 1 went
into the refreshment tent for a cup
of tea that | was disgusted to find
was being served in paper cups.
The tent was packed— didnt see
how 1d ever manage to get my cup
to my mouth. And, in fact, | never
did. I was trying to maneuver a lit-
tle space when | heard a voice be-
hind me that turned me rigid.

I didnt have to turn to see who it
was. 1'd have known that voice if it
had spoken beside my grave.

“But, darling,” it coaxed, “I prom-
ise you it won't make any difference
to us, none whatsoever."

I heard a woman’s laugh. “What
do you mean, no difference? Youll
be a married man, wont you?”

I couldn’t see the speaker, but it
didnt matter. 1'd heard that partic-
ular voice before, and other voices
exactly like it. They came into my
office—the greedy ones, the What’s
in-it-for-Walter ones, to whom scru-
ple isnt even a word in the diction-
ary.

“So what?” Tim demanded. “I’ve
got business all over the country,
havent I? I’'m not tied to an office
desk. And Pen’s no camp follower.
Anyway, she’s got her own job.”

The blatancy of it, the crudeness
and cruelty of it, made me sick. But



118

Penelope’ innocence was no match
for a woman like this—the dove and
the hawk, | thought, and the hawk
knows no pity.

“But if she finds out—"

“Why should she? Even your hus-
band hasnt a suspicion—after four
years.”

“Lucky for you. If he had he’d
clap a divorce on me before you
could wink. Would you marry me,
if he did?”

“Flo, dont be absurd.”

There was a warning note of im-
patience in Tim’s voice. | could read
the situation easily enough. He was
one of those men who command
women’s love but never give it back
—because he has no love to give.
Pitiful? Perhaps. But it would take
a more Christian woman than | am
to spare compassion for such a
rogue.

“If you got divorced,” Tim went
on brutally, "you couldnt even get
alimony, and Teddy’s such a venge-
ful type he'd probably claim fantas-
tic damages. No, we’re far better off
as we are. Oh, darling, don't be like
that. It’s worked for four years—itl
be all right, youl see.”

“l suppose she’ over the moon
for vou ?” cried the jealous voice.

“Well, darling . .

I couldnt have moved if my life
had depended on it. | found | was
crushing the horrible paper cup till
the tea spurted over the front of my
dress. I’ve never been a violent type,
but | understood in that moment
how a person armed with a flick-
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knife or even a stone will employ
direct action, on impulse, with rea-
son driven out of the mind.

“If 1 thought you cared for her;’
began Flo slowly, and Tim laughed.

“Darling, she’s a kid, a cute kid,
but Ive always preferred my
women grown up. Youd love her,
Flo—a sweet little innocent.”

That was a bit thick, even for him.
“Don’t be a bloody fool,” said the
woman roughly. “I hate her before
I've even seen her. If you're sensible
you’ll keep her out of my way. All
right, Tim. If that’s the situation,
come round tonight. Teddy’ away
on some conference— suppose
you’re not spending your nights
with Little Miss Muffet yet?”

“I can’t see you tonight, angel. I'm
booked for dinner. As a matter of
fact, we have to be damn careful for
the next few weeks. That grisly
horror of an aunt—uwell, she’s a half
sister really—would smash us if she
had half an opportunity, and | can't
afford to pass up a chance like this,
not even for you, baby.”

“Tomorrow night then ?”

"I’ ring you,” he said. “You can
count on me, darling.”

His voice dripped butter all over
the place. | was afraid he might sec
me, but he didnt even turn his
head.

“Youd better not forget,” said
Flo. “You’re betting on lives now,
Tim, not just horseflesh.”

If 1’d been capable of even a shred
of pity 1'd have been sorry for her.
She might be worthless, but this wai
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love all right, the agonizing love
that isnt sure of the object of its af-
fections. In a way you could say she
loved him even more than Penelope
did—because she saw his rottenness,
and she didn’t care.

“Don’t fret,” Tim told her. “I
have to keep sweetie pie happy for
all our sakes. Even being seen here
together is risky. You know what
people are like—they have tongues
for more than licking ice cream.
And if it came to dear old Auntie’s
ears, she’d somehow lay hands on
a poison dart and send it to me it
an envelope with Happy Birthday
written on it, and she’s so bloody
clever she’d have fourteen alibis at
the inquest to prove it couldnt be
her.”

He was right about that, too. |
caught sight of him as he moved
away, saying, “Cant miss the last
race. I've got something on Falcon-
er. Let’s hope he changes the luck
or 11l be in Queer Street before |
reach the altar.”

Off he went, as graceful as one of
the horses he loved. | really believe
he loved horses, as it wasnt in him
to love a woman.

When he was gone | ground my
paper cup underfoot and went
along to the cloakroom to bathe my
burning face and make some re-
pairs. | had the room to myself.
People had either gone off already
or were packing the rails for the
start of the last race.

I looked like a glowing ember of
a woman—it was as if in five min-
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utes 1’'d aged 25 years. Somehow, |
knew, | had to find some way to
save Penelope from a future of
humiliation and despair.

There were a number of gaps in
the car park ranks when | arrived. |
showed the attendant my ticket and
went in. 1 was looking for a Red
Alvis, and it wasn’t hard to find. It
was typical of Tim that he hadn’t
even bothered to lock the car.

| opened the door and put my bag
on the seat. Then | lifted the hood.
If anyone had seen me I’d have been
an owner checking some trifling
fault, but on occasions like these
you'’re never truly seen. | only had
a few minutes before the last race
would be over, and | had to be away
before Tim appeared.

Fortunately, I've always been in-
dependent. I'm a good mechanic, |
can paper a wall, mend an electric
socket, change a tire in record time.
What | had to do now didnt take
long, and by the time | had driven
my own car out of the park | had
insured that Penelope’s marriage to
Tim Driscoll would never take
place.

The odd thing was | felt perfectly
calm. As | saw it, my first duty was
to Jenny’s child. 1'd tried everything
else; this, it seemed to me—only |
didnt phrase it in such a hifalutin
fashion—was the love that is faith-
ful unto death—in this case, Tim’s
death. But if it had involved mine it
wouldnt have made any difference.

The cars were moving out fairly
regularly now, and | was just one of
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a crowd. | had no fear of detection
—everyone knew | never went near
a racecourse; besides, 1'd placed my
bets on the tote, so there were no
records, and | destroyed my car
park ticket a quarter of a mile away
from the course.

It’s a funny thing, but | never
really thought about Flo. When you
play chess, which is one of my re-
laxations, you know you may have
to sacrifice a pawn to guard your
Queen. Flo was just one of the
pawns.

| slept quite peacefully that night.
Next morning was Sunday, and |
came down a little later than usual
to collect my papers. There was
nothing in the two literary ones,
but the Echo had the full story.
There was even a photograph of the
scene of the disaster. Wherever |
look these days, | see that story in
letters of flame.

Fatal Crash N ear St. Aubyns

Mr. Tim Driscoll, a well-known
racing enthusiast, was killed instan-
taneously when his Alvis car went
out of control as he was returning
from the races yesterday evening.
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With Mr. Driscoll was his fiancee,
Miss Penelope Bryce, who was also
killed.

You've heard the phrase—time
stood still. Time stopped for me
that morning—! can even be cer-
tain how long ago.

How was | to guess that it was
Penelope and not Flo whom he had
brought with him? The meeting
with Flo in the tea tent might have
been just chance—or, more likely,
Flo’s jealousy had driven her there,
perhaps to catch a glimpse of her
rival.

I was brought up to believe in the
immortal spirit of man. Eternity’s
a terrifying thought—time without
end, a road that goes on and on and
presumably leads you somewhere in
the end.

It won't be like that for me. My
share of eternity is approximately
18 hours—between teatime on a
Saturday afternoon and ten o’clock
the next morning. The wheel turns
and | turn with it; the clock moves
from four to ten, from four to ten,
and back again, always back again.
And on that wheel 1l go round and
round and round—forever and ever.

NEW detective-crime novelets—
CORNELL W OO IJIItH’s It Only Takes aMinute To Die
JULIAN SYMONS’ Murder on the Race Course
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THE LONELY HABIT
by BRIAN W. ALDISS

eople with my sort of interest

in life are very isolated—that is,

That’s what | mean about intelli-
gence. Some of these—well, some of

if they'e intelligent enough to feethese murderers, if you must use the

that kind of thing. My mother al-
ways says I'm intelligent. She’s go-
ing to be annoyed when she hears
I'm arrested for—well, no need to
be afraid of the word—for murder.

We’ll have a good laugh about it
when | get out of here. That’s one
thing | do admire in myself. | may
be intelligent, but | still have a
sense of humor.

I dress well. Not too modern, to
keep me apart from the younger set,
but pretty expensive suits and a hat
— always wear a hat. Working for
Grant Robinson’s, see. They expect
it. I'm one of their star representa-
tives, and popular too, youd say,
but I dont mix with the others. And
I would never—well, never do it to
one of them. Or to anyone | know
or am in any way connected with.
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word, they don* think. They do it
to anyone. | do it only to strangers.
Complete strangers.

Quite honestly—I say this quite
honestly— would not think of do-
ing it to anyone | knew, even if 1'd
only just been introduced. My way,
it’s much safer, and | think | might
claim it is more moral too. In the
war, you know, they trained you to
kill strangers; you got paid for it,
and were even given medals. Some-
times | think that if 1 gave myself
up and really told them my point of
view—Il mean really and sincerely
from the heart—they would not,
well, theyd give me a medal in-
stead. | mean that. I’'m not joking.

The first man | ever did it to, that
was in the war. It was like a new
life opening up for me. Since then,
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1suppose I've never done more than
two a year, but how my life has
changed! They talk a lot of non-
sense about it, all these criminolo-
gists, so called. They dont know.
But the bad habits it’s cured me of!

I used to sleep so badly, | used to
be nervous, used to drink too much,
and all sorts of bad habits you
mustnt mention. | read somewhere
it weakened your eyes. And a funny
thing, after 1 did that first fellow, |
never had asthma again, and it used
to trouble me a lot. Mother still
sometimes says, “Remember how
you used to wheeze all night when
you was a little chap?” She’s very
affectionate, my mother. We make a
good pair.

But this first fellow. It was an
East Coast port—! forget the name,
not that it matters so much, al-
though | sometimes think | would-
nt mind going back there, you
know, just for sentiment. Of course,
I suppose your first—well, your first,
you know, victim (there’s a daft
word!) is very much like your first
love affair, if you go in for that sort
of thing.

All the others, however many of
them there have been, have never
come up to that first one. It’s never
been quite the same. | mean, they’ve
been lovely and well worthwhile
from my point of view—but not a
patch on that first one.

He was a sailor, and he was
drunk, and | was in this conve-
nience on the sea front. Terrible
night it was, raining like fury, and
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I was sheltering in there when this
chap reels in, quite on his own. I
was in my army uniform—ifle,
bayonet, and all—and he knocked
my rifle over into the muck.

Really | was more scared than an-
noyed. He was so big, see, well over
six foot, and terribly heavy. He
asked me if | had a girl friend and
of course | said no. So then he came
at me— mean, there wasnt much
room. | thought it was some sort of
sexual assault, but afterwards |
thought about it over and over, and
I came to the conclusion that he
was just attacking me. You know
these stupid people: they just like to
use their fists, given the chance,
and | think he was attacking me be-
cause he thought | was standing
there with a purpose and that | had
abnormal ideas. Which of course
was not so.-Happily | am very very
normal.

Obviously 1 am tremendously
brave too, because | was not scared
when he came at me, although I
had been before. My brain went
very clear, and | said to myself,
“Vern, you can kill this drunk with
your bayonet!”

A great and tremendous thrill ran
through me as | said it. And when
| stuck the bayonet into him, it was
as if 1 had guidance from Above,
because | did not hesitate or miss or
strike in the wrong place or not
strike hard enough, or anything
that anyone else might have done.

mAt that time, | really did think | had
received guidance from Above, be-
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cause | was praying a lot in that
period of my life; nowadays, the
Almighty and | seem to have lost
our old rapport. Well, times change,
and we must accept the changes
they bring.

He made a loud noise—very
much like a sneeze. His arms went
up and he fell all over me, pushing
me against the door as if he was
embracing me. Again that tremen-
dous thrill went through me. Some-
how it has never had the same
power since.

I hung on to him, and he kicked
and struggled to be fully dead. It
was a bit alarming, because | wasn*
sure if he was really a goner; but
when he was finally still, 1 stood
there grasping him and wishing he
had another kick leftin him.

The problem of disposing of him
came next. When | pulled myself to-
gether and thought, that one was
easily solved. All | did was drag
him out of the place, through the
rain, to the sea wall. I gave him a
push; over he went, into the sea. It
was still pouring with rain.

This is a funny thing. | saw that
he had left a trail of blood all the
way to the edge, but I did not like
to stop and do anything about it
because | hate getting wet; | hated
itthen and I'm still the same.

Perhaps that may sound careless
of me. Perhaps | trusted to Provi-
dence. The rain poured down and
washed all the stains away, and |
never heard anything more about
the matter.
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For a while | forgot about it my-
self. Then the war was finished, and
I went home. Father was dead, no
great loss, so Mother and me set up
together. We’d always been good
friends. She used to buy my vests
and pants for me. Still does.

| got restless. The memory of the
sailor kept returning. Somehow, |
wanted to do it again. And | won-
dered who the sailor had been—it
seemed funny | didnt even know
his name. In a book | once read it
talked about people having “in-
tellectual curiosity.” | suppose that’s
what | had, intellectual curiosity.
Yet I've heard people say that I look
rather stupid—meaning it in a com-
plimentary way, of course.

