ie World's Leading Mystery Magazine

ILLERY QUEENS

Mystery Magazine

CTOBER 354
Happy Ending RUFUS KING
The Town Where No One Got Off RAY BRADBURY
Miracles-All in the Days Work CLAYTON RAWSON
Too Many Detectives REX STOUT
They Didnt Deserve Her Death HOLLY ROTH
"Thou Still Unravished Bride™” AVRAM DAVIDSON

ALSO: A. B. GUTHRIE, Jr.’s
The Celebrated Skunk of the Moon Dance Bar

and five other complete stories
A DAVIS PUBLICATION



The World’s Leading Mystery Magazine

ELLERY QUEEN'S

Mlystery Magazine

including BLACK. MASK MAGAZINE

CRIME AND DETECTION

Happy Ending Rufus King 5
M iracles — Al in the Day’'s Work Clayton Rawson 14
Captain Cook, Detective Theodore M athieson 59
Celebrated Skunk of the M oon Dance Bar A. B. Guthrie,Jr. 70
Fate and Aunt Lucyanne Gerald Wtales 80
The Town W here No One Got Off Ray Bradbury 108
Cub Scout Caper . Gertrude Carrick 115
“Thou Still Unravished Bride” Avram Davidson 119
DETECTIVE NOVELETTE
TOO M any Detectives Rex Stout 29-88
STRANGE STORIES
They Didn't Deserve Her Death Dolly Roth 24
The Child W atcher Ernest Harrison 57
Incident at a Bar Charles Green 77
MYSTERIES OF THE MONTH Anthony Boucher 69

BEST

publisher: B. G. Davis

editor: Ellery Queen

Ellery Queen s Mystery Magazine, Vol. 32, No. 4. Whole No. 179, OCT., 1958. Published monthly by Davis
Publications, Inc. (formerly Mercury Publications, Inc.) at 35£ a copy. Annual subscription $4.00 in U.S.A. and
possessions, Canada and the Pan American Union; $5.00 in all other countries. Publication Office, Concord, N. H.
Editorial and Grand offices, 527 Madison Avc., New Yor” 22, N. Y. Change o faddress notices, undeliverable
copies, ordersfor subscriptions, and other mail items are to be sent to 527 Madison Avc., New Yorl*22, N. Y.
Second-class mail privileges authorized at Concord, N. H. Entered as second class matter at the post office at Con-
cord, N. Il. underthe act o f March 3, 1879. © 1958 by Davis Publications, Inc. (formerly Mercury Publications,
Inc.) Allrights reserved. Protection secured under the Universal Copyright Convention and the Pan American Copy-
right Convention. Printed in U.S.A. Submissions must be accompanied by stamped, self-addressed envelopes; the
Publisher assumes no responsibilityfor return o f unsolicited manuscripts.

Joei- Davis, Assistant Publisher Robert P. Mills, Managing Editor
L. L. Osten, Advertising Mgr. Constance Di Rif.nzo, Executive Editorial Secretary

Cover, by Barry Waldman, illustrating “ Thou Still Unravished Bride"




McKee Mystery
— in which
blackmail

and murder

, haunt a lovely
bride-to-be

Bong
Bell

SIfIBIEILEN IIEffEEY.

$2.95, now atyour bookstore

WHERE WERE YOU . ..

ON THE MORNING

OF THE "SHORT DAY"
78,000 YEARS AGO?

Before you call such a question absurd, read Dr.
Robert D. Stelle's fascinating account of the
birth of the FIRST and GREATEST CIVILIZA-
TION the world has ever known. When you
read this unusual book, THE SUN RISES, will
you lose all touch with reality and actually re-
live in memory a former life? Will you feel a
kinship with Rhu Sol Ku, or Haitee, or Que
Ong Lingh of the Chi Yans? Will you find your-
self wondering if the author himself could have
participated in this early period of human history
—been trained by more advanced Elders, as well
as Great Beings from Venus and Mercury? To
many, the now submerged Continent of Mu is
still a mystery. Could the 1000 mile~long moun-
tain range discovered by the U. S. Navy and
the University of California be proof of the
“lost continent” of Polynesian legend?

THE SUN RISES is not fiction, but an informa-
tive story woven about facts taken from Nature's
infallible AKASHIC RECORD. Cloth bound 442
pages. Send $3.00 for your postpaid copy of
THE SUN RISES to:

L1IMURIAN FELLOWSHIP
Ramona 5, California

A HEARSE OF
ANOTHER COLOR

by M, E, Chaber
milo march goes to New

Or, find out whether Peter
La] survivor of a treasure-
hu rio, did his two com-
pa n to collect a cool
$1 on their insurance. Be-
si bodies, investigation
tu New Orleans beauty
nal sette, a heroin syndi- -
ca an undertaker with a
re . . $2.95

ORDERS TO Kill

by Donald Downes -

cene summers, World War 11
ace pilot, retires to intelligence
work. He thinks it's fun as he
learns how to land in France,
contact and kill his victim. But
he soon finds that face-to-face
mmurder is very different from a
bombing. mission —A first class
suspense novel, without the false
glamor found in most espionage
writing.

| THE MARY ROBEI

m  RINEHART
| CRIME BOOK

- THE RED LAMP
THE DOOR
THE CONFESSION

Mo i Leavrecacoirm wmeanls ace s



On Newsstands
Around the World.,

ELLERY QUEENS

Mystery M&gaziru

...printed ir;
their own
language

YOU MAY NOT KNOW
IT but those who enjoy
the best in mystery sto-
ries can buy ELLERY
QUEEN'S MYSTERY
MAGAZINE at their fa-
vorite newsstands around
the world.

Mystery fans in the far
corners of the earth enjoy |
the same -exciting stories,1
favorite classics and spine-
chilling puzzlers that you
enjoy in editions of
ELLERY QUEEN that
are printed in their own
language.

WHEREVER you may roam throughout the world you'll find
mystery fans reading their own editions of your favorite magazine.

PRANCE BRAZIL. JAPAN
GREAT BRITAIN AUSTRALIA MEXICO
ITALY UNITED STATES

The World’s Leading Mystery Magazine



@ new siory by

RUFUS KING
Happy Ending

The curiously clever, curiously perverted,
and curiously moving story of a self-reliant
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theme song—I Love You Truly, Truly Dear.

’]]:'HE BEACH HOUSE AT MALCYON,
some miles north of Miami,
where Lily Davidson spent each
winter season had been built nine
years ago, after the death of her
parents and her inheritance of the

Davidson (chain department stores)

fortune. She occupied it with a
fair-sized staff of servants, her
'seven French poodles, and -her
social secretary-companion, Miss
Angela Stutz.

The place was in keeping with

Lily’s nature, being neither palatial
nor ostentatious, but ,still large

enough with its pool, patios, tennis .

court, and tropical garden to
handle the splash parties, cook-outs,
cocktail riots, and general run of
diversions in favor among the
colony’s self-unamusable rich.

It was at one of these shindies
that Lily met Bruce.

Nina Peters had brought him as
her escort, and as it was a splash
party the ‘copper exposure of
Bruce’s  physical-culture-magazine
torso and legs had removed any
necessity for speculation among the
feminine guests.

“Among other accomplishments,”
Nina said during the introduction,
“he sings. Mostly schmaltz—Carrie
Jacobs Bond stuff and the bluer
Berlin. If he ever dates you, Lily,
wear ear plugs.”

They saw one another with in-
creasing frequency after that, Lily
and Bruce,” and their intimacy
gradually shifted from the more
general parties to ones where they

"were alone at dinncr, or dancing,
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or taking long aimless drives in
Lily’s convertible under the.subtle
magic of the Florida moon. =~

At such times Bruce would sing,
softly, with his fullish lips close to
Lily’s (unplugged) ear, and ever
and again he would return to what
amounted to his theme song, the
smooth, desire-packed wallop of C.
~J. Bond’s I love you truly, truly
dear— life with its sorrow, life swith
its tecr—and so forth.

It went over big, to the extent

that even- Lily’s long skepticism

about fortune hunters began to

separate at its scams and she was.

willing to accept the mad possi-
bility that Bruce: really cared for
her for herself alone. .

“You're making a mistake about
him, Lily,” her secretary-companion
finally warned her. “The bum’s
a bum. He'll break your heart.”

“Possibly,' Lily agreed. “But
nicely so.’

“There is nothing nice about
Mr. Bruce Hamilton James. I tele-
phoned Frieda and asked.” (Frieda
Willett held the posmon of being
their New York set’s unimpeach-
able source of who's-what informa-
tion.) “Take that pseudo-Perry
Como .voice of his. That bog-trotter
had one solitary. professional ap-

_pearance in. Town Hall and all the

rest of his musical background is

baloney. A Mrs. Wilburton Walker
paid for the concert, which politely

flopped, and Frieda says that this
only made Mrs. Walker more
motherly than before. Until her

money was gone-lost in invest-
ments made for her by sonny boy

‘Bruce. Then Bruce was gone.”

Lily said obliquely,. “Angela,
have you never thought of love as
a one-sided racket. Isn’t it most
often that way?”

“I've never thought about love
at all. If you have to, it isn’t. How
much has he lifted from you to
date? Or aren't you talking?”

“He’s  lifted nothing—not a
dime.”

“Apart from the fact that I don’t
believe it, how many times has he
braced you for a loan?”

“Twice.”

“Well?”

“I refused.”

“Ah, well—goodbye Bruce. Or
do you intend to marry him?” _

“He’s asked me to. I said I'd
answer after we knew each other
better.”

“He’ll never wait. That buzzard
is after cash on the line. When he’s
certain_ that he can’t get it from
you, he’ll move over to where he
can.”

“Why do I put up thh you,
Angcla, dear?”

“Because you nced me. Like a
gyroscope, to keep you on an even
keel.”

The compound: labeled chloral
hydrate is a. colorless crystalline
substance with a slightly aromatic -
odor_and a bitter, taste. Taken in

-alcohol its action is so rapid that

it has been given the name of .
knockout drops, and it is highly
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regarded as an article of standard
equipment .along any clip-joint
row. For a price, a good customer
—one who is palsy-walsy with the
bartender—can acquire a modest
amount of it for his personal
devices.

“Lily, I've never shown you the
pictures of my family,” Bruce said
as they drove under a midnight
moon. “My mother, my Dad, my
sister Eleanor—would you care to
see them?”

“Now?” -

“Why not?”

“They're at your place, |
pose?”

“Yes—and | promise you, Lily,
they're not etchings.”

“They'd better not be. All right,
I'd like to see them, Bruce.”

The mother was motherly in a
sort of off-Whistler way, Dad was
a cross between a Man of Distinc-
tion and a minister in mufti,
whereas sister Eleanor looked in-
telligently sweet. It was a sterling
collection, and Bruce had spent a
good deal of time and judgment
at the studio of a portrait-photog-
rapher buddy in picking them
out.

“l took them myself, with my
little Graflex.”

“You're a talent, Bruce. They're
very professional.”

“Merely a hobby. I want you to
meet them in person, Lily.
arranging for them to come down
and spend a week here after
Christmas.” - -

sup-

I'm -

He mixed 'gin-and-tonics and
gave her one.

“Salud!”

“Salud!”

Shortly after sunup Lily came to.

Orientation was difficult because
of the vicious nausea that seemed to
inundate her. She felt tantalizingly
close to death.

“Try this black coffee,”
said.'

The furnishings of the room came
identifiably into focus, including
the couch she was stretched out on.
She managed to sit up.

“We're still here.”

“That's right, Lily.”

“What time is it?”

“Half-past six.”

“1 passed out. I don't see why?
We had hardly anything before
coming here. Then nothing but
that one gin-and-tonic. Why the
blackout, Bruce?”

“Was it?”

“l1 don’'t get you.”

“Possibly in a few months, Lily,
you will.”

It took a while for this to sink
in, and a stifled, ripping anger was
Lily's first reaction—a very differ-
ent reaction from that single other
time when, in her gullible ’'teens,
she had been trapped with Chuck
Davis in the chemistry of unbear-
able desire.

“So-that’s it,” she said.- -

“Could be.”

“Tell me, Bruce. Is it, or isn'tit?”

Bruce poured black coffee.

“Get some more of this under

Bruce
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your belt,” he said, holding it out.

Lily didn't want coffee. 'She
wanted air. She insisted on their
taking the car and talking it over.
Bruce drove. He headed for one
of the narrower, secondary roads
going west.

“I've been thinking,” Lily said.
“I'm not going to take any chances
—I've heard of too many fatal
cases. It happened to a friend of
mine and now she's dead. | am
going to marry you, and after it's

over my lawyer will arrange a
divorce.”

“No.”

“Don't be a fool, Bruce. Mr.

Hartwell can arrange anything.”

“l don't mean about a divorce.
I mean, Lily, that I'm not going to
marry you.” . .

“l don't see why not? You've
already asked me to.”

“Since then I've, been able to ob-
serve a few things, Lily. Principally
your well bred but hammerlock
dutch on the family loot.”

Lily thought this over for several
miles.

“1 see.”

“Do you, Lily?”

“As Angela put
cash on the line.”

“Plenty.”

“l suppose you took photographs
with your little Graflex? That's
simply required procedure, isn't it,
in a deal like this?”

“So they say.”

“Well, you'll get nothing from
me, Bruce. Not one cent.”

it, you want

“No?”

“No.” Lily added, as if it settled
everything, “I loved you.”

Softly, almost mockingly from

between ripe lips, the singing came
—1 love you truly, truly dear—
Lily reached her foot over and

pressed the brake, [ |

“Get out.”

“Sorry—my one allergy, walk-
ing,” . '

He kicked her foot aside and
increased the speed of the car.

“Stop it, you idiot! You're hitting
nearly eighty.”

When the crash against the tele-
phone pole came, Lily was thrown
clear—shot hurtling into the hya-
cinth-smothered waters of a canal
that bordered the road. In her brief
passage through the air she lost
her shoes. Except for the smack of
impact on fhe canal’s surface, she
suffered no further damage.

In the corridor outside the room
where Bruce lay at Memorial, Lily
said to Dr. Stuyvesant, “Well, Doc-
tor?”

“Miss Davidson, Il—ay consul-
tants—we have done what we can.
I won't go into the case clinically,
but Mr. James’'s condition'is ex-
tremely grave.”

“Be frank, please.”

Dr. Stuyvesant shrugged. He
studied the intense, the curious ab-
sorption of Lily’s expression. Grief?
Scarcely. Was it-could it be—im-
possible! Hate?

“There is,” he said, “no hope.”
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“How long?”

“That is impossible to predict.
Probably tonight, towards morn-
ing.”

“Definitely, he is beyond help?”

‘KYes ”»

“Is he conscious?”

“At times.” -

“Have you taken a blood test,
Doctor?”

“Naturally.”

“PCould you take one now, of

C ”

“Of course, but may I ask why?”
" “Because I understand that Flor-
ida- law rcquires them. before a
marriage.”

- Angela Stutz, under - pressurc,
made the arrangements.

“Lily,” she had asked, almost
wildly, “why?”

“I’s a precaution. Just in case.

“Regardless of anything, Llly,
Bruce is a dying man. You'll
simply be marrying a corpse.”

“Do you suppose I would marry
him otherwise?”

Angela was shocked at the ex-
pression on Lily’s face.

“You hate him.”

“Hate? I loathe him.” -

“Then what earthly good, Lily?”

Lily’s voice was as cold as her
eyes.

“Apart from my main reason, I
shall, as his widow, have charge of
his effects.”

-Under the firm conviction that
her friend and employer had gone
temporarily demented, Angela at-
‘tended to the technicalities. Influ-

ence of the Davidson wealth, a.
properly softened surrogate, waivers
—all these greased the job through
by late afternoon, effacing the
legally required three days wait.
Lily ‘took the license to Memorial
during a period when she was ad-
vised by telephone that Bruce was
conscious. Angela was to follow,
after picking up a Iustlcc of the
Peace.

Lily asked the nurse to leave
them alone.

She drew a chair beside the bed,
and the pale fringe of her deep
detestation reached an aura of chill
over Bruce’s body from which life,
in painful leisure, was ebbing away.

His voice was astral in its calm
detachment.

“Don't hate me, Llly. There’s no
need to any longer.”

“They’ve told your”

“Oh, yes. Bell, book and candle ”

“I want you to sign this, Bruce.”

“Marriage license? Dr. Stuyve-
sant told me about your taking the
blood test. He offered his con-
gratulations.”

“You will go through with it,
won’t you, Bruce?”

“Why not? Why not anything,
now?”

“Where are the pictures?”

“Still in the Graflex, Lily.”

“Where. is the Graflex?”

“In the oven in the kitchenette.”

Consciousness lasted through the
taking of the vows.. Coma fol-
lowed. Deep. Complete.

“Will you be staying here to-
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night, Mrs. James?” Dr. Stuyvesant
asked. “We can arrange a room.”

“No, Doctor, but thank you. Will
my husband wake from this coma?”

“Possibly, but I doubt it very
much.”

- “You will have someone tele-
phonc?”

“Yes.”

