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“What’s the matter, gentlemen?” asked Dickinson, when they were all
seated in his ofice. “‘Perhaps this is a friendly call. You don’t seem anxious
to proceed to business.”

He laughed a frank, boyish laugh, as he looked at Ferris and Steele. A
child could have read the desperate embarrassment on their faces.

Each waited for the other to begin, and both looked imploringly at Nick,
but he clearly indicated his determination to be only a listener, and so, at
last, Ferris began.

“It’s a case in which we want your advice,” said he. “There’s a customer
of ours for whom we feel the warmest friendship; but it happens most unfor-
tunately that his wife — a young and beautiful woman, suffering as we be-
lieve under a terrible affliction — his wife, 1 repcat — has visited
our store and has taken goods valued at nearly fifty thousand dollars. Now
we desire to act in this affair in a friendly manner. Our deep sympathy
with the gentleman in question

Dickinson interrupted him by raising his hand.

There was a small part of the office scparated from the remainder by a
partition which did not reach to the ceiling. From behind this partition
came the sound of a typewriter.

Dickinson stepped to the door of this inclosure, and said:

“Miss Adams, will you step out into the other office for a few minutes?”

Then he returned and walked straight up to the senior partner of the
jewelers’ firm.

“Ferris, you infernal fat old rascal!” he said, “have you the face to come
here and tell me such a story as that about my wife?”

Ferris turned a pale sea-green, and if he thought at all during the minute’s
pause which ensued, it was probably upon his sins. He found no words in
which to beg for his life.

Steele meanwhile was trembling with a faint, rustling sound, like the
wind among dead leaves. His nephew rose hastily and walked to a water
cooler in the corner, where he drank something like a quart of ice water.

What might have resulted is uncertain, but at that moment there was a
light tap on the door.

Immediately it opened and a woman entered.

“Not now, Elsie,” cried Dickinson hastily. “I am engaged at present. In a
few minutes I shall be at liberty. Ned,” he added to a young man who was
also at the door, “will you get my wife a chair out there?”








































MURDER | 21

the twilight.

“Now listen to me,” he said with cold, measured ferocity. “You can’t
tell me anything I don’t know. If there’s some talking to be done I'll do it
myself, and when I've finished you can get out. I know that my wife has
taken a ticket for Copenhagen by the steamer from Harwich, and that she’s
been seeing to her passport, and packing. And of course I know that you
have interests in Copenhagen and spend about half your precious time there,
I'm not worrying to connect the two things. All that’s got nothing to de
with me. Emily has always seen a great deal of you, and I know that the last
week or two she’s been seeing you more than ever. Not that I mind that. I
know that she objects to my treatment of her and my conduct gencrally.
That’s all right, but it’s a matter that only concerns her and me. I mean that
it’s no concern of yours, for instance, or anybody clse’s. If she objects
enough she can try and divorce me. I doubt if she’d succeed, but you can
never be sure — with these new laws. Anyhow she’s my wife till she does
divorce me, and so she has the usual duties and responsibilities towards me
— even though I was the worst husband in the world. That’s how I look at
it, in my old-fashioned way. I've just had a letter from her — she knew I
was here, and T expect that explains how you knew I was here.”

“It does,” said Lomax Harder quietly.

Franting pulled a letter out of his inner pocket and unfolded it.

“Yes,” he said, glancing at it, and read some sentences aloud: * ‘I have
absolutely decided to leave you, and I won’t hide from you that I know
you know who is doing what he can to help me. I can’t live with you any
longer. You may be very fond of me, as you say, but I find your way of
showing your fondness too humiliating and painful. I've said this to you
before, and now I'm saying it for the last time.” And so on and so on.”

Franting tore the letter in two, dropped one half on the floor, twisted the
other half into a spill, turned to the fire, and lit his cigarette.

“That’s what I think of her letter,” he proceeded, the cigarette between
his teeth. “You're helping her, are you? Very well. I don’t say you’re in
love with her, or she with you. I'll make no wild statements. But if you
aren’tin love with her I wonder why you’re taking all this trouble over her.
Do you go about the world helping ladies who say they’re unhappy just for
the pure sake of helping? Never mind. Emily isn’t going to leave me. Get
that into your head. I shan’t let her leave me. She has money, and I
haven’t. I've been living on her, and it would be infernally awkward for me
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if she left me for good. That’s a reason for keeping her, isn’t it? But you
may believe me or not — it isn’t my reason. She’s right enough when she
says I'm very fond of her. That’s a reason for keeping her too. But it isn’t
my reason. My reason is that a wife’s a wife, and she can’t break her word
just because everything isn’t lovely in the garden. I've heard it said I'm
unmoral. I'm not all unmoral. And I feel particularly strongly about
what’s called the marriage tie.”” He drew the revolver from his overcoat
pocket, and held it up to view. “You see this thing. You saw me buy it, Now
you needn’t be afraid. I'm not threatening you; and it’s no part of my game
to shoot you. I've nothing to do with your goings-on. What I have to do
with is the goings-on of my wife. If she deserts me—for you or for any-
body or for nobody — I shall follow her, whether it’s to Copenhagen or
Bangkok or the North Pole, and I shall kill her — with just this very re-
volver that you saw me buy. And now you can get out.”

Franting replaced the revolver, and began to consume the cigarette with
fierce and larger puffs.

Lomax Harder looked at the grim, set, brutal, scowling bitter face, and
knew that Franting meant what he had said. Nothing would stop him from
carrying out his threat. The fellow was not an argufier; he could not reason;
but he had unmistakable grit and would never recoil from the fear of con-
sequences. If Emily left him, Emily was a dead woman; nothing in the end
could protect her from the execution of her husband’s menace. On the
other hand, nothing would persuade her to remain with her husband. She
had decided to go, and she would go. And indeed the mere thought of this
lady to whom he, Harder, was utterly devoted, staying with her husband
and continuing to suffer the tortures and humiliations which she had been
suffering for years — this thought revolted him. He could not think it.

He stepped forward along the side of the billiard-table, and simultaneously
Franting stepped forward to meet him. Lomax Harder snatched the revolver
which was in his pocket, aimed, and pulled the trigger.

Franting collapsed, with the upper half of his body somehow balanced
on the edge of the billiard-table. He was dead. The sound of the report
echoed in Harder’s ear I'ke the sound of a violin string loudly twanged by a
finger. He saw a little reddish hole in Franting’s bronzed right temple.

“Well,” he thought, “somebody had to die. And it’s better him than
Emily.” He felt that he had performed a righteous act. Also he felt a little
sorry for Franting.
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national conference was about to take place at Copenhagen. And he had
known nothing of it — not seen a word of it in the papers! Excusable per-
haps; graver matters had held his attention.

Useless to look for Emily in the vast bustle of the compartments! She had
her through ticket (which she had taken herself, in order to avoid possible
complications), and she happened to be the only woman in the world who
was never late and never in a hurry. She was certain to be in the train. But
was she in the train? Something sinister might have come to pass. For in-
stance, a telephone message to the flat that her husband had been found
dead with a bullet in his brain.

The swift two-hour journey to Harwich was terrible for Lomax Harder.
He remembered that he had left the unburnt part of the letter lying under
the billiard-table. Forgetful! Silly! One of the silly things that criminals
did! And on Parkeston Quay the confusion was enormous. He did not walk,
he was swept, on to the great shaking steamer whose dark funnels rose amid
wisps of steam into the starry sky. One advantage: detectives would have no
chance in that multitudinous scene, unless indeed they held up the ship.

The ship roared a warning, and slid away from the quay, groped down the
tortuous channel to the harbour mouth, and was in the North Sea; and Eng-
land dwindled to naught but a string of lights. He searched every deck from
stem to stern, and could not find Emily. She had not caught the train, or,
if she had caught the train, she had not boarded the steamer because he had
failed to appear. His misery was intense. Everything was going wrong. And
on the arrival at Esbjerg would not detectives be lying in wait for the Copen-
hagen train? . . .

Then he descried her, and she him. She too had been searching. Only
chance had kept them apart. Her joy at finding him was ecstatic; tears came
into his eyes at sight of it. He was everything to her, absolutely everything.
He clasped her right hand in both his hands and gazed at her in the dim,
diffused light blended of stars, moon and electricity. No woman was ever
like her: mature, innocent, wise, trustful, honest. And the touching beauty
of her appealing, sad, happy face, and the pride of her carriage! A unique
jewel — snatched from the brutal grasp of that fellow — who had ripped
her solemn letter in two and used it as a spill for his cigarette! She related
her movements; and he his. Then she said:

“Well?”

“I didn’t go,” he answered. “Thought it best not to. I'm convinced it
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Where was I staying? But I must have my things sent right over. Of course
I must stay with them. Grandmamma would be so delighted. He was just
starting for Nice, that night, to fetch her home. I must remain here while
he was gone — a couple of days only. Frangois would make me comfortable
— he and the Russian cook. Of course I remembered his own old room at the
head of the stairs? That was for me. He now occupied the Louis XIV room
— the one which had been his father’s. (Prince Michael, you know.) I had
no engagement that evening? No? Oh, that was perfect! Then we could
dine here together, early; I could see him off at the Gare de Lyon, then fetch
my things from the hotel.

The lapse of years seemed unreal. This had always been their family living
room; the French drawing-room in the main building was used only on
formal occasions.

A few minor changes I noticed. A fine tapestry portrait of Louis XIV,
with the sun disk over his head, which used to hang in Prince Michael’s
bedroom upstairs, was now in the studio — hung flat on the door of a large
closet at the back of the room. And in the deep alcove, which with the
closet divided that end of the studio, a new and magnificent lion skin
covered the couch, in place of the old Kis Kilim.

“Isn’t he a fine beast?”’ Boris smiled, when I noticed the lion. “Grand-
mamma found him six weeks ago in a shop in the Rue Chéteaudun.”