To recapture that first thrill
| bought a little bayonet in a junk
shop and took to looking into conve-
niences. | dont mean the big ones
that are so noisy and busy and
bright. 1 like the quaint old Vic-
torian ones, the sleepy ones with
drab paint and no attendants and
hardly any customers. | am an ex-
pert on them. To me, they are
beautifulike old trams. Call me
sentimental, but that’s how | feel
about them, and a man has a right
to express himself. They arouse
artistic promptings in me, the real
ones do.

It was pure luck I found the one
in Seven Dials. Most of the area was
demolished, but this fine old conve-
nience has been left, dreaming in a
side alley. It is still lit by gas, and
the gas-lighter man comes round
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every evening and lights it. That
was the place | chose to—well, to
repeat my success in, if you like.

It wasnt only a question of art,
oh, no. In my job you have to be
practical. | found that the inspection
cover inside this place would come
up easily. A ladder led down to an-
other cover, eight feet below the
first one. There were also pipes and
things. When you opened this sec-
ond cover, you were looking right
into the main sewer.

It was as good as the seaside!

For my purpose this unhygienic
arrangement could not have been
better. I mean, when you’ve done
with the—well, with the man’s body
—it must be disposed of. I mean,
finally disposed of, or they’ll be
round after you, you know, the way
they are in the films—like the Ges-
tapo, you know, knocking at your
door at midnight. Funny, here | sit
in this cell and | dont feel the least
bit scared. | didnt do it, really |
didn’t.

It’s a very lonely habit, mine.
When you're sensitive, you feel it
badly at times. Not that I’'m asking
for pity. | reckon a lot of these chaps
—uwell, alot of them was lonely.

So | did it again. It was a sturdy
little man this time—said he was
some sort of a scout for a theatrical
agent or something. Very soft-
spoken, didnt seem to worry about
what | was going to do. Most of
them are really worried—wow!
This scout, he just shed a tear as |
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let him have it, and did not kick at
all.

Some hobbies start in a funny way
—<asually, if you like. I mean, as |
got him down to the lower cover—
| threw him down, of course—all
the stuff came out of his inner
pocket. I gathered it up and stuffed
it in my own pocket before slipping
him into the sewer, where the water
was running fast to bear him away.

Frankly, it was a waste of effort.
The glow just wasn't there. No in-
spiration and no relief. It just didnt
come off. At the time | resolved
never to do the trick again, in case—
you never can be sure, you know—
in case they found out.

Once back home with Mother, |
made an excuse to slip up to my
bedroom—naturally, we have sepa-
rate rooms now—and | looked at
what | had in my pocket. It was in-
teresting—a letter from his sister,
and two bills from his firm, and a
clipping from a newspaper (two
years old and very tattered) about
a general visiting Russia, and a card
about a pigeon race, and a little fold-
er showing all the different shades
of a shiny paint you could buy, and
a union card, and a photograph of
a little girl holding a tricycle, and
another of the same little girl stand-
ing by herself and laughing. | stared
at that photograph a lot, wondering
what she could be laughing at.

One time | left it lying about and
Mother found it and had a good
look at it.

“Who’sthis then, Vern ?”
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“It’s the son of a chap | work
with—daughter, 1 mean.”

“Nice, isntit? What’s her name?”

“l don’t know her name. Give it
here, Mum.”

“Who’ the chap? Her father, I
mean, which ishe?”

“I told you, | work with him.”

“Is it Walter?” She had never met
Walter, but | suppose | had men-
tioned his name.

“No, it’s not Walter. It’s Bert, if
you must know, and | met his little
girl when I went round to his place,
so he thought I’d like a photo of her,
because she took to me.”

“l see. Yet you dont know her
name?”

“l told you, Mother, | forgot it.
You cant remember everyone’s
name, can you? Now give it here.”

She can be very annoying at times.
She and my father used to have
terrible rows sometimes, when | was
small.

As | said, mine is a lonely way of
life. 1 began to dream of those hid-
den pockets, warm and safe and
concealed, each with their secret bits
and pieces of life. Everywhere |
went | was haunted by pockets. |
wished | had emptied all the pockets
of that scout—wished it bitterly.
You hear people say, “Oh, if I could
have my time over again.” That’
how | felt, and | began wasting my
life with regret.

Another man might have turned
into a miserable little thief, but that
was not my way. I've never stolen
a thing in my whole life.
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The third fellow was a disap-
pointment. His pockets were almost
empty, though he had some race-
course winnings on him that | was
able to use towards some little lux-
uries for Mother.

And then | suppose my luck was
in, for the next three | did gave me
something of the relief | found with
my first—well, my first partner, you
might say, to be polite about it. They
were all big men. And what they
had on them, hidden in their
pockets, was very interesting.

Do you know, one of those men
was carrying with him a neatly fold-
ed copy of a boy’s magazine printed
twenty years earlier, when he must
have been a boy himself. Youd
wonder what he wanted that for!
And another had a nautical almanac
and a copy of a catalogue of things
for sale in a Berlin store and a sickly
love letter from a woman called
Janet.

All these things | kept locked up.
| used to turn them over and over
and think of them, and wonder
about them. Sometimes, when the
men were found to be missing, I
could learn a little more about them
from the newspapers. That was fun
and gave me a great kick. One man
was something big in the film
world. I think that if life had been
different for me, 1 might have been
a—well, a detective. Why not? Of
course, I am much happier as | am.

So time went on. | got very care-
ful, more careful after each one. |
mean, you never know. Someone
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may always be watching you. | re-
member how my dad used to peep
round doors at me when | was
small, and it gave me a start even
when | hadnt done anything
wrong.

Also | got more curious. It was
the intellectual curiosity at work,
you see.

Now this brings us up to date,
right smack up to date. Today!

See, | mean, it’s been eighteen
months since I—well, since | had a
partner, as | sometimes think of it.
But you get terribly lonely. So |
went back to the Seven Dials one,
and this time | said to myself,
“Vern, my son, you have been very
patient, and as a result 1ve got a
little treat for you with this one.”

Oh, I was very careful. | watched
and watched, and was sure to pick
on a type who obviously wasn’t
iocal, just passing through the area,
so that there would be nothing to
connect him with the Seven Dials.

He was a businessman, quite
smart and small, which suited me
well. Directly he went in the con-
venience | was after him, strolling
in very slowly and naturally.

This fellow was in the one and
only cubicle with the door open—
the door hinge was broken, so the
door wouldnt close really. But I
dont change my mind once it is
sort of cold and made up, so | went
straight over to him and held my
little bayonet so that it pricked his
throat. He was much smaller than
me, so | knew there wouldn’t be a
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nasty scene; being fastidious, or
squeamish you might say, | hate
anything nasty like that.

| said to him, “I want to hear
about a big secret in your life—
something you did that no one
knows about! Make it quick, or 11l
doyouin!”

His face was a vile color, and he
did not seem to be able to talk,
though | could see by his clothes he
was a superior man, rather like me
in a way. | pricked his throat till it
bled and told him to hurry up and
speak.

Finally he said, “Leave me alone,
for God’s sake! I’ve just murdered
aman!”

Well, that’s what he said. It made
me mad in a freezing sort of a way.
Somehow | thought he was being
funny, but before | could do any-
thing, he must have seen the look in
my eyes, and he grabbed my wrists
and started babbling.

Then he stopped and said, “You
must be a friend of Fowler’s! You
must have followed me from his
flat! Why didnt | think he might
be clever enough for that! Youre a
friend of Fowler’s, arent you?”

“I've never heard of him. Iwve
nothing to do with your dirty busi-
ness!”

“But you knew he was blackmail-
ing me? You must know, or why
are you here ?”

We stood and stared at each other.
I mean, | was really as taken aback
by this turn of events as he was. For
me this whole thing was meant to
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be a—well, I mean it was a sort of
relaxation; | mean, it really is neces-
sary for me, else 1°d probably be flat
on my back with asthma and good-
ness knows what else, and quite un-
able to lead a normal life, and the
last thing | wanted to do was get
mixed up with—well, with murder
and blackmail and all that.

Just as | had reached the con-
clusion that maybe | ought to let
this one go, he started to draw a
gun on me. Directly his hand went
down, | knew what he was after—
just like in those horrible films that
they really should ban from show-
ing where they go for their guns
and shoot those big chaps kak-kak-
kak out of their pockets!

So I let him have it, very cold and
quick, a very beautiful stroke that
only comes with practice.

This time | could not wait for
any sentimental nonsense. | opened
the inspection cover and dropped
him down, and then climbed down
after him. | took his gun because
| wished to examine the beasdy
thing before disposing of it. And
then | slipped my hand into his
warm inner pocket.

I found an open envelope contain-
ing a strip of film together with
some enlargements from the nega-
tives. Those photographs were posi-
tively indecent— mean, really in-
decent, for they showed a girl, a
grown girl, with no clothes on
whatsoever. | did not need telling
they were something to do with
this blackmailer Fowler. They just
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showed what sort of a mind he had!
The world was well rid of him, and
this beauty who had tried to shoot
me.

In an agony of embarrassment |
slipped those vile things into my
pocket to be examined later, opened
the other hatch, and tipped him into
the fast-flowing water. Then | shut
down everything, wiped my face
on my handkerchief, and walked
out into the alley.

Two plainclothes men were wait-
ing for me outside.

I was just so astonished | could
not say a word. They said they
wished to question me about the
shooting of Edward Fowler, and
before | knew what was what, be-
fore I could even telephone Mother,
they were taking me away in a
police car.

Everyone says the police aren’t
what they were. This time, they
really have made a big mistake! But
I have got a solicitor coming to sort
things out for me, and at least | was
able to send a message to Mother
telling her that | was fine and not
to keep lunch waiting for me.

| didn’t tell them a thing—I mean,
I can still keep my wits about me,
| keep on saying | never heard of
any Edward Fowler, and that’s ail
| say.

Of course, the little pistol and
those revolting photographs are go-
ing to be rather difficult to explain.

But I'm innocent—absolutely in-
nocent! You cant tell me otherwise.
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Isa Logan looked up from her
typing a moment to rest her

two-year old Mr. Powell decided to
marry Miss Lola Kramer.

eyes. She glanced across her cheer- The prospect of marrying Lola in

ful little office in the Powell man-
sion, then walked across to the win-
dow and looked down the moun-
tain at the river winding through
the small town in the valley. It was a
tastefully blended sun-bathed pic-
ture, western Pennsylvania at its
best. It made her glad that she was
Robert T. Powell’s secretary.
People were wrong, Elsa thought,
when they warned her a year ago
against taking the job with Mr.
Powell. The town people said he
had turned vinegary, and was strait-
laced to the point of austerity, a
tyrannical bachelor. Once, that
might have been true, but not
lately. In fact, not since the fifty-

about a month would be enough to
cheer up any man. Elsa had gone to
high school with her. Lola had
been quite a girl, even then. People
used to say she should be in the mo-
vies. Everyone said she was wasting
her time here in Mottsville, Pa.,
population 6,947. They couldnt un-
derstand why Lola, when her fam-
ily moved to Pittsburgh, had stayed
on, working as a salesgirl in the
Dress Box.

Then, suddenly, they did under-
stand. Lola landed Robert T. Pow-
ell, which surprised the entire town.
Why, it was plain as day she was
marrying him for his money, ev-
erybody said. They could be right
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about that, Elsa thought. Lola was
marrying him, and he did have
money.

Robert Powell’s father had built
his fortune on coal and timber. Rob-
ert had grown up here, an only,
lonely child on this thousand-acre
estate on top of the mountain. Then
a motor accident orphaned his three
much younger cousins, and Phoebe,
Vivian, and Nick Powell came to
live in this great stone fortress of a
house.

Now, twenty years later, they were
Robert’s only relatives. People in
town called them the Powell heirs
and wondered maliciously how
they felt about Lola stepping in be-
tween them and the Powell fortune.

Elsa didnt know about Vivian
and Phoebe, but she did know
about their younger brother. Nick
cared only about finishing law
school, then winning his own fame
and fortune. Recently Elsa had
been seeing agreat deal of Nick, and
she couldn think of any nicer way
to spend her time. She wasnt sure
yet how Nick felt about her, but she
was hoping. Now that Lola Kramer
was out of circulation and Nick had
stopped leading the town wolf pack
in the chase, Elsa had finally man-
aged to catch Nick’s eye. He had,
she thought, seemed pleasantly sur-
prised.

A rough, croaking wvoice cut
through Elsa’s daydream. “Hello,

irl.*

“Why, hello, Walt."

Walt Carr ambled through the
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doorway and came to Lisa’s desk.
He was a trim little fellow of inde-
terminate years; he gave the impres-
sion of being a retired jockey. He
winked at Elsa and cocked his head
to one side.

“Got a new joke,” he said. “Can
| try it out on you?”

“Could I stop you?” Elsa asked.

“No.”