Before driving home Lxly stopped
at Bruce’s apartment, used the key
he had given her, took the Graflex
from the oven, and burned the film
pack in a flash ccllu]oxd fire in the
bathtub

- The night passed. Occasxomlly,
Lily slcpt At scven o'clock in the
morning the telephone rang.

“This is Dr. Stuyvesant, Mrs.
James.” _

“Yes, Doctor? Is it over?”

) “This will come as a shock to
you, but a joyful one. 1 could al-
"most say that a miracle has oc:
curred. Of course, he will never be
the same man that he was before,
but your husband is going to live,
Mrs. James.”

Item in the Halycyon Surf-Tatt-
ler under the byline of Ethel Smith,
Society Editor: The Bruce Jameses
have decided not to close their
beach house, " 2764 Royal Palm
Drive, at the end of the present
season. Lily tells us that Bruce is
convalescing so satisfactorily from

the automobile smashup of a month.

ago that she feels any change to
northern climes would be unwise
until her husband’s recovery is

. Bernhardt,

- Sarah  Bernhardt

complete. She plans to stay in resi-
dence if necessary throughout the
summer. . . .

Toward the end of June one of
the seven French poodles got sick.

She was Lily’s favorite, Sarah
and when “the veter-
inary said she would have to be

* put away, Lily said she would at-
‘tend to it herself, rather than have

it done in the impersonal strange-
ness of Dr. Swiberg’s animal clinic.
would die at
home. Dr.” Swibecrg, thoroughly
familiar with and resigned to the
oddities of animal lovers, gave Lily
a’ six-ounce bottle of chloroform
and the proper instructions, and
Lily, helped by ‘Angela Stutz and
Bruce, catrried out the instructions.
Three ounces. of the chloroform
were used, soaked on a sponge and
pressed over Sarah " Bernhardt’s
nose. Three ounces were left.
Apart from its use as_an anes-

-thetic, or as.a means of painless de-
parture for- pets into the animal
-Nirvana, there is this about chloro-

form. In composition, it is a clear,
colorless, volatile liquid, having a
characteristic aromatic odor and a
sharp taste. If the liquid is swal-
lowed by an adult (in contradis-
tinction to inhalation), death by
respiratory paralysis may occur in
a few minutes, although occasion-
ally some cascs survive a few hours
or ' days. When swallowed, one
ounce is usually a fatal-dose.
Shortly after thé rather eccentric
burial of Sarah Bernhardt (the
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other six French poodles performed
their several clever tricks as a part-
ing salute around the grave), An-
gela Stutz left for a month’s vaca-
tion in Michigan with her folks,
reducing the social triangle in die
household to two. In her forth-
right and not unkindly fashion
Angela had acted as a buffer, and
with her gone, there was an ad-
hesion of awareness between Lily
and Bruce that did not exist when
Angela was around.

“Why don’t you divorce me,
Lily?” Bruce once said. “You must
know by now that nothing's going
to happen.”

“Yes, I've checked.” ,

“Then what are you waiting for ?
You hate my guts more completely
than any hatred | have ever
known.”

“No more than you hate mine.”

“Possibly so. So again, why the
delay?” .

Lily said furiously, “Can you
imagine what people would say?
Chucking you out flat in the con-
dition you're in?” ,

“Well, it's an angle. |
thought of that.”

“I've even removed the stigma
of any talk that | bought you and
am keeping you. | did that yester-
day, Bruce.”

“Did what, Lily?”

“Made you financially independ-
ent. I've settled an annuity on you.
You're good for fifty thousand a
year, Bruce, for as long as you live.
Even after wc'rc divorced you'll

hadn’t
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continue to get it—ill you die.”

“A neat sum, Lily, and thank you
very much. But why ? I mean truly
why ?” _

She said again, as she had said
once before, “I loved you.”

Exactly when Lily came to the
conclusion that Bruce intended to
kill her, Lily did not know. It was
a gradual conclusion rather than
one reached decisively in a lump,
and its various antennae signaled
her in several ways. Periods of'
deep brooding and an air of mel-
ancholia were the stormy petrels
of Bruce's mental state, but the
climax to her mounting conviction
came when the bottle of chloro-
form, with its three remaining
ounces, was gone from the shelf
in the storeroom where Lily her-
self had put it.

She went to the public library
and spent a quarter of an hour in
the reading room with a book on
toxicology. She familiarized her-
self with the lethal qualities inher-
ent in chloroform. It both surprised
and rather chilled her to learn that
the liquid was just as deadly when
swallowed as when inhaled.

“l have devised a new cocktail,
Lily,” Bruce said before dinner,
several evenings later.

/ ‘Deadly?”

He smiled back'at her whitely.

“In its fashion. | call if Happy
Ending.”

They were in the Florida room
where a panorama of the sea, eve-
ning sky, and palms, all in dark
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fantasia, spread beyond the bank
of jalousies. Bruce moved to a cel-
larette and his back interposed as a
screen while his hands were busy
with bottles and a shaker.

“The name is a paradox,” Lily
said. “All endings are notoriously
sad.”

“No, not necessarily so. Would
you say that the Christian martyrs
were saddened by an ending to
their torture by the lions?”

“The example is extreme, Bruce.
Anyhow, that sort of inhumanity
no longer exists.”

“Doesn’t it, Lily?”

He was facing her now and
coming toward the coffee table,
carrying a double-cocktail glass in

. each hand. Her eyes clung to their
separate gleams of slender crystal.

“You may be right, Bruce. It pos-
sibly does still exist at that.”

He placed one glass before her,
the other on the side near his chair.

“Are there any cashews, Bruce?”

“1 think so.”

“Would you, please?”

His back was once more toward
her as he retraced with the patience
of the convalescent some fourteen
steps to the cellarette, and during
this passage Lily’s fingers were un-
certain in tremor as she exchanged
her cocktail glass for his, but no
drop spilled.

Bruce returned with a silver
saucer filled with cashew nuts and
set it on the table.

“Salud!”

“Salud!”

Death, Lily remembered from
the book on toxicology, by respira-

.tory paralysis may occur in a.few

minutes, although occasionally
some cases survive a few hours or
days. -

“Does philosophy bore you,
Lily?” '

“No, not especially. Why?”

“Just wondering.”

“About what?”

“About the alchemy of change in
a human soul.”

“Isn’t that a rather fancy way of
referring to the leopard and his
spots? | thought any change along
that line was considered impossible.”

Lily placed her. empty glass on
the table, while Bruce continued
with a slow-paced sipping from his,
its contents, a delicate amber in
hue, half gone. -

“1 think,” he said, “that that old
wheeze is all wet. It's a question of
circumstance. There is a catalectic

process, Lily, when you're faced
with death.”

“As .when you were? In Me-
morial?”

“Yes.”

“And | think you've been con-

cealing a Ph.D.” .

“We've both been concealing a
lot from each other, Lily.”

“Just what is a catalectic proc-
ess?” " .

“It relates to exchange. In my
case, during those hours of- no
hope, the bad things in me were

supplanted by the good. Want a
refill?”
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“Thank you, no.’

Bruce finished hlS drink and set
the empty glass beside hers on the
table.

“I can tell you now,” he said.

Soon, she recalled, there will be a
flushing of the face, a rapid pulse
and quickened respiration. In this
stage,
death may occur from a reflex stop-
ping of the heart.

“There never were any pictures,
Lily, and you slept undisturbed.”

She forced her voice to coldness.

“Their threat of blackm:ul still
remained.”

“Until the catalcctlc process of
cxchange. Not beyond.”

“l wish you could prove that,”
Lily said, thinking there might still
be time, while remembered frag-

- ments of the proper antidotal treat-
ment swirled with peculiar laziness
- in her head. :
“I have proved it.”
She felt an intense, an imperative
urgency to know the truth—wheth-

the book had explained,.

13

er or not Bruce had truly changed,
whether or not the spots were
gone.

“What proof? How?”

“I laced my drink with chloro-
form.”

“Your drink?"

“Yes, and if you'll permit me one
last moment of bathos, this
bummed-up carcass, this mirror for
your hate, now leaves the scene.”

“Your drink, Bruce?”

He observed with an illuminatin g
flare of horror the sudden flush
that turned her cheeks to carmine,
and her breathing that shallowly

‘rippled in acceleration. He shoved
thie table to one side and caught
her up close.

“You changed the glasses!”

Lily did not, because shc could
not, answer.

His cry of “Lily!” rang through-
out the house.

A few moments later he said into
the dcad shcll of her car, “I loved

you, too.”

ENDING
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dive into a swimming pool and then

vanish—when an *“impossible crime”

stopped them both ...

ieutenant doran of the homi-

rcide Squad nearly collided
head-on with The Great Merlini
in the doorway of the latter's place
of business. Doran was on his way
in; the proprietor of the Magic
Shop—slogan: Nothing Is Impos-
sible—was on his way out.

“Where,” Doran asked, “are you
going?”

“Jones Beach,”, the magician an-
swered. “l've got to show a man

how to have-sixty beautiful girls

L

dive into a swimming pool and
then vanish — underwater.”

“I'm glad it's nothing important,”
Doran said, not believing a word
of it. “You're coming with me.”

The Great Merlini shook' his-

head. “If you knew the man I'm

. talking about, you wouldn't say
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that so calmly. He’'s the producer
of the Marine Theater water show,
He is also a boy genius as tempera--
mental as any six Grand Opera
stars, and he has already, blown, his
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top twice this mornmg because Im
late.”

“A boy genius? And he thinks
you can make sixty girls dlsappear
underwater?”

Merlini grinned. “Nothing hard
about that. What he doesn’t know,
being a boy - genius, is that this
underwater mass vanishing act was
done three times daily at the old
Hippodrome fifty- years ago. The
chorus line walked four abreast
down a flight of steps into the big
tank and never came up. All I have
to do is give him the same gim-
mick.” ,

“You can give it to him later.
My orders arc to bring you over
to the Chancellor Building fast.
Inspector Gavigan, who can blow
his top higher than any six boy
geniuses, has a job for you that
nobody ever did at the Hippo-

. drome. What we got is a murderer
who just:vanished into thin air—
sixty-four stories up"’

The theatrical genius had to wait;
Doran’s nest ‘statement fixed that.

“The murder was committed right

under the Inspector’s nose. He was
there ‘when it happened. So now

" we got the precinct Captain who's

carrying the case firing questions
at Gavigan—questions he can’t an-
swer. Neither of them are enjoying
this. And. when the Commissioner
.gets a load of it—and the news-
papers . . .” Doran choked. The
prospect was too devastating. ‘

Ten minutes later Doran and
Merlini entered the sixty-fourth
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floor offices of the Hi-Fly Rod &

Reel Company. The reception room
was like a thousand others except
that its decor was extremely fishy.
On one wall hung a stuffed,
mounted, five-foot marlin. This
somewhat incredible specimen of
the taxidermist’s art seemed to have
just leaped from the briny deep
and now, back arched, mouth open
hungrily, and with a mean look in
its glassy eyes, was diving with
murderous intent down at Gavigan
who stood just below. Gavigan’s
eyes also had a glassy look.

The "Inspector faced the recep-
tion desk and glared at the young
lady who sat there. Rosabelle Pol-
chek, who wusually answered to
“Rosie” and who was known
among the salesmen as “The Dish,”
wore a tight blue sweater, a plati-
num-blonde rinse, and a harassed
look. Her mascara was smudged
and her nose was red.

“I know,” Gavigan was saying,
“that you want to go home. I know
you've had a shock. I know. you've
answered * these questions. half a
dozen times. But. we’re going
through it again—and again—until
it-begins to make sense. You opened

~ this office at nine o’clock. Now take
"1t from there.”

Rosie blew her nosc.into a damp
handkerchief. “I opened the mail
and put the letters Mr. Courtney
would want on his desk. I was
changing my typcvmtcr "ribbon

~ when he came in.”

“Time?”
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“Nine thirty. And | knew right
away that today was going to be
a tough one. Instead of ‘Hi, Rosie,
how’s The Dish this morning?’ |
get ‘Phone Joe McCall and tell him
to get the hell over here fast.
Toledo says that last shipment of
Winchester reel casings was defec-
tive.'” -

A dapper young man who sat
nervously on a chair in the corner
angrily squashed a cigarette in the
ashtray beside him, burned his
thumb, swore, and said, “Win-
chester Fishing Supply doesn't
manufacture defective—"

Gavigan snapped at him. “Quiet!
I'll get to you. Go on, Miss Pol-
chek.”

Rosie dabbed at her nose again.
“Harry—I mean Mr. Courtney—
went into his office and | called Joe.
Then a minute or so later this
Humphrey Bogart type character
with the dead-pan face and the
Panama hat breezed in. Said his
name was J. J. Hartman and that
Mr. Courtney was expecting him.
So | flashed the boss and he said
send him in, which | did.”

“Now,” Gavigan said slowly,
“let’'s get this absolutely straight.
He walked through the door there
next to your desk and straight into
Courtney’s office? And you haven’t
seen him since?”

Rosie nodded. “That’s right.”

“And you didn’t make a trip- to
the Ladies Room or go out for a
coffee break?”

“l was right here every second-.

Besides, there wasn’'t time. Two
minutes later you walked in.”

.Gavigan turned to Merlini. “This
morning | started on the first vaca-
tion I've had in three years. And
| had to make the mistake of stop-
ping in here on my way to Grand
Central and a train for the Maine
woods. Courtney and | get together
now and then to talk fish and I've
got a nice collection of flies he
helped me collect which | never get
a chance to use. | should, have
known better. All a police inspector
has to do is get set for a vacation
and there’s a murder, a gang war,
a police department shakeup, or
somebody throws a bomb at the
mayor.” He turned back to Rosie.
“Go on.”

“Then Joe came in.”

“No. Don’t skip. I want every-
thing—every little detail. | asked
for Courtney and then what?”

“l—1 said he had someone with
him and asked you to wait. You
said you had a train to catch, so—"
Rosie blew her nose again.

“So you rang Courtney.”

Rosie nodded. “He said he'd be
free in a few minutes, and you sat
down and—and you know every-
thing else that happened. You were
right here all the time.”

Gavigan scowled .at her. “If |
knew everything that happened |
wouldn’'t be here now.” He turned
to Merlini. “For the next ten min-
utes | read a copy of .Field and
Stream, and Rosie did a pruning
and filing job on her nails. Then
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McCall here blew in and tried to

find out what Courtney was all

steamed ‘up about. Rosie said she
didn’t know, that Courtney was
really burned, and advised McCall
to sit tight and wait, which he
didn’t want to do.”

“I was in a hurry,” McCall said.
“I had another appointment at ten
—an important one. But I also had
to find out what was eating Court-
ney. I didn’t want to lose the ac-
count.” :

“So he sat down,” Gavigan con-
‘tinued, “and fidgeted. Rosie fin-
ished doing- her nails and then
phoned a gxrl friend and they had
an important business conference
about a movie on last night’s Late
Show starring Bathsheba and Vic-
tor Mature. And just as this started,
Courtney also got a phone call. We
heard his phone ring twice, then
cut off in the middle of the third
ring as he picked it up.”

Merlini cyed the PBX unit on
Rosie’s desk. “She took the call and
put it through to her boss?”

“No. His call didn’t come
through the board. Courtaey has
. two phones, the second is an out-
“side line and the call came in on
that. Thén, after about the second
reel of Rosie’s movie synopsis, I
began to suspect that maybe she
had also stayed up to see Richard
Barthelmess or Rudolph Valentino
on the Late Late Show and I might
miss my train. So I stood up. and
looked impatient.

“Rosie got the idea and cut her
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call short. I told her I had to go

and would see Courtney later. 'I
started for the door. She stopped
me. ‘I.nearly forgot, she said, and
she fished in a desk drawer and
came up with a little beauty of a
spinning reel.”

Gavigan took it from his jacket
pocket. “Complete with a hundred
yards of a new type nylon line. She
said Courtney had asked her to
give it to me if I stopped in when
she was out. I thanked her and
started for the door again .. .”

“And,” McCall put in, “I told
her I couldn’t wait any longer and
I started to go out, too.”

“And 1,” Rosie added, “know
Mr. Courtney isn’t going to like
it if Joe leaves, so I ask him to
wait and I ring the boss.” She
flicked a key on her board and a
phone rang beyond the closed of-
fice door. “He didn’t answer, so I
tried again.” This. time Rosie held
the key down longer and the phone
in the next office rang insistently.

“Still no answer,” Gavigan said.

“And that's where I made my mis-

take. I'd be halfway to Boston by
now if I had kept going, but I
didn’t. I came back. And Rosie,
who also figured something might
be wrong, got up, opened Court-
ney’s door—and screamed.”

The Inspector walked to the door,
opened it, and told a fingerprint
man, a -police photographer, and
two detectives to wait outside.
Then, as Mcrhm joined him, he
said:
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"“This is what she saw.”

There was a window in the op-
posite wall beyond which lay a
magnificent although dizzying view
of Manhattan; beside the window
was a desk whose top proclaimed
that Rosie’s boss .had been the
executive type. It held a desk blot-
ter, the morning mail stacked
neatly in its center, six sharpened
pencils, an onyx pen set, a framed

photograph of Mrs. Courtney, and

two telephones.
The businesslike efficiency of the

desk top was marred by the fact.

that Courtney, a fortyish, rather

handsome man, still seated in his -

chair, had fallen forward. His left
hand still grasped one of the tele-

phone receivers and his face rested.

on. the blotter. The onyx -handle
of a paper knife that matched his
pen set projected squarely from the
center of his back.