I did not say, but I thought that he must have been rather expensive.

It is better not to talk to Russians now about Russia — unless they men-
tion it first. After a time Boris mentioned it, told me how he got out. It was
a hair-raising tale, and it added a man’s respect to my old affection for him.
A man’s and an adventurer’s respect. I have been in some dangerous corners
myself.

“Grandmamma says I must work now,” he told me, “‘develop my brains,
earn money. I am going to study medicine. She says life has now done the
worst it can do. So we must look forward — be gay of heart.”

Yes. Sitting “tidily” on the ruins.

Boris was silent for a moment. Then suddenly he looked round at me with
his frank boyish eyes.

“I rcally don’t know what we’re living on,” he declarcd “Oh, I know
what you’re thinking, Dexter! But she got out of Russia with nothing —
disguised in a peasant’s rags. I believe there is something else. She helps the
others — those who also have lost everything. Oh, she is deep — deep!
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the borders of sleep. That short line at the end of the figures, “In 1739,”
with the first words, “Left Bank,” drew around themselves all sorts of mem-
ories about the left bank of the Seine in the thirties of the Eighteenth
Century. I thought of the Hotel Biron, finished in 1730; but its street num-
ber is not 27 B. Then in 1735 was built that little hunting lodge in the Ruelle
des Gobelins. The year “1739” had a gruesome association, for that was the
birth year of Charles Henri Sanson, the executioner under the Terror —
though he belonged to another quarter of Paris. . . .

But my falling asleep did not end the events of that night. The window
ledge of my room was not more than three feet from the flat roof of the ga-
rage. It was still dark when I was awakened by a slight sound outside my
window.

I always know where my revolver is. In three seconds I was sending a shot
— aiming low, for the legs — at a huge figure which had just risen to its feet
at the far end of that roof. The man had climbed up from the garden wall —
an athletic feat.

With a smothered cry he disappcared. I heard him drop on the other side
of the wall; then after a moment I heard uneven running footsteps in the
quiet street beyond. Hit, but not badly wounded!

Midnight marauders are no novelty in my life, but I wondered if there was
some link between this one and the Vorontsov puzzle.

I rushed downstairs to the telephone, called up the police, the Stireté,
made myself known to them, and reported the case.

“There’s a street lamp on the corner,” I said, “and I saw the broad face of
a man, his huge bulk, the dark cap he wore. He made off limping in the direc-
tion of the railway track. If you catch him to-night, telephone me” (I
gave the number) “and I will come down and identify him. Otherwise it
will have to wait two or three days, until I come back from Nice. Please give
my regards to Inspector Lagrange and the Chief.”

I spent the rest of the night on that lion-skin couch in the studio, to be
near the telephone. The servants had awakened at the sound of the shot,
but I reassured them and sent them back to bed.

The police did not report a capture that night, but the next morning
Frangois and I found bloodstains on the garden wall. I told the butler that
some thief had probably read in the newspaper of the family’s absence in the
south, and was after the silver.

I was not so sure of it myself. Until I knew what that cryptograph meant,
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After dinner I strolled into the Casino.

Oh, I had not abandoned the problem of the cipher! Having failed to
make head or tail of it, I was giving my mind that refreshment which acts
on our thought as a bath acts on the body. I went into one of the gaming
rooms — not to play, but to watch.

As I stood near one table, right before me were two middle-aged American
women, a fat one and a thin one. The fat one, as I judged from their com-
ments, was new to the Riviera. She wanted to play; but the thin one was try-
ing to dissuade her with the warning that in the end the Casino bank always
wins and the players lose, because of the zero at the head of the wheel —
the bank’s rake-off.

As I listened, slightly amused, an idea came to me. Could the Princess
Vorontsov have been winning at the gaming tables the money to keep her-
self going? The idea was not nearly so wild as it sounds. As everyone knows,
many old ladies seem to make some sort of living at the tables, playing those
little conservative systems of theirs.

Late that night, on my return to Nice, I went to Boris’ room and asked
him if his grandmother had been playing.

“Winning, you mean? But I really don’t know.”

He then showed me her Paris bank book, which he had just found. Five
months ago the Princess had deposited fifteen thousand francs, three months
ago twenty thousand francs. Those figures were something to think about.

But neither of us wanted to question the Casino people, nor anyone else.
It would have seemed disrespectful of the dead woman.

Again Boris talked of the little he knew about her escape, how she had
lain in the forest at night, had been shot at, had been half drowned.

“My father, you know, was not with her,” he said. “They found each
other in France. All her courage and gayety — oh, she was just trying to
keep me in good spirits! But of course I can’t study medicine now. How
many years does it take? I shall have to give up the lease of the dear house,
sell the furniture — just to exist, until I get some kind of work to do.”

The next day we returned to Paris, and I telephoned Inspector Lagrange
at the Streté. Yes, the police had got Sergey Kovalchuk. At first he was half
hysterical, babbling about some letter from his mother in Russia. When
asked why he tried to enter the house in the Boulevard Suchet, he had
muttered, “‘Looking for something.” Then he became stubbornly silent.
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“Let me see — yes, the very same day she brought home the lion.”

“Of course, of course! As every high school child has learned, Louis XIV
was the sun king, the Ro7 Solel; the sun disk was his emblem. It’s all over the
royal buildings of his time, and look at it — there at the top of the tapestry.
Your Louis XIV room, your tapestry, your sun, therefore. ‘Rear of your sun,’
in that closet.”

“But she says, ‘near Regulus.’ "’

“Of course it’s near Regulus. Don’t you know the star Regulus is in the
sign Leo, the Lion? Your grandmother bought that lion skin for the alcove
six weeks ago, you told me. So #har was the time when she found the word
Regulus, which had #’s enough in it to help make that cipher obscure. Then
she ran down to Nice — postponing the revelation until her return. I've
not seen the inside of that closet, but closet and alcove are backed by the
comet’s lair, and behind your sun-king tapestry, two cubits high, three feet,
we shall find ”?

He leaped at the door, threw it open, switched on the electric light which
hung on a cord from the ceiling. On the closet floor were some cardboard
boxes containing paint tubes, a palette, paint rags; and on the back wall was
hung an old linen curtain, soiled and discolored.

The closet was shallower than the alcove, by fully two feet.

I drew the curtain aside — revealing a wall of paneled wood. The top of
the lower panel was about three feet from the floor.

“Two cubits high,” I said. And I began running my fingers along the top
of the panel, feeling, pressing here and there for a concealed spring. That is
one of my little detective specialties, you know.

Suddenly, noiselessly, so delicate was the mechanism, the panel tipped over
from the top on its oiled hinges.

The smoke-gray steel of a small safe caught the light from the overhead
lamp.

“Oh — o0A! T never knew it was there!” Boris cried. “But the combina-
tion! We haven’t the combination!”

“Yes, we have. Look at the dial. It’s a double-combination lock, with a
double radiating disk. It requires both letters and numbers to get into this
hiding place of your wonderful grandmother’s. Suppose we try, ‘In 17397
I kept that for the last. I thought it was not what it scemed.”

I dropped on one knee beside the safe. On the outer ring of the disk I
picked out the letters “7-n,” then on the inner ring I picked out “7-7-3-9,”
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man, pushing his way through the doorway. He was clad in the dress uni-
form of a cadet at the United States Military Academy at West Point.

Piper reddened. “Now look here, I told you to go to the Bureau of Missing
Persons, didn’t I?”

“Yes sir, I know.” The stalwart youth stood at attention. “But they say
a person isn’t missing officially for forty-eight hours. They told me to come
back tomorrow or the next day.”

“Well, why don’t you, Mr. P

“Cadet Robbins, sir. John Charles Robbins. You see, I can’t come back
then. I have to get back to the Academy with the rest of the Glee Club on
the last train tonight, or I'll get demerits enough to keep me from getting
my second-lieutenant’s bar at graduation this June. And I'm scared, sir —
I’'m scared pink. Because if something hadn’t happened to her she’d have met
that train last night!”

Miss Hildegarde Withers suddenly pricked up her ears.

“The girl-friend’s name is Bianca Riley, perhaps?”

He nodded. “And she didn’t come to her apartment at all last night, because
I ’phoned every hour.” Then he stopped. “How did you know, ma’am?”

“I didn’t,” Miss Withers said shortly. “But I have an excellent imagina-
tion. Coming, Oscar? This is serious. Didn’t you catch the name? It’s
Bianca Riley!”

They went speeding northward in a squad car. The car stopped mo-
mentarily at 25 Barrow Street, where it developed that Bianca’s door was
locked. There was a card sticking out of the mail box, bearing the message,
“Sorry Johnny ’phone you later oceans love, Bee.”

The note gave him no joy, for it was written on the back of an engraved
card bearing the name “Louis Hamish, buyer, antiques and objets d’art,
241 East 34th Street.”

“She wrote she had a job she was crazy about,” the young man said,
glowering. “Objets d’art my foot!”

““That address is obviously his office,” Miss Withers counseled as they got
back into the squad car. They turned eastward from the Village, cut to Lex-
ington and rolled north into a region of art shops, print framers, and second-
hand bookstores. There was a brass plate outside the doorway of a residence
on the corner — “Louis Hamish™ nestling among other platcs.

“One moment,” cried Miss Withers. “I mustn’t forget my props.”

She was back in a moment, carrying a brown-paper package. Then they
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softly. He crossed the floor, swung open the door. A man burst excitedly in,
leaving it ajar behind him. It was Paul Varden, auctioneer of the Sutton
Galleries.

“Well, Louis! There’s the devil to pay!” His voice trailed away as he saw
the others, and his face blanched into a guilty mask.

“Talk, and talk fast!” Piper barked. “Does that picture on the easel
belong to you? Did you hire Hamish to bid it in for you?”

“Why, this — this —” he fumbled. “Who says so?”