This was a ritual between Elsa
and the little guide from the nearby
Ryan Caverns. He had stepped off
the highway one day to ask Woody
Ryan for a day’s work. Woody and
his wife, the former Phoebe Pow-
ell, had taken an immediate liking
to him. Now, three years later, he
was the cavern’s star guide. Walt
prided himself on his spiel; he
loved to make his subterranean
sightseeing audiences laugh.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Walt
croaked, “you are about to enter the
Devil’s Parlor, four hundred and
fifty feet underground. Sorry the
Devil aint in. He don't use the par-
lor much—cant stand the altitude.”

Walt didnt see Elsa’s smile; he
always closed his eyes when he
roared with laughter. He throttled
his self-appreciative mirth as the
door across the small office opened.

Robert Powell, a smile softening
the sharpness of his pale face,
waved a salute to the visitor. He
said, “l heard that, Walt. Pretty
good.”

“Thanks ... Say, here’s your
mail. Met the postman down at the
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gate and saved him a trip up the
lane.”

“I’ll take it, Elsa,” Mr. Powell
said. “Thank you, Walt.”

“Sure,” Walt said. “Mr. Powell,
Woody sent me over to ask a favor.
He gave his secretary a couple of
days off, and now he finds he’ got
to get this publicity piece typed up
and out to the papers tonight, or it
wont make the Sunday editions.
He thought maybe Elsa—"

“Of course,” Elsa said,
many copies?”

“Five will be fine.”

She glanced at the scrawled yel-
low sheets that Walt handed her.
“Oh, it about the new section of
caves that Woody’s opening,” she
said. “It sounds so exciting.”

“The Hanging Gardens,” Walt
said proudly. “I named it.”

“Is it all ready?”

“Woody finished lighting it today.
And it’s really something—to de-
light and amaze!”

“I'm dying to see it,” Elsa said.
“l've heard Woody rave about that
cave for at least ten years, but hed
never let me see it. Too dangerous
to get into, he said.”

“Well,” Walt said, “you can walk
right into it now. That was a tricky
blasting job, enlarging the entrance
... Why don’t you do yourself a
favor and come down and see it
Mr. Powell?”

Elsa saw Robert Powell’s face
tighten, and she shot Walt a quick
look of warning. She was sure Walt
must have heard of the accident six

“How
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years ago, before the caves were
opened to the public, an accident
that almost cost Mr. Powell his life.
He had stumbled one day onto a
hidden entrance and ventured into
the darkness, exploring it alone. On
his way back a small avalanche
blocked his passage, trapping him
beneath the earth. It was a dreadful
six hours before he was located by
his cries for help, another horrify-
ing twelve hours before they could
dig him out.

When Woody, heading the rescue
party, finally brought him up, he
was half crazed with pain and
shock. It took months in hospitals
for him to recover, and he still
hadnt overcome his fear of the
caves. His injured left leg had
turned the proud sportsman into
an armchair athlete, and was a con-
stant reminder of his frightful expe-
rience.

Walt, ignoring her warning
glance, blustered blithely on. “I
know you had a bad time down
there once, Mr. Powell, but things
are different now. Nothing to be
afraid of any more. If youd just
pull yourself together and—well, 1
bet youd like it. 1 can imagine
what you went through, but—"

“You can, Walt, can you?” Rob-
ert Powell’s face flushed at the sub-
tle taunt in Walt’s voice. “Have you
ever gone through anything like
that?”

“Well, no,” Walt said uncomfort-
ably. “But 1—

“Then you couldnt possibly
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imagine what | went through.”

He was quiet a moment, then be-
gan to speak softly, as if by compul-
sion, as if he had to justify his fear
to Walt, to prove to Elsa that it was
not cowardice. He told them how
he had tried to quell the panic that
rose in him, to think clearly. He
had crawled slowly, carefully, in
what he hoped was the right direc-
tion, his hands stretched out before
him, groping. The second time his
fingers had found the same pecul-
iar, fan-shaped stone, he knew he
had been moving in a circle.

The space he had fallen into was
large and he was hopelessly lost. It
was only after interminable hours
of clawing his way round and
round in the hideous blackness that
he found the passage through
which he had come. Then, at the
moment when he saw a glimmer of
fading daylight, the rock slide had
imprisoned him.

There was death in Robert Pow-
ell’s low voice and, as Elsa listened,
the caverns no longer seemed the
place of beauty and wonder she had
always found them. They had be-
come menacing, waiting—having
waited millions of years—to trap
the newcomer to earth, man. One
mistake, one foolish risk by a mor-
tal, and he was punished for his in-
vasion from above.

There was a long silence when
he finished speaking; then he said,
“Do you still think I'm a panty-
waist, Walt?”

“No, wait,” Walt said. “l didnt
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mean that. I—Look, Mr. Powell. |
dont blame you for staying out of
that hole in the ground. I would,
too.”

The happy smile that had be-
come his habit in the past few
months was back again on Robert
Powell’s face. “Phoebe says | turn
pale at the sight of a cellar door.”
He turned toward his office. “Well,
I’ll look at this mail.”

“Say, Mr. Powell,” Walt said, “I
never did congratulate you on get-
ting married next month. | wish
you and Lola all the best.”

“Thank you, Walt!” The smile
threatened now to dislodge his ears.
"Thank you!”

The office door closed behind
him.

“Walt,” Elsa said, “l have some
letters to do for Mr. Powell, then
I’ll get at Woody’s publicity.”

"Want me to wait?”

"No, 1 take it to Woody on my
way home.”

"I’d appreciate that, Elsa. |1 got
things to do. So long.”

"So long, Walt.”

It took about fifteen minutes for
Elsa to type Mr. Powell’s dictated
letters. She started for the inner of-
fice to get his signature, opened the
door, and then stopped, looking at
Robert Powell in astonishment.

He was standing rigidly behind
his desk. One hand was replacing
the telephone, the other was a tight,
white fist pounding an agonized
rhythm on the green blotter. His
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face was contorted in a grimace of
angry misery.

Involuntarily, Elsa spoke his
name. Without looking at her, he
whispered harshly, “No. Net now,
Elsa. Go home.”

She quietly closed the door and
stood uncertainly in her office. It
was obvious he wanted no help
from her. She thought of finding
Nick, then realized he wasnt home.
He would still be at the country
club where he was working as golf
pro.

She wondered if his sister Vivian
were in, then rejected the idea of
alerting anyone about Mr. Powell.
He wouldnt welcome any offer of
help or advice. More likely he
would be furious with her med-
dling.

After a few minutes she managed
to compose herself and get to work
on Woody’s typing chore. She was
jumpy, and it took nearly an hour
to finish. She gathered together the
papers, got her purse from the desk
drawer, and went to the inner of-
fice door.

She knocked hesitantly. There
was no answer. Either Robert Pow-
ell had left his office by the other
door or he was ignoring her knock.
She turned away and went out of
the big house into the lovely July
evening.

She climbed into her elderly,
tired sedan, coasted down the long
graveled lane to the highway, and
drove half a mile to the newly
painted sign, large and bright, that
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pointed the way to the fabulous
Ryan Caverns, western Pennsyl-
vania’s scenic wonder. It an-
nounced that on next Monday the
caves would reopen to the public
with the unveiling of the Hanging
Gardens, a breath-taking new addi-
tion to the thrilling subterranean
tour. Growing competition from a
cavern across the mountain had in-
spired Woody Ryan to make this
addition.

The approach to the caves was a
climbing, half-mile private road. It
cut across a finger of the great Pow-
ell estate and snaked through the
now fallow Ryan farm, past the
ramshackle ~ farmhouse  where
Woody Ryan brought the lovely
Phoebe Powell as a bride ten years
ago, past the glittering structure of
stone and glass that he built for her
when his caves became a success.
The road glided across the crest of
the mountain and rolled down to
the huge log lodge that housed the
entrance to the caves. Woody’s
black convertible was the only car
in the two-acre packing lot when
Elsa pulled into it.

The lodge was empty. She
walked through the groups of leath-
er chairs and sofas, past the sou-
venir counter beside the gigantic
fieldstone fireplace, through the
ticket turnstile. She slipped into one
of the heavy jackets provided for
the unprepared visitor’s comfort in
the  fifty-two-degree year-round
coolness of the caverns. One of the
large elevators was locked, the oth-
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er was on the lower level. She used
the iron staircase that wound over
250 feet down into the earth.

She set out to locate Woody
Ryan, starting along one of the
paved walks that narrowed and
widened between the glistening
jumbled walls of limestone. In the
glow of the electric lights the colors
ranged the spectrum of the rain-
bow. Ryan Caverns were really a
scenic wonder; they were breath-
taking, they were all the adjectives
in all the ads, and Elsa never tired
of wandering through them.

She passed through the great fi-
ery-colored gallery known as Hell's
Grotto, and took a passage to her
left. Now she could hear the hum
of water and in a minute she
reached the underground waterfall,
and its hum became a roar.
Through the shimmering spray she
could see a tall familiar figure be-
yond the falls moving away from
her.

She called out,
wait!”

He didnt stop or turn, and she
called again as he disappeared into
one of the passages ahead of her.
Quickly she skirted the churning
pool into which the water cascaded
and started to hurry after him.
Then she stopped, realizing that
she could have been wrong, that it
probably hadnt been Nick.

Nick had never shared her en-
thusiasm for Woody’ caves. Hed
seen them; they were okay, they
were fine, he said, but he'd seen

“Nick! Nick,
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them. Woody had hired a number
of workmen to prepare the new
chamber for its opening; it was
probably one of them she had seen.

She moved on down the passage-
way, then took a branch tunnel to
the right which brought her out at
the Chamber of Gold on the main
guide route. She stopped and hesi-
tantly called, “Woody?”

As the sound bounced off the
high cavern walls, she walked rap-
idly up a side tunnel toward the
Dunce’s Cap. Then she heard the
clank of metal on metal and headed
toward the sound. She rounded a
bend and found Woody working—
no, playing was the word—with a
lighting effect at the Twin Witches.

Woody looked up as she ap-
proached, and a big friendly grin
widened on his face. He would
soon be forty, almost twice her age,
yet somehow she had always felt
that he was one of the gang.

“Hi,” he said. “Look, I*ve almost
got it. Wait a second.” He fiddled
with a small spotlight. “How’s your
mother and dad?”

“Fine. Theyre always asking
about you.”

"Haven seen them for a month
—hardly been in town at all. Tell
them Eve been so darned busy here
at the caves—there! That does itl”

He switched out ail the lights in
the passageway except the spot. Its
beam struck the overhang of rock
that was shaped like two witches’
faces in profile. Now, if you used
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just a little imagination, there was
another witch.

“Woody! How wonderful!”

“The Three Witches. You know.
Shakespeare.”

“Macbeth, wasnt it? Congratula-
tions.”

“Thanks. Kind of like it myself.”
He saw the sheaf of papers in her
hand. “Those mine, Elsa? Remind
me to do something nice for you
some day.”

“How about right now?”

“Name it.”

“Let me look at the new room.”

“The Hanging Gardens? It’s not
quite ready yet. Why dont you wait
for the grand opening?”

“Walt said it was— Oh, please,
Woody!”

“There are still a few things |
want to do in there.”

“All right! Forget | asked you.
I’m going to sneak in.”

She went down the long passage,
past the Dunce’s Cap, back into the
Chamber of Gold. There she turned
left, went through a smaller cavern
named the Little Temple, and then
on to the Hanging Gardens. She
stood in its newly blasted entrance,
staring at the room in delight.

The chamber was about as long
as a freight car, three times as high,
four times as wide. Its four walls
were golden cascades of flowstone,
its ceiling an arch of countless tiny
stalactites, building at the approxi-
mate pace of a cubic inch a century.
Few men would ever live long
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enough to discern any difference in
them.

The colors of the room were pre-
dominantly gold and bronze, but
there were splashes of ivory, soft
old rose, shining icy blue. It was a
fairyland, completely enchanting.

Then she saw the feature of the
room, the Sailfish, and moved to
the center of the chamber to stand
before it. From the floor there
bulged a rounded rectangle of rock
and on it nature had painted a huge
fish in silver-blue. From its back she
had miraculously sculpted its sail
fin, perfectly fluted and silver-
touched. It took no imagination at
all to see it as a sailfish.

She stepped closer to it, reached
out her hand to touch its smooth
coldness, and she saw the still,
twisted legs that protruded from
behind the rock. She forced herself
to move around the rock, forced
her eyes to move from the sprawled
legs up to the blood-streaked, life-
less face.

Robert Powell had been brutally,
savagely beaten to death. She
screamed as she ran from the cham-
ber . ..

Elsa closed the door of Woody’s
office, leaving Chief of Police Han-
ey alone. It had been a harrowing
half hour, answering his seemingly
endless questions.

She walked slowly down the cor-
ridor. When she reached the place
where she could see into the main
room of the lodge, she stopped, not
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wanting to go on, dreading to face
the five persons whom murder had
brought together.

There was Nick, his buoyant at-
tractiveness blurred by the tense-
ness, the haggardness of him. There
were Nicks two sisters—Phoebe,
looking more ravaged because hers
was a softer, warmer beauty. Viv-
ian’s features were sharp; the trag-
edy had wrought less change in her
habitually brooding, restive face.
There was Woody, whose shock
and incredulity had given way now
to sorrow. Then, sitting apart from
the family group, staring at them in
helpless commiseration, was Walt
Carr.