Gavigan pointed to the phone in
- Courtney’s hand. “I came in here
about five minutes after we heard
him answer that phone. During
that time, while Courtney was still
" talking, Panama Harry picked up
the knife and let him have it.”

“Panama Harry?” Merlini asked.

“Didn't that description . Rosie
~gave mean anything to you?”

Doran asked a bit incredulously.-
“Don’t you read the newspapers?”.
“I don’t always read the crime"

news,” Merlini admitted. “Too
often it’s not news—just the same
old story with a different cast of
characters.”

“I_could do with a lot less of
the kind of news Panama Harry
makes,” Doran growled. “He claims
no prison can hold him and he got
out of his third one last week. He
was one of three cons who' engi-
neered a break out of Sing Sing.
He’s been on all the front pages—

‘with pictures.”

“And with every cop in six. states
looking for him,” Gavigan added,
“He has the nerve to walk in here
and knife Courtney. Either he just
d()csnt give a damn or he's stir
crazy.”

“Or,” Merlini added, “since he
seems to have learned how to van-
ish as abruptly and completely as
a punctured soap bubble he knows
he holds all the Aces.” The magi-
cian pointed with his toe at a large
lead fishing sinker that lay onthe
carpet near the desk. “What’s this
doing here?”

“Courtney used it as a paper-
weight,” Gavigan said. “If he saw
Papama Harry pull a knife he may
have grabbed: for it in self-defense
and knocked it off the desk to the
floor. But I doubt it. My guess is
Courtney was stabbed from behind
while he was talking on the phone,
And Doc Peabody says he died al-
most instantly.”

Merlini walked to a leather:cov-
ered sofa along one wall and looked
down ‘at the Panama hat that ‘lay -
there. “Panama’s prints are on file,
of course. Find any on this that

‘match?”

“Nothing useful. Handling a hat



MIRACLES—ALL IN

is an automatic action that is al-
most always done the same way, so
all we got was a hopeless mess of
superimposed prints.”

Merlini surveyed the rest of the
room. “Smooth plaster walls and
ceiling. Nothing to hide a secret
exit. Have you had the carpet up?”

“Would the Chancellor Building
architects have put trapdoors in
their plans?”

“I doubt it, but Courtney could
have made alterations. Did you
look ?”

“We looked. And...”

... didn’t find one,” Merlini
finished. “If you had, you wouldn’t
have sent Doran to get me.” Mer-
lini crossed to the window. “This
was unlocked?”

Doran answered. “Who locks a
window this far off the. ground?
And what difference does it make
anyway?”

Merlini raised the window, put.
his head out, and looked down—a
sheer drop of sixty-four stories, and
no ledges.

Behind him Gavigan said, “Three
witnesses, including myself, will
testify that no one left this room
by the door—the only door. Unless
you can come up with something
else, it has to be the window.”

Merlini pulled his head in. “Then

we’ll have to come up with some-

thing else. I doubt if he had a heli-
copter waiting outside. This time
of day.it would be a trifle conspicu-
ous.” He eyed the room frowning.
“Panama Harry is in the wrong

19

business. As a vanishing man I
could get him night-club bookings
for two years solid.” He crossed to
the desk. “Why. are you so sure it
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- was this outside phone, the one

Courtney is holding, that you heard
ring, Gavigan? How. do you know
it wasn’t the other? Rosie could
have rung.that from the board.”

““Not without three hands, she
couldn’t. When Courtney’s phone
rang, she had just started on her
nonstop movie synopsis. She.-had
her phone in her left hand and
was still waving her right hand to
dry the nail polish. After the second
ring she swiveled around in her
chair looking toward Courtney’s
door as if wondering why he didn’t
answer. Her elbow knocked the
bottle of nail polish off onto the
floor, and she was picking that up
when the phone rang again and

then cut off as Courtney answered.

Then, still talking, she put her
polishing equipment away in a
desk drawer that contains a wide
assortment of bottled beauty prep-
arations, face powder, facial tissues,

bobby pins, lipstick, and a couple

-of paper clips that must have got
. there by mistake. Does that answer

your question?”

Merlini, who had found a sales-
man’s sample case on a filing cab-
inet in one corner of the room, .
had opened it and was contemplat-
ing an assortment of Hi-Fly prod-
ucts. “It does,” he said, crossing to
the desk and looking down' at
Courtney’s body. “The hand really
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isn't quicker than the eye. Magi-
cians have been telling audiences
that for years to mislead them—to
hide the fact that most of their
miracles are the result of some form
mwf psychological doublecross. The
spectators are led to believe that
something had happened which, in
fact, did not happen. We seem to
be faced with a vanishing man.
Suppose we assume there is no such
animal and work backwards look-
ing for the twist in logic that mis-
led us.”

“He couldn’'t have left by the
window,” Gavigan said. “He didn’t
go out by the door. And he’s not
here. What's twisted about that?”

“Maybe nothing. But when you
add those facts up and conclude
that Panama Harry vanished like
so much smoke, perhaps your arith-
metic is wrong. What if that set of
facts has two possible answers and
you don’t see one because the other
is so obvious and so startling?”

“You've got another answer?”
Doran asked. '

“l can think of one,” Merlini
replied. “The facts you've just listed
could also mean that Panama
Harry was never in this room at all.
What have we got that says he
was? The hat? How do we know
it isn't Courtney'’s, or one that some
absent-minded visitor left behind?
We also have Rosie’s testimony.
But which is more likely—a'vanish-
ing man or a lying witness?”

The Inspector scowled. “We also
have Courtney. He's not lying. He's

not just pretending to be dead.
Somebody here in this room Kkilled
him. Pie didn't do it himself — not
with that knife where it is in the
middle of his back.”

“Oh, it's murder all right,” Mer-
lini admitted. “But what if the mur-
derer vanished by leaving earlier—
before there were any witnesses to
see him go?”

Gavigan thought about that a
moment, then said, “You mean that
Courtney was already dead when
| got here?”

“Why not? At least that's easier
to believe than the vanishing man.”

“Is it?” Gavigan asked skepti-
cally. “It leaves you with something
just as impossible.” He pointed to
the phone receiver in Courtney’s
dead hand. “Now you've got a
dead man answering a phone”

Merlini grinned. “lI know. But
that may be an easier miracle to
perform than the other. Suppose
lie should do it again?”

Under his breath Doran groaned.
“Now we got a zombie!”

“Do you mean,” Gavigan wanted
to know, “that you can make Court-
ney answer a phone,now — two
hours after Doc Peabody declared
him dead?”

“l can try.” Merlini pointed to
the phone. “Lieutenant, put that
receiver back on the cradle and let’s
see what happens on an incoming
call.” ' "

Doran simply
Then the Inspector said,
Doran, do it.”

looked at him.
“Okay,
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The Lieutenant moved, rather
like a zombie himself. He loosened
the dead fingers, removed the
phone, and placed it on the cradle,
“1f you' think Doc Peabody is talk-
ing through his hat and that Court-
ney isn't ...”

“Oh, he's dead all right,”
lini said. “Let’'s go outside.”

He turned and went into a re-

Mer-

ception room. Gavigan scowled,
hesitated, then followed. So did
Doran.

Across the room the fingerprint
man had laid out his equipment
on the magazine table' and was
now taking Rosie’s prints. McCall
watched glumly.

Merlini said* “Let’'s go back a bit.
Courtney, still alive, is in his office

when the murderer goes in. I'll play
the part of the murderer. And
you—" he looked at Gavigan and

Doran—*“both of you stay here and
keep your eyes and ears open.”
Then quickly, before they could
object, he moved past them, back
into Courtney’s office, and closed
the door.

Doran took a step forward, but
the Inspector stopped him. “He's
got something up his sleeve. Or he
thinks he has. | want to see it.”

“I'm not so sure | do,” Doran
muttered. “Not if he does what he
says he's going to do.” ]

The door opened again amoment
later. “1 have,” Merlini announced,
“just Kkilled Courtney. And | leave
the office by this door. Unseen be-
cause certain witnesses aren't here.”
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Merlini sat in Rosie’s chair be-
hind the receptionist’s desk. “Now
we skip a bit and | take over Rosie’s
part.” He opened a desk drawer,
closed it, opened another, and
brought forth a bottle of nail polish
which he placed on the desk. “I
have just finished doing my nails.”
He turned to the switchboard and
picked up the phone.

“Rosie then phoned agirl friend.”
He began to dial. “I'll phone my
boy-genius producer and tell him
I've been detained by a vanishing
man. That'll really make him blow
his top.” Then, into the phone, he
said, ‘“Merlini here. Is your boss in?
| want to ...”"

He stopped short and looked up
at Gavigan who was staring at the,
closed door to Courtney’'s office,
From beyond it came the sound
of a telephone ringing.

Merlini swiveled in his chair. His
elbow struck the nail polish bottle,
knocking it to the floor-

Inspector Gavigan started for-
ward.

The phone rang a third time—
then stopped in mid-ring,

Silence.

“Dead man,” Merlini said slowly,
“do sometimes answer—" .

Gavigan jerked the door open,
Close behind him Doran stared
over his shoulder.

Courtney’s body, as far as they
could tell, had not moved. But the
receiver was now bac\ in Court-
ney's hand!

Doran turned to Merlini. “Okay,”
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he said, “let’s have it. How did you
get that receiver off the cradle and
into his hand?” '

“He 'put it there,” Gavigan said
slowly, “while he was. in there for
a moment with the door closed.
And when he pretended to.dial the
boy genius he actually dialed Court-
ney’s outsidé phone.”

“But,” Doran objected, “Court-
ney’s phone wouldn't ring with the
receiver off the cradle.”

Merlini got to his feet: and went
through the door: “It would,” ‘he
said, “if there was somcthing else
on the cradle.” The lead sinker now
lay “on -the edge of the desk. Mer-
lini placed it on the phone cradle.
“It will ring now.”

“And it would go on ringing as
long as the sinker is there or until
you hung up.” Doran looked at the
switchboard phone lying on Rosie’s
desk where Merlini had left it. “But
you didn’t hang up.”

“There .is,” Merlini said, “more

than-one way to skin a.cat.” He.

returned to the switchboard,. clicked

the ‘hook, and dialed again. And.

again Courtney’s phone rang.

“Hocus pocus,” Merlini
“Abracadabra!” :

The phone rang a second ‘time,
then’ startéd. to ring” once more.
~What happened in-the middle of
the ring was-almost as startling as
:though the deadman"had- moved.
The lead sinker jerked suddenly
. with a life of, its.own, jumped off
* the phone, rolled to the ‘edge of the
desk, .and fell to the foor. -

said,

The ringing stopped.

For a moment Gavigan and
Doran simply stared. Then Gavi-
gan moved, striding across -the
room. He. picked up the weight
and examined it. This got him no-
where. It was just a lead weight.
- “Okay,” he said. “I give up. How

'did you manage that—from the

other room?”
“It may,” Merlini said, “be just

.about the oldest trick in magic.

Far older than the girls vanishing
underwater at the Hippodrome. It
probably dates from the days of the
witch doctor and medicine man. -
And the modern form of the gim-
mick is one the Hi-Fly Rod and
Reel Company sclls.”

Merlini took the sinker from.
Gavigan, then knelt and picked up
something from the floor that-was
nearly invisible against the beige.
carpet.

“Fishline,” he said. He wrapped
its end several times -around the
sinker and -placed the sinker back
on the phone cradle. “It crosses the
room and- goes out under ‘the door
to a reel in Rosie’s bottom desk
drawer. She knocked the nail polish

- bottle off her desk purposely—an. -

excuse ‘to reach down behind the

- desk, yank the lme and dislodge
.the: sinker.”

Merlini: gavé the lmc a jerk; the
weight fell from the phone cradle.
“Not being tied; it came loose, and.

~under cover of putting away the
-rest of her pohshmg cqmpmcnt she
reeled it in.”
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“Okay,” Gavigan said, “that
wraps it up. After she killed Court-
ney, she set the fishline-sinker gim-
mick, then phoned McCall and got
him over here as a witness to testify
that she was sitting innocently at
her desk when Courtney was
kiUed.” .

“And your arrival,” Merlini
added, “gave her an unexpected
and even better witness to her in-
snocence.”

Doran scowled thoughtfully at
Merlini. “When you pretended just
now to call your boy genius you
actually' dialed Courtney’s outside
phone instead. And Rosie’s phone
call to her girl friend was also
phony.”

Merlini nodded. “Just the sort of
telephone trickery that a switch-
board operator would dream up.
She made one phone call appear to
be two. Her outgoing call to a
phantom girl friend and Court-
ney’s incoming call from a myste-
rious stranger were one and the
same. Her description of the movie
she had seen was a report to. a, dead
man.”

“And then,” Doran added, “Rosie
the Dish dished up Panama Harry
as a red herring. Since he's on the
lam he’s not likely to come forward
and deny her story.”

“And who,” Merlini asked,
“would believe him if he did?”

“But there’'s one thing the DA.
isn't going to like,” the Lieutenant
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said dubiously. “You've pinned this
on the person with the least motive.
One of the boys reported that Mrs.
Courtney got a divorce decree in
Reno last week, and that Rosie told
a girl friend that she was in line
to marry her boss. Why, just when
his wife steps out of the picture,
dose she want him out, too?”
“She might,” Merlini said, “if
she discovered that his promise to
make an honest woman out of her
was one he didn't intend to keep.”
“We'll find that out right now,”
Gavigan said. “When.she sees this
alibi of hers fall apart she’ll talk.
Doran, tell the photographer | want
pictures of that casting reel in her
desk drawer. It's Exhibit A.”
“Wait, Inspector,” Merlini said.
“That would be the .wrong picture.
She pulled another cute one—an
impromptu stunt that may be
unique in the annals of the Police
Department. At least, | never heard
of another murderer who gave Ex-
hibit A to a Police Inspector hop-
ing he'd take it away from the
scene of the crime oil to the wilds
of Maine. The reel in her desk is
one | found in the sample case
there on the files. The one she
really used...”
Gavigan took the spinning reel
from his pocket and glared at it.
“If | ever do get that vacation,”
he growled, “I'm going to spend it
on. a desert in Arizona. Somehow |

don’t feel much like fishing.”
' |
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sumably to his wife and
mother, although he seemed to be
addressing the car's windshield—
“is Sitges.” He-waved his hand in
a try at lordly contempt. “On your
right, the golf course. On your left,
the hotel. Ahead, the Mediterra-
nean.” His constant state of half-
suppressed fury rode volcanically
beneath the words, and the theatri-
cal sweep of his arm missed its
intent- and resembled a swing at an
unseen enemy.

Huddled in the corner behind
him, trying to escape the wind off
the sea and her own frightening
exhaustion, his mother thought
tiredly that his fury was aggravated
by die fact that he could not face
its cause. At least, she presumed he
did not admit it, even to himself.
Although it was quite possible that
Alice, who was stupid, avaricious,
and entirely without emotion or
subtlety, might have brought it
crashingly home to'him. Yes, it was
quite possible that Alice had so
often said to him, “Why doesn’t
your mother 'die, for goodness’
sakes?” that he had come to ac-
knowledge the hope. For his sake,
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she hoped that wasn't true. It
would be a terrible thing to live
with.

Fie said, “Of course, down that
street on our left there is undoubt-
edly a village—couple of crummy
bodegas, a few dirty cafes.”

Mrs. Parkins said nothing. She
had been far too tired to drive the
twenty miles to Sitges, but if she
had asked to be left in bed in the
hotel in Barcelona, Ben would
have refused to make the excursion.

Alice spoke up in the flat nasal
voice that—for Mrs. Parkins, at
least—would have canceled out her
beauty if her facial expressions
hadn’'t already negated it. She had
two expressions: blankness and the
cupidity that occasionally displaced
it. Alice said, “For goodness’ sakes,
let's get out and stretch.”

Ben turned his profile toward the
rear of the car. “Mother?”

“Please”—Mrs. Parkins tried to
keep the pleading note out of her
voice— “you two take a walk. |
am enjoying just sitting here.”

She thought he would refuse,
but instead he threw his door so
wide that the hinges squealed in
protest.
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When she was alone, a particle
of peace descended on Mrs. Parkins.
She slid lower in her seat and let
her head drop back against the
upholstery. She was a tiny woman
and her frailness made her seem
even smaller.

She could see no way out. She
would give them the money if she
could—but John had left her only
the income; the principle would go
. to Ben when she died. There was
enough income, it seemed to her,
to support a dozen people, but
Alice’s demands more than equaled
those of a dozen people. She sup-
posed that, in addition, Ben was
deeply in debt. On his “expecta-
tions,” she thought, with a distaste
that had nothing personal in it; it
was simply a self-destroying way
for a man to exist. She hadn’t
wanted to come to Spain, and the
doctor, after a horrified look at the
electrocardiogram, had thrown up
his hands in despair. But Alice
wanted to make the trip and Ben,
with that remnant of conscience
that made everything' so much
worse for the three of them, re-
fused to leave unless Mother would
go too. “After all, it's Mother’s
money.”