“Did you make a telephone call to the Brotherly home, and send a
fake telegram, all calculated to make the family think him alive and hiding
from some mysterious Yellow Peril ?”’

“I don't know what this is all about, but I —I—"

Hamish spoke. “I had to tell them, Paul, old chap. I'm not going to jail
to save you. I just admitted you were coming to get your picture.”

Not until then did the fog-horn voice of Mr. Paul Varden return full
blast. He called upon everybody to witness that he had come simply to warn
Hamish about — well, about the fuss the police were making over his having
smuggled something out of the auction room windows last night.

Louis Hamish was back at the easel, thoughtfully continuing with the
restoration job as if he had no interest in anything else. “Stop looking at
me!” Varden howled at the Inspector. “I never killed anybody! You’ve got
to believe me — try the lie-detector, try anything.”

“T’ll try frisking you,” Piper said. A moment later he took a small package
from the auctioneer’s coat, a package containing opalescent globules.

“Mrs. Brotherly’s pearls!” breathed Miss Hildegarde Withers. Piper
nodded. “Well, Mr. Paul Varden —” He took out handcuffs, snapped
them on the wrists of the cringing auctioneer. ‘“You’re taking a ride.”

“Yes, of course,” came an interrupting voice. “‘But not quite yet, Oscar.
Haven’t you forgotten something?” ‘

They all stared at Miss Withers. Piper glared at her.

She pointed to the brown-paper package. “I mean the shoes we found in
the apartment up at the Hotel Elleston, remember?”

Hamish still leaned over the painting, but his hand stopped in midair.

“You see,” Miss Withers continued conversationally, “Brotherly had to
use a magnifying glass in his comparison of the photograph with the prints
in the pigment of that picture. The glass was broken in his struggle with the
murderer, ground underfoot. Police found some fragments in the dead
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shoes of the Japanese intelligence, reflected Anne Garrick, half humorously.

“I am Major Kanaya,” added the paragon, with simple majesty. “But
perhaps you do not remember me?”

Miss Garrick was both amused and alarmed.

“But of course, Major Kanaya,” she answered, with a little smile. “We
met once at an Embassy tea, I think.”

“And danced,” cried Major Kanaya rapturously. “Do not forget that,
Miss Garrick, please! For me, it is one of my memories.”

“It is good of you to remember,” said Anne Garrick. “That was, of
course, before these unhappy days in which we are now living.”

“As you say, that was two years ago.” The major sighed. “Alas, that such
times have come to us! I am so sorry about it all. Would you be so good,
perhaps, as to care for a cup of tea?”

“Thank you, but I have just had my cup of tea. I am . . . waiting fora
friend.” As well to learn at once, she thought, what it was this sleuth was
after. Information, she supposed. She had been seen in conversation with
Macdonald, and of course they would want to know how much the cor-
respondent had told her.

“A friend — ah, yes,” sighed the major. His little mustache quivered, his
full lips parted in a smile intended to be roguish, his gold teeth gleamed.
“If, by chance, it is the handsome young reporter, Macdonald, for whom
you wait, I must admit that just now I saw him leaving the hotel. These
young newspaper men!” he shrugged. “They are not — how do you say it?
— responsible, I think. They get a story, as they call it, and away they
hurry to a cable office, forgetting everything but their strange duty to a
million readers whom they have never seen! Ah, well, he is a nice boy,”
said Major Kanaya generously, “a very charming young man. I know him
well. We are excellent friends, Macdonald and 1.”

He was not too subtle, she reflected. And, after all, why should he be?
They both knew what it was the major wanted. Each knew, if he knew
anything at all, precisely what the situation was.

Miss Garrick also shrugged. “He left in something of a hurry,” she volun-
teered, with an appearance of frankness. “I wondered what it was about.
Has something important happened, to make him leave his luncheon?”

The major shrugged again. His impeccable shoulders rose and fell heavily.
“Who can say? The port is always filled with rumors. Most of them untrue!
But what does that matter to our gay young correspondent? He did not
























82 ELLERY QUEEN’'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

erately chose to be a policeman; not that all policemen are uneducated men,
because to claim that would be claiming what’s untrue. I've known college
graduates — yes, one ex-college professor — who wore brass buttons and
pounded beats in thick-soled shoes. But here, understand, was a man who,
having no need for the money he might earn at the calling, and belonging
to a family whose male members were professional men if they weren’t
business men or planters, yet elected to join the Memphis police force when
he came out of the University of Virginia, after having taken a law course
there. He was ordinary patrolman at first, but he didn’t stay ordinary patrol-
man for long. His chief discovered he had natural aptitude along certain
trends and took the youngster out of uniform and put plain clothes on him
and pretty soon he was making better than a local name for himself as a de-
tective. Before we got into the war he took a leave of absence and entered
an officers’ training-camp, and when the break came he had his commission
and went overseas as a captain in one of the first contingents to get over.
His inclinations were for service in the line but with his schooling the Mili-
tary Intelligence scction was plainly indicated for him and, for a wonder,
a man especially fitted for a particular job was given that job by those little
tin gods on wheels who spent so many congenial hours trying to fit the
round peg into the square hole, and then wondered why the gears wouldn’t
mesh sometimes. After the mess was ended he came home, limping a trifle —
a machine-gun bullet bored his knee three days before Armistice — and since
then he had been rather at loose ends for regular occupation, with plenty of
money to spend, an uncle having died and left him a really handsome estate,
He didn’t feel like settling down, he said. For the sport of the thing, the love
of the game, he sometimes did help out the authorities in his part of the
South, when there was a puzzling crime to be unraveled, working under
cover, though, as a sort of unpaid volunteer aide. But in the open season on
wild fowl he gunned pretty steadily; for to him no call was so strong as the
call of the marshes. This was the second fall for the two of us, shooting to-
gether down in the Gulf country, and out of his store of experience I al-
ready had heard yarns which were worth listening to and, some of them,
useful for fabrication into copy. So this morning, during the lull, when he
showed signs of getting set to tell a tale, my inner cars twitched, even
though I might pretend to be only mildly interested.

He made the board creak again and was off: “That Trout killing, now”;
he said, “that was one killing that I managed to untangle and clean up all
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by my little self and then just kept my trap closed and let the party that
had done the killing get away with it, so that the only credit I got out of it
was out of my own conscience. I figure it might not have been exactly ethical
for me to do that, that is it wouldn’t if I'd still been a regular cop working
for wages and bound by an oath. But as a free lance, which I was — well,
anyhow, I'll let you say when I'm through whether I did the right thing.

“It happened about a year and a half after I got back from the other side.
By then my leg was as good as it’s ever going to be. I'd had a couple of oper-
ations and a lot of treatment but it was evident the joint would always be
stiff. Fussing around with hospitals and specialists had given me occupation
for a spell but now I was restless and inclined to drift with the current. The
after-effects of war take lots of fellows that way, as you know. I thought for
a while of going into the government secret service — they offered me a
berth — but I passed that up after going up to Washington and talking it
over with the head of the bureau. Then I went on to New York for a while,
On the way back home that trip I stopped over in Chattanooga for a day ot
so with an old classmate of mine who’d been shot and gassed both, during
the St. Mihiel drive, and was in bad shape. On my second morning there I
was knocking about down-town and ran into a fellow I'd known ever since
the old days — Fred Gaither was his name and he came from Baltimore
originally. He had been a Burns operative once. Now, so he told me right
off, he’d opened up shop as a private detective. He asked me what I was
doing and I said I wasn’t doing anything in particular and found it rather a
tiresome job. As I said that, I saw a kind of light come into his eyes and he
asked me if I had ten minutes to spare. I told him yes — ten minutes or ten
days or ten months, so far as that went. ‘Great,’ he said. ‘Come along with
me then. My office is right upstairs here.’

“So when we got up there he said, ‘Dan, I've got something that’s right
down your street — a murder case with some mighty unusual features to it.
P’ve been working on it myself; had a couple of my best men working on it,
too, and we've got nowhere. Now,” he says, ‘there’s a nice juicy reward
posted — five hundred offered by the state and a thousand more that the
widow of the man who was killed added on. If you care to tackle it and can
run down the guilty party, whoever he is, I'll make any sort of deal about
the money end that’s agreeable to you, except that I'd like to see this
agency get the glory. It’s the case of a certain Dr. Adrian Trout, who was
assassinated up here in the mountains not far from the Kentucky line, at
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Uniondale. Maybe you read something about it?’

“I had — a dispatch in a Washington paper. ‘But that was three or four
weeks ago,’ I said. “The trail’s cold by now.’

“ ‘No colder than it was from the beginning,” he says. ‘This trail was born
cold and hasn’t warmed up since. I'll be honest with you,” he says; ‘this is a
tough puzzle, this Trout killing. But I'll stand all expenses and if you
come through with it you can have the whole fifteen hundred or, if you
want to split on any sort of basis, you just name the terms and I’m agreeable
to whatever you say.’

‘I don’t require expenses and I don’t need the money,’ I said.

“‘Well, I do,’ he says. ‘I've just started up on my own hook and expenses
have been heavy and business is still slow although I've picked up one or
two accounts — banks and business houses — that bring in something.
But what this concern of mine needs more than anything else to make it a
go is a reputation. And if somebody on my staff cleared up this killing after
the local people and the imported investigators, including myself, have fallen
down, why, the free advertising we’d get here would be worth a lot to me
personally. Won’t you join in with me, Dan,’ he says, ‘for old times’ sake?
Besides,” he says, ‘you might get a big kick out of it.’

“ ‘Well,” I said, ‘if you put it that way —’

“ ‘I do put it that way,” he says. And with that he began hauling records
and reports and newspaper clippings and what-not out of a filing cabinet.