Elsa heard a footstep behind her.
Wes Gelb, a young town policeman,
leaned against the wall beside her.
In a low voice he said, “You know
you’re looking at the murderer,
Fisa ”

“Oh, Wes, no!”

“Sure; it’s one of them—Nick or
Vivian Powell, Phoebe or Woody
Ryan. They get the Powell money
now, dont they?”

“And you think one of them
would have killed to get it? Oh,
Wes!”

“All right. If Lola Kramer had
married old Powell she would have
got the money, wouldn’t she?”

“Wes, | don’t want to talk about
It.”

"She would have got most of it,
you can bet on that! You know
Lola. Why else would she marry
him? A man more than twice her
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age. And he gets murdered a month
before the wedding, before Lola can
get her hands on all that dough.
Rut now, with him dead, the cou-
sins are the only heirs.”

Elsa turned her back on him,
took a step away, but Wes moved
beside her again.

“No alibis, not one. Any one of
them could have killed him. Vivian
says she was out walking—alone.
Phoebe was at home, she says, but
there’s no one to prove it,”

“l know, Wes,” Elsa said wearily.

“We found the weapon—a two-
foot length of pipe. Any of them
could have used it. This was a real,
cool customer. Not a fingerprint,
the thing all wiped clean except for
some blood. Sorry, Elsa. But this is
murder and—"

She walked away from the police-
man. She'd always known Wes
Gelb as a pleasant young man
whose main concern was traffic reg-
ulations, and Chief of Police Haney
as the jovial guardian of a quiet,
friendly village. A murder changed
them, Elsa thought, just as it
changed the rest of those in this
room.

Chief Haney had been grim, re-
lentless in his questioning of her.
He made her realize her impor-
tance, her responsibility. She had
been the last person known to see
Robert Powell alive; and it was she
who had discovered his bludgeoned
body.

All the questions seemed pointed
to one answer: Why had Robert
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Powell gone down into the caves?
What made him overcome his psy-
chopathic fear of the caves which
years before had almost taken his
life?

Elsa had told Haney how happy,
even gay, Mr. Powell had been all
morning, all afternoon until the
phone call. Even telling Walt Carr
and her of his dreadful accident
hadn’t spoiled his good humor for
long. He had even joked about it
later. But after the phone call—
She described how she found him
at his desk, stricken, anguished,
just putting down the telephone.

Elaney had asked, “Youve no
idea who he was talking to?”

“None at all.”

“You’re his secretary, Elsa.
Wouldnt you have answered—?
Oh, | see. He must have made the
call.”

“Yes. There’s no switchboard,
only an extension.”

“He called someone,” Haney
said, “who told him something that
upset him, that made him go into
the caves. He didn't tell you where
he was going?”

“No, | didn even see him leave.
He must have gone out the French
doors in his office to the garage. |
suppose he did drive—"

“Yes, we found his car in the
small parking lot behind the lodge.”

“That’s why | didnt see it when
I got here.”

“Elsa, who could he have possi-
bly called?”

“l dont know. Usually he asked

MURDER UNDERGROUND

me to get a number for him, but
this time—"

“All right.” Then Haney had left
her alone in the office. When he
came back he said, “Both Woody
and Phoebe say he didnt phone
them. It might have been Lola
Kramer. I’ve sent for her.”

Then more questions about EI-
sa’s arrival at the caves, her talk
with Woody Ryan, her discovery
of the body in the Hanging Gar-
dens.

“You didn’t see anyone else down
there, Elsa? Only Woody Ryan?”

“Yes, |—there was another per-
son, a man. He was by the falls
when | saw him, before | found
Woody.”

“Recognize him?”

“l— only caught a glimpse of
him through the falls. It might have
been one of the workmen.” She
rubbed her hands across her eyes.
“Mr. Haney, | dont know any
more. |ve told you everything |
can.”

He had dismissed her from the
office and asked her to wait with
the others in the lodge.

Now Wes Gelb’s callousness
seemed more than she could bear.
She didn’t join the group at the far
end of the lodge. Instead, she sank
quietly into a chair by the cold fire-
place. She closed her eyes, pressing
her hands against the throbbing in
her temples. She was grateful that
no one, not even Nick, came to her.

She heard a car pull to a stop be-
fore the lodge. Then a policeman



MURDER UNDERGROUND

was holding open the door, and
Lola Kramer walked past him into
the room. He motioned her toward
the office, but Lola ignored him.
She stood looking at the group
across the room, at Phoebe and
Woody, at Nick and Vivian.

Elsa felt a tremor of revulsion at
the sight of the pretty, voluptuous
young woman. Lola’s full, bright-
red lips were pressed in the pout of
a greedy, spoiled child suddenly de-
prived of what it wanted most. She
wasn’t mourning the death of Rob-
ert Powell; she was resenting it.

Woody and Nick rose from their
chairs, but it was Phoebe who
spoke. “Lola, we’ve been thinking
about you.”

“Yes?” There was a challenge in
her husky voice. “Not one of you
thought enough about me to come
and tell me what had happened.”

Vivian said sharply, “We had to
stay here, Lola. The police—"

Lola interrupted her. “But you've
been thinking about me. Thinking
what?”

“Lola,” Phoebe said, “please don't
— It’s been dreadful for all of us.”

Lola said, “I know what you've
been thinking! And it hasnt been
dreadful for you.”

“Now, Lola,” Woody said.

“You, too, Woody,” Lola said vi-
ciously. “You hated my engage-
ment to Bob just as much as those
three! And why? You’re a local boy
who made good, arent you? You
married one of the fancy Powells.”

“There you are!” The shrillness
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of Vivian’s voice silenced Lola. She
was speaking to Nick, but she made
very sure that Lola heard. “There’s
your ‘good kid at heart,” Nick.
There’s the wife who would make a
human being out of Bob! Dont
you see now how cheap she is, how
heartless and—?”

Lolas lip curled in a scornful
smile. “Is that why you didn’t want
me to marry Bob, Vivian? Because
I’'m cheap and heartless? | don* re-
member you thinking that when |
ran around with Nick. I was good
enough for your brother. But when
it was Bob and me—then, suddenly,
I'm cheap and heartless! Why, Viv-
ian? It couldn't be because, if I mar-
ried Bob, I'd be moving in on
money you considered yours, could
it?”

“How dare you talk about mon-
ey,” Vivian said chokingly, “at a
time like this, you—"

“You dont care anything about
money, Vivian?” The sarcasm al-
most foamed from Lola’s mouth.
“You’ve been living the life you
have—a housekeeper for Bob—be-
cause youre so fond of him? You
didnt mind getting what amount-
ed to a salary—no, an allowance,
from him? Stop it, Vivian! You've
only been staying with him in that
big ugly house on top of that lonely
mountain because some day there’d
be money for you. If you were a
real, good girl, thered be lots of
money.”

“Lola!” Phoebe’s voice rose an-
grily in defense of her sister. “You
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dont know Vivian; you don't
know any of us well enough to talk
like this!”

“No ? No, Phoebe ? | know more
than you think. Bob didn’t have any
secrets from me. So don't try to be
so high and mighty. Dont pretend
that money didn’t mean anything
to you. I know different. 1 know
how much you want to get your
hands on some of it, and right
away! You Powell girls, you won-
derful, wonderful Powell girls!
Think you’re above anything so
low-down dirty as money, but I
know better.”

“Lola,” Nick
“please.”

“Okay, Nick, I'll shut up.” But
the echo of her bitter tirade still
rang in the silence of the big room.
She looked slowly around the cir-
cle of shocked, hostile faces and for
a moment there was fright in her
eyes. Then her chin lifted defiantly.
“I"ll shut up. Just dont any of you
overdo the grief act. | know how
you felt—all of you except Nick.
You’d rather have Bob dead than
married to me—or anyone.”

Walt Carr moved over toward
Lola, stepped between her and the
others. He said, “Lola, baby, Mr.
Haney wants to see you. That’s why
you’re here. Remember?”

“What does he want me for?”

“I11 tell you,” Haney said. He
walked by Elsa from out of the cor-
ridor. She had no idea how long
he’d been standing there, listening.

said urgently,
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“Lola,” he said, “did Mr. Powell
telephone you this afternoon?”

“No. | talked to him before lunch,
that’s all.”

“You're still working at the Dress
Box?”

“Yes, tomorrow was to be my last
day.” Her face darkened; there was
that childish anger in it again. “I
guess | won’t be quitting, after all.”

She half turned back to the Pow-
ells, and Haney spoke quickly,
“Were you at the Dress Box all after-
noon? Could he have called and
you not know about it? He made a
call around four oclock.”

“He might have; | dont know. I
knocked off early, a little before
four.”

“What did you do?”

“l took a ride. In my new car.”

She hurled the last words at the
Powells, as if serving notice that
this was one thing they couldn’t
take away from her—the sleek con-
vertible that her fiance had given
her. The town gossips had been
chattering for days about it.

Haney said, “Were you alone?”

“Yes. Say, what are you doing to
me? Seeing if | have an alibi? Me?”

“Alibis,” Haney said gently, “are
very nice things for everybody to
have at a time like this. All right,
folks, that’s it for now. Stay close to
home, all of you.”

Twenty minutes later Elsa final-
ly got a chance to be alone with
Nick. Except for two police squad
cars, theirs were the only two left in
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the vast parking lot. Nick closed
the door of her car and stood beside
it, looking through the window.

“l wish | could take you home,
Elsa, but Vivian— can't leave her
alone in that big house. She’ ex-
pecting me to follow her.”

“That’s all right, Nick—" She
stopped, uncertain of what to say.

“What is it, Elsa?”

She said hesitantly, “Nick, |1
thought— Were you in the caves to-
day? Before—before it happened, |
mean.”

“Why, Elsa?”

“I thought | saw you by the falls
when | was looking for Woody. |
called, but you didnt answer.”

“l didn’t hear you, Elsa. Probably
the roar of the falls—"

“Then it was you, Nick? You
were down there?”

He nodded. “Yes. For a little
while.”

“But, Nick, why? You hardly
ever go down in the caves. Why to-
day, of all days?”

He smiled ruefully. “Woody™d
been talking so much about the new
room | thought 1d take a look at
it. | just happened to pick today to
go there, that’sall.”

“But, Nick, the new room—
That’s where he was. Didnt you see
him there?”

“l didn't even get to the new
room, Elsa. I got lost and wandered
around for a while, then gave up
and went home. | didn’t see Bab, or
anybody, except one of the electri-
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cians who was working down
there.”

“Did the electrician see you ?”

“Yes. Why, Elsa?”

“Wont he tell Mr. Haney you
were there, Nick ? Shouldn’t you tell
him before—"

“But | have told Haney— told
him right away.” He looked down
at her in surprise. “Elsa, is that
what’s troubling you? You didn't
tell Haney you saw me because you
were afraid 1 might have— Look,
stop worrying. | didnt see Bob, and
| had no idea he was down there.”

“l believe you, Nick. And I didn’t
tell because | wasn’t positive it was
you. | didnt want to involve you.”

“Elsa.” He reached through the
window, pulled her close to him,
and held her briefly. “I'm not in-
volved. But thanks for worrying
about me. Feel better now?”

“Yes, Nick. You'd better go after
Vivian.”

“All right, Elsa. Good night.”

She drove away as Nick climbed
into his car. She dreaded going
home. Her mother and father
would be waiting for her, waiting
with sympathy and understanding,
but with a hundred inevitable ques-
tions.

She drove slowly down the
mountain and into the town, re-
minding herself constantly that
Nick was in no more trouble than
his two sisters. All three of them
had conceivable motives, if you
thought about it. She parked in
front of her house, then walked
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across the freshly sprinkled lawn to
the trim little white house.

The next morning, after some
hesitation, and against the will of
her mother, she set out for the
Powell mansion. It was possible she
could help; there would be phone
calls, telegrams, other details that
she could handle for Vivian and
Nick. She backed her car out of the
drive and was on her way.

The town was quiet. There was
a subdued air about the people as
they talked somberly to one another
on the streets. Mottsville would
miss Robert Powell. There had
been a time, long ago, when the
townspeople resented the invasion
of the Powells, when old Mr.
Powell had bought up hundreds of
acres of their mountain land for his
family playground.

But over the years the Powells
had endeared themselves to the
villagers. It was Phoebe’s marriage
to a favorite native son, Woody
Ryan, that made Mottsville com-
pletely accept the whole family as
one of them. Since this event they
spoke of the Powells with posses-
sive pride, pointed out the great
mountain house as a local land-
mark.

Elsa could remember Robert
Powell before his accident, the
times she had seen him play and,
seemingly, always win the golf and
tennis tourneys at the Country
Club. He had been a vivid, if some-
what arrogant, figure until his har-
rowing accident in the Ryan Cav-
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erns. After that, his robust health
ruined, he had lived a quiet, retir-
ing life.

He converted a part of the great
mansion into an office and until
Lola burst into his life, had devoted
himself entirely to the management
of the family fortune. Old Mr.
Powell, his father, had stripped the
countryside of its coal and timber,
but the Powell fortune still remain-
ed, and under Robert’s direction
grew even larger.

Elsa sped past one of the big
gaudy signs extolling the wonders
of Woody’s caves. How ironic,
she thought, that the place where
Powell had once so narrowly es-
caped death and where, finally, he
had met it, should prove to be the
caverns whose success he had made
possible. Without his help, Woody
could never have turned them into
the rich commercial venture that
they were.