Those bitter revelations of how
he was being eaten up inside al-
ways wrung her heart. '

She wished she would die . . .
Then a moment's revolt flooded
over her. They didn’'t deserve her
death; she could not believe that
God’s world was so ordered that

25 .

the wicked and the greedy and the
heartless would prosper.

She felt a stab in her side; it
crescendoed. She slid still lower and
gave in to the wave of pain. There
seemed to be a hope of peace just
over the crest. ..

Alice draped her magnificent
figure on the low sea wall, looked
out at the rippling Mediterranean
with enormous eyes of a glowing

epurple that rivaled the amethyst
of the beautiful sea, and said, “For
goodness’ sakes, why won't your
mother die?”

“Alice!” Ben choked, and then
grew red as the volcano seething
within him threatened to erupt.

She turned the blank purple eyes
on him. “Ben, be sensible. She's
old, and if you don’'t pay some of
those bills soon, you're going to be
in trouble. Can’t you borrow some
money?”

“l have borrowed, as you well
know.” She shrugged and looked
back at the sea. “And I'll tell you
something else.” He hesitated; if
Alice ever got the idea that hanging
on wasn't going to pay, she would
leave him instantly. But fury drove
him on. “l haven't been able to
borrow from — reputable places,
like banks, because | have no col-
lateral. So the rates are enormous—
just plain usury. If I don’t pay up
soon—in a year at the outside—the
interest is going to eat up the prin-
ciple. The money will all be owed
before we get it, or damn near.”
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The sensuous figure turned away.
from the sea and swayed in his-

direction. “Ben,” Alice whispered
husLily, “couldi’t we—do some-
thing?”

For a split second his body
matched the motion of hers, and
then he flung himself violently
backward. “Alice, for God’s sake!”

He slampcd toward the car, blindly,

like an enraged bull.

Alice followed him. Her face
showed no more thought or emo-
tion than usual, but the edge of a
decision had started forming in her
Jitde: mind.- She had noticed. lately
that a tiny bulge was growing
around her waist: she had better
get’on with this business before it
was too late. '

She arrived at the cir’s side a

minute after Ben. “Where's your .

mother, for goodness’ siakes? I want
to go.” .. '

"“She’s here.” Ben's face was
pressed against the rear window
and his voice had an oddly choked
quality. “She’s on the floor.” '

“The ﬂoor? For goodness’ . . .
Alice’s voice disappeared.

Ben opened the. door and bent
over. After a minute he straight-
ened, closed the door, and turned
around. There were tears in his
cyes. “Get in the car.” He stepped
in on his side and stared through
the windshield. He continued. to
stare for a minute or so after Alice
was scated. She didn’t rush him;
- everything would be all right now.
She had' no decisions to make. She

”
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could relax and be glad that the

~six years hadn’t been wasted.

Ben said, “This is a one-horse
town. Probably has one:cop, who’s
also chief of police and coroner. If
they have coroners. If we get in-
volved here, heaven alone knows
what'l] happcn Might even be ac-
cused of murder.”

“Any doctor will know—"

“Yeah, but T don’t think any
doctor will know whether she died
now or .thirty minutes from now.
For that matter, she could have
slipped down like that while we
were driving and we might not

-have known it for an hour.”

uS ;n

“So wc’re going to drive back 1 to
Barcclona and straight to the Amer-
ican consulate.” He put the car in
gear. “Fast. Hold vght” .

The curbs of the narrow Calle
Junqueras- were, as usual, parked
in with cilialike regularity and
completeness. Ben found a place in
the Plaza Urquinaona, jerked the

_car’s nose in at the required angle,
“leaped out, and was halfway to the
‘corner bcforc Alice caught up wuh‘

him.
“Ben,” she said, “wait. Shouldn’t
you— Won’t someone see her?”
“«
I pulled the lap robe over her
back in Sitges. And she was very—

very small.”” He grasped. Alice’s

.arm a litde too tightly. “Come

on.” . '
The consul wasn’t in but the
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woman assistant they were referred
to was pleasant, sympathetic, and

obviously capable. Ben assessed her'

and then told the flat, exact truth.

When he had finished she said
soberly, “May | extend my sym-
pathy? You must be She
dropped it there and became briskly
businesslike. “Your handling of the
situation was exactly right. | shud-
der to think of the insanities you'd
have been subjected to, especially
since you don’'t speak Spanish.
We'll go to the police right now.
With me along, at least they won't
hold you interminably. But even in
Barcelona . . .” She waved a hand,
as if the"explanation were beyond
the realm of words.

“Even in Barcelona—what?” Ben
insisted, tie had a sense of fore-
boding—why? he wondered. He
hadn’t done anything to . . . He
shuddered. ,

The woman looked at him with
a misunderstanding sympathy. “It's
all right,” she said reassuringly.
“It's just that they're not very effi-
cient. Lately we've had to deal with
a number of thefts, for instance,
and not a single thing has been re-
covered.‘Infuriating. Well . . "

In the cramped elevator Ben
looked at Alice’'s face and wished
she would show—something. The
intelligent woman was standing so
inescapably near. But, then, the
emotion Alice would display if she
were capable ...

Outside they walked quickly to
the corner and when they had

rounded it and taken a few steps,
Ben stopped abruptly. Then he
ran. The two women caught up
with him. He looked up from the
empty space at.the curb with
equally empty eyes.

The woman understood instantly.
“The car .was here? What about
the keys?”

“1 was in a hurry.”

“Of course. Well, I'm afraid—"
She paused. “We’ll report it im-
mediately. But there have been a
half dozen cars stolen lately, and
not one was recovered. In this case,
they—the thieves—will look in the
back and then they’ll undoubtedly
panic and—and do a very thorough
job of disposing . . .” Her voice
trailed away. The city squealed and
screeched and surged around them,
but they were removed from it,
caught in an.odd silence.

Alice hadn’'t spoken since they

entered the consulate building.
Now she said, “But what will
happen?”

“Why, we'll go to the police—"
“No, I mean how do we prove—
What happens to her—her effects?”
“Oh.” The woman swung around
to face Alice. "I am a lawyer,” she
said. “l can assure you there's no
need to worry about that. There
will be a legal acceptance of death
in five year's time. Then her heirs
will be—rewarded.” .
No female's attitude had ever in-
terested Alice. Damn! she thought
with enormous bitterness. She had
never disliked the old lady, but for
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a vicious' moment she wondered
if this outcome would have pleased
— or seemed right to? — Mrs.
Parkins. Well, that didn't matter
now. Alice was thirty',- and there
was that little bulge around her
waist. She had no choice but to
try all over, and quickly.
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Ben read her mind as easily ,as
if the thoughts were reflected in
Alice’s still face. So that was that.
He had a strange feeling of peace.
His mother had never really
preached at him, but when he was
a boy she used to speak, with ob-
vious belief, of God’s justice.
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The chief characters in this story of a wire-tapping investigation
(one of Rex Stout's most interesting novelettes) are seven private
eyes—including two female detectives] One was Archie’s dish, no
doubt about it—but was the other Nero Wolfe's? (Shades of Tue
Woman!) Anyway, before the case was over there were 48 operatives
operating—42 men and six women!

_Can too many dicks spoil the broth?

TOO MANY DETECTIVES
by REX STOUT

"¢ AM  AGAINST FEMALE DETECTIVES
I on principle. It’s not always and
everywhere a tough game, but
most of the time it is, with no
room for the friendly feelings and
the nice little impulses. So a she-
dick must have a good thick hide,
which is not a skin I'd love to
touch; if she hasn’t, she is apt to
melt just when a cold eye and hard
nerves are called for, and in that
case she doesn’t belong.

However, there are times when
a principle should take a nap, and
that was-one of them. Of the seven
private detectives present in the
room, including Nero Wolfe and
me, two were women seated in a
corner, side by side. Theodolinda
(Dol) Bonner, about my age, with
‘home-grown long black lashes
making a curling canopy for her
caramel-colored eyes, had had her
own agency as a licensed detective
for some years and was doing all
right. She might have got her well-
cut and well-hung brown tweed
suit at Bergdorf’s, and possibly the

mink jacket too. I had seen her be-
fore, but I knew the name of the
other one, Sally Colt, only because
the members of the little gathering
had exchanged names and greet-
ings at the'suggestion of Jay Kerr.

I left my chair, crossed to the
corner, got upturned eyes, and
spoke. “Miss Colt? I don’t know
if you caught my name. Archie
Goodwin.” '

“Yes, of course,” she said. Her
skin didn’t look thick, and her
voice didn’t sound thick. She was
the right age to be my younger
sister, but I didn’t particularly need
a sister. Her woolen dress and
camel’s-hair coat hadn’t come from
Bergdorf’s, but I didn’t at all need
duds from Bergdorf’s.

I locked at my wrist and back
at her. “It’s a quarter past eleven,”
I told her, “and there’s no telling .
how much longer they’ll keep us
waiting. I saw a counter down-
stairs, and I'll go get coffee for the
bunch if you’ll come and help carry.
Couldn’t you use some coffee, Miss
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Bonner?”

Miss Colt looked at Miss Bonner,
her employer, and Miss Bonner
nodded at her and then told, me it
was a fine idea. | turned and raised
my voice to ask if anyone didn’t
want coffee, got no turndowns, and
Sally Colt got up and we left. .

I was perfectly willing to drink
some coffee. Also the physical as-
pects and carriage of Miss Colt
had given me the impression that
there might be some flaw in my
attitude toward female detectives,
and | wanted to check on it. But
chiefly 1 wanted a little recess from
the sight of Nero Wolfe's mug,
which | had never seen quite so
sour, and the. fact that he had had
plenty of provocation didn't make
him any prettier. It was a very sad
story. The wire-tapping scandals
had called attention to various de-
tails concerning private detectives,
to wit, that there were 590 of them
licensed by the secretary of state
of the state of New York; that 432
of the 590 were in New York City;
that applicants for licenses took no
written examination and no formal
inquiry was made into their back-
grounds; that the State Department
had no idea how many operatives
were employed by the licensed de-
tectives, since the employees weren't
licensed at all; and a lot of so on
and so forth.

So the secretary of state decided
to inquire, and all 590 were sum-
moned to appear for questioning,

specifically, about wire-tapping ac-.
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tivities, iff any, and generally about
the whole setup. Wolfe and | both
had licenses and were therefore,
both summoned, and of course
that was a nuisance, but since it
was being shared by the other 588
he might have kept his reaction
down to a few dozen growls and
grumbles if it hadn’'t been ,for two
things. First, the inquiry was being
held partly in New York and partly
in Albany, and we had been sum-
moned to Albany, and his request
to get it changed to New York had
been ignored; and second, the only
wire-tapping operation he had ever
had a hand in had added nothing
to his glory and damn little to his
bank account, and he didn't want
to be reminded of it

So when, in Wolfe's old brown-
stone house,” at five' o'clock that
winter morning, Fritz had taken
his breakfast up to his room, and |
had gone along to tell him the
weather was possible for driving
and he wouldn’'t have to risk the
perils of a train, he was too sunk in
gloom even to growl. All the way
to Albany, 160 miles and four
hours, with him'in the back seat of
the sedan as usual so he wouldn't
go. through the windshield when
we crashed, he uttered maybe

twenty words, none of them affable,”

and when | called his attention to
the attractions of the new Thru-
way, which he had not seen before,
he shut his eyes. We had arrived at
the building in Albany to which
we had. been summoned at 9:55,
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five minutes earlier than specified,
and had been directed to a room on
the third floor and told to wait.
There had of course been no chair
adequate for his massive bulk. He
had glanced around, stood a mo-
ment, croaked “Good morning” to
those already there, gone to a chair
at the far wall and got himself
lowered, and sat and sulked for an
hour and a quarter.

I must admit that the five others
weren't very festive either. When
Jay Kerr decided it ought to be
more sociable he did get names
passed around, but that was about
all, though we were fellow mem-
bers of ALPDNYS, the Associ-
ation of Licensed Private Detectives
of New York State—except, of
course, Sally Colt, who was merely
an employed operative. Jay Kerr, a
half-bald rolypoly with .rimless
cheaters, was probably trying to
even up a little by making an effort
to get people together, since he had
helped to get so many apart. He
and his boys had tailed more hus-
bands for wives and wives for hus-
bands than any other outfit in the
metropolitan area., Harland Ide,

"'tall and bony, gray at the temples,

with a long hawk’s nose, dressed
like a banker, was well-known in-
the trade too, but with a difference.
He was an old pro. with a reputa-
tion for high standards, and it was
said that'he had more than once
been called in for consultation by
the F.B.l., but don't quote me. |
wasn't up on the third one, Steve

Amsel, having heard only a few
casual remarks about him here and
there when he got the boot from
Larry Bascom a couple of -years
back and got himself a license and
rented a midtown room. Bascom,
who runs one of the best agencies
in town, had told someone that
Amsel wasn't a lone eagle, he was
a lone buzzard. He was small and
dark and very neat, with quick
black eyes that kept darting around
looking for a place to light, and he
probably wasn’'t as young as he
looked. When Sally Colt and |
went to get coffee he left his chair
and was going to offer to come
along, but decided not to.

At the counter downstairs, while
we were waiting for the coffee, |
told Sally not to worry. “If you
and your boss get hooked for a
tapping job, just give Mr. Wolfe a
ring and he’ll refer it to me and I'l
fix it. No charge. Professional
courtesy.” "0 -- *

“Now that's sweet.”.She had her
head tilted, for. me. to have the best
angle on the line from Under her.
ear. to her chin, which .was'good.
Showing that she was, not only an
attractive girl, but also-kind-heart-
ed, thinking of others. “I'll match
you. When you and, your boss get
hooked, give Miss- Bonner a ring.
My boss can lick your boss.”

: “That's the spirit,” | approved;
“Loyalty or.bust; You’'ll get pie in
the sky when you >die. | suppose
your personal specialty J getting
the subject in a corner in Peacock
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Alley and charming it out of him.

If you ever feel like practicing on

me I might consider it, only I don'’t
charm very easy.”

She stralghtened her head to
meet eye to eye. Hers were dark
blue. “You might be a little tough,
at that,” she said. “It might take

a full hour to break you w1dc,

‘open

The coffee came and interrupted.
By' the time we got to the elevator
I had a return ready, a crusher,
but there was company and I had
to save it, and back 'in the room
with our colleagues was no good
either. She served Nero Wolfe first
and I served Dol Bonner. After the
had been attended to I
joined the ladies in their corner,
but T didn’t want to demolish Sally
in front of her.boss, so we merely
discussed how much longer we
might have to wait. That was soon
. decided—for me, "anyhow. There
was -still coffee in my container
-when a man. entered -and an-
nounced that Nero Wolfe and
Archie Goodwin were wanted.
Wolfe heaved a sigh for all to hear,
put his container down on a-chair,
arose, and headed for the door, and
I followed, as a murmur went
around. The man led us twenty
paces down the hall, opened a door
and went in, and fingered to us to
enter. The staff of the 'secretary of
state: needed training in manners.

It was a medium-sized room
with three large windows, all
-weather-dirty. In the center was a

big walnut table ‘surrounded by

chairs, and against the walls were

a desk and a smaller table and more
chairs. A man seated at one end of
the big table, with a stack of. fold-
ers at His right, motioned us to
chairs at his left. The one who had
brought us closed the door and
took a nearby chair against the wall.

The man at the table gave us a
look, neither cordial nor hostile.
“I guess there’s no question of iden-
tity with you,” he told Wolfe,
meaning either that he was famous
or that no one else was so big and
fat, take your pick. He glanced at
a folder open before him on the
table. “I have your statements here,
yours and Mr. Goodwin’s. I
thought it would expedite matters
to have you in together. I am Al-
bert Hyatt, special deputy. of the
secretary of state for this inquiry.
The proceeding is informal and

-will remain so unless circumstances

arise that seem ‘to call for a record.”
I was taking him in. Not far
from forty, one way or the other,
he was smooth all - over—smooth
healthy skin, smooth "dark hair,
smooth - pleasant voice, smooth
brisk manner, and smooth ' gray.-
gabardine. I had of course checked
on the two deputies who were
handling the inquiry and had re-
ported to Wolfe that this Hyatt
was a partner in a big law firm
with offices in midtown New York,
that he had mixed a good deal in
politics, that he ‘had some reputa-
tion as a trial man, which meant
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that he liked to ask people ques-
tions, and that he was a bachelor.

He glanced at the folder again.
“In April of last year, nineteen-
fifty-five, you arranged for a tap on
the private telephone of Otis Ross,
at his apartment on West Eighty-
third Street, Manhattan, New York
City. Is that correct?”

“l have so stated,” Wolfe con-
ceded grumpily.

“So you have. Under what cir-
cumstances did you make that ar-
arrangement?”

Wolfe moved a finger to aim it
at the folder, “If diat's my state-
ment before you, and Mr. Good-
win's, you have it there.”

“Yes, | have your statement, but
I'd like to hear it. Please answer
the question.”