“Well, the upshot was that I got steamed up and spent the morning
going over the stuff and discussing the different angles of it with Fred
Gaither, and the next day I was on my way with him in his car into the
mountains northwest of Chattanooga. Where the decent highway ended I
left him and he turned back — it had been agreed that I should handle the
thing by myself —and T hired a buckboard and rode the last eighteen miles
into this little town of Uniondale over one of the worst apologies for a road
on God’s green earth. You couldn’t get in there by rail or anywhere near it
by rail. It’s a county-seat but it’s tucked away there in the knobs, miles
from anywhere — a typical mountain town, one of the few that are left just
as they were before the automobiles came — and it’s populated by typical
mountain people. You know the type, being from Kentucky yourself?”

I nodded and at the same time pointed. To our left, one lonesome ring-
neck was flipping to and fro over the rushes in the hurried but aimless fashion
of the ring-neck tribe. We made ready for him but all of a sudden he re-
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outspoken enemies. His family never had been mixed up in any of the old
feuds; fact was this particular county never had a feud in it. There was no
record that he’d ever been in a serious fight or been threatened by any-
one. He just wasn’t trusted, that was all, and he never had been liked in the
community. But, you'd say that not being liked was no reason why any-
body should want to bump him off, and wait months or years for the chance
to do it, too.

“Well, be that as it may, while the war was still on or about the time it
ended, he up and married a well-to-do widow from near Nashville, a woman
who was considerably older than he was. He must have been about thirty-
five then. And he moved down to the town where she lived and never once
came back again until four days before he was killed.

“He came back on account of some legal formalities in connection with
the settling up of a little scrap of an estate in which he had an interest. It
would seem he did quite a bit of strutting up and down the main street,
which was almost the only street worth the name. He was showing off his
city-made clothes and his affluence and his importance. Well, on the fourth
day, shortly after dinner-time, which would make it about one-thirty
o’clock in the afternoon, he went to the county clerk’s office, which was in
the fore part of the little court-house, to get a copy of a certain transcript.
The clerk hadn’t quite finished copying it — they kept most of their rec-
ords in longhand up there — and Trout told him he’d go outside, it being
cooler out there than it was inside, and wait until the job was done. He was
aiming to leave that same day.

“Well, according to the clerk, it couldn’t have been more than two
minutes after that when he heard a gun crack somewhere close at hand and
heard a thump and a sort of scuffling sound at the front entrance. He
dropped what he was doing and ran out. Trout was lying sprawled in the
doorway. He’d been shot in front, right through the heart. He was dead by
the time the clerk got to him. There was nobody in sight — on a warm day
in a little country-town people are not apt to stir about much for an hour or
so after midday; you know that without my telling you. The clerk looked
up and down and he said that for an appreciable space, before people who'd
heard the report began to hop outdoors, the little square and the street in
front of it were absolutely deserted. If there was any eyewitness to the
killing, nobody ever found him or her.

“Immediately, though, it was easy enough to figure where the shot had
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been fired from. It had been fired from somewhere upon a rather steep little
hill which rose on the far side of the street and faced the county square.
There was a store and a harness-shop directly across from the court-house
but the shot couldn’t have come from that level. The course of the wound
proved that — the shot had slanted downward at rather a steep angle, prov-
ing that it must have been fired from well above the opposite house-line.
Now, above the shops up on the hill were two buildings and only two —
both of them dwellings, one stuck in the side of the hill a few yards above
the other, and both reached by footpaths from the street. Otherwise the hill
was bare — no trees on it, no thick bushes, no anyplace where a human
being could hide. What’s more, the clerk stuck to it that he glanced at that
hill a moment after he reached Trout’s side. In fact, he said he did more than
just glance; he said he searched the whole side of it with his eye and saw
nothing moving. Measurements showed that if Trout was sitting down on a
bench that stood just outside the court-house doorway, the shot might
very well have come from the general direction of the lower one of the two
hillside houses opposite; from inside of it or from behind it or from under it
— it stood on posts a foot and a half off the ground — or even from just
over the ridgepole of its roof. On the other hand, if he was standing up, the
shot might have come from the approximate direction of the uppermost
of the two houses. But nobody could testify whether he was standing or
sitting, and that complicated things. No weapon was found in ot near either
of these two houses, no footprints either, although, the grass being fairly
thick in places and the footpaths hard and dry, it would have been difficult
to find foot-tracks if they were there. And, so far as the residents of the two
houses were concerned — I'll come to them individually in a minute —
there wasn’t any earthly reason for anybody to suspect that they or any one
of them could have had a hand in the killing or any knowledge of it before
or after. There wasn’t any earthly reason to suspect anybody at all. The
most commonly accepted theory was that the assassin must have been lying
in ambush under or behind one or the other of the houses and either that he
got away unobserved in the first hullabaloo of excitement, or that he stayed
concealed right where he was until things had quieted down, and then es-
caped. But to offset that, the county clerk — and a reasonably alert, in-
telligent chap he was — said his first scrutiny of the face of the hill had been
thorough even though it was a hasty one, and besides, inside of five minutes
after Trout dropped searchers led by a deputy sheriff who happened to be
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toward the left, whereas he’s inclined to say it might have been slightly be-
low and, if anything, off to the right. Innocence written all over both of
them; both formerly acquainted with Trout but no record that either of
them ever had any dealings with him or bore him any grudge. That’s that.
Let’s temporarily eliminate Padgett and move on; he’s a short horse and
soon curried.

“Now then, we’re going to climb sixty feet up the slope to the second
house. It’s an old-time log cabin — what they call a double cabin. You
know the style — two rooms, scparate cabins, really, set side by side, with
one roof to cover ’em both and an open space or ‘gallery’ — to give it the
country name — in between. Two women live here — a sick young woman
that’s bedfast, and an old crippled woman that’s looking after her. The
young woman'’s name is Byers — Martha Byers, according to the data in
my hands. She’s married but she’s shy a husband. His name is Tobe Byers,
harmless enough but a pretty tolerable worthless party, by all accounts.
They’ve been married less than two years. She’d always been in poor health
but lately when she became a confirmed invalid he just up and ran off and
left her and nobody knows his present whereabouts — the trifling, dirty
scoundrel! After he abandons her, she gets word to the old crippled woman
who’s no kin to her but who, it seems, was a sort of foster-mother to her
before her marriage, and the old woman leaves her own shack back up in the
mountains somewhere and comes down to nurse her and look after her.
Other than this old woman there isn’t a soul to whom the young woman
can turn. One look at her and you can write this poor little thing’s ticket.
She’s got consumption and is almost through. The death-look is on her; her
voice is almost gone. And her arm-bones are like pipestems. The old woman
is a character. Everybody calls her ‘Aunt Lizzie’ except the dying girl and
she calls her ‘Mom’; on Gaither’s notes she’s down as ‘Lizzie Johnson, un-
married, commonly known as Aunt Lizzie.” She’s close to seventy, I'd say,
but well-preserved for her age. Before she fell off a mule years before and
broke her hip, she could do a man’s work, so they say, and could handle
tools almost like a man. Now she hobbles about on a crutch — an awkward-
looking thing, painted a bright red and heavily padded at the arm-crotch
and the hand-grip with rags, evidently a home-made crutch. Offhand, my
guess is that it’s one she made herself. Considering her weight — she’s a
broad, heavy woman — she gets about on it pretty briskly, though.

“She can do a woman’s work, too — that’s plain to be seen. That little
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except that in her case no citizens had as yet begun to appear and there was
no one in her sight for the moment except the dazed county clerk and the
dead man spraddled out over there in the court-house door.

“She made no bones of not caring for the late unlamented Trout. An
outspoken old party, this was, thumping about over her cabin floor while I
listened, with her shiny red crutch under her arm and the big brass ferrule
on the bottom of it striking against the loose boards; and her lower jaw just
working overtime. She said more than once that she’d known him from the
time he was a child, and that he was from childhood an ‘onlikely one’ mean-
ing by that, I took it, of an unpleasant or a sinister personality. She didn’t
stress her feelings against him nor did she minimize them. She merely had
the candid matter-of-fact air of expressing a common prejudice which she
shared with numbers of others. And then immediately she’d be off down
some side-alley, airing her own views on this and that or dragging in some
perfectly irrelevant neighborhood reminiscence.

“I came down off that hill with my eardrums throbbing — and feeling
licked. So far as these households were concerned, I told myself I'd have to
count them out of the equation; would have to look elsewhere for clues, if
any. I'd given the terrain surrounding the two places only the most cursory
of examinations; I did that before I scrambled down. After nearly four
weeks there’d be no use looking for physical evidences on the flank of that
bleak little knob and it sticking up out of the center of the town like a sore
thumb. So far, I was certainly up against it.

“Do you ever have hunches? Well, I do, and sometimes they’ve yielded
dividends when I've been up against a hard proposition. I wouldn’t exactly
call it intuition; I'll swear it’s not deduction, because the reasoning process
doesn’t enter into it at all. I guess the right word is just hunch. Well, while I
was eating dinner — they called it dinner — at the Grand, and giving the
resident house-flies a hard battle between bites, all of a sudden a hunch came.
And what the hunch told me to do was to go back up the hill. I followed the
urge, too — didn’t even wait for the green-apple pie — and in less than two
hours from that time, that murder mystery was all wrapped up, signed,
sealed and delivered, and I was packing my bag to leave Uniondale.

“I stopped first by the Padgetts’; made them repeat their statements;
tried to draw them out along new lines. There weren’t any new lines to
draw them out on. So I knew — somehow I knew it — that my hunch
hadn’t sent me here. Then it must be the log-house higher up. It just nat-
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urally had to be. The moment I got there and saw the lame woman sitting
in an old rocking-chair in the gallery between the twin cabins sewing on
somcthing or other, I knew I was getting ‘warm,’ as we used to say when we
were kids playing some hide-and-seek game. I knew that, too. Don’t ask me
how I did. But I did — that’s enough.