The building of the new Dixie
Highway five years ago had
brought a flood of tourists through
this part of the country. It had been
that fact which made Woody realize
the commercial possibilities of the
caves on his farm. But the fulfill-
ment of his dream would have been
impossible without Robert’s help.

A generation ago, when Robert™
father bought up the mountainous
land, Woody* father had refused
to part with his homestead. A feud
of sorts developed, but it was
known that old Mr. Powell had
had .a grudging respect for old Mr.
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Ryan’ love of his land, now sur-
rounded by the great Powell estate.

In order to open the caves to the
public, Woody had to build a road
from the new highway across a
corner of the Powell land. In spite
of his own feelings about the caves,
Robert Powell had cooperated in
every way to help Phoebe’s husband
achieve this financial success. And
now, hating and fearing the caves
as he did, something had made him
go down into them one more time
—to be murdered there.

As Elsa parked in the estate’s
wide garage, she noticed Nick’s car
was gone. She walked around to
the front of the house. An old gar-
dener, poking aimlessly at a flower-
bed, shook his head sadly at Elsa,
saying nothing, needing to say
nothing. Elsa knew how he felt; he
had first worked for Robert
Powell’s father.

Phoebe’s bright-red coupe stood
before the veranda steps and, be-
hind it, a black police car.

Elsa was crossing the foyer to-
ward her office in the business wing
when she heard her name called.
She turned, saw Chief of Police
Haney beckoning to her from the
living room. She found Phoebe
there, and Vivian.

Phoebe had withstood the ordeal
of the past sixteen hours more suc-
cessfully than her sister. She looked
tired, spent, but she was composed.
Vivian’s thin face was lined and
haggard, her hands trembled; all
resemblance to her more beautiful,
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glamorous sister had been obliter-
ated, and Elsa was shocked by the
sight of her.

Haney said, “Elsa, | wanted to
ask you about the mail delivery
here, the afternoon mail. What time
does it come?”

“Why, usually between three and
four.”

“And yesterday it came at that
time?”

“Yes, Walt brought it in yester-
day. He’d met the postman on the
road. He gave it directly to Mr.
Powell.”

“l see. And he took it into his
office to read?”

“Yes.”

“And the next time you saw him
he seemed upset ?”

“Yes, he was just hanging up the
phone and—"

“The phone, yes. We e been able
to track down that call he made. It
was to Lola Kramer.”

“Then she lied, didnt she?” Viv-
ian said vindictively. “It was some-
thing Lola said to him that upset
him so, that sent him down to the
caves.”

“No, she didnt lie,” Haney said.
“Lola didnt get the call; shed al-
ready left the store. One of the girls
at the dress shop answered the
phone . .. Mrs. Ryan,” he said,
turning to Phoebe, “l want to talk
to both of you about Lola Kramer.”

“Lola Kramer is a town girl, Mr.
Haney,” Phoebe said. “1’'m sure you
know quite as much about her as
Vivianand I.”
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“You know more about her rela-
tionship with your cousin than I do.
How long had they known each
other?”

“Several months. They met last
winter.”

“How did they meet ?”

“How ? Why, through Nick, I
suppose. Isn't that right, Vivian?”

“Yes,” Vivian said shortly. “Yes,
Nick introduced them.”

“And your cousin became inter-
ested in Lola right away ?”

“Probably. But none of us real-
ized it for some time.” Vivian’s pale
lips tightened. “Suddenly it seemed
Bob was giving me a present from
the Dress Box almost every other
day. It took me a while to realize
that the inspiration for his gener-
osity was one of the salesgirls there.
For weeks he acted like a college
boy smitten by a chorus girl. It
seems the whole town was talking
before he finally screwed up enough
courage to tell his own family he
was going to marry Lola Kramer.”

“How did Nick take it?”

“He was shocked at first, of
course. We all were.”

“Wasnt he more than shocked?
Angry, maybe? After all, Nick and
Lola-”

“No!” Phoebe said. “Lola never
meant anything to Nick! They had
fun together, that’ all. You know
that chasing Lola Kramer is almost
a town game for the boys.” Phoebe
smiled faintly. “And Nick had a
strong sense of competition. But
when he saw that Bob was serious
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about Lola, he gave her up com-
pletely.”

“Somebody,” Haney said, “doesn’t
agree with you, Mrs. Ryan. Some-
body thinks that Nick and Lola
were still pretty much interested in
each other.”

“Who?” Phoebe demanded.

“A letter writer,” Haney said. “A
letter writer with a poison pen. We
have one or two of those snakes in
town.”

He drew a crumpled piece of
white paper from his pocket and
gingerly, holding it at the very
edges, flattened it out on the desk.
“We found this on the floor of Mr.
Powell’s car . .. No, dont touch
it. We’ll have it tested for finger-
prints. But, you see, it wasnt the
phone call that knocked Mr. Powell
for a loop. It was this letter.”

Elsa moved to the desk and her
eyes widened in angry disbelief as
she read the typewritten words:
“Dear Mr. Powell :

Are you so old and feeble-minded
you believe that Lola Kramer
would marry you for anything but
your money? Haven't you realized
that she and Nick Powell are as
crazy about each other as they ever
were? If you dont believe me, you
might go to the Ryan Caverns this
afternoon around five o’clock—
where your dear cousin and your
fine fiancee are in the habit of meet-
ing.”
gElsa said chokingly, “Mr. Haney,
you don’t—you don* believe that—
you cant! It’s a lie, a dreadful lie!™
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“Of course it’s a lie!” Phoebe had
come to stand close beside Elsa; her
arm was comforting around her
shoulders. “A  nasty anonymous
letter! No one in his right mind
would believe it!”

“l don’t know,” Haney said slow-
ly. “Perhaps I'll know better after
Pve talked to Nick, and to Lola. But
at the moment | know someone was
sure enough that Lola and Nick
were meeting in the caves to write
this letter. And Bob Powell at least
believed it enough to phone Lola,
to try to check on her. And when
he found she wasnt at the store,
he went to the caves.”

“No,” Phoebe said. “You know
how Bob hated those caves. Noth-
ing as ridiculous as that vile letter
could have driven him there.”

“You mean he wouldn't have be-
lieved the letter? He wasnt jealous
of Lola?”

“Yes, he was jealous,” Phoebe
said reluctantly. “l have to admit
that. Bob was a terribly possessive
person. But he trusted Nick. He
never would have believed this of
Nick.”

Haney turned to Vivian. “What
do you say about that, Miss
Powell?”

“1—
course.”

The policeman regarded her for
a moment, then sighed. “It’s natural
for you to want to protect your
brother, but—"

“Protect him!” Phoebe cried.
"But we’re telling you the truth!”

agree with Phoebe, of
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“You may think you are, Mrs.
Ryan. Perhaps you dont know the
truth. But your sister does, and she
isnt telling it. Miss Powell, one of
your servants overheard a quarrel
between Bob Powell and Nick.
You were present. The quarrel was
about Lola. The servant only knows
that much. Will you tell me more?
Or shall I use my imagination?”

Vivian looked to her sister for
help. “Phoebe—"

“The truth,” Phoebe said tone-
lessly. “Tell it—whatever it is.”

“Yes, they—they did quarrel, Bob
and Nick. Lola was spending a
good deal of time at the Country
Club, swimming mostly. She and
Nick were together a lot. | imagine
Lola still found Nick more exhila-
rating than Bob, though not so
financially stimulating. Anyway,
Bob heard about it, and he was furi-
ous. He didnt believe that Nick’s
interest in Lola was just friendly;
he tried to make Nick promise to
stay away from her. Nick got angry;
he refused to be dictated to. There
was quite a battle.”

“And then,” Haney said, “on top
of that, this note came. | think per-
haps it was just enough to send Bob
Powell down into the caves. If he
found Nick there with Lola, if
there was a quarrel, another battle
—Nick’s young and hot-tempered
and strong. He might have—"

“No!” Phoebe said. “No, itsall a
lie! Bob didnt find them together;
they weren there!”

“Nick was there,” Haney said.
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“He’s admitted that. | dont know
about Lola Kramer—not yet.”

He started for the door, hesitated,
then turned back to Phoebe. “Mrs.
Ryan, | might as well get this over
with now.”

“Yes?”

“Last night Lola Kramer made a
remark to you that puzzled me. She
implied that you were anxious to
get hold of some money—very anx-
ious.”

“Yes,” Phoebe said. “I
think you’d miss that.”

“What did she mean, Mrs. Ryan ?
Woody may not be really wealthy
yet, but those caves of his are on
the way to making him just that.
Why do you need money ?”

“She doesnt,” Vivian said. “Cer-
tainly you dont believe every word
that Lola—"

“Dont, Vivian,” Phoebe said. “I
think Mr. Haney already knows
the answer. Dont you, Mr.
Haney?”

“I'm afraid | do, Mrs. Ryan. |
talked to Lola last night. Rab
Powell told her about you and
Woody. She knew that you wanted
to leave him.”

“Phoebe!” Elsa said. “No, that
isn’t true! Why, you and Woody—"

“Yes,” Phoebe said quietly, “it is
true. Fve wanted to leave Woody
for along time now.”

“But your cousin didn’t approve,
did he?” Haney said. “You wanted
him to stake you, finance you, if
you divorced Woody. He refused,
didnt he?”

didn’t
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“Yes. He refused to help me.”

Haney nodded. “l can imagine
how Bob Powell would have felt
about any scandal. And | know
how much he always thought of
Woody. Did he go so far, Mrs.
Ryan, as to threaten to disinherit
you if you left Woody ?”

“Lola told you that, too, didn't
she? Yes, she’sright. He did go that
far. He begged me to stay with
Woody and |I— said 1'd think it
over. And | did think it over—"’

“But now,” Haney said flatly,
“you’re free to leave him, you can
afford it now. The murder ar-
ranged that for you. The money’s
yours without asking.”

Vivian stepped forward and said
angrily, “Youve accused Nick of
murder—and now Phoebe.”

“I'm not enjoying it, Miss
Powell,” Haney said sharply. “Tell
Nick I want to see him.” Abruptly
he turned and left the room.

Elsa heard the front door slam.
She looked at Phoebe, at the lovely,
gracious woman she had always
thought so happy, so content, and
she said, “Phoebe, it isnt true, it
cant be! You and Woody have al-
ways been—"

“l know, Elsa. You're like all the
rest. Phoebe and Woody, the mar-
riage made in heaven. Well, it hasnt
been exacdy that. I’'m not sure what
went wrong with us. Maybe those
first years when we had so little,
when we struggled and scrimped
and saved, when Woody wanted so
frantically to be as rich and impor-



MURDER UNDERGROUND

tant as Bob—maybe those years
were too much for both of us. Any-
way, there was nothing good left in
our marriage. There hasn’t been for
a long time. 1 tried to show Bob
that.”

“Phoebe, I'm sorry.”

She smiled bitterly. “Bob was
sorry, too—about my unhappiness.
But everybody, including Mr.
Haney, knows how he felt about
Woody, how fond and proud of
him he was. He thought | was out
of my mind to want to leave him.
He wouldn help me. And because
I'm like Vivian Ive stayed with
Woody. Money means as much to
me as it does to her.”

“Phoebe, how can you!” There
was acid in Vivians tone. “You
sound like Lola Kramer, you—"

Phoebe smiled ruefully at her
sister. “Not quite, | hope, dear. But
Lola’s right about both of us. We
cant bear to face a life without
money, without luxuries.”

“You did once, Phoebe—when
you married Woody. But me—yes,
| guess youre right about me. If
only I'd had the courage to leave
this house, if only | hadnt let Bob
run my life for me!”

“Dont be too hard on Bob. He
didnt realize—"

“Yes, he did. But he was so afraid
of being left alone here that he dis-
couraged every young man who
was ever interested in me. He drove
them all away. And then to take up
with that girl—Lola, Lola Kramer
of all people! He dared disapprove

145

of my beaux and then wanted to
marry a thing like her.”

“It’s over now, Vivian,” Phoebe
said.

“No. Mr. Haney’s wondering
now which of us killed Bob. All
three of us are being suspected of
murder. And Nick—what will this
do to Nick?”

“He’ll be all right,” Phoebe said.
She was looking at Elsa. “You
mustnt believe those things about
Nick and Lola, Elsa.”

“l don’t!” Elsa said fiercely. “I
know they’re not true.”

Vivian covered her face with her
hands. “Where is Nick? I've got to
see him. I've got to talk to him be-
fore Haney does!”

“He didn*t tell you where he was
going ?” Phoebe asked.

“No, he just went out for a drive.
He didnt sleep at all last night
and—"

Elsa said, “He might have gone
up to Lookout Rock—he often
does.”

“Yes!” Vivian said eagerly. “I’ll
drive up there and find him.”

“No, Vivian.” Phoebe’ hands
were on her sister’s shoulders.
“You’re going to lie down—you
need some rest. Elsa will go, won’t
you?”

“Yes,” Elsa said. “Right away.”

Phoebe was leading Vivian up
the broad staircase to her room
when Elsa left the house. She drove
down to the highway and turned
off at the road to the caverns, a short
cut to Lookout Rock—if her old
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car could climb the last rough, steep
mile of dirt road. The car’s noisy
motor pounded out a rhythm as it
chugged along. Nick and Lola—
Nick and Lola—Nick and . . .