Wolfe, started to make a face,
realized it wouldn't help matters
any, and suppressed it. “On April
fifth, nineteen-fifty-five, a man
called on me at my office, gave his
name as Otis Ross, and said he
wanted to have his home telephone
tapped. | told him | never dealt
with marital difficulties. He said
that his difficulty wasn't marital,
that he was a widower, that he had
diversified business and financial
interests and handled them from
his home, that he had recently be-
gun to suspect his secretary of
double dealing, that he was away
frequently for a day or two at a
time, that he wanted to find out
whether his suspicions of his sec-
retary were warranted, and to that
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end he wanted his phone tapped.”

Wolfe tightened his lips. He
hated to be reminded of that affair,
let alone retell it. For a second |
thought he was going to balk, but
he went on. “l knew, of course,
that it was legally permissible for
a man to have his own wire tapped,
but 1 declined the job on the
ground that | had.had no experi-
ence in that line. Mr. Goodwin,
who was present, as he always is at
conversations in my office, inter-
posed to say that he knew of a man
who could handle the technical
problem. He so interposed for two
reasons: first, because of the novelty
and diversion a wire-tapping opera-
tion would offer him personally;
and second, because he thinks it
necessary to badger me into earn-
ing fees by taking jobs which |
would prefer to reject. | confess
that he is sometimes justified.
Would you like him to interpose
now for corroboration?” '

Hyatt shook his head. “When

.you're through. Go ahead.”

“Very well. Mr. Ross put a thou-
sand dollars in cash on my desk-
ten hundred-dollar bills—as a re-
tainer and advance for expenses. He
said he couldn't pay by check be-
cause his secretary must not know
he had hired me, and also, for the
same reason, no. reports or other
matter could be mailed to him; he
would call for them at my office or
make other arrangements to get
them. And | was not to phone him
at his home because he suspected
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that his secretary, on occasion, im-
personated him on the telephone.
Therefore he wanted reports of all
conversations on his wire, since
when he himself was presumed to
be speaking at his end it might ac-
tually be his secretary.”

Wolfe tightened his lips again.
He was having to squeeze it out.’'
“Naturally not only had my curios-
ity been aroused, but also my sus-
picions. Jt would have been useless
to ask him for documentary evi-
dence of his'identity, since docu-
ments can be forged or stolen, so |
told him that | must be satisfied
with his bona fides, and | suggested,
that Mr. Goodwin might call on
him at his home. You don't need
to tell, me how witless that sug-
gestion was; | have told myself.
He acquiesced at once, having, of
course, anticipated it, saying only
that it should he at an hour when
his secretary would not be on' the
prenxses, since he—that is, his sec-
retary-might possibly recognize
Mr. Goodwin. So it was arranged.
At nine o'clock that evening Mr.
Goodwin’'went to the address on
West Eighty-third Street and up to
Mr. Ross’'s apartment. He gave the
maid who admitted him a name—
an alias that had been agreed upon
—and asked to see Mr. Ross, and
was taken by her to the living room,
where he found my client seated
under a lamp, reading a book and
smoking a cigar.”

Wolfe tapped the table with a
fingertip. “l designate him ‘ray
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client’ deliberately because | earned
the ignominy—eonfound it, he was
my client! After Mr. Goodwin con-
versed with him ten mintues or so
he came home and reported, and it
was decided to proceed with the
operation. That evening Mr. Good-
win got in touch with the man he
knew of, and arrangements were
made for the morrow. Do you want
the details of that?”

“INIb, you can skip that.” Hyatt
passed a palm over his smooth dark
hair. “It's in Goodwin’s statement.”

“1 know very little about it any-
way. The tap was made, and Mr.
Goodwin had a new toy. He
couldn’t spend much time with it,
since | need him at the office more
or less continually, and most of the
listening was done by men provid-
ed by the technician. | didn't even
look at the reports, for which Mr.
Ross called at my office every day—
at an hour when | was busy up-
stairs, so | didn't see him. On the
fifth day Mr. Goodwin asked him
for another thousand dollars, and
got it, in cash.' That left very little
for me after paying the cost of the
outside tap and maintaining sur-
veilance. You know what an ouc-
side tap is.”

“Certainly. Practically all illegal
taps are outside jobs.”

“That may be.” Wolfe upturned
a palm. “But | didn't know this

mwas illegal until the eighth day'of

the operation. On April thirteenth
Mr. Goodwin spent two hours at
the place where the tap was being



TOO MANY

monitored, and heard Mr. Ross
himself on the wire in a long con-
versation. Whether it was actually
Mr. Ross or was his secretary im-
personating him, it sounded suf-
ficiently unlike our client to arouse
Mr. Goodwin’s interest. From re-
ports he had read and passed on to
our client he had gathered a good
deal of information about Mr,
Ross’s interests and activities—for
example, that he had recently been
appointed chairman of the Charity
Funds Investigating Committee by
the governor. He left and went to
a phone booth, called Mr. Ross,
got the same voice, told him he
was a newspaper reporter, from the
Gazette, made an appointment,
went to the West Eighty-third
Street address, and saw him and
talked with him. He also saw the
secretary. Neither of them was our
client. 1 had been flummoxed.”
Wolfe swallowed bile. “‘Utterly
flummoxed,” 'he said bitterly. “‘Mr.
Goodwin came home and reported
to me, and we considered the situ-
ation. We decided to wait until
the client came that afternoon, at
five thirty as usual, for the daily
report—though of course we can-
celed the tap at once. It seemed
likely that there would be no al-
ternative to turning him over to
the police, with a full account of
my fatuity, but | couldn’'t do that
until | got my hands on him.”
Wolfe swallowed ‘ again. “And
he didn’t come. | don't know why.
Whether he had learned somehow
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either that we had canceled the
tap, or that Mr. Goodwin had
called on Mr. Ross—but speculation
is bootless. He didn't come. He
never did come. For a month most
of Mr. Goodwin’s time, for which
I pay, was spent in trying to find
him, without success, and Mr.
Goodwin is a highly competent and
ingenious man. Nor could he find
the maid who had admitted him
to the apartment. After a week had
passed with no result | made an
appointment to call on Mr. Ross at
his home, and did so, and told him
all about it. He was ruffled, natur-
ally, but after some discussion he
agreed that there was no point in
informing the authorities until and
unless | found the culprit. Mr.
Goodwin was with me, and to-
gether we gave him an exhaustive
description of our client, but he
was unable to identify him. As for
the maid, she had been with him
only a short time, had left without
notice, and he knew nothing about
her.”

Wolfe stopped, sighed deep, and
let it out. “There it is. After a
month Mr. Goodwin could no
longer spend all his time on it,
since he had other duties, but he
has by no means forgotten that
client and neither have I. We never
will.”

“1 suppose not.” Hyatt was smil-
ing. “I may as well tell you, Mr.
Wolfe, that personally | credit your
story.”

“Yes, sir. You may.”
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“l hope so. But of course you
realize its weakness. No one but
you and Mr. Goodwin ever saw
this client of yours. No one else
has any knowledge of what passed
between you, and you can’'t find
him and can’t identify him. Frank-
ly, if you should be charged with
illegal interception of communica-
tions, and if the district attorney
proceeded against you and you
came to trial, it's quite possible you
would be convicted.”

Wolfe's brows went up a six-
teenth of an inch. “If that's a threat,
what do you suggest? If it's merely

a reproach, I have earned it and
much more. Lecture me as you
will.”

“You deserve it,” Hyatt agreed.
He smiled again. “1 would enjoy
it, too, but I won’t indulge myself.
The fact is, | think | have a sur-
prise for you, and | only ,wanted to
get acquainted with you before |
confronted you with it.” His eyes
went to the man seated against the
wall. “Corwin, there’s a man in
room thirty-eight across the hall.
Bring him in here.”

Corwin got up and opened the
door and went, leaving the door
open. The sound came of his heavy
footsteps in the hall, then of a door
opening, then footsteps again, much
fainter, then a brief silence, and
then his voice calling, “Mr. Hyatt!
Come here!”

It was more of a yelp than a call.
It sounded as.if somebody had'him
by the throat.; So when Hyatt

jumped up and headed for the
door I moved too and followed him
out and across the hall to an open
door down a few steps, and into
the room. | was at his elbow when
he stopped beside Corwin at the
far end of a table to look down at
a man on the floor. The man was
in no condition to return the look.
He was on his back, with his legs
nearly straight making a V, and
was dressed all right, including a
necktie, only the necktie wasn't
under his shirt collar. It was knot-
ted tight around the skin of his
neck. Although his face was purple,
his eyes popping, and his tongue
sticking out, | recognized him at
once. Corwin and Hyatt, staring
down at him, probably didn’'t know
| was there, and in a second |
wasn’'t. Stepping out and back to
the other room, where Wolfe sat at
the table glowering, | told him,
“It's a surprise all right. Our client’s
in there on the floor. Someone tied
his" necktie too tight and he’s dead.”

| had known, of course, that that
bozo had sunk a blade, right in the
center of Wolfe's self-esteem, but
I didn’'t realize how deep- it had
gone until that moment. Evidently
when he heard,me say our client
was in there his ears stopped work-
ing. He came up out of his chair
and took a step toward the door,
then stopped, turned, and glared at
me.

“Oh,” he
“Dead?”

said, coming to.
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“Right. Strangled.”

“It would be no satisfaction to
see him dead.” He looked at the
door, at me, sat down, flattened
his palms on the table top, and
closed his eyes. After a little he
opened them. “Confound that
wretch,” he muttered. “Alive he
gulled me, and now dead he gets
me into heaven knows what. Per-
haps if we went... but no. I am
merely frantic.” He stood up.
“Come.” He started for the door.

I got in front of him. “Hold it
I want to go home too, but you
eknow damn well we can’t scoot.”

“l do indeed. But | want a look
at our confreres. Come.”

| stood aside and let him lead
the way out and down the hall and
into the room we had come from.
Entering bcheind him, | shut the
door. The two females were still in
their corner, but the three men
were gathered in a group, appar-
ently having broken the ice. They
all looked around at us, and Jay
Kerr sang out, “What, still at
large? How is he?” '

Wolfe stood and took them in.
So did I. At that point there was
no particular reason to assume that
one of them had tied our client’s
necktie, but the client had unques-
tionably been connected with wire
tapping, and they had all been sum-
moned to answer questions about
wire tapping. So Wolfe and | took
them in. None of them trembled or
turned pale or licked his lips or had
a fit. '
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Wolfe spoke. “Ladies arid gentle-
men, we are fellow members of a
professional association, and there-
fore you might expect me to share
with you any information | may
have of our common concern. But
I have just learned of an event in
this, building this morning that will
cause Mr. Goodwin and me to suf-
fer inconvenience and possibly
serious harassment. I have no rea-
son to suppose that any of you
were involved in it, but you may-
have been; and if you weren't, you
would gain nothing by hearing it
from me, so I'll let someone else
tell you about it. You won't have
long to wait. Meanwhile, please
understand that | mean no offense
in staring around at you. | am
merely interested in the possibility
that one of you is involved. If
you—~

“What the helll” Steve Amsel
snorted. His quick black eyes had
lit at last. “You got a point?”

“It's a good script and | like it,”
Jay Kerr said. “Go right on.” His
voice was thin and high, but that
was no sign that he had strangled
a man. It was just his voice.

Harland Ide, the banker type,
cleared his throat. “If we're not
involved,” he said drily, “we are

not concerned. You say in this
building this morning? What kind
of event?”

Wolfe shook his head, and stood
and stared around. Still no one had
a fit. Instead, they talked, and the
general feeling seemed to be one of
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relief that they had been given
something to talk about. Steve Am-
sel suggested that Dol Bonner and
Sally Colt should get Wolfe be-
tween them and worm it out of
him, but the ladies politely de-

clined.
Wolfe was still standing, still
taking them in, when the door

popped open and Albert Hyatt ap-
peared. Seeing Wolfe, he stopped
short and said, “Oh, here you are.”,
A strand of his smooth hair had
got loose. He looked at me. “You
too. You came in behind me and
saw him, didn't you?”

I told him yes.

“And left in a hurry?”

“Sure. You had told Mr. Wolfe
you had a surprise for him,and I
wanted to tell him what itwas.”

“You recognized him?”

“l did. The client Mr.
told you about.”

Wolfe put in, “I would have ap-
preciated the favor of seeing him
alive.”

“Perhaps. Of course you have
told these people?”

“No, sir.”

“You haven't?”

“No.”

Hyatt's eyes went around. “Ap-
parently you're all here. Jay Kerr?”

“That's me,” Kerr admitted.

“Harland lde?”

“Here.”

“Steven Amsel?”

Amsel raised a -hand.

“Theodolinda Bonner?”

“I'm here, and I've been here

Wolfe
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more than two hours. I am quite

willing to—~ '
“One moment, Miss Bonner.

Sally Colt?”

“Here.” ,

“All right. The hearing I am con-
ducting on behalf of the secretary
of state is temporarily suspended,
but you will all stay in this room,
A dead body has been discovered
in a room on this floor. A man pre-
sumably murdered. That is of
course a matter for the police, and
they will want to see you. | can't
say now when the hearing will be
resumed, and you will regard your
summonses to appear today as in
abeyance but not canceled. Don’t
leave this room until' the police
come.” He turned to go. A voice
stopped him.

“Who is the murdered man?”
It was Harland Ide.

“The police will tell you. That's
not my province, thank God.”

“Mr. Hyatt.” Dol Bonner's voice
was clear and crisp. She was on her
feet. “You are Mr. Hyatt?” *

“1 am.”

“Miss Colt and | had a very early
breakfast, and we're hungry.. We
are going to get something to eat.”
e Damn plucky, | thought. She
must have known that a murderer,
is supposed to feel empty and want
a big meal after killing a man.
Hyatt told her she'd have to wait
until the police came, ignored a
protest from Steve Amsel, and left,
closing the door.

They looked around at one an-
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other. I was disappointed in them.
I had on various occasions been
cooped up with an assortment of
people on account of a murder, but
that was the first time they were
exclusively private detectives, and
you might have thought they
would be a little quicker on the
ball dian most. No. It would have
taken an average group maybe a
minute to absorb the shock of
Hyatt's announcement and hop on
Wolfe and me, and that was about
what it took them. Steve Amsel
got to it first. He was about half
Woolfe’s size, and, facing him close,
he had to tilt his head back to give
his quick black eyes a straight line.

“So that was the event. Murder.”
He didn't make it “moider” but
something in between. “Okay. Who
was it?”

Jay Kerr joined in. “Yeah, Good-
win recognized him. Name him.”

Dol Bonner approached, expect-
antly, with Sally trailing behind
her elbow. Harland lIde said, “If |
heard correctly, Mr. Wolfe, he was
a client of yours?”

They were hemming Wolfe in,
and he backed up a step. “I can't
tell you who he was,” he said, “be-
cause | don't know. Neither does
Mr. Goodwin. We don’'t know his
name.”

Sally Colt started to titter and
choked it. “Nuts,” Steve Amsel
said, disgusted. “But Goodwin rec-
ognized him? This a guessing
game you drought up?”

“And he was your client?” Jay
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Kerr squeaked.

“Really, Mr. Wolfe,” Dol Bonner
protested, “aren’'t you making a
farce of it? You, with your reputa-
tion?. Do you expect us to believe .
that you took a man as a client
without even learning his name?”

“No.” Wolfe compressed his lips.
He released them. *“Ladies and
gentlemen, | am compelled' to ask
your forbearance. The silliest blun-
der | have ever made has found
me here today, to my deep chagrin
and possibly my undoing. What
more do you want? What further
ignominy? Mr. Goodwin recog-
nized him, he was my client, 1
don't know his name, and before
and after die period when |
worked for him | know nothing
whatever about him. That's all.”

He marched to a chair against
the wall, sat, rested his fists on his
thighs, and closed his eyes.

| crossed over to him and lowered
my voice. “Any instructions?”

“No.” His eyes stayed shut.

“As you know, Gil Tauber is
here in Albany. He certainly knows
the cops. Shall I go find a phone
and alert him in case we could use
some information?”

“No."

« Evidently he didn't feel like chat-
ting. | went over to the confreres,
still in a group, and told them, “If
you folks want to discuss our igno-
miny, don’'t mind me. You might
even say something helpful.”

“Where's the body?” Steve Am-
sel asked.
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“Room down the
hall.” .

“What killed him?”

“His necktie around his throat. |
suppose he could have done it him-
self, but you know how that is. |
prefer not, and he might have been
calmed down first with a heavy
brass ashtray. There-was one there
on the floor.”

“You and Wolfe came last this
morning,” Harland lde stated. “Did
you see him on the way?”

I grinned at him. “Now look,”
| objected. “We’ll get enough of
that from the cops. Have a heart.
We're fellow members of a pro-

thirty-eight,

fessional association. You would
grill me?” '
“Not at all,” he said stiffly. “I

merely thought that if that room
is between here and the elevator,
and the door was open, you might
have seen him,, possibly even spoken
with him. | certainly did not in-
tend-” .

He was interrupted. The door
opened and a man entered, a
big broad-shouldered ape, with not

enough features to fill up his big '

round face. He shut the door,
stood, and counted us, with his lips
moving, and then pulled'a chair
over by the door and sat. He had
nothing to say.