“She didn’t seem surprised to see me back so soon — neither surprised nor
concerned. She said the sick woman was asleep and invited me to sit down.
So I'sat on the edge of the gallery where I could lean back against a side-wall
and watch her, and I told her that to make sure I had things straight I
wanted her, if she didn’t mind, to tell me all over again what she remem-
bered about the shooting. She said, very casually, that she didn’t mind.

“It was a peaceful, drowsy afternoon — a Sunday. If it hadn’t been for a
preacher’s voice coming booming up to us from a little church diagonally
down below us where the Primitive Baptists were holding one of their all-
day services, there wouldn’t have been a sound, hardly, except birds calling
and bees humming and locusts going it in the trees along the main street. I
had the feeling that a hound must have when he hits on a blind scent that’s
still confused and pretty faint, but a trail, all the same, that’s going to lead
him somewhere sooner or later.

“T gave her her head and she went to it. Sandwiched in between all sorts
of extraneous side-issues, the same entirely plausible tale I'd already heard
from her came forth, by degrees. It was exactly the same — no contradic-
tions, no changes, no stressing of this incidental point, no slurring-over of
that important one. Something told me just having her repeat her story
wouldn’t help any. That subtle indefinable sign I was looking for would
have to emcrge from another source. Sitting there pretending to be taking
in all her guinea-hen chatter, I studied her movements, the way she handled
herself, the play of her expression and all. Now I observed little peculiarities
of habit, little mannerisms about her which had more or less escaped me that
morning during my preliminary scouting. For one thing, I noticed how full
and firm her frame was. She might be overweight but she wasn’t flabby.
And when she gripped her crutch as she got up once to cross the floor and
get something, her grip was strong and the tip of it came down hard and
brisk on the planks. Sitting down, she kept the crutch balanced across her
knees and she had a little trick of running her hand along it while she gassed
along. For all her solidity, there was something mighty motherly about her.

“Stll I wasn’t getting anywhere; I realized that. At the end of an hour I
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felt baffled — maybe ‘thwarted’ is the better word — as though the big
secret was eluding me and yet was hiding right around the corner every
minute of the time. It was somewhere close by if only I had the sense to put
my finger on it. Finally, more to be making motions than for any really
valid reason, because I already knew her story off by heart, I pulled out a
note-book, telling her I intended to jot down the headings of what I'd found
out from her and from the other witnesses in her vicinity.

“ ‘Let’s see now,’ I said, just stalling along, you understand, ‘let’s see —
your name is Miss Elizabeth Johnson? Or is it Mrs. Johnson?’

‘I hain’t never been wedded, ef that’s whut you mean,’ she says. ‘And
the fust name ain’t 'Lizabeth nor nuthin’ very much like it.’

*“ ‘But everybody around here calls you Aunt Lizzie,” I said, mildly as-
tonished. ‘It’s set down so by my friend who was up here immediately after
the killing.’

““Then your friend wuz pyure wrong,” she says. ‘It mout sound like
Lizzie but it ain’t — hit’s Lissy, fur short. My full entitled name, only I
ain’t heard it fur so long a spell that I mouty nigh furgit it myself sometimes,
1s Melissa Remembrance Johnson.’

“I almost fell off that rickety little porch — it was so like a lick between
my eyes. Not plain Elizabeth Johnson, about as common a name, next to
Mary Smith, as you could think of, but Melissa Remembrance Johnson, a
name in a million. A name that fairly jumped at me out of the back part of
my brain. And all in a flash I was reconstructing in my mind the picture of
that field-kitchen of ours that a stray German shell, a nine-point-five, came
along and scored a direct hit on, one August morning of 1918 up in front of
Chateau Thierry. I saw myself helping to straighten out the mangled frag-
ments of the four boys who'd been wiped out in that burst. I saw myself
taking the ‘dog tag’ and what was left of the messed-up service papers off
of one of those four bodies. I saw myself fumbling in the pockets of a coat,
which had been blown half off of the poor kid, for further marks of identifi-
cation, and finding the last page of a misspelt letter — part of the last page,
rather, for the rest of that page and the rest of the letter were just so much
charred, ripped-up scrap. But the part that was left bore words that because
of what they said had branded themselves into my mind and it bore also
a signature that I'd never forgotten and never would. I heard myself listen-
ing again while a young second lieutenant, the commander of the platoon
to which the four boys belonged, said of this particular boy: ‘Rotten luck
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fur a soldier wuz up at Farleyville six mile frum here up the creek; that wuz
our post-office then. But in gin’ral us mounting folks don’t call a settlement
by no ’special name; we jest calls it “town.”” Ast onc of us whar we lives at
and we air prone to say on the waters of sich-and-sich a fork or sich-and-sich
a creek.’

“ ‘Farleyville, eh?’ That filled in the next blank for me; I was out in the
clear now, making game steadily. ‘And the sister’s name?’ I said.

“ ‘Likely it would be writ down on them papers ez Marthy Triplett,’ she
says.

“ ‘And where is she now?’ I asked.

“ ‘Why, layin’ right here in this house, Mister,” she says. ‘ "Twuz quite
some months after he wuz tuck away that she married off with that thar
sorry scound’el of a Tobe Byers that’s lately done run off and left her to
live or else perish, ez mout be.’

“If the old woman suspected anything yet she didn’t show it, not by look
or voice or anything. The only thing was that for the first time she was
making direct replies instead of flying off at tangents. That might not mean
anything, though; probably it didn’t. So I made ready to fire straight and
hard at her. I said:

““You wrote to your adopted son after he went overseas, I presume?’

““Yes,” she says; ‘of ’entimes I writ him.’

“But unless I was wrong, I had detected just a barely perceptible pause,
an instantaneous spell of hesitation, between this question and her answer.
“You wrote him shortly before his death?’

“ ‘Doubtless I done so,’ she says, but says it slowly, warily, almost reluc-
tantly, as though sensing a trap set for her feet.

“‘Yes, you wrote him then,’ I said, and as I said it I stood up and faced
her. ‘You wrote him a letter and you signed that letter with your full name.’
I wasn’t asking her now, I was telling her. ‘And in that letter you used these
words: ‘‘Son-boy, if you don’t come back I'm going to kill the one that sent
you there. He knowed you ain’t fitten for a soldier but still he took and
shoved you on in. And you and me both knows why he wanted for to get
you out of the way. If you don’t come back, it will be pure murder on his
soul and I aim to kill him for it if it’s the last thing I ever does. Butsay noth-
ing; you and me will be the onliest two that ever does know about this.” ’

“‘You wrote that,” I said, ‘and the man you meant was the man you
killed four weeks ago — Adrian Trout.’
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“‘I’ma-comin’ to that,’ she says. ‘He lusted after Marthy, same ez he had
lusted after many another pore gal in these mountings. And Johnny Tom,
puny ez he wuz, stood betwixt him and his carnal cravin’s. So he aimed fur
to git Johnny Tom out of his path, and this here draft give him his bounden
chance. So with Johnny Tom snatched up and carried off fur a soldier,
there ain’t nobody left a-standin’ "twixt him and Marthy excusin’ it’s me.
So to save her pore weak body frum him and to save her pore soul frum the
everlastin’ torments of Hell’s fire, I aiged her on into weddin’ with this here
~ Tobe Byers, a-knowin’ him fur a low-down, no-worth fiest, but a-doin’ it
>cause it seemed like there wuzn’t no other way out. And so this here Tobe
Byers, he starves her thin and wears her down and breaks her little heart,
and when she’s done plum’ wore-out, he flees frum her and leaves her fur to
die. Johnny Tom and Marthy — my onliest two — one gone and other one
goin’ — and one man to blame fur ’em both.’

“There’s no passion in her voice while she’s saying this. She’s just saying
it, just so, that’sall. And I know that every word she’s saying is the truth, as
she sees it. Then she says, still without any dramatics: ‘Well, Mister, now
that you do know all, whut do you aim fur to do with me? I ain’t *shamed
fur whut I done and I wouldn’t be *feared fur whut’s to come to me, only fur
Marthy. With me in the jailhouse, whut’ll Marthy do? That’s all I'm
feared fur.’

“She wasn’t pleading, understand. She merely was stating a case.

“‘T'll tell you what I'm going to do with you,’ I said; my decision was
already made and confirmed. ‘I’m going to leave you right here where you
are. I’'m not going to say a word about this to the sheriff or anybody, and
unless you should talk yourself, nobody is going to be any the wiser about
what the two of us know.’

“She didn’t thank me in words; the look she gave me and the nod she
gave me were enough. I held out my hand, not to shake hands with her but
for something else, and she knew what I wanted and handed it over — her
crutch. Oh, yes, I'd had my eye on that crutch for some little time past. It
was a very heavy, very cumbersome thing, and I'd say i1t had about six
separate coats of red paint on it, not to speak of the elaborate cloth padding.
And why wouldn’t it be heavy and cumbersome, and why wouldn’t it be
well painted and well-padded when the stock part of it was the octagonal
barrel of an old-fashioned, muzzle-loading squirrel-rifle with the forearm
shaved away; and with its stock cut down and fitted into the arm-crotch,
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many queer creatures, and I have so wide an acquaintance among them,
that Trink was just one of my crowd. I forget how I came to know him,
but for about two years we had been seeing each other once or twice a week;
sometimes oftener. I liked him almost at once, and the liking grew. Al-
though I was always aware in his company of a slight unease, I took every
opportunity of meeting him. He charmed me. The charm was not the open,
easy charm of one’s intimate friend, for we never reached that full contact.
It was more spell than charm; the attraction of oppositcs, perhaps. His only
marked characteristic was a deep melancholy, and now that I try to recall
him I find that that is the one clear thing that I can recall. He was one of -
those men whom nobody ever really knows.