“No,” she thought, trying to
thrust it from her mind, “no, Phoe-
be’sright; itisnt true. It’s a mistake,
a lie. Nick will explain it. He’ll be
able to explain it all.”

Then she saw his car parked in
the paved turnabout in front of the
Ryan house. She jerked her ear into
the drive, swerved to a stop. She
ran across the flagstoned terrace,
pounded the brass knocker until
the maid opened the door for her.

The maid shook her head.
“There’s no one at home now, Miss
Logan. Mrs. Ryan went over to her
sister’s, and Mr. Ryan’s out, too.”

“But isnt Nick here? His car’s
out there.”

“Yes, he was here a little while
ago. | think he went to look for Mr.
Ryan.”

“Is Mr. Ryan over at the caves?”

“l don’t know, ma’am. He might
be, seems like he always is.”

She left her car at the Ryan house
and raced across the lawn to the
caverns. The big lodge was empty,
and she looked hastily into Woody’s
office, then in the smaller room
where his secretary worked. One of
the elevators was up, the other
down. Slowly she dropped down
into the caverns.

There was no one in sight when
she stepped out of the elevator, but
the lights were burning in each of
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the three wings that stretched out
from the portal where she stood.
She called out for Woody, for Nick.
She heard no answer, but the acous-
tical tricks the caverns played made
it possible that someone might be
within fifty feet of her and still not
hear her call.

She started down the central pas-
sage that led to the new Hanging
Gardens. She was in the deepest
part of the caverns, approaching the
long slender finger of gently mov-
ing water that Woody called the
Lake of the Moon. He had con-
trived lighting effects that pro-
duced spectacular reflections of the
overhanging rock formations in
the shallow water—the Sunken
City, the Pirate’s Shipwreck, the
Ocean Volcano. She hurried past
it, not stopping this time to admire
it, and came to the entrance of the
Chainber of Gold.

This, actually, was a widening of
the passage into a chamber, parti-
tioned by walls of rocks into a maze,
a catacomb. There were jagged
openings,  windows,  portholes,
arches in the walls. In many places
the glistening flowstone gave the
impression of golden altars. Now
the chamber divided itself into two
passageways, and she took the one
to the left.

She went past the stalagmite that
was called the Dunce’s Cap and
started down the aisle. She found
herself hurrying, anxious to find
someone, to be with someone. It
was so still, so very lonely down
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here inside the earth. She had never
felt that way about the caves before,
but now, after last night—she walk-
ed faster, almost running.

She had gone a good 75 yards
toward the Three Witches when
she heard the sound of footsteps
ahead of her—perhaps, she thought,
around the next twist of the pas-
sage. She moved ahead quickly and
in a moment had rounded the turn.
The passage before her was empty.

“Woody!” she called. “Woody—
Nick!”

There was no answer. She took
a breath to call out again, and it
exploded in a gasp. The lights in
the caves suddenly blackened out
and the passage plunged into total,
incredible darkness.

She stood a moment, trying to
calm herself, knowing that the
lights would come back on immedi-
ately. Groping her way to a wall,
she put her hand on its comfortless,
damp coldness, and waited. She
called out, and the echo of her voice
bounced back at her so quickly that
it frightened her.

She called again, but there was
still no answer but the echo of her
own voice. She stood very still, lis-
tening. There was nothing in the
caves but the ghostly, primeval
silence.

Involuntarily, though she knew
she should remain where she was
until the lights came on, she turned
and started blindly back toward the
entrance to the Chamber of Gold.
She kept one hand on the wall, the

147

other stretched out before her, mov-
ing cautiously, but still she stum-
bled and fell. She got to her feet and
went on, even more slowly now,
anxiously waiting for her hand to
touch the Dunce’s Cap and tell her
where she was.

She called out again for Woody,
for Nick, but her voice was the only
sound in the blackness.

A cold fear began to rise inside
her. She should have reached the
Dunce’s Cap by now; she should
be almost back to the Chamber of
Gold. With both hands she reached
out about her, touching each out-
cropping of rock, hoping its identity
would establish her position. There
was nothing familiar to her, no
rock, or stone, or jutting wall, and
the thought lurking in her mind
grew until she must accept it as
more than a possibility.

Somehow she had stumbled into
a section of the caves that were not
open to the public, a place not yet
wired for lighting, not yet explored.
Perhaps she had blundered into a
tributary that not even Woody
Ryan knew about.

Her foot missed a step and she
plunged headlong to the floor. She
heard a clatter as her things spilled
from her shoulder bag, and she
groped wildly about, finding a
comb, a pen, a lipstick, and stuffed
them back into her purse.

She knew then that panic had
taken hold of her. She forced her-
self to stop scrabbling in the black-
ness; she fought to regain her con-
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trol. She had lost touch with the
wall; first, she knew, she must make
contact again with a wall. She mov-
ed along on her hands and knees,
finding nothing but space.

She got to her feet and moved
forward again, both hands out-
stretched, feet shuffling to make sure
her next step would not send her
hurding down into nothingness.
Her knee bumped against a stone.
She stooped and felt a jutting blade
of rock, caressed it with her hands.
It was delicate, distinctive—a fan of
stone, a lady’s fan, opened for use.

With a little cry she jerked back
from it. She knew now where she
was. The fan-shaped formation
must be the same one that Robert
Powell had come upon; the cham-
ber was the one he had discovered—
and his flight from it had almost
caused his death.

She knew now that the fear she
had been fighting was justified; she
had blundered into an unexplored
section of the caverns. No one could
ever find her in this chamber; no
one but Robert Powell had ever
been in it before. The passage he
had used was blocked now, its en-
trance sealed. She had only one
chance, she knew—to find her way
back, miraculously, as she had
come.

She forced the fear from her
mind, made herself inch forward
into the awful emptiness. But slow-
ly the fear seeped back into her. Her
slow walk became a running stum-
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ble; she was sobbing, and she knew
that she had again lost control.

She staggered on, and when she
touched stone wall she made no at-
tempt to be logical, to even consider
which direction to take. She only
knew she had moved from one
chamber into another; now she was
in a passageway.

Her hand touched a smooth,
rounded rock as she passed it. She
stopped and turned back again to
it, clasped it feverishly with both
hands. Her fingers felt the droll
outline of the Dunce’s Cap, and her
relief exploded in a cry. She knew
now where she was. The impossi-
ble had happened.

Somehow she had found her way
back into the developed part of the
caves, into the Chamber of Gold.
Now she could find her way, even
in the blackness, back to the cavern’s
portal and up to the lodge above it.

She was still sobbing hysterically
as she ran across the lawn to the
Ryan house. She saw Nick step
from behind his car and stop short
at the sight of her. Then he was
running toward her; his arms were
tight around her.

“Elsa, what is it? What’s hap-
pened?”

She couldnt speak; she sagged
against Nick. He picked her up,
and in a minute she was lying on
a sofa in the Ryans’ living room.
Woody was at her side with a jigger
of brandy.

After a few moments she sat up.
She said, “I'm all right now.”
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“Have a little more brandy,”
Woody said.

“No, I'm all right now.”

Nick said, “What
Elsa?”

“l went down into the caves,
looking for you and Woody, and |
—l got lost.”

“Lost?” Woody looked at her in
worried surprise.  “You, Elsa?
How?”

“The lights went out and 1
got panicky. I know | should have
stayed where | was, but | was so
sure | could find my way back to
the portal.”

“Wait a minute,” Woody said.
“The lights went out? Why ?”

“l dont know. I thought I heard
someone, and | called out, but no
one answered. Then, right away,
the lights went off. Maybe someone
turned them off, or maybe a fuse
blew. | didnt stop to think about it
then, I -~

Nick spoke, interrupting her.
“What about the lights down there,
Woody? Is it possible that a fuse
could just blow?”

“It’s possible, but | doubt it. The
wiring, the whole system’s just
been overhauled for the reopening.”
Woody strode to the picture win-
dow across the room, stood looking
through it toward his caves. “Some-
one must have turned those lights
out. But why anyone should have
done it, or who could have done
it—"

“Who’s
Woody?”

happened,

down there now,
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“That’sjust it. No one’s supposed
to be. The police sent the workmen
home when they came this morn-
ing.

“Walt?”

Woody shook his head. “l dont
think so. | sent him into the village
this morning to do some errands
for me.” He turned abruptly and
started for the doorway. “I’ll take a
look in the caves.” They heard his
footsteps cross the terrace.

Nick said, “I'd better go with
him, Elsa.”

“No, Nick, wait! There’s some-
thing else—thats why | was trying
to find you. They—Nick, the police
found a letter. It was written to Mr.
Powell. They know now why he
went down into the caves.”

His voice was very quiet. “Tell
me about it, Elsa.”

She turned her face away from
him..“He thought that you and
Lola were in love with each other,
that you were meeting in the caves.
That’s what the letter said.”

Nick said nothing, and at last she
made herself turn to him. He was
looking at her with a blank, white
face.

“Nick,” she said, “l know it isn’
true! 1 know you didn’t go down
there to meet Lola.”

“But | did, Elsa. When you saw
me yesterday, that’s what | was do-
ing—looking for Lola.”

“Nick-"

“But that’s the only part that is
true, Elsa. The rest of it is a lie.
Elsa, listen to me: the steward took
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a message for me at the Club yester-
day, Someone said she was Woody’s
secretary, that she was calling from
the caves,”

“But Woody’s secretary isnt
working now. He gave her a few
days off!”

“Yes, | know,” Nick said grimly.
“l didn’t know it then. This person
said Lola was at the caves, and she
wanted to see me there at once, that
it was urgent. | thought it was
crazy, and | hadn’t any idea why
Lola would want to see me, but I
went. | didn't find Lola, and | did-
n’t see Bob, either. | never did go
into the new room, Elsa, and that’s
the truth.”

“I believe you, Nick.”

“Right after | got home, the
police phoned. | saw what the setup
was then: Bob murdered in the
caves, Lola and | both down there.
It would have been fairly obvious
what had happened—Bob found us
together, he and | quarreled, 1 kill-
ed him. That’s the way it was plan-
ned; only something went wrong.
Lola wasn’t in the caves.”

“You're sure, Nick?”

“l didnt get to talk to her until
this morning. She didn get a mes-
sage to meet me, but that was
probably because she’d left work
early. She couldn’t be reached. I'm
sure she was supposed to get the
same message | did. We were both
supposed to have been in the caves
at the time of the murder.”

“But, Nick, if Lola can prove she
wasnt there, then theyl1l know it
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couldn’t have happened that way.
They’ll know you were tricked.”

“She can’t prove it. She went for
i ride, alone; she was gone for a
couple of hours.” Defeat crept into
his voice. “It looks as if the plan is
working out, after all, doesnt it?
They know | was in the caves, and
we can't prove that Lola wasn't
They’ll probably find out that Bob
and | had a fight a few days ago—
over Lola.”

“They know about it already.
One of the maids overheard you.”

He said, “Bob was wrong, Elsa.
There wasnt anything serious be-
tween Lola and me; there never
has been. But I doubt if I can con-
vince the police. | wasnt able to
even convince Bob, He believed
strongly enough to go down into
the caves.”

“Nick,” Elsa said slowly, “the
person who wrote that letter, who
phoned you—that’s the murderer.
Mr. Haney will see that.”

“He will if he believes that the
letter is a lie—if he believes that |
was tricked into going down into
the caves, and that Lola wasn't there
at all. If not—No, don’t worry, Elsa.
Il go to him right away; 111 tell
him the truth. There isnt anything
else | can do now.”

“Nick, Vivian’s terribly upset.
She wants to see you before you
talk to Mr. Haney. She sent me to
get you.”

“She knows about the letter?”

“Yes, Mr. Haney showed it to us
—Vivian and Phoebe and me. They
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dont believe it, Nick, any more
than | did. But Vivian’s so worried
she’salmost sick,”

“All right. 11l see her first.”

“I1I follow you back.”

“You?” A little smile chased the
somberness from his face. “Come
here aminute.”

He took her hand, led her across
the room to a mirrored panel of
wall. She stared at the reflection of
a grimy, muddy girl with tangled
hair and dirt-streaked face. Her
stockings were shredded, her dress
torn and clay-smudged. She turned
away with a gasp of dismay.

Nick said, “Use Phoebe’s bath,
borrow some of her clothes. She
wontmind.”

She went down the hall past
Woody’s suite of rooms into Phoe-
be’s exquisitely feminine ones. She
took a quick, steaming shower and
slipped into a robe that hung on the
bathroom door. She was crossing
Phoebe’s bedroom to the solid wall
of closets when Phoebe rushed
into the room.

“l saw Nick outside,” she said.
“He told me what happened. Elsa,
are you all right?”

“Yes, of course.”

Phoebe ran her hand distractedly
through her hair. “What’s happen-
ing now in those caves? Is some-
thing else horrible going on ?”

“But nothing happened, Phoebe.
The lights went out, that’s all, and
T

“Those lights didnt just go out,”
Phoebe said tensely. “You don't
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really believe that, do you? Some-
one turned them out. And there
was a reason for it, there must have
been.”

“Phoebe, it might have been an
accident. | just got lost.”