Again that bunch of pros disap-
pointed me. They knew quite well
that the presence of the dick had
no bearing on their freedom to
converse, and as for being discreet
one glance at his mug should have
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made it plain that he lacked the
mental machinery to register and
report anything he heard, granting
he could hear. But they clammed
up, and stayed clammed for a good
half an hour. Just to see, I-made a
few tries at starting some discourse,
but nothing doing. The ladies had
gone back to their corner, and I
tried them too, and got the im-
pression that Sally would have been
willing to relieve the tension with
a little give and take, but as for Dol
Bonner, definitely not, and she wa:
the boss. '
I had just glanced at my wrist
watch and seen ten minutes past
one when the door opened again.
This time there were two of them.
The one in front was a six-footer
with a long narrow phiz and
grizzled hair. He stopped three
paces in, sent his eyes around, and
told us, “I'm Leon Groom, chief of
detecdves of the City of Albany.”
He paused, for applause maybe,
but didn’t get it. His facial expres-
sion was superior, and so was his
tone of voice, which was natural
under the circumstances. Not often
does a chief of detectives get to
address an audience composed ex-
clusively of private eyes, a breed
they would like to blackball, and
not only that, we were all from the
big town, which made us mud.
He resumed. “You have been told
that there has been a death by vio-
lence in a room on this floor, and
you're being detained for question-
ing. Nero Wolfe and Archie Good-
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win will come with me. Now. The
rest of you will shortly be taken,
one at a time, to view the body.”
He aimed a thumb at his com-
panion. “This man will ask you
what kind of sandwiches you want
and they’ll be brought to you. On
the City of Albany. You're Theo-
dolinda Bonner?”

“Yes.”

“A policewoman will be here, be-
fore long, in case a search of your
persons is required.”

, “With consent,” Steve Amsel said
offensively]

“Certainly with consent.
Wolfe? Come along, you
Archie Goodwin.”

Wolfe got up and headed for the
door, saying, as he passed me,
“Come, Archie.” I was on his pay-
roll, and he wasn’'t going to have
other people giving me orders.

There were three men in the hall,
one in his own clothes, looking im-
portant, and two in uniform, look-
ing bored, guarding an empty meat
Basket near the door of room
thirty-eight. Inside the room were
three more —scientists, two with
fingerprint outfits and one with a
camera. They took time out to look
as Groom, having told us to touch
nothing, convoyed Wolfd around
the table to the corpse. Except that
its legs had been straightened and

Nero
and

its necktie removed," it hadn’t
changed much. Wolfe frowned
down at it. '

Groom asked him, “Do you iden-
tify him?”
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“No,” Wolfe declared. “1 don't
know who he is. | do, however,
recognize him as a man | saw one
day last April when he called on
me, gave his name as Otis Ross, and
engaged my services. | learned later
that he was not Otis Ross—at least
not the Otis Ross he had claimed
to be, Mr. Goodwin, who saw him
not once but nine times, has already
stated that he is that man.”

“l know. Is that still your opin-
ion, Goodwin?” n

“Not an opinion.” If Wolfe could
correct his choice of words so could
I. “Conviction. He's that man—er
was.”

“Then we can—eh, by the way.”
He turned to the table, pointed to
an object on it,, and asked one of
the scientists, “Are you through
with this ashtray, Walsh?”

“All done, Captain. Got it.”

“Then you can help a little,
Goodwin, if you don’t mind. Just
an experiment. Take it and hold it
the way you would to hit a man
on the head with it. Just naturally,
without thinking.”

“Sure,” | said, and reached to get
it. Jiggling it, | would have said at
least a pound and probably more.
“There would be two ways, both
good. Either take it by the rim, like
this, that would be best if you had
room and time to swing”— swung
to show him—‘or; with a big mitt
and long fingers like mine, just cup
it, like this, and you could either
swing or hook or jab.” | performed
a healthy jab, then transferred the

DETECTIVES
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tray to my left hand, got out my
handkerchief with my right, and
started wiping the brass with plenty
of pressure. -

«“Not so good,” Groom said.
“Your slapstick may go over big
down where you belong, but here
in the City of Albany we don't, ap-

preciate it. It won't buy you a
thing.”
“What would?” | demanded.

“What did you want me to do, re-
fuse to touch it?” | finished the
rubbing and put the tray back on
the table.

“Come along,” he said, and
moved. We followed him out and
down the hall nearly to the end,
where he opened a door and stood
aside for us to pass. This was a cor-
ner room with windows on two,
sides, and it sported a couple of
rugs. Seated at a desk with a win-
dow behind him was Albert Hyatt,
talking on the phone. A man with
big ears and a scar on his cheek
came toward us and asked Groom
how he wanted the chairs. So
Wolfe and | would face the win-
dow, naturally. By the time Hyatt
finished on the phone we were dis-
posed, with Wolfe and me side by
side and the man with big ears at
a little table nearby, with a note-
book in front of him and a pen
ready.

. Hyatt stood up and invited
Groom to come and take the desk,
and Groom said no. thanks and
kept his chair on this side of it, fac-
ing us. He focused on Wolfe. “Mr.

Hyatt has let me read your state-
ment. Your statement to the secre-
tary of state regarding wire tap-
ping. He has also told me what
you said to him this morning—
merely a repetition of parts of the
statement. Do you now want to
change it?”

“No, sir.”

“Do you.want to add anything
to it?”

“That depends. If I am under
suspicion of murder, or if Mr.
Goodwin is, I wish to add some-
thing. Are we under suspicion?”

“Put it this way. You're not
charged. You're being held for
questioning, by police authority, to
learn if you have any knowledge
of the murder of a man with whom
you admit you have been associated,
and against whom you had a griev-
ance. You did have a grievance?”

“l did indeed. | wish to make a
further statement.”

“Go ahead.”

"“l was summoned by the secre-
tary of state to appear at this ad-
dress in Albany at ten o’'clock this
morning. At six o'clock this morn-
ing | left my house in New York,
in my car, with Mr. Goodwin
driving. We stopped once en route,’
to eat something we had with us,
and for coffee. We arrived at this
address shortly before ten o’'clock
and entered the building, were
directed to room forty-two on the
third floor, went straight there,
speaking to no one, and | remained
there until | was taken to see Mr.



TOO MANY DETECTIVES

Hyatt. Mr. Goodwin was out of the
room briefly, with Miss Sally Colt,
to go for coffee. |1 have not at any
time seen or spoken to—what am |
to call that creature?” n

“The murdered man?”

“Yes.” '

“Call him your client.”

“1 prefer not to, in this context.
I've had other clients. With regard
to the man who called on me last
April and told me he was Otis Ross,
and hired me to do a job as de-
scribed in my statement to the sec-
retary of state, | have never seen
him or had any communication
with him, or known anything of
his whereabouts, since April thir-
teenth, nineteen-fifty-five. My next
knowledge of him was when, after
leaving the room with Mr. Hyatt
dais morning, Mr. Goodwin re-
turned almost immediately to "tell
me that he was lying dead in a
nearby room. My next sight of him
was a few minutes ago,- when | was
taken to that room and saw him
dead. | had not known that he was
on the premises. It is inane to pile
up negatives. | have no knowledge
whatever of his death or of his

vmovements prior to his death. Be-
yond the facts given'in my state-"
ment to the secretary of state,
I have no knowledge of any nature
that might be of help in the investi-.
gation of this murder.”

Wolfe considered a moment.
“There, Mr. Groom. | don’t see
what good can come of questions,
blit certainly you can try.”
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“Yeah, | can always try.” Groom
looked at me, and | thought it was
my turn, but he went back to
Wolfe. “You say you entered this
building this morning shortly be-
fore ten o’clock. How much be-
fore?”

“Of my own knowledge, | don't
know. | don’t carry awatch. But as
we entered Mr. Goodwin remarked
that it was five minutes to ten. He
claims that he never allows his
watch to be more than thirty sec-
onds off.”

“What time was it when you got
to room forty-two?”

“l don't know. | can only esu-
mate. | would say that it took us
four minutes, to the elevator, up to
die third floor, and down the hall
to the room. That would make it
one minute to ten.”

" “What if one or more of the
others say that,you arrived in the
room about a quarter past ten?”

Wolfe eyed him. “Mr. Groom.
That quesdon is pointless and you
know it. As a menace it is piuerile.
As a mere hypothesis it is flippant.
And if one of them does say that
you know how many issues it will
raise, including his candor. Or more
than one—even all.of them. If you
want your question answered as
you put it, either his timepiece was
wrong or his memory is at fault or
he lies.”

“Yeah.” Apparently Groom was
hard to rile. He shifted to me.
“Naturally you corroborate every-
thing Wolfe has said. Do you?”
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“Naturally,” I told him.

“Yes or no. Do you?”

“Yes.” -

“Including the time of your ar-
rival at this building?”

“Yes. Nine fifty-five.”

He got up and stepped to me.
“Let’'s see your watch.”

I twisted my arm around and
pushed the shirt cuff back, and he
took alook, then looked at his own,
then back at mine. He told the man
at the table,. “Put it that | found
Goodwin’s watch twenty seconds
slow,” and returned to his chair.

“You may wonder,” he said,
“why | didn’t take you two sepa-
rately. Because it would have been
a waste of time. From what I
know of your reputations and how
you work, | figured that if you had
fixed up a story the chance of my
getting you to cross was so slim
that it wasn't worth the trouble.
Also Mr. Hyatt wanted to'go to
lunch, and | wanted him with us,
and you might as well know why.”
eHe turned. “Will you tell them
what you told me, Mr. Hyatt?”

Hyatt's strand of hair was back
in place again. He was leaning for-
ward with lus elbows on the desk.
“You mean about this morning?”
he asked Groom.

“Yes. Just that.”

“Well, I got here early, a little
before nine o’clock. One of my
staff, Tom Frazer, was already here.
W e were here at this desk- together,
going over papers, getting ready for
those who were to appear today,

when the girl phoned me that a
man wanted to see me about some-
thing that he said was urgent and
confidential, he wouldn’t say what.
He gave the name of Donahue,
which meant nothing to me. |
didn't want him interrupting in
here, so | went out front to get rid
of him and found him on a bench
in the hall. He wouldn't talk in the
hall, so I took him to the nearest
empty room, room thirty-eight. He
was a middle-aged man, about my
height, brown hair and eyes—'

“They’ve seen him,” Groom put
in. -
“Oh.” Hyatt was fussed. “So
they have. He said his name was
William A. Donahue and he
wanted to make a deal. He said he
knew who was due to appear be-
fore me today, and that Nero Wolfe
was one of them, and that he had
got cold feet and wanted to get
from under. His terms. Must | give
the whole conversation, Captain?
We talked for some twenty min-
utes.”

“The substance will do.
main points.” -

“There was only one main point,
actually. He floundered around a,
good deal, but this was the gist of
it. In connection with a venture he
was engaged in, he didn't say
what, he had procured some wire-
tapping operations, one of them
through Nero Wolfe, for which he
had paid Wolfe two thousand dol-
lars. When the scandal started—he
called it the big stink—and Broady

The
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was arrested and ‘indicted, he had .

decided New York was too hot for
him and had left the state. When
he learned recently that this inquiry
was to be held by the secretary of
state, and that all private detectives
were to-be questioned, he had be-
come alarmed, particularly on ac-
count of Nero Wolfe. Wolfe had
abruptly called off the tap he had
handled for him, and they had had
arow, and Wolfe had it in for him.
He knew how tricky Wolfe was,
and now that he had been sum-
moned—am | confusing you with
my pronouns?’

He was looking at Wolfe, so
Wolfe replied. “Not at all. Go on.”

“—And now that Wolfe had been
summoned, he knew he would try
to wriggle out of it somehow or
other, and that he—Donahue —
would get hooked for something
worse than procurement of illegal
wireltapping. So he wanted to
make a deal with me. If |- would
use my influence with the district
attorney to go easy with, him on
the wire-tapping charges, he would
give me a full account of the opera-
tion, under oath, and would testify
in court as required. | asked him
if Wolfe had known the tap was
illegal, and he said yes. | asked him
if Donahue was his real name, and
if he had given that name to Wolfe,
and he said yes. | asked him for
further information about himself,
and he wouldn’t give me any until
and unless | agreed to his proposal
—except one item, that in New

York he had lived at the Hotel
Marbury. | told him |1 couldn't
make such a deal offhand, I'd have
to think it over a little, and told
him to wait there in the room and
left him there, and came back to
this room and—’

“What time was it then?” Groom
asked.

“It was half-past nine, a minute
or two after. | don't keep my watch
as close to the dot as Goodwin
does, but it's fairly accurate.” He
looked at his wrist. “I've got one
forty-two.”

“You're three minutes fast.”

“Then it was about exactly nine’
thirty when |1' returned to this
room.” He. went back to Wolfe. “I
looked, of course, to see how much
time | had. The hearing was sup-
posed to begin at ten. | thought it
was important enough to consult
the secretary of state about it, so |
called his office, but was told that
he was in New York for a confer-
ence and his secretary didn't know
where | could reach him at that
hour. I phoned the office of the dis-

.trict attorney of New York County

and got Assistant D.A. Lambert, a
friend of mine, and told him |
wanted an emergency police report
on a William A. Donahue who had
lived last spring at the Hotel Mar-
bury, as quickly as possible. At a

. quarter past ten | had had no word,

and | tried to get the executive
deputy secretary of state on the
wire, but he wasn't in his office. |
told Tom Frazer all about it, and—
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Groom stopped him. “1 think
' that'll do. You didn't, go back to
room thirty-eight to see Donahue.”
“No. | had told him it would
take an hour or more, possibly two.
When no report had come from
New York at eleven o’clock—none
had come yet—I decided to get
Wolfe and Donahue face to face
and see what happened, and |
went to the hearing room and sent
for Wolfe and Goodwin.” Hyatt
looked at his watch. “I'm late for a
lunch appointment.”

“Yeah, 1 know.” Groom looked
at Wolfe. “You want to ask Mr.
Hyatt anything?” -

Wolfe had his legs crossed, as
usual when he was on a chair too
small for him and without arms.
He uncrossed them and put his
palms on his knees. “Just a question
or two. You will remember, Mr.
Hyatt, that you told me that you
personally credited my story. Why
did you tell me that?”

“Because | meant it.”

“You had already talked with
this Donahue.”

“Yes, but | hadn’t believed him.
I know something of your record
and standing, and | knew nothing
whatever of his. On the simple issue
of veracity | preferred you, at least

tentatively.”
“Do you still credit my story?”
“Well . . .” Hyatt looked at

Groom and back at Wolfe. “Under
the present circumstances I'm afraid
my personal opinion is neither rele-
vant nor cogent.”

“1 suppose not. One other thing.
This Donahue said he had pro-
cured some wire-tapping operations.
Plural. Did he mention any names
other than mine?”

“Yes, he mentioned others, but
he concentrated on you throughout
the conversation.”

“What other names did he men-
tion?”

“Just a minute,” Groom cut in.
“1 don't think that's called for. We
'won't keep you any longer, Mr.
Hyatt.”

“l want to know,” Wolfe in-
sisted, “if that man mentioned the
names of any of the others sum-
moned here today.”

. He had to keep on wanting.
Hyatt looked at Groom, Groom
shook his head, and Hyatt got up
and went. Wolfe crossed his legs
again, and also his arms, but the
props weren't right. He never was
as impressive when he was on a
chair that allowed portions of his
fundament to lap over at the edges
of the seat. When the door had
closed behind the special deputy of
the secretary of state, Groom spoke.

m“|] wanted you to hear that direct

from Mr. Hyatt. It's neater that"
way. Do you want to change your
statement now? Or add to it? Of
course Donahue’s dead, but we’'ve
got his track and we know where to
dig. You know how that is.”

“Yes, | know.” Wolfe grunted. “I
like to talk, Mr. Groom, but not to
no purpose. As for changing my
statement, | might improve its die-
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tion or its punctuation, but mate-
rially, no. As. for adding to it, |
might make a few footnotes, as for
instance that that man lied when
he told Mr. Hyatt that he had given
me his name as Donahue, and that
| knew that the tap was illegal, but
they are already implicit in the
statement. | do have a request to
make. | now have his name, at least
the name he gave Mr. Hyatt, and
the name of the hotel where he
lived at the time he called on me.
I can be of no use to you here;
I have absolutely nothing for you;
and if | am permitted to return to
New York at once | shall devote
all my talents and resources to the
exposure of his background, his
activities, his connections with—"

He stopped because Groom had
turned his head. Groom had turned
his head because the door had
opened and a man was approach-
ing, a colleague in uniform. The
cop came to him, said, “For you,
Captain,” and handed him a folded
paper. Groom unfolded the paper,
gave it a look, taking his time, told
the cop to stick around, glanced at
the paper again, and lifted his eyes
to Wolfe and me.
\ “This is a warrant,” he said, “for
your arrest as material witnesses in
a murder case. | hereby serve it
Do you want to see it?”

| turned my head to Wolfe. | can
testify that.through a full ten-sec-
ond silence his lids didn’t blink
once. Then he spoke, but all he said
was “No.” '
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“1 do,” I said, and put out a hand,
and Groom handed it over. It
looked okay, and even had our
names spelled right. The' signature
o f.the judge looked like Bymn-
yomr. “l guess it's real,” | told
Wolfe. e .