Stephen Trink would have been passed over in any company, and at
my place always was. Only when I directed my friends’ attention to him,
did they recollect having met him and examine their recollection; and then
they were baffled. I once asked five friends in turn what they thought of
him, and I was given pictures of five totally different men, none of whom I
had myself seen in Trink. Each of them, I noted, had to hesitate on my
question, and stroke his hair, and say: “’M . . . Trink. We-el, he’s just an
ordinary sort of chap — I mean — he’s a — sort of —” Then, although he
had been with us ten minutes ago, they would go on to draw a picture as
from hazy memory. They seemed to be describing a man whom they weren’t
sure they had seen. Their very detail was the fumbling detail of men who are
uncertain what they did see, and try to assure themselves by elaboration
that they did at any rate see somerhing. It was as though he had stood before
the camera for his photograph, and the developed plate had come out blank.

In appearance, as I say, he was insignificant, and, with his lean, questing
face and frail body, would have passed anywhere as an insipid clerk. He
stressed his insipidity by certain physical habits. He had a trick of standing
in little-girl attitudes — hands bchind back, one foot crooked round the
other — and of demurely dropping his eyes if you looked suddenly at him;
and, when speaking to you, looking up at you as though you were his head-
master. He had, too, a smile that, though it sounds odd when used of a man,
I can only describe as winsome. The mouth was sharp-cut, rather than firm,
and drooped at the corners. The lower jaw was drawn back. His hair was
honey-coloured and plastered down. His voice was thin, touched with the
east wind; and it was strange to hear him saying the warm, generous things
he did say about people in the sleety tone that goes with spite. To everything
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he said that tone sccmed to add the words: Isn’z i¢ disgusting? His eyes,
behind spectacles, were mild and pale bluc. Only when the spectacles were
removed did onc perceive character; then, one could scc that the eyes held
curious experience and pain.

Wherever he might be, he never seemed to be wholly z%ere. He had an air
of seeming to be listening to some noise outside the room. He would sit about
in attitudes that, since Rodin’s Penseur, we have come to accept as attitudes
of thought; but if you looked at his face you'd say it was empty. He was not
thinking; he was brooding. Though indoors he was languid and lounge-y,
and his movements were the movements of the sleepwalker, in the street
his walk was agitated and precipitous. He seemed to be {lying from pursuit.
One other notable point about him was that, quiet, insignificant, withdrawn
as he was, he could be a most disturbing presence. Even when relaxed in an
arm-chair he somehow sent spears and waves of discomfort through the
air, sucking and drying the spirit of the room and giving me that cdge of
uncase.

What his trouble was — if his melancholy arose from a trouble — he
never told me. Often, when I urged him, flippantly, to Chcer Up, he spoke
of This Awful Burden, but I dismissed it as the usual expression of that in-
tellectual weariness of living which we call “modern.”

He had private means by which he could have lived in somcthing more
than comfort, but he seemed contented with three rooms in the forlorn
quarter where Bloomsbury meets Marylebone — well-furnished rooms that
one entered with surprise from the dinge of Fitzroy Square. He was a mem-
ber of two of the more serious clubs, but used them scarcely twice a year.
His time he employed in the Bloomsbury and Marylebone fashion — as an
aimless intellectual. He occupied himself writing metallic studies for all
sorts of hole-and-corner Reviews; and all the time he was doing it he affected
to despise himself for doing it and to despise the breed with whom he mixed.
He attendcd all their clique and coterie gatherings — tcas, dinners, Blooms-
bury salons, private views —and took part in all the frugal follies of the
Cheyne Walk Bohemia. You saw him, as they say, everywhere. Yet, at all
these affairs, though he looked younger than most of the crowd, he had
always the attitude of the amused grownup overlooking the antics of the
nursery. I can’t think how even their pallid wits didn’t perceive that em-
bodied sneer at them and their doings.

Although not physically strong he had immense vitality, which he ex-
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was, not adored, for they were incapable of that, but liked to the fullest
extent of their liking. He was their honoured guest, and on his side he gave
them affection and respect. The two boys worked together in a boot and
shoe factory, and the shop was run by Mr. and Mrs. Roake and the girl,
~ Olive. Olive knew enough about the business to do her bit without any men-
tal strain, and she had a flow of smiles and empty chatter that in such a
shop was useful.

These General Shops — often spoken of as “little gold-mines” — are
usually set, like this one, in side-streets. It is by their isolated setting that
they flourish. The main streets are not their territory, and such a shop in a
main street would certainly fail, for these streets hold branches of the multi-
ple stores as well as shops devoted singly to this or that household necessity.
Your successful General Shop, then, chooses a situation as far from competi-
tion as possible, but in the centre of a thicket of houses. In that situation it
wins its prosperity from the housewife’s slips of memory. She arrives home
from her High Street shopping, and finds that she has forgotten salt or cus-
tard-powder or bacon, and to save a mile walk she sends onc of the children
to the General Shop. It is for this that it exists; not for regular supply but
as convenience in emergency. Unhampered by other shops and encircled
by hundreds of forgetful households, the well-conducted General is certain
of success, and many of these shops have a weekly turnover, made up of
pennyworths of this and ounces of that, ncar two hundred pounds.

So the Roakes were doing well. Indeed, they were very comfortable and
could have been more than comfortable; but they were so inept, and knew
so little of the art of useful spending, that their profits showed little result
in the home. If they could not be given the positive description of a happy
family, at least they lived in that sluggish sympathy which characters only
faintly awarc of themselves give each other; and that was the fecling of the
‘home — lymphatic and never guste. The wireless set worked, but it was
never in pcrfect tone. The sitting-room fire would light, but only after it
had been coaxed by those who knew its “ways.” The hot water in the bath-
room was never more than very warm. The flowers in the back-garden were
never completely and unmistakably blossoms. The shop-door would shut,
but only after three sharp pressures — the third a bad-tempered one. They
bought expensive and warranted clocks, and the clocks took the note of the
family, and were never “right.” New and better pieces of furniture were
frequently bought for the sitting-room, but it never succeeded in looking
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that word that it will always be answered with a cry — crying: “Where?
Where?” “In there — there — three-ninety-two.” And the man ran on to
Tenterden Street, still crying, “Murder!” and those who had heard the word
ran in a trail to number 392.

The shop with its battling odours of bacon, cheese, paraffin, spice, biscuits,
bread, pickles, was empty. The runners looked beyond it. A small door led
from the shop to the back parlour. The upper half of the door was of glass,
and this half was veiled by a soiled lace curtain. Its purpose was to screen the
folk in the parlour — where they sat at intervals between trade rushes —
from the eyes of customers, while those in the parlour could, by the greater
light of the shop, see all comers. But since the curtain served a purely work-
aday office — the private sitting-room was upstairs — it had been allowed
to over-serve its time, and frequent washings had left it with so many holes
that its purpose was defeated. People in the shop could, by those holes, sce
straight and clearly into the parlour; could see the little desk with account-
books and bills, and could often see the cashbox and hear the rattle of
accountancy. It was proved by experiment that a man on the threshold of
the shop could, without peering, see what was going on in the shop-parlour.

The leaders of the crowd looked hastily about the shop and behind the
two small counters; then, through those holes, they had the first glimpse of
what they had come to see.

The sun was at the back. It shone through the garden window, and made
a blurred shaft of dancing motes across the worn carpet and across the bloody
body of Horace Roake. He lay beside his desk. The back of his head was
cleanly broken. By the door leading to the inner passage lay the body of
Mrs. Roake. She lay with hands up, as though praying. Her head was flung
violently back, disjointed. Of the two boys, who had been spending the last
day of their holidays at home, the younger, Bert, lay in a corner by the win-
dow, almost in a sitting posture. His head hung horridly sideways, showing
a dark suffusion under the left ear. The leaders looked and saw; then someone
said ““The girl!” They pulled open the door leading to passage and kitchen.
In the sun-flushed passage lay the twisted body of Olive Roake. Her head,
too, was thrown back in contortion. One glance at the dark excoriations.
on her neck told them how she had met her death. Three glances told them
of the dreadful group that must have made entrance here: one to kill witha
knife, one with a blow, and one to strangle with the hands.

For some seconds those inside could not speak; but as the crowd from the
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street pushed into the shop, and those in the shop were pushed into the par-
lour, those inside turned to push them back;and one of them, finding voice,
cried uselessly, as is the way in dark moments: “Why? Why all this — these
nice people — just for a pound or two? It’s — it’s unnecessary!”

He was right, and this was felt more strongly when it was found that
this thing had not been done for a pound or two. The desk was locked, and
the cashbox and the two tills in the shop were intact. Clearly this was not
haphazard killing for robbery. There was a grotesquerie about the scene that
hinted at more than killing: an afterthought of the devilish. These people,
who had led their ignoble but decent lives in ignoble back streets, were made
still more ignoble in death. The battered head of Roake, the crumpled bulk
of Mrs. Roake, the macabre mutilation of the gracious symmetry of youth
and maidenhood, were more than death. Not only were they dead, but the
peace that touches the most ugly and malign to dignity, the one moment of
majesty that is granted at last to us all, was denied them. The temple of
the Holy Ghost was riven and left in the derisive aspect of a dead cat in a
gutter.

So they lay in the floating sunshine of that afternoon, and so the crowd
stood and stared down at them until the police came. Who had done this
thing? How did they do it in an open shop? How did they get away?

Then someone who knew the family cried, “Where’s Artie?”” And some
went upstairs and some went into the little garden. But all that they found
was an open bedroom window and signs of a flight. No Artie.