“Yes, Nick told me.” Her hand
reached out to grasp Elsa’s wrist,
tightened on it. “And you managed
to find your way out. Elsa, do you
realize how lucky you were? Do
you know how dangerous those
caves are in the dark? There are a
hundred places where you might

have fallen, hurt yourself. You
might have been killed.”
“But, Phoebe, I'm all right.”

Phoebe’s intensity was suddenly
frightening. Her arm hurt where
Phoebe’s hand clutched it. “I did
getout—"

“Yes.” Phoebe dropped her hand
and her voice softened. “I’'m sorry,
Elsa. Youve had enough for one
day, haven't you? Was it horrible,
Elsa? Were you terribly fright-
ened?”

“No, not at first. 1 felt sure I
could find my way back. Even
when | realized 1 was lost, | still
thought 1’d be all right. Then I got
into a part of the caves that’s new,
that hasnt even been explored, and
|-

“You got into new caves?” Phoe-
be said incredulously. “Elsa, how
could you have?”

“l dont know. But I did. | was
in the same cave where Mr. Powell
was lost. He described it yesterday
—that’s how | knew where | was.
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I was frightened then, Phoebe. 1—"
She tried to repress the shiver that
ran through her at the memory.

“Elsa, you might never have got
out of there.”

“l know. Believe me, | thought of
it, that 1 might be trapped there,
that they might never find me.”

She stopped at the sound of
Woody’s voice calling from outside.
Phoebe heard it, too, and moved
quickly to the glass doors. Elsa saw
her face suddenly sharpen with
alarm, and she ran to the doors.
Woody was crossing the lawn to-
ward the house, his shoulders sag-
ging, his head bent.

Phoebe thrust open the door and
stepped out onto the terrace.
“Woody!” she said.

“It’s Walt,” he said tonelessly. “I
found him in the caves, I've called
the police.”

“Found him?” Phoebe whis-
pered. “Woody, Walt is—dead ?”

“Yes. He was killed with a pick
handle. I think he must have Seen
struck down from behind.”

He stopped as he heard Elsa’s
gasp. He turned slowly to look at
her. “Yes, Elsa, you were in the
caves when it happened. That’s
why the lights went out—so that
you wouldn't see the murderer.”

He turned away from them to-
ward the wail of the police siren
coming up the mountain road.

Slowly Elsa moved from the
window that framed the glowing
mountain sunset, forced herself to
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face the ugly reality here in the
lodge of the caverns. In a far corner
of the big room Chief of Police
Haney was still talking quietly with
his assistant, Wes Gelb. In another
corner, watching them, were Nick
Powell and his sister Vivian,
Woody and Phoebe Ryan, and Lola
Kramer.

It had been almost two hours
since Walt Carr’s body had been
found, and the pattern of the night
before had repeated itself. There
had been the same unanswerable
questions, the same absence of clues,
the same lack of alibis for the
Powell heirs.

Woody tried to provide one for
Phoebe. He had been wandering
aimlessly in the fields beyond his
house when he saw his wife drive
past, heading toward the village.
But Phoebe couldnt prove that she
had gone into the town looking for
Nick, after she left Vivian.

Nick said he had gone looking
for Woody, but in half an hour had
given up and returned to the Ryan
house. And Vivian, like the others,
couldn’t prove that she had stayed
in her room after Phoebe left her,
trying to rest.

Elsa saw their tenseness heighten
now as Haney strode to the center
of the silent, waiting group. His at-
tention was directed at Vivian and
with visible effort she pulled her-
self forward on the leather couch
until she was sitting on the edge.

Haney hesitated as he saw the
pitiful attempt she made to still ber
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trembling hands. Then his jaw
hardened and he looked at her with
a coldness which gave no hint that
he had known Vivian Powell for
most of his life.

“What is it, Mr. Haney?” Vivian
said. “What do you want now?
What more can | tell you?”

Woody rose. “I'm afraid Vivian’s
at the breaking point. | don’t think
she can take any more, not without
some rest. Let me take her home.
You can talk to the rest of us—"

“I'm sorry, no,” Haney said flatly.
“Miss Powell, it’s about the letter
we found this morning.”

“Letter?” Vivian said with weary
vagueness. “Oh, the letter to Bob.
But that—that certainly can’t matter
now, Mr. Haney ?”

“It matters very much,
Powell.”

“How can it? Hasn't Walt Carr’s
death made that letter, and every-
thing else you considered so impor-
tant, meaningless now? No one
could have had a reason to kill Walt.
This murderer is a madman, some-
one who’s killing for the sake of
killing, insanely.”

“No. Part of the information Wes
just brought me is about Walt Carr.
I think we know the reason for his
murder.”

Impatiently Nick said,
about Walt?”

“He had a prison record. Lar-
ceny, extortion.”

“No,” Phoebe said. “That nice
little man—"

Lola Kramer’s laugh was jeering.

Miss

“What
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“l always thought there was some-
thing wrong about your nice little
man. He joked about his past so
much because he was hiding it. But
you and Woody thought he was so
cute—"

“All right, Lola; that’s enough.”
Woody turned to Haney: “So Walt
Carr had a prison record. What are
you thinking?”

“l think he probably learned
somehow who murdered Robert
Powell. | think he tried to black-
mail the murderer and ended up
by being killed himself. That makes
sense to me.”

Lolas sharp voice interrupted
him. “You said you wanted to talk
about the letter. That letter involves
me—Nick and me. Why don* you
talk about it ?”

Haney’ eyes moved back to Vivi-
an as he spoke. “I took for granted
that the letter had been written by
some crank in town, but of course
| had it tested. Wes just brought me
the report. Your fingerprints were
found on it, Miss Pow'ell.”

“Mine? Then I—I must have
touched it when you showed it to
us this morning.”

“No. None of you touched it
then. | made sure of that.”

“Then I dont understand—"

“You saw that letter before |
showed it to you. We know that;
it’s a certainty, a fact. Would you
prefer to tell me about it here or
down at headquarters ?”

“l—yes, 11l tell you.” Vivian’s
control had broken in a torrent.
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Her words came pouring out in an
almost incoherent rush. “Bob—he
showed me the letter, he asked me
to read it. I told him it wasn't true,
it couldnt be true. I begged him
not to go down to the caves, but he
wouldnt listen to me—"

Haney was looking at her coldly.
“Dont lie to me, Miss Powell. I
want to know why you wrote that
letter.”

“Why | wrote—you dont think
that I—?”

“That letter was written on the
typewriter in your room, Miss
Powell. Your prints are on the letter
because you wrote it.”

Haney’s accusation shocked the
group into a stunned silence. Now
that silence exploded in a blasting
chorus of voices. Lola was on her
feet, raging wildly at Vivian, before
Nick had grasped her arms and
forced her back into her chair. Phoe-
be stood before her sister, shaking
her head in revulsion

“You did that?” she whispered.
“You did that to Bob and to Nick?
Vivian, how could you?”

With a sob Vivian sank back on
the couch, her hands shielding her
face. “I didnt think Bob would ever
go down into the caves, | never
dreamed hed go. | only wanted
him to know what Lola was really
like, that she didnt care anything
about him, just his money. That’s
why | wrote it—"

“You wrote that letter,” Lola
Kramer said. “You knew it was a
lie, you knew he wouldnt find
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Nick and me in the caves; we
wouldnt be there.” With a jerk she
tore herself from Nick’s grasp and
moved menacingly toward Vivian.
“You’re the one who phoned the
Club and left word for Nick to
come to the caves. You tried to call
me, too, didnt you? You knew
there was nothing between Nick
and me, nothing for Bob to find
out, so you tried to frame us. You
tried to get us together in the caves
with your lying message.”

“No!” Vivian cringed back from
Lola’s furious advance, turned fear-
fully to Haney. “l didnt do that!
They were going to meet there;
they planned a meeting.”

“Vivian!” Nick’s voice was a des-
perate whisper. “That isnt true!
You've got to tell them it isn’t true.”

Haney stepped between them
and looked gravely down at Vivian,
huddled on the couch. “You’re sure
of what you say, Miss Powell? You
know for certain that Nick and
Lola planned to meet?”

“l— heard them on the phone,”
Vivian said. “The extension in my
bedroom. Yes, I'm sure.”

“All right, Miss Powell. Lola,
Nick, you’lll come with me now.
The rest of you may leave.”

Lola said, “You believe her! You
believe that hysterical, lying
woman!”

“Ill know better what to believe
after I've talked to you and Nick
alone.” He touched Lola on the arm
and nodded curtly toward Nick.
“Let’sgo.”
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He started for the door, but
stopped at the rumble of the rising
elevator. A uniformed policeman
hurried across the lodge toward
Haney. For a moment they talked
together, then Haney turned back
to the others, his eyes singling out
Elsa from the rest. He came to her,
with a flat silver disk in his open
hand.

“Is this yours, Elsa? Your initials
areonit.”

“Yes,” Elsa said dully. “It’s my
compact. Thank you, Mr. Haney.”

She reached out to take it, but his
lingers tightened upon it. “Sandy
just found it in the caves, Elsa, in
the new room—the Hanging Gar-
dens. When were you there?”

“But you know. Yesterday—
when | found Mr. Powell. That’s
when | must have dropped it.”

“That room was thoroughly
searched after his murder, every
inch of it. Your compact wasn't
there then.”

“But it must have been. Somehow
you must have missed it.”

He shook his head. “Even if it
had been hidden there, we would
have found it. But it wasnt. Sandy
Martin says it was on the floor in
the center of the room, beside the
tailfish. You went back to that
room, Elsa, didn’t you? | want to
know when, and why.”

“But | didnt! Yesterday was the
last time, the only time | was ever
in that room. | don’t know how it
could have got there—hut, Mr.
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Haney, why does it matter? What
difference can it make?”

“l want to know how this com-
pact got in the Hanging Gardens if
you didn't lose it there. Think,
Elsa. When did you have it last?”

“l—Yes, you’re right, Mr. Haney.
I didn't lose it yesterday. | had it
this morning, in my purse.” She
stopped, remembering at last when
she had dropped the compact. “It
must have been today, when | was
lost in the caves. | fell, my purse
spilled, and I tried to find my things
in the darkness. The compact—I
must have missed that . . .” Her
voice dwindled off, and she looked
up at Haney with a puzzled frown.

“Yes, Elsa?”

“But 1wasntin the Hanging Gar-
dens when | fell. 1 was in some
room that 1°d never been in before—
some unopened part of the caves.
That’ where | dropped my purse.”

Haney looked inquiringly at
Woody Ryan. “Could she be right
about that, Woody ? Could she have
got into some undeveloped caves?”

“It’s not impossible,” Woody said
slowly. “There are several en-
trances, natural ones, into the other
caves. But, for safety, 1ve blocked
them. | doubt if Elsa could have
stumbled onto one Ive never
found.”

“But | did, Woody I | was in the
same cave that Mr. Powell was lost
in. He described it all to Walt and
me.”

She turned to the policeman.
“You remember, Mr. Haney, | told
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you last night. He said there was a
formation in that cave, shaped like a
fan, an open fan. | found that fan
when | was lost today. | recognized
it from his description. That’s how
I knew.”

“In that case,” Haney said, “there
was someone in that unexplored
cave after you were. Someone who
found your compact there and took
it to the Hanging Gardens.”

“But why?” Elsa said.
would anyone do that?”

“l dont know,” Haney said slow-
ly. “Maybe my guess is all wrong.”

He walked away from her to the
fireplace. He stood, staring down
into its emptiness for a moment,
then abrupdy turned back to the
group. “I want you to wait here, all
of you."

He beckoned to Sandy and the
two of them disappeared into the
elevator foyer. They heard the doors
slam shut, the elevator descend, and
they sat waiting, silent and tense
under Wes Gelbs watchful eyes,
while the minutes ticked away.

It was a quarter of an hour before
Sandy reappeared, bringing Han-
ey’s order to them. They were to be
brought immediately to the Hang-
ing Gardens. Shepherded by the
two policemen, they trooped into
the elevator, then dropped down
into the earth.

The caves, as far as they could see
into them, were flooded with light.
They walked in single file down the
long, twisting passageway, past the
Chamber of Gold and the Little

“Why
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Temple, and there was no sound
but the slap of their footsteps on the
wet rock floors and the soft, rhyth-
mic dripping of water. At last they
came to the Hanging Gardens, and
they stood mutely, questioningly,
before the Chief of Police.

He moved at once to Elsa, took
her arm, and led her to the center of
the room, stopping in front of the
Sailfish.

Over his shoulder he said, “Nick,
the switch is beside you, just at your
left. Will you turn the lights off?”

“No!” Vivian cried, “No, please

M)

There was a click and the room
was plunged instantly into black-
ness, the same awful, deathly black-
ness that Elsa remembered from
that morning. Even with the others
standing so near her, with Nick
still at the light switch, she knew the
terror of the caves again, and she
shuddered.

Haney was close beside her; gen-
tly he urged her forward. “The
Sailfish,” he said. “Touch it, Elsa;
feel it.”

Slowly she reached out her
hands; her fingers touched the cold,
damp stone. Then, quickly now, she
ran her hands over its fluted sur-
face, and back again, and she caught
her breath in a sharp gasp.

“It’s the same,” she said. “It’s the

same rock—"
“It’s the fan, isnt it, Elsa?”
“Yes, I—I'm sure."”