He was regarding Groom. “I
hardly know,” he said icily, “the
word to use. High-handed? Bump-
tious? Headstrong?”

“You're not in New York now,
Wolfe:” Groom was trying not to
show how much he liked himself.
“This is the City of Albany. I'll
ask you once more, do you want to
change your statement or add to
it?” .

“You actually mean to serve the
thing?”

“1 have served it. You're under
arrest.” -

Wolfe turned to me.
Mr. Parker's number?”

“Eastwood six two-six-oh-five.”

He arose, circled around the desk
to the chair Hyatt had vacated, sat,
and took the phone from the cradle.
Groom got to Iris feet, took a step,
stopped, stood, and stuck his hands
in his pockets. Wolfe told the

“What's

phone. “A New York City call,
please. Eastwood six two-six-oh-
five.”

Four hours later, at six o’clock, we
were still in the coop. Of course |
had been behind bars before, but
never with Wolfe. For him it was
a first, since | had known him.

Actually we weren’'t behind bars,



48 ELLERY QUEEN’'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

or at least none werevisible. It was
a detention room at police head-
quarters, and wasn't bad at all, ex-
cept that it smelled like a hospital
in the middle of the Jersey marshes
and the chairs were greasy. There
was even a private john in a closet
in a corner. A cop was there with
us, presumably to see that we didn’t
cheat the chair by making a suicide
pact and carrying it out. When |
told him an evening paper would
be worth a buck to us he opened
the door and yelled down the hall
to someone, sticking to his post.
Taking no chances.

Soon after our incarceration'we
had been told we could send out
for grub, and | had ordered two
corned-beef sandwiches on white
toast and a quart of milk. Wolfe,
who had swallowed nothing but
coffee since ten o’clock, declined the
offer. Whether he was staging a
hunger strike or was just too mad
to eat, | couldn’t say. When my
corned beef on white toast arrived
it turned out to be ham on rye, and
the ham was only so-so, but the
milk was fine. ‘ .

Not only was Wolfe not eating
in captivity, also he wasn't talking.
Keeping his hat on, he sat on his
overcoat spread on an old wooden
bench against the wall, mostly lean-
ing back with his eyes closed and
his fingers interlaced at the summit
of his central mound. Looking at
him, and | had seen a lot of him,
I would say that instead of calm-
ing down he kept getting madder.

His only real try at communication,
after a couple of hours had passed,
was when he opened his eyes and
told me he wanted my true opinion
about something. | said he could
have my true opinion about every-
thing, and apparently we’'d have
mplenty of time for it

He grunted. “I forsee that in the
future, if you and | continue to
be associated, as we probably shall,
this episode will be frequently men-
tioned, in one context or another.
Do you agree?” *

“l do. Provided it's not our last
episode. You're assuming we'll have
a future.”

“Pfui. We'll see to that. Answer
this. If you had not been seduced
by your itch to have a hand in a
wire-tapping operation and to ob-
serve the procedure and technique,
do you think I would have under-
taken that job for that man? I'm
merely asking for your opinion.”

“Well, you won't get it.” | stood
looking down at him. “If | say no,
the future mentions would be too
one-sided. If | say yes, it would pile
one more provocation on the load
you're already carrying, and it
might be too much for you. You
can’'t think us out of this if you'rE
boiling too high to think. So I'll
tell you what I'll do: I'll split it.”

“Split what?”

“The blame. Fifty-fifty. We both
ought to be larruped. But not
fried.” .

“We'll leave it to the future,” he
growled, and shut his eyes on me.
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At six o'clock I was deep in the
second section of the evening paper,
reading how to repair nylon bras-
" sieres that had got torn somehow,

when the door was flung open. Our

guard whirled on his heels, ready
to rcpel an attempt at armed rescue,
- but it was only a cop conducting a
visitor. The visitor, a red-faced guy
in a brown cashmere overcoat,
stopped for a glance around and
then came on and put out a hand.
- “Mr. Wolfe? I'm Stanley Rogers.
I'm terribly sorry. I suppose you
thought I'd fallen in a hole and
pulled the hole in, but Nat Parker
didn’t get me until nearly three
o’clock, and the judge was in the
middle of a case and I had to pull
some strings. We're not being very
hospitable up here, are we? This is

Mr. Goodwin? It's a pleasure.” He

offered a hand, and I took it. “I

asked the judge to make the bail

figure five thousand, but he
wouldn'’t settle for less than twenty.

Twenty thousand each. Anyhow,

you’re free men, as I have no doubt

you deserve to be, only you can’t
leave the jurisdiction without per-
mission of the court. I've reserved
~a room for you at the Latham
_)Hotcl but of course it can be can-
“celed if you want to make other
arrangements.”

‘He-had some papers for us ‘to
sign. He said that Parker, phoning
from New York, had told him to
do everything possible for us, and
he would cancel a dinner appoint-

ment if we wanted him, but Wolfe -

said that at the moment all he
wanted was to get out of there and
find something to eat. One offer we
took. He had his car out front, and
after telling the guard goodbye, no
tip, and going to an office to check
out and claim some personal arti-
cles'we had been relieved of, he
led us out to it and drove us to
the garage where we had left the
sedan, With Wolfe in back again,
I drove to the hotel, got the bags
from the trunk, and ‘turned the car
over to a lackcy.

About the bags, I could have told
Wolfe I had -told him so, but de-
cided he was in no shape for it.
The evening before, pigheaded as
usual, he had refused to admit the
possibility of spending a night away
from home and insisted that we
would need no luggage, but I had
packed his bag myself, with some
help from Fritz, on the theory that
man proposes but some other speci-
men may dispose. Now, as the bell-
boy followed us into room go2 and
put the bags on the rack, it was
a fine opportunity for a casual cut-
ting remark, but I thought it ad-
visable to save it.

His overcoat hung in the closet,
along with mine, Wolfe removed
his coat, vest, tie, and shirt, and

.went to the bathroom and washed

his hands and face. Emerging, he

put on his dressing gown, a yel-
low wool number with fine black
‘stripes, got his slippers, sat on a

chair to take off his shocs, and told

-me to phone room scrvice to send
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up a menu. I reminded him that
Rogers had told us the Latham
grub was only fair and that the
best restaurant -in town was only
two blocks away.

“I'm not interested,” he declared.
“I have no appetite, and will have
no palate. I eat because I must. You
know quite well I can’t work on
an empty stomach.”

So he was going to work.

1 don’t remember a gloomier
meal. The food was perfectly edible
—oysters, consommé, roast beef,
creamed potatoes, broccoli, salad,
apple pie with cheese, coffee — and
we cleaned it up, but the atmos-

phere had no sparkle. Though

Wolfe never talks business at the .

table, he likes to talk’ while eating,
about anything and everything but
business, and nearly always does.
- That time he didn't utter a single
word from beginning to end, and

-1 made no effort to start him.

Finishing his second cup of coffee,
he pushed his chair back and-mut-
tered at me, “What time is it?”

‘T looked. “Twenty after eight.”

“Well.” He pulled air in through

his mouth all the way down to the
roast beef, and let it out through
his nose. “I don’t know if you
realize the pxcklc I'm in/

“The pickle is Spllt too. Fifty-
ﬁfty » .

“Only to a point. Thc jeopardy,
yes, but I have a special difhculty.
We're going .to be held -here until

this case is solved. I can hurry our

release only by solving it, -but I

don’t want to. Certainly people can-
not be permitted to murder with
impunity, but I would prefer to
have no hand in exposing the man
who killed that abominable crea-
ture. What am I to do?”

I waved a hand. “That’s easy. Sit
it out., This room isn’t so bad. You
can go to sessions of the state legis-
lature when it meets, and get books -
from the library, and I can teach
Sally Colt things if she’s hung up
here too. If it drags-on into months,-
as it probably will if that Groom is
the best they’ve got, we can rent
a litde” apartment and send for
Fritz—" :

“Shut up.”

“Yes, sir. Or perhaps Sally and
I could solve it without you. I don't
feel as grateful to the bird who did
it as you seem to. If—"

“Bosh. I am not gratcful. I
wanted to see him again alive.
Very well. As between the intoler-
able and the merely distasteful, I
must choose the latter. I presume
the others are also being held in °
the jurisdiction.”

“If you mean our confreres, sure
they are. Maybe not arrested like
us, but held, certainly. Groom'’s no: -

'sold on us enough to lét them goy

and anyway Hyatt wants them for -
his hearing.”

He nodded. “I hﬂVC to see thcm
Some of them may be in this hotel.
Find themand bring thcm hcrc

“Now?"

“ch ”

“Have you any suggcstlons?”
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“No. My mind’'s not in order.
I'll try to get it arranged by the
time you get them.”

That had happened before, many
times. He knew that my only alter-
natives were either to protest that
he was biting off more than I could
chew, or to take it as a compliment
that if he wanted a miracle passed
all he had to do was snap his fingers
at me; and also he knew which 1
would pick. .

“Okay,” | told him. “Then will
you please phone room service to
come and get the dishes? And you
might as well phone Fritz so he
won't start worrying. I've got some
thinking to do.”

I went to a window, parted the
curtains, put the blind up, and
stood looking down at the street
by night. It wasn’t the first time I
had been given the chore of setting
up a party, but it had never been
with a gang of private dicks, and
they would need something special.
Brilliant ideas started coming. Tell
them Wolfe thought they would-
be interested to hear what Hyatt
had asked him at the hearing. Tell
them Wolfe had an idea for get-
ting all of us- released from the
i/urisdiction and wanted to consult
'with them; Tell them Wolfe had
certain information about the mur-
dered man which he had not given
to the police and wanted to discuss
it. Tell them that Wolfe thought
it was important to fix the time of
arrival of each of us at'room 42
and wanted us to get together on

it. And so on, up to a dozen or so.
| rattled them around in my skull.
The idea was to get one that would
work with all of them.

Suddenly | remembered that
Wolfe had once told me that the
best way to choose among an as-
sortment of ideas was to take the
simplest. |1 pulled the blind down
and turned. He had just finished
talking to Fritz and was lowering
himself into the chair with arms,
which was almost wide enough. |
asked him, “You want them to-
gether, don’t you?”

He said yes.

“How soon?”

“Oh ... twenty minutes. Half an
hour.”

| went and sat on the edge of one
of the beds, lifted die phone, and
told the girl | understood Mr. Har-
land Ide was registered and would
she please ring his room.'In two
moments his bass, a little hoarse,
told me hello.

“Mr. Harland lde?”

“Speaking.”

“This is Archie Goodwin. I'm
calling for Mr. Wolfe. We're in.
room nine-oh-two. He would like
very much to consult you about
something, not on the phone. Right
now he’s resting. If you'll do him
the favor of dropping in at room
nineroh-two, say in half an hour,
he’'ll appreciate it very much. Say
nine o’clock. We hope you will.”

A brief silence. “Could you give
me an idea?”

“Better not, on the phone.”
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A slightly longer silence. “All
right, I'll be there.”

The simplest is the best. Of
course their being private detectives
was a big advantage. Tell any pri-
vate detective you want to discuss
something that is too hot for the
phone, and he’ll swim a river to get
to you.

They weren't all quite as simple
as lde. Steve Amsel wasn't regis-
tered at the Latham, but | got him
at another hotel and sold him on
the trip. Jay Kerr was
Latham, but his line was busy the
first two tries and | got him last.
Do! Bonner and Sally Colt were on
our floor, room 917, and | wished
| had gone down the hall and dined
with them instead of putting up
with a dummy. At first Dol Bonner
didn’'t care for the idea, but when
| told her the others were coming
she said we could expect her. Hav-
ing got Kerr on- the third try, I
hung up and turned to Wolfe. “All
set. Want" anyone else? Groom?
Hyatt? The secretary of'state?”

“What time is it?”

“Nine minutes to nine.”

“Confound it, | must dress.” He
arose and started peeling the dress-
ing gown. He wasn't going to re-
ceive females in negligee, especially
in a hotel room.

It was a good-sized roonh and
wasn't too crowded with seven peo-
ple, or, counting Wolfe as two,
eight. 1 had phoned down a rush
order for four more chairs, so no

at the"

one had to perch on a bed. Dol
Bonner and Sally, still sticking,
close, were over by the wall. Steve
Amsel, next to them,- had turned
his chair around and folded his
arms on top of its back, with his
chin resting on his wrist. He was
still very neat, and his black eyes
were still quick. Harland Ide
looked tired, but still dignified
enough for a banker. Jay Kerr, the
half-bald roly-poly, was the last one
to show. He brought along two
clues that were spotted immediately
by my highly trained powers of
observation; a flushed face and a
breath. -

“Well, well!” he exclaimed at
sight of us. “A party, huh? You
didn’t tell me, Archie. Well, well!”

“Siddown and listen,” Amsel
commanded him. “We waited for
you. Wolfe wants to sing a song.”

“That I'd like to hear,” Kerr said
cordially, and sat.

Wolfe's eyes went around. “I
think the best way to begin,” he
said, “is to read you the statement
I submitted to the secretary of
state.” He took a document from
his pocket and unfolded it. “It's’
rather long, but | want you to know
my position. If you'll permit me\”

“Sure,” Kerr told him. “Shoot.’"

He started reading. It took a full
ten minutes, but he held his audi-
ence. | must admit | felt for him.
What he would have liked to do
with that affair was scrap it and try
to forget it, but, having already
been compelled to record it in a
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sworn statement and to recite it to
Hyatt, he now had to spill it again
to a collection of his fellow mem-
bers of a professional association.
It must have been about the bit-
terest pill he ever had to take, but
he got it down. When he got to the
end he refolded it. and handed it
to me.

He rested his elbows on the chair
arms and matched his fingertips.
“So this morning | couldn’t tell you
the name of the murdered man. |
spoke then of my ignominy, and I
won't dwell on it. Do any of you
want anything in the statement
clarified? Any questions?”

Apparently nobody had any.
Wolfe resumed, “Mr. Goodwin told
you on the phone that | wanted to
consult you about something. It is
this. We are all involved in an in-
vestigation of a murder and are
under restraint. Mr. Goodwin and
| have been arrested as. material
witnesses and released on bail. |
don’t know, if any of you have been
arrested, but certainly your move-
ments have been restricted. |1 think
it will be to our common advan-
tage to pool our information, dis-
cuss it, and decide what can be
dfone with it. We are all trained and
.Experienced investigators.”

Amsel started to speak, but Wolfe
raised a hand. “If you please. Be-
fore you comment, let me say that
neither Mr. Goodwin nor | had
anything to do with that man’s
death, nor have we any knowledge
of it. Possibly diat is true of all of
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you. If so, the worth'of mv sug-
gestion is manifest; we would be
nincompoops not to share our in-
formation and join our wits. If not,
if one of you killed him or had
a hand in it, he certainly won't tell
us, and probably he will be re-
luctant to give us any information
at all; but obviously it would be
to the interest of the rest of us to
merge our knowledge and our re-
sources. Don’t you agree?”

For the first time they exchanged
glances. Jay Kerr said, “Pretty neat.
Well, welll Last one in is a
monkey.” -

“You put it good,” Amsel de-
clared. “If | don’t play I'm it.”

“1 have a question.” It was Har-
land Ide. “Why were you and
Goodwin arrested and put under
bail?” ,

“Because,” Wolfe told him, “that-
man— presume you all know by
now that his name was Donahue—
because he told Mr. Hyatt a story
this morning which conflicted, with
my statement. He said that he had
given me his name as Donahue and
that | knew the tap was illegal.”

“Ouch,” Kerr said. “No wonder
you want us to open up.”

“1 have opened up, Mr. Kerr. I'll
answer any questions you care to
ask. And | assure you I'm not im-
pelled by.any fear of ultimate dis-
aster, either for Mr. Goodwin or for
myself. | merely want to go home.”

Dol Bonner spoke up, “It seems
to me,” she said, “that the only
question is whether it will do any
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good or not. It can't do any harm.
We have already given the police
all the information we have, at least
I have and Miss Colt has, and to-
morrow they’ll be at us again.” She
directed the caramel-colored eyes at
Wolfe. “What good will it do?”

He frowned at her. Sometimes he
honestly tries to speak to a woman
without frowning at her, but he
seldom makes it. “Possibly none,
madam. But among us we pretend
to a considerable batch of gump-
tion, and we may even have it. If
so, we might as well use it, since
our only alternative is to sit and
brood, hoping that Mr. Groom has
either brains or luck. Have you
people compared notes at all?”

He got three noes and two head-
shakes.

“Then it's about time. You don’t
even know whether one or more
of you can safely be eliminated. As-
suming that one of us Killed him,
do you know what the time limits
are? ... Yoii don't. Evidently you
haven't had the privilege, as | have,
of hearing Mr. Hyatt's story. The
murder was committed between
nine thirty, when Mr. Hyatt left

Donahue alone in the room, and .

ten o’clock, when Mr. Goodwin
and | arrived. Assuming that one
of us killed him—an assumption we
must accept unless we find an ex-
cuse for discarding it. Therefore if
one or more of you can establish
.that you arrived in room forty-two
before nine thirty, and stayed there,
myou're out of it. Can you?”