\Y

It was between three o’clock and half past of the day when I had given
myself that nasty cut that Trink made one of his “drop-in” calls. I was
accustomed to these calls. He would come in, potter about, turn over any
new books or periodicals I had,- make a few remarks about nothing, disturb
the atmosphere generally, and then slide away. But this afternoon he didn’t
~ disturb the atmosphere. He seemed lighter and brighter than usual. Some-
thing of that morning mood that I had seen in him seemed to be still with
him. Tired and pale he certainly was — the result of his night-walk, I
guessed — but there was a serenity about him that was both new and pleas-
ing. For almost the first time I felt fully at ease with him; no longer conscious
of the something that I had never been able to name. In that quarter of an
hour I seemed to be nearer to him and to know him better than I had ever
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As that day was the last day of his holidays, he had, he said, been taking
things easy, and after the mid-day dinner had gone upstairs to lie down. He
left his brother in the garden. His father and sister were in the shop-parlour,
and his mother was in the shop. From two o’clock to five o’clock was a slack
time with them. Most of the business came before twelve or from five
o'clock to closing time; the afternoon brought mere straggles of custom.
He remembered lying down on his bed, with coat and waistcoat off, and
remembered nothing more until he suddenly awoke, and found himself, he
said, all of a sweat. His head and hands were quite wet. He jumped up from
the bed and stood uncertainly for a few moments, thinking he was going to
be ill. And well he might have been ill, secing what foul force was then
sweeping through the air of that little house. Out of the sunlight something
from the neglected corners of hell had come creeping upon it, to charge its
rooms with poison and to fire it with the black lightning of sudden death. At
the moment he awoke this creeping corruption must then have been in the
house, and in its presence not the thickest and most wooden organism
could have slept; for by some old sense of forest forefathers we are made
aware of such presences. We can perceive evil in our neighbourhood through
every channel of perception; can even see it through the skin. The potency
of its vapours, then, must have worked upon the skin and the senses of this
lad, as the potency of the unseen reptile works upon the nerves of birds, and
he awoke because an alien and threatening presence had called him to awake.
It must have been that, and not a cry or a blow, that awoke him, because he
said that, during the few seconds when he stood half-awake and sweating,
he heard his mother’s voice in a conversational murmur. It was some seconds
after that that the sweat froze on his face at the sound of his father’s voice
in three plodding syllables—“Oh . .. my ... God! —and then of a
noise such as a coalman makes when he drops an empty sack on the pave-
ment. And then, almost simultaneously with the sack sound, he heard a
little squeak that ended in a gurgle; and over-riding the gurgle on “Oh!”
of surprise from his brother, and soft, choking tones of terror saying “No —
no— no!” And then silence. And then he heard two sharp clicks, as of
opening and shutting a door; and then a moment’s pause; and then swift
feet on the stairs. Had he had the courage to go down on his father’s first
cry, his courage, one may guess, would have been wasted. Hands would
have been waiting for him, and he too would have ended on a gurgle. But if
he had had the courage to wait before he fled until the figure or figures on
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the stairs had come high enough to give him one glimpse, he might have had
the clue to one of the men that would have helped the police to the others.
But he didn’t wait. He bolted. He offered the reporters no feeble excuse of
going to raise the alarm or get help. He said that those sounds and the sort
of feeling in the house so affected him with their hint of some unseen horror
that he didn’t think of anybody or anything; only of getting out. Peering
from his door, he said, just as the sound of the feet came, he could see part
of the staircase, and the sunlight through the glazed door between shop-
passage and garden threw a shadow, or it might have been two shadows, half-
way up the stairs. He could hear heavy panting. In the momcent of his look-
ing, the shadow began to swell and to move. He saw no more. In awkward
phrases (so one of the reports stated) he tried to say that he felt in that
shadow something more than assault ending in killing; he felt something
horrible. From later information I understood this. It zvas horrible; so horri-
ble that even this vegetable soul had responded to it. So, driven by he knew
not what, and made, for the first time in his life, to hurry, he turned from
the house of dusty sunshine and death to the open world of sky and shops
and people. He bolted through the upper window and over the backyard,
and did not stop or call for help until he was four streets away; at which
point the cry of Murder led to a pursuit and capture of him.

He made his confession sadly but without shame. He &new, he said, that
it was all over; that he could be of no use; that they were all dead. But
when they pressed him 4ow he knew, he relapsed from that moment of asser-
tion into his customary cow-like thickness, and they could get no more
from him than a mechanical, “I dunno. I just knew.”

He was detained by the police for further questioning, and it appeared
later that the questioning had been severe. But though there was at first an
edge of official and public suspicion of him, he was able to satisfy the police
that he knew nothing, and was allowed to go home to an uncle’s.

No weapons were found, no fingerprints, no useful footprints. Nor had
any suspicious characters been seen hanging about; at least, none markedly
suspicious to the district; for in these misty byways queer characters of a sort
were a regular feature, and its houses were accustomed at all hours of day
and night to receiving furtive strangers. Taking it, at first sight, as gang
work, the police, it was said, were pursuing enquiries in that direction,
which meant that for the next few days all known members of North London
and West End gangs were rounded up and harried out of their wits by
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Another statement came from a man whose house backed on to the
Roakes’. He was on a night-shift at the docks, and went on at four o’clock.
By daily use he knew exactly how to time himsclf to get there punctually
from his home in Frostick Street; the time was fifty minutes; and he left
home regularly at ten minutes past three. He was putting on his boots, he
said, when, happening to glance through the window, he saw Mr. and Mrs.
Roake in the shop-parlour doing — well, as he put it, clearly without any
intent of flippancy, carrying-on and canoodling. They must then have re-
membered that they were open to curious eyes, for they immediately
moved away from the window into the darker part of the room. At half-
past four the evening paper came into the docks, and he saw that the family
had been discovered dead five minutes after he had seen this little husband-
and-wife moment.

One of the morning papers gave me a particular irritation. There was a
solemn youth named Osbert Freyne (recently down from Cambridge) who
used to come into my place at odd times, though I never made him wel-
come. He used to sit and blither talk one could not call it. I don’t
know why he continued to come, because I was always as rude to him as I
can allow myself to be to anybody; but he did come and he did meet Trink,
and he knew of Trink’s acquaintance with the Roakes.

Well, one of the papers had an appendix to the Talleyrand “‘story” — an
appendix by this solemn youth. Like most of his unbalanced kind, though
he affected to despise modern writing, he wasn’t above making money out
of it when he could. The fellow had had a talk (or blither) with Trink, and
had sold it to the paper as an interview with “an intimate friend of the un-
fortunate family.” The result was that Trink had been visited and ques-
tioned by the police on the family’s history and habits and their friends,
and other journalists had followed the police, and altogether the poor fel-
low’s miserable day had been made additionally miserable.

I knew what he must be feeling about it, for I myself began to be moved
by it, though quite unwarrantably. I had scarcely any interest in those
people, yet whenever I thought about the affair I suffered a distinct chill,
as though I personally were in some way touched by it; an entirely unreason-
able chill which I could not shake off because common sense could not reach it.

Among the first to be examined were the witnesses who were in the street
at the time the alarm was given. This again brought nothing useful; indeed,
the result was only confusion on confusion. Seventeen people who had been
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near the spot were asked — Who was the man who rushed from the shop
crying Murder? None of them knew him. They were then asked — What
sort of man was he? Not one could make a clear answer. Eleven were so sur-
prised that they didn’t look at him. The other six — who, if they had
looked at him, hadn’t seen him but wouldn’t admit it — gave six different
descriptions. One saw a tall firmly-built man with red face. One saw a short
man in a mackintosh. One saw a man in shirt and trousers only — ob-
viously a confusion with the fleeing boy, Artie. One saw a fat man in a gray
suit and a bowler hat. One saw a medium-sized man in cloth cap and the
strapped corduroys of the navy. Onc saw a black man.

It seemed fairly certain, though, that the man who cried Murder could
not have been the murderer, for two witnesses had seen members of the
family alive within less than two minutes of the murders; and one man
could not have been responsible for that wholesale slaughter in that space
of time. The man who ran out must have been the man who had been seen
by the woman witness standing there and shouting “Shop!” and as that was
only one minute before the alarm, clearly 4e¢ could not have been the mur-
derer. He had not come forward, but then, there might be many innocent
explanations of that. He might have been a man of nervous type who had
received such a shock from what he had seen that he wished to avoid all
association with the matter. Or he might have been a quiet, shy fellow who
would hate to be mixed up in any sensational public affair. Having given the
alarm, and having no useful information to offcr beyond what the crowd
saw for themselves, he might have considered that he had done his duty.

Generally, it was felt that it must have been thc work of a gang — either
a gang of thieves who were disturbed by the alarm before they could get at
the cash, or, as suggested, a gang of drunken or drugged Negroes—and the
gang must have entered from the back, or someone in the street would have
noted them. It was the Negro suggestion that caught the public, chiefly
because it seemed obvious and because it afforded a pious opportunity of
shaking what they liked to think was an un-English crime on to those who
were un-English. In talk around the streets the police were criticized for
not concentrating on the Negro quarter. It was all very well to say that all
the Negroes questioned had accounted for their movements. If the public
were in the police’s place, the public would know what to do, and so on.

The evening papers of that day brought more news, but none of it led
anywhere. More suspicious characters on the outskirts of London had been
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detained, and two men — one a soldier at Sheerness, the other a tramp at
Gerard’s Cross — had given themselves up for the murder, only to be
thrown out an hour later. People in the neighborhood now began to re-
member strange and significant happenings centering on the Roakes, which
they hadn’t remembered the day before. Queer visitors, letters by every
post, sudden outgoings, late home-comings — all thc scores of common-
place family happenings which, when isolated and focussed and limelit by
tragedy and publicity, assume an air of the sinister and portentous. If Mrs.
Roake had gone out in a new hat the day before they would have seen zkat
as a possible clue.

Day by day the story mounted, and all fact that was thin was fortified
by flagrant conjecture and by “sidelights” and comparison with similar
crimes.