“It’s the fan you touched when
you were lost this morning. It’s the
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one Robert Powell found when he
was trapped down here.” In a louder
voice, he said, “Will you turn the
lights on again, Nick?”

With an almost blinding flash the
room lit up and Elsa stood staring
at the Sailfish before her. This was
where she had been when she
thought herself hopelessly lost—
here in the Hanging Gardens. And
the fan that she had been so horri-
fied to touch was only the sail of the
fish.

Looking at it, at the brilliant-
hued body topped by the sculp-
tured sail, it was a fish. But in the
darkness the vivid body of the fish
was nothing more than a slab of
stone, and the sail seemed simply a
fan, a lady’s huge fan.

She turned away from the forma-
tion, looked slowly, wonderingly
about the big beautiful room and
remembered the tortured hours that
Robert Powell had spent in it, so
that it seemed suddenly a place of
horror. She tried in vain to sup-
press the shiver that ran through
her.

“This is the place where he was
trapped,” she whispered. “It was
right here, in this room, where Mr.
Powell almost died.”

Woody was moving toward Han-
ey, his face puzzled. “Is this why
you brought us down here?” he
asked. “Is this what you’re trying
to prove?”

“Yes, | had to find out. | had to
know for sure that this is the room
where Bob Powell was trapped.”
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“And you think you have proved
it?” Woody asked. “Just because
Elsa thinks this is the same infor-
mation that Bob described to her?”

“Elsa is sure,” Haney said, his
voice tight. “You heard her.”

Woody turned to Elsa, and the
corners of his eyes crinkled as he
smiled down at her. “Elsa, you
know these caves pretty well. You
know how many strange formations
there are in them. There are hun-
dreds, Elsa, thousands, maybe. And
simply because one in this room is
shaped like a fan, it doesnt mean
it’s the same room where Bob was
trapped.”

“But he described it to me,
Woody! It must be the same one, it
—Oh, no! No, Woody, I'm wrong;
of course I’'m wrong!” She stepped
toward the policeman. “You see,
dont you, Mr. Haney? Woody’s
known about this cave for years and
years, long before the accident. He
knew how to get here through the
other caves. If this was where Mr.
Powell was trapped, Woody could
have got to him; he could have
rescued him—"

She stopped, and the room was
deathly still.

It was Phoebe Ryan who spoke at
last, looking at her husband with
dazed, tragic eyes. “Is that it
Woody? Is that what happened?
You could have got to Bob, you
could have brought him up safely.
And you didnt. You left him here
all those hours while the men dug
through to him. You knew every
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minute counted, that Bob might be
dead before they reached him—but
you left him here.”

Woody looked at her dumbly, un-
able to speak his protests, only shak-
ing his head in denial.

“That’s what Bob found out yes-
terday when he came down here
and saw this room. He learned the
truth about you at last, didnt he,
Woody?”

“No—Phoebe, listen to me—"

She turned away from him.
“Woody murdered Bob. That’swhat
you wanted to show us, isn't it, Mr.
Haney? That’s why you brought
us down here.”

“Yes, that’s what | think, Mrs.
Ryan. That’s how it happened, isn’t
it, Woody? You found Robert Pow-
ell in this room yesterday. He told
you what he had discovered, and
you killed him.”

“No, you can' realize what you're
saying. Dont you remember why
Bob came down here yesterday?
What he found down here ? He saw
Lola and Nick together. Do you be-
lieve that at a time like that hed
give a single thought to an accident
that happened years ago—or to me.”

“He didnt find Lola and Nick
here, Woody.” Haney moved to
stand in front of Vivian, forcing her
to meet his eyes. “There’s nothing
to be afraid of now, Miss Powell.
You’re not going to be accused of
murder; you dont have to lie any
longer. You didnt hear Nick and
Lola arranging to meet here, did
you?”
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“No,” Vivian whispered. “I lied.”
“It was you who called Nick?”
“Yes.”

“And Lola—what about her?”

“No, |— tried to call her. I
couldn get her. She wasn’t down
here; she couldnt have been.”

Haney came slowly, heavily back
to Woody Ryan. “You heard,
Woody. It wasnt Nick and Lola
that Bob Powell found down here.
It was the truth about you. He
learned that you had wanted him to
die—and he knew why. That acci-
dent was a long time ago. You did-
nt know then that the highway
would be built here, that you could
turn these caves into the gold mine
they are today. You thought the
only way you could get your hands
on that money was if Bob Powell
died and your wife inherited it. He
realized all that yesterday when he
saw this room—and you had to
murder him.”

“No,” Woody said, “listen to me.”

“Elsa,” Haney said, “Walt Carr
was with you yesterday, wasnt he?
He heard Bob Powell’s story about
being trapped in the caves, about
the fan?”

“Yes,” Elsa said. “Walt was with
us.”

“He put the facts together, didnt
he, Woody—just as | have? And he
tried to blackmail you. That’s why
Walt was killed.”

“No, you’re wrong, youre all
wrong! Why would | murder Walt?
Why would I have murdered either
of them ? What if everything you’ve
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said is true? What if | could have
rescued Bob and didnt? There’s
nothing he could have done to me
now. | didn’t commit any crime; he
couldnt prove that I'd done any-
thing.”

Haney shook his head. “He
wouldnt have needed any proof,
Woody. He didnt need the law for
his revenge. The road to the caves
goes through his property; he con-
trolled it. If he closed that road,
there’d be no way to get up here
from the highway. That would be
the end of your caves, Woody.
You'd be back where you started—
a farmer again, with nothing but a
lot of worthless mountain land.
That’s what he threatened to do to
you, isnt it? And that’s why you
murdered him, to save yourself,
your fortune.”

Woody lowered his head. “All
right. It’s just like you said. 1 was
surprised when | saw Bob going
down into the caves, so | followed
him. When he recognized the
Hanging Gardens, | tried to bluff it
out. But he knew. After I— Kkilled
him, | planned to hide the body,
but Elsa came down, so | rushed
over to the Three Witches, where
she found me. Funny thing, | guess
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she blundered onto the same en-
trance this morning in the dark. I
didn’t mean it to end up this way. |
hoped things might work out all
right.”.

Then he hunched his shoulders
and said, “Lets get out of here,
Haney. Let’s get it over with.”

Silently, in a dreary procession,
they filed from the room. In a mo-
ment Lola Kramer walked slowly
away. Elsa heard the parade of
footsteps echoing back through the
passages outside; then it was quiet.
She turned uncertainly toward the
others, Vivian huddled against the
cold wall, Phoebe and Nick stand-
ing like stone beside her.

“Vivian,” Nick said at last, “I1l
take you home now.”

“No.” With an effort Phoebe
seemed to rouse herself. She stepped
between them. “I’ll take her; Il
stay with her tonight. You go with
Elsa, Nick. It’s going to be all right
with you and Elsa now.”

“Yes,” Nick said. He turned to
Elsa and she came to him, felt his
arms strong and comforting about
her. Then, her hand tight in his,
they went out of the caves, up into
the warm clean air.
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There is anew development in magazine mystery stories . . .

As you know, virtually every issue of EQMM contains a complete
short novel (usually 18,000 to 20,000 words). Nearly all these short
novels have been reprints—for the simple reason that in recent years
most topflight mystery writers have not worked in this challenging
length.

In 1965 we published only two new short novels—the only new
short novels we could find that were high enough in quality to satisfy
EQMM standards. The reprints in 1965 included short novels by
Rex Stout, Hugh Pentecost, Patrick Quentin, Raymond Chandler,
Philip Wylie, and Cornell Woolrich; the two new short novels were
by A. H. Z. Carr and Hugh Pentecost.

But this year a startling change has occurred—some of the best
mystery writers have turned again to the 18,000-to-20,000-word
length. It began in the January 1966 issue with Michael Gilbert’s
C12-. Department of Ban\ Robberies. Then came short-novel re-
prints by Agatha Christie and Erie Stanley Gardner. Next, a new
short novel by your Editors in the April 1966 issue—Ellery Queen’s
Mum Is the Word. Then reprint short novels again—by Ed McBain
and Kelley Roos.

And then the big new development—5 more NEW short novels!

Here’swhat readers of EQMM have to look forward to:

—in the September 1966 issue: Michael Gilbert’s “E* Branch:
The Eliminators—a spy-and-counterspy short novel about a terrify-
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ing situation that faces the Prime Minister and threatens the British
government, and featuring secret agents Behrens and Calder . . .

—in the November 1966 issue: Michael Innes’ The End of the
End—a classical detective short novel about the mysterious events at
Gore Castle, and featuring Sir John Appleby . . .

—in the December 1966 issue: Rufus King’s Anatomy of a Crime
—an “inverted” detective short novel about two stepbrothers and the
$3,000,000 that comes between them, and featuring Stuff Driscoll of
Florida’s Gold Coast . . .

—in the February 1967 issue: Stantey E11in's The Twelfth Statue
—about a motion picture producer in Rome who walks out the door
of his office and vanishes from the face of the earth—the first short
novel ever written by Stanley Ellin . . .

—and in a later 1967 issue: Charlotte Armstrong’s The Second
Commandment— in which Charlotte Armstrong handles a “taboo
theme” with honesty and without sensationalism—one of the most
daring short novels ever to appear in EQMM . . .

Is it a trend? Have mystery writers returned to the short-novel
form? We certainly hope sol We would like nothing better than to
give you more and more new short novels, especially by the top per-
formers in the field, and we promise to do everything in our editorial
power to encourage the “big names* to continue this new and ex-
hilarating development.

There is wonderful reading in store for you in EQMM—not only
these new short novels but also new short stories by Cornell Woolrich,
Lawrence G. Blochman, Anthony Gilbert, Hugh Pentecost, Law-
rence Treat, James Yaffe (the first new Mom story in 10 years!),
Phyllis Bentley, Julian Symons, Michael Gilbert, Avram Davidson,
and Victor Canning—every name a guarantee of the best detectivo-
crime-suspense-and-spy stories being written today . . .

—E llery Q ueen
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Roslyn,

L I, New York 11576

great suspense-

Mignon G. Eberhart, John Creasesy
and Van Wyck Masdn. ALL THESE
and many ~other famous authors
have had” their books selected by
e Club. Many are members
emselves!
Club selections are ALL newly
ublished books. As a member, you.
et THREE of them complete in one
andsomely bound Triple Volume
$10.50. t0 $11,95 value i
ditions
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|
lish-
editions) for ONLY n$£légls

Take ONLY The Books
You Want

You do NOT have to take a vol-

a
rs

ing selections and you ma reéect
any volume before or after rec
|ng it. NO money in advance;
membership fee.” You_ may cancel
membership at any time.

SEND NO MONEY

Mail Postcard for
ALL 7 Volumes

excigin_g_ mysteries described on t!
other Side’ But don’t delay. M
postcard NOW to:

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB
Roslyn, L. I, New York 11576

*7-285

QA

Please enroll me as a member and send me at once the SIX full-length
hard-bound editions of Perry Mason thrillers. PLUS the brand-new 3-in-l vol-
ume Club selection containing 3 more great new mysteries. | enclose NO MONEY
IN ADVANCE; within a week after receiving my books, | will either return
them all and owe nothing, or keep ALL SEVEN volumes, containing NINE first-
rate mystery stories, for the special new-member introductory price of ONLY
$1.00 (plus a few cents mailing charge)

As a member. | am to receive advance descriptions of all future selections,
but am not obligated to buy any. For each future Triple Volume | decide to
keep. 1 will send ‘you only $2:89 (plus a few cents mailing charges). I may reject
any volume before or after | receive it, and | may cancel my membership at
any time. (Books shivved in U.S.A. only.l

Mr.
Mrs.
Miss

Address.

City,

(Please Print Plainly)

ZIP CODE ZONENO.
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Murder., . mystery...SuSpemse i

World's No. |

O°LyA

(Reg. $32.95 Value
in Orig. Pub!. Ed*.)

ybuget6 P etty Masons

in these 6 full-size, full-length, hard-bound books

A The Case of the
w BEAUTIFUL BEGGAR

Who murdered Daphne? Perry Mason
can t figure who gains most. Then
comes the shocker!

% The Case of the

\ TROUBLED TRUSTIES
Palmer is dead; Dutton was with
him; Dutton’s gun killed him! How
can Perry save Dutton?

A The Case of the

% HORRIFIED HEIRS

Perry’s client and Mrs. Trent have

a mutual “friend” — who wants
to murder them both! —

RE Y h A

rslyn, N. X.

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB

Roslyn, L. I.
New York 11576

A
v

Case of the

The
PHANTOM FORTUNE

Perry is forced to defend him
- against a charqe of framing
attempted murder!

\

The Case of the

DARING DIVORCEE

A suspected murder weapon
d th

appears — an

e D.A. swear

put Perry in san quentin!

The Case of the
AMOROUS AUNT

w
Lorraine Elmore vows she is li

cent.

But she has_a

motive —

only she was a witness!

THREE MORE Top-Flight
mysteries in this big

1-3

VOLUME---

o] MARACAIBO
Mission
by Van Wyck Mason
Col. Hugh North play,
a deadly }game of KIU-
Or-Be- €
Soviet assassins!

G

BARREL

nives,
guns, and deathl

0

NEEDS HELP
W\hit

Only a beautiful mod-
el can save you from a
murder rap. But -
SHE'S DEAD!

(See Details Inside;