The police were following a clue at Bristol. A broken and stained bicycle
pump had been found behind the mangle in the scullery and was being ex-
amined by the Home Office experts. Three of the leading yard men had left
London for a destination unknown. The writer of an anonymous letter, re-
ceived at Bow Street the day after the murders, was asked to communicate
with any police-station under a pledge of the fullest protection from all con-
sequences. The Flying Squad had spent a whole day combing the road from
Stoke Newington to Waltham Cross. Watch was being kept at Gravesend,
Queenboro’, Harwich, Grimsby, Hull and Newcastle for two men, be-
lieved to be Norwegians. The police were anxious to get in touch with these
men. Blandly and hopefully they invited these two men to visit the Yard.
But despite these invitations, despite official rewards and newspaper re-
wards running into many hundreds of pounds, no outside help was secured,
no “splits” — those ever-present helps in baffling crimes — came forward
to give their pals away.

Then, at the end of the week, the Sunday papers had a plum. All these
minor diversions were cancelled and the men called off. The new story was
that the District Inspector, with a detachment of officers in an armoured
police car, had left for Nottingham; and the story was given out with such
a note of assurance that the thing appeared to be settled. And it was. Press
and public waited eagerly on the result of this expedition. And they waited.
After two days, as the result of waiting, the Press was proudly silent on
Nottingham. There was no report on the Nottingham expedition, but in
its place a calm ignoring of it, as though it had never been. Nottingham was

7 3
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“Dear T.B.,

“As we haven’t met for some time I thought you might like a word from
Stephen Trink. I've been down here for a week or so among the pines,
seeking a little open-air massage for jangled nerves. You understand. It
was a dreadful business, and I didn’t want to see anybody, especially friends.
I’'m here doing nothing and sceing nothing — just breathing and drowsing.

“I suppose they’ve got no farther with it. Strange that the police, so as-
tonishingly clever in making up really baffling and complicated cases, are so
often beaten by a simple case. But you, as an arust, know how often a subtle
piece of work which the public imagine to have been achicved by laborious
and delicate process, was in fact done with perfect ease; and how often the
simple piece of work has meant months of planning and revision. I don’t
know if you've thought about it at all, but it seems to me that they’ve been
misled all along by the mattcr of time. They assumed that that little time,
for such a busincss, must imply a gang. No sound reason why it should,
though. As Samuel Nicks established an alibi by accomplishing the be-
lieved impossible — committing a crime at Gad’s Hill, Kent, early one
morning and being seen at York at seven o’clock the same evening, so this
man deceived public opinion. The public of the seventeenth century held
that it was not possible for a man to be in Kent in the morning and at York
in the evening; all the horses in the kingdom couldn’t carry him that dis-
tance in that time. Therefore, it hadn’t been done, and Sam Nicks hadn’t
been in Kent that day. But it was done. And so here. Four murders by
different means had been accomplished in a few seconds over a minute.
Therefore, say the public (the experts, too), arguing from the general, it
must have been the work of a gang. They were satisfied that no one man
could do it, and if no one man could do it, then no one man Aad done it.
But public opinion is always saying It Can’t Be Done, and is always eating
its words. You and I know that what any one man can concezve, some other
man can do. I can imagine that this could be the work of one man, and I'm
satisfied that it was the work of one man. It was done by the exception to
the rule, and I'll show you how he could have done it, and how he got away.
As to getting away, of course he got away by running away. If you say that
a running man at such a moment would attract attention, well, we know
that he did attract attention. He was clever enough to know that in suc-
cessfully running away, it depends how you run. He covered his appearance
and his running by drawing the whole street’s attention to himself. He knew
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enough about things to know that his cry would blind everybody. They
might be looking, but they wouldn’t be seeing — as we know they weren’t.
All their senses would gather to reinforce the sense of hearing. As soon as he
was round a corner he could slip his hat in his pocket and put on a cap.
Nothing makes a sharper edge on the memory, or more effectually changes
a man’s appearance, than the hat. Then he could fling his coat over his arm,
and go back and join the crowd.

“The affair had to the public, as we know, the air of being the work of
a brilliant and invincible gang of schemers, who weren’t playing by any
means their first stroke: or else of a gang of crafty madmen. It was this that
increased its horror. But it was no planned affair, and no gang affair. It
was the work of a man momentarily careless of results. Being careless, he
made no mistakes. As often happens, he, the inexpert, achieved casually
what trained minds arrive at step by step.

“Now as to how. Really very simple. The core of the mystery is this:
he was a man of unbelievable swiftness of act and motion. That’s all.

“People don’t secem to realise that taking human life is a very simple
matter. They seem to think that it involves thought, planning, struggle and
mess. Nothing of the kind. It can be done as easily as the slaughter of a rab-
bit — more easily than the slaughter of a hen. A pressure with two fingers
on a certain spot, or one sharp flick on a point at the back of the neck, and
the business is done. It’s part of the irony that plays about the creature,
Man, that the neck, which supports his noblest part, should be his weakest
part. You could do it without fuss in the club, on top of the ’bus, at Lord’s,
or at the theatre, or in your own home or your victim’s. You remember
that morning when you were showing me your collection of Eastern weap-
ons? Among them you had a case of Burmese poison-darts. You took these
out of their cylinder and showed them to me. I was leaning forward with
my hands on your desk, and you were turning them about between finger
and thumb. One minute movement of a minute muscle of your forefinger,
and the point would have touched my hand, and Trink would have been
out. Supposing you’d been not feeling very well — liverish — and my face
or my voice had irritated you to the point of blind exasperation. A wonder-
ful chance. Accidents often happen when things like that are being shown
round. You may have seen the chance. If you did, only common good na-
ture can have restrained you — supposing that you were irritated by me —
as nothing but good nature restrains me from slapping a bald head in front
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the man. The whole thing is too frightful for me to treat it as seriously as I
naturally feel about it; or, rather, in trying to treat it as a problem, I've for-
gotten that these poor people were my friends.

“Now as to why any man not a natural criminal or lunatic should have
created this horror of destruction — this isn’t going to be so easy. Here
I’m on dangerous and delicate ground, and before I can present what looks
to me like a reasonable explanation I must ask you to empty your mind of
your reason and of all that knowledge of human nature on which people
base their judgment of human motive and human behaviour. It should never
be said that ‘people don’t do these things’ or that such and such a thing is
contrary to human nature; because people do anything and are always
going contrary to our accepted notions of human nature. You must see it as
clearly as one sees a new scientific idea — without reference to past knowl-
edge or belief. It means trespassing into the forbidden, though I think
you’ve peeped into more secret corners of the mind than the ordinary man.
Or not peeped, perhaps. I think you’ve always known without peeping.

“It’s difficult to put the presentation of it into assured and assuring phras-
ing. But I'll try.

“What I offer is this. This man had a motive for this wanton slaughter.
But not a motive that would pass with common understanding. Neither
hate nor lust nor the morbid vanity that sometimes leads stupid people to
the committal of enormous crimes. Nothing of that sort. And he wasn’t a
madman without responsibility for his actions. He knew fully what he was
doing and he did it deliberately. He committed more than a crime; he com-
mitted a sin. And meant to. Most men think that sin is the ultimate depth
to which man can sink from his gods; but this man didn’t sink. He rose, by
sin, out of something fouler than sin. That something is the spirit of unex-
pressed, potential evil; something that corrodes not only the soul of the man
in whom it dwells, but the souls of men near him and the beautiful world
about him. This evil doesn’t always — indeed, seldom does — live in what
we call wicked people. Almost always in the good. In comparison with such
people the wicked are healthy. For these people, the germ-carriers, are
more dangerous to the soul of man than a million criminals or a thousand
sinners. They can penetrate everywhere. We have no armour against their
miasma. They do no evil, but they’re little hives of evil. Just as some people
can spread an infection without themselves taking the disease, so these good
people can, without sinning, spread among the innocent the infection of sin.
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They lead stainless lives. Their talk is pure. Yet wherever they go they
leave a grey trail that pollutes all that is noble and honest. They diffuse evil
as some lonely places — themselves beautiful — diffuse evil. You must
have met people of this sort — good pcople — and have been faintly con-
scious, after an hour of their company, of some emanation that makes you
want to open spiritual windows. Happy for them, poor creatures, if they can
discover and prove themselves before death for what they are. Some do.
For those who don’t, who only discover the foulness of their souls after
death, God knows what awaits them.

“There’s something in these people. Some awful cssence of the world’s
beginnings. Some possession that can only be cast out in one way —a
dreadful way. Where it began one cannot say. Perhaps strange sins, pro-
jected in the cold hearts of creatures centuries-dead, projected but never
given substance, take on a ghost-essence and wander through the hearts of
men as cells of evil. And wander from heart to heart, poisoning as they go,
until at last they come to life in a positive sin, and, having lived, can die.
Nobody knows. But that’s my explanation of these people — they’re pos-
sessed. Possessed by some radio-active essence of evil, and before they can
be saved they must sin. Just as poison is necessary to some physical natures
and, denied it, they die, so sin may be necessary to these spiritual natures.
They must express and release that clotted evil, and they can no more be
cleansed of it before it’s expressed than a man can be cleansed of a fever be-
fore it’s reached its climacteric. Once expressed, it can be met and punished
and pardoned; but abstract evil can’t be met. Even God can’t conquer
Satan. There’s nothing to conquer. Satan lives in these million wandering
fragments of potential evil, and until that evil is crystallised in an act, all -
the powers of good are powerless.

“Let’s suppose that this man was one of these, consciously possessed of
this intangible essence of evil, conscious of it as a blight upon him and upon
those about him; tortured by it like a man with a snake in his bosom, and
for many years fighting its desire for expression and release until the fight
became unbearable. There’s only one way of escape for him — to sin and to
sin deeply. Always he’s haunted by the temptation to sin. His whole life’s
been clouded by visions and lures of unnamable sins, and by agonising com-
bats to escape them. Always he fights this temptation, and so, continuing to
shelter the evil, he gives it time to grow and to make his own emanations
stronger. When his only real hope of conquering it lies in giving it life.