“Not me,” Dol Bonner said.
“Miss Colt and'l were there first,
at twenty minutes to ten. About five
minutes later Mr. Ide came, and in
another four or five minutes Mr.
Amsel-. Next was Mr. Kerr, and
you and Mr. Goodwin came last,
just before ten o’clock. I resented it
when you were called in because
we got there first and | thought we
should be called first!”

“Then we're still intact. When |
said the limits are nine thirty and
ten o’clock I ignored the possibility
that when Mr. Goodwin and Miss
Colt went for coffee one of them,
or both, stopped in at room thirty-
eight and killed him. Does anyone
want to explore it?”

Sally Colt started to titter. It was
a flaw in her, but 1 made allow-
ances because it could have been
the first time she had been at close
guarters with a murder, and natu-
rally she was strung tight. I came
to the rescue. “Cross it off. | didn't,
she didn’t, and we didn't.”

“Miss Colt?”

“Don’t be silly!” Her voice was
louder than necessary, and she low-

ered it. “No. Mr. Goodwin is
correct.” .
“Good. He often is.” Wolfie

shifted in his chair. His rump had,.
taken a lot of punishment since sitf
o’'clock that morning. “Presumably
the police theory is that one of us,
going along the hall on arrival,
caught . sight of Donahue, who
could have opened the door of the
room to look out, and proceeded to
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finish him. Under that theory .we're
at the crux. There couldn’t have
been time for a prolonged conver-
sation unless the murderer entered
the building much earlier than he
arrived at room forty-two, and in
that case the police will probably
get him without any help from us.
The point is that in all probability
the mere sight of Donahue on those
premises was enough to make the
murderer resolve on his death forth-
with. Do any of you qualify? I
have reported to you fully and can-
didly on my association with that
man. Did any of you have deal-
ings with him?”

“1 did,” Dol Bonner said.

“Yes, Miss Bonner? Will
elaborate?”

“Certainly. I've told the police, so
why not you?” There was an edge
of scorn on her voice, either for
Wolfe or for the others, no telling.
“First, though, I left something out,
not deliberately. When Miss Colt
and | got to the third floor of that
building | went to the women’s
room and she went on to room
forty-two. It was twenty minutes to
ten when | joined her there. The
police know that too, of course.
~Also | heard a police detective tell-
ing a man— think it was the dis-
trict attorney—that all of us had
wecognized the body.”

“Indeed.” Wolfe's frown
about gone. “All of you?”

“That's what he said.” Her eyes
went to lde, to Amsel, to Kerr, and
back to Wolfe. “About my dealings

you

was
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with him, they’ were almost iden-
tical with yours. He came to my
office last April and gave his name
as Alan Samuels, and wanted me
to arrange for a wire tap on the
telephone at his home—a house in
the Bronx—with exactly the same
arrangement he made with you. |
didn’'t have an Archie Goodwin to
nudge me on, but | thought it
wouldn’'t hurt any for me to learn
something about wire tapping if |
could do it legitimately, and |
agreed to handle it if he would
establish his identity. He showed
me some papers—a driver’'s license
and some letters—but | told him
that wasn’t enough.” , .

She . stopped to swallow. Evi-
dently she wasn't any prouder of
her performance than Wolfe was
of his. “He said he had an account
in a bank around the corner—my
office is at Fiftieth and Madison—
and asked me to go there with him.
| had an appointment and couldn’t
leave the office, so | asked Miss Colt
to go.” She turned. “Sally, that's
your part.”

Sally wasn’t looking very gay.
“You want me to tell it?”

Dol Bonner said yes, and Sally
gave Wolfe her eyes. From my
angle, in the electric light, the blue
in them didn’'t show; they looked
almost as black as Amsel's. “Miss
Bonner told me what was re-
quired,” she said, “and | went with
him around the corner to the Madi-
son Avenue branch of the Conti-
nental Trust Company. He took
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me through the gate in the railing
to where there were four men at
desks, and went to one of the desks.
There was a little stand on the desk
with a name on it, Frederick" Pog-
gett. The client called the man at
the desk Mr. Poggett, and shook

hands with him, and told him that'

in connection with a business tran-
saction he needed to establish his
identity, and would Mr. Poggett
please identify him. Mr. Poggett
said of course, and turned to me
and said, ‘This gentleman is Mr.
Samuels, a customer of our bank.’
| said, ‘Alan Samuels?’ and he said
yes, and then told the client that if
it was a matter of credit he would
be glad to verify his balance. The
client said that wouldn't be neces-
sary, and we left. We went back
to the office and | reported to Miss
Bonner.”

She stopped and looked at Dol
Bonner, who nodded and took the
ball. “In my case, Mr. Wolfe, it
wasn't his secretary he suspected, it
was his brother who was living in
his house, but that's just a detail.
He paid me in cash, a thousand dol-
lars, and | found out how to ar-
range for the tap and aid so. He
was to come to'the office at five
o'clock every day for the report.
The morning after he had got the
fifth report he phoned to say that
he didn't need the tap any longer
and asked if he owed me anything.

I told him yes, another five hun-
dred dollars; and in an hour or so
he came in and paid it.”

She made a little gesture. “1 never
did suspect him. | still say there
was ho reason to. But when all the
publicity about wire tapping started,
and then ,when we were told to
report under oath any and all con-
nections we had had with wire
tapping, | went to the bank and
spoke with Mr. Poggett, taking
Miss Colt with me. He remembered
the incident, of course. After going
to look at the records, he told me
that Alan Samuels had opened a
checking account at the bank on
February eighteenth, giving a busi-
ness address on Lexington Avenue.
He, Poggett, had attended to it. He .
wouldn’t tell me either the amount
or the references Samuels had given,
but he did tell me that the balance
had been withdrawn, closing the
account, on April twentieth, which
was the day after Samuels had can-
celed the tap, and | did get the
Lexington Avenue address out of
him. Of course | suspected | had
been taken in, and I—do you want

.me to go on? My efforts to trace

him?” '

“Not unless you found him. Did
you ?” '

“No. I never did. The next time

I saw him was in that room today,
Dead.”
(Continued on page 88)



* A mother’s grief can sometimes turn to hate . i~

~

‘ \
"THE CHILD WATCHER
by ERNEST HARRISON

E with interest. He lay in his
crib, playing solemnly with his

STHER LGOKED DOWN AT THE BABY ...Diddums cry for mummy?”

- She picked him up in_ her arms and

toes, his bright eyes intent on the

one that stuck out at such an odd
angle. Suddenly he tired of his re-
scarches, and turning over on his
stomach tried to edge himself to
the corner of his crib.

Though unable to smile, Esther
felt a warm glow within her as a
movement in her womb held out
its promisc of fulfillment. A flood
of confused memories swept over
her—the moment of ecstasy, the
~ vague sadness which followed, and
now the nearness of birth. These
things could not be put into words,
perhaps not even into thoughts,
but the emotions ran strong in her.
She looked down once more at the
baby. Soon, the movement in her
belly told her, soon 'she— Her
thoughts broke off in a blurred
image she could not quite capture.

The baby made an awkward
turn, and his nappy pin opencd. A
sharp prick, and he was howling.
The door opened within seconds,
andeslcanxicas mother swept into
tee room, -

“My baby, my prccious little boy
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snuggled him to her breast. “Look, -
Esther, isn’t he a «lly litle boy to
cry for his mummy like that, when
Esther is here?” A piercing how!
as her hand pressed the pin into his
skin again, and she discovered the
cause of his complaint. All was
contrition. “Oh, so that’s it! Did
nasty mummy hurt her little dar-
ling? There, there...” The words
ran on without end.
Esther felt slightly sick.

Her first pains soon came, and
then the joy of birth. It is easy to
be cynical about the possessiveness
of mother love; but nature imposcs
it at the very moment that a life
comes into the world. And by the
same token, once the first sound of
a new breathing comes, there is
bitterness if the life is snatched
away... ’

It was. later, -and Esther once
more looked down at the baby, but:
now there was envy in her heart.
His mother had patted and cud-
dled him, unaware of Esther’s tur-
moil. Now she had gonc from the
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room,
. watch the child.

She gulped slightly. The memo-
ries of ecstasy had faded. Vague
thoughts tumbled through her
mind. She recalled the pains vivid-
ly, and the cries of life. Then_the
joy, so abruptly ended. She did not
understand” death, or what dis:
tinguished it from life and left
blackness in the heart. If the moth-
er who had just left the room had
thought of asking her, Esther
would have remained dumb.

But she ‘knew what hate was,
and envy. The baby began to crow
with plcasurc. “Come,” his look
declared, “don’t be sad, Esther. I
don’t know what makes you so un-
happy, but the world isn’t worth
it. You'll forget, all right, just a< 1
do. See, I've got a great big foot to
show you...I know how mad
mummy . always makes you. She
makes me mad, too. Sometimes,
that is. Come on, Esther, snap out
of it. Anway, I love you, don’t I?
Now, doesn’t that make it up. to
you”’ :

Esther looked at hlm without ex-
pression, and he turned away to
explore the pillow.

Without warning the hate in her
heart ‘overflowed. She knew sud-

denly what she wanted to do. She

-and Esther remained to

" He
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turned her head toward the door,
listening carcfully There was no
sound.

She turned back to the baby,

- watched his antics. She was still

not certain how she would do it
only that she wanted to do it more
than anything in the world.

The child’s bottom stuck in the-
air, moving from side to side as he
tried to push his head through the
rails of his crib.

" Esther passed the tip of her
tongue through her lips, feeling a
slight constriction at the throat.
She moved forward, then-stopped.
The baby, finding his head was too
large, pulled back, wriggled over
onto his back.

'He was about to put his feet up,
touch them with his hands, when
his eye caught Esther’s expression.
raised his voice—a sudden,
choking scream; and Esther fell
upon him. The cry rose to a shriek.
Pulsing with her whole hatred of
the world, Esther tore madly at
hlm

" The door banged open and the
baby’s mother rushed into "the

- room. Esther whirled, at bay. But

then she was struggling for her
own life, being choked out of he}
by the woman who had drowne
her newborn kittens.

iaoo |



In this issue we begin a new and fascinating series of short historical
detective stories. The author plans to use famous figures of history,

in their own time'and milieu, each enacting the role of a detective
mjust once. What a delightful and diversified prospect! -
This'-first story reveals an incident in the career of Captain Coo\,
he celebrated English naval captain and explorer, when in 1770 he
was confronted with the murder of ‘his bosun’s mate during the
expedition of the "Endeavour” in the South Pacific Ocean. Stories
expected to follow will recount hitherto unknown detective exploits
by world-famous authors, artists, inventors, statesmen, philosophers,
scientists—perhaps even kings. (Is the whole scheme too ambitious?
m We sincerely hope not.) Imagine—a previously unchronicled episode
in the life, say, of William Shakespeare—or a fight of deduction by

= none other than the great Leonardo da Vinci...

Happy redding!

CAPTAIN COOK, DETECTIVE

by THEODORE MATHIESON

N THE NIGHT OF JUNE 11, 1770,

fourteen months after His
Majesty’s Ship Endeavour had left
England, and while she explored
the waters three hundred miles off
the coast of “New Holland,” Cap-
tain James Cook was suddenly
faced with a problem that he could
not solve by quadrant or caliper.

It was two bells, most of the crew
were below, and the captain slowly
paced the afterdeck. He reached
the starboard side, grasped the taff-
rail, and looked aloft to where the
three masts of the sturdy sailing-
ship rose black against the tropical
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moonlight, when he heard a cry
from the ladder.

“Captain, sir,” a voice said shak-
ily from the shadows, .

“Come up, Blore,” Cook said,
recognizing the voice of the quar-
termaster of the watch.

“It's Prout, sir, the bosun’s.mate.
He's dead. | just found him mid-
ship, hanging over the rail. There’s
a knife in his back. | haven't
touched him, sir.”

Cook hesitated a moment, look-
ing down at the deep, concealing
shadows on the main deck. This
could be a trick. The men had been
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giving trouble, wanting to turn
back after New Zealand, saying
he’'d gotten what “the- Admiralty
had sent him for—the transit of

Venus. It was true. On Tahiti three’
months ago he’d made the observa-

tion which, when combined with
measurements made by scientists. at
other points on the globe, would
determine for the first time in his-
tory the distance from the earth to
~the sun.

But now the men were homesick.
The captain had been forced, after
the outbreak of a drunken, resent-
ful riot in the forecastle, to cut the
ration of grog to a fourth. The men
were in a sullen, threatening mood.

“Prout has been drinking, sir,”
Blore said, clucking his tonguc.
“Smells like he’s been wallowing
in the hogshead.”

Cook made his decision. “Bring
him here,” he said sharply. “Get
Hicks the cook to give you a hand.
I see the light in his galley.”

“Yeés, sir, but=" Blore half turned
away.

“But wlmt? ’

“I think it might be Hicks .that
did it, sir, after what happened be-
tween them this moming

“Get Hicks to help you,”
repcated.

Ship’s. surgeon Monkhousc, a
mountain of a man, stood beside
his stubborn-lipped captain as Blore
.and the cook, Hicks, lowered the
body gently to the deck. It was still
flexible’ and warm, although the
bearded face of the bosun’s mate

Cook

pores, sir,

.The captain,

had had time to smooth out, so
that he looked pcaceful and uncon-
cerned over his sudden and violent
end. Probably he’d not even caught
sight of his assailant beforc he died,
although it was doubtful _if he'd
been able to rccognwc-hlm if he

‘had.

“Grog must be coming out his
” Monkhouse said. “Smell
that.”

“Ain’t it something terrible?”
Hicks, the wiry, whey-faced little
cook said fervently. Fresh from the

‘galley, his white apron gleamed in

the moonlight.

At the captain’s order Monk-
house leaned over and removed the
knife from the dead man’s back.
He had a little difhculty, at -which
Blore made a choking sound and
ran for the rail. ’

“An ordmary butcher’s knife,”
the c1pmm said. “Like one you usc,
Hicks, isn’t it?”

“I wondered where it'd got to,”
the cook said, wetting his lips. “It’s
becen gorn since last night.”

The "captain studied the little
Cockney bricfly, while the rigging
creaked in the sway from the occan
swell.

“Comc into the cabm all of you,”
he said.

Inside the captain’s cabin it was

.warm and close. Through the stern

windows the moonlight could be
seen coruscating upon the waves.
a gaunt six-footer,
lean of cheek and long of nose,
stood for a moment in the stern
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alcove, seeming to tower over his
men. Then he sat down at his writ-
ing desk and the others gathered
round him, their faces white and
tense in the light of the lantern
swinging in brass gimbals over the
desk. The captain’s cat, Orleans,
jumped on his master’'s lap and
settled down undisturbed.

“You may sit down,” the captain
said, and as Blore entered belatedly,
looking a sickly green, he admon-
ished as an after-thought,“And you
had better stay near the door.” The
captain swung around to the cook.

“What happened between you
and Prout this morning?”

The unexpectedness of the ques-
tion caused Hicks to gasp. Then
his little black eyes narrowed and
he slid them murderously towards
Blore.

“l—don’t quite know what you're
gettin’ at, Cap'n,” Hicks said with
' a yellow-toothed smile. “Prout and
I wasn't friends exactly, but—

“1 want to know what happened
this morning.”

“We had a little argument, that’s
all,” Hicks mumbled.

“Perhaps | can tell you,” Monk-
house the surgeon spoke up. “I
went down to call on a patient dur-
ing the noonday mess. Prout is—
was—something of a bully. I think
most the men can tell you that.
He was always making Hicks here
take back his food and get him
something else.”

“Couldn’t please 'im anyhow!”
Hicks said venomously.

-."“It's gone on for six months,

now, sir,” Blore spoke up from
the door. “Today Prout became
pretty violent and sent food back
twice. Said Cooky was the worst
slob of a cook that'd ever sailed in
His Majesty’s service. Cooky got
mad and swung the iron frying
pan at Prout's head. Would have
killed him if Prout hadn't jerked
away. The .frying pan made a gash
in the table you could put your
hand into.”

“But | didn't kill him, did 1?”
Hicks protested in a shrill voice.

“You tried to,” the captain said
quiedy. “And as for being a bad
cook, I've had occasion to send cer-
tain dishes back myself, if you
recall.”

“l do me level best,” Hicks
whined. “That'’s all a bloke can do,
beggin’ your pardon, Cap'n.”

“There's only one reason that
makes me think you didn’t do it,”
the captain said, looking at Hicks
as one might look at a cockroach
sitting on a tablecloth. “You hated
Prout all right—that's clear'to all
of us. But | think you'd like to
have had him suffer a little for
bullying you these six months.. The
knife would have been too quick
for you, I think.”

The cook nodded quickly. “That
it would,” he said.

“Especially since if you had
merely reported Prout, who has
obviously broached the hogshead,
he would have been strapped to the
bowsprit and you could have seen
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him die slowly of hunger and ex-
posure. That was the fate | or-
dered, as you all know, for anyone
found tampering with the grog.”

“Aye, ‘e’s 'ad it too easy, I'd
say!” Cooky said, sniffling.

The surgeon stirred his heavy
body and started to rise, then sat

back again. .

“There's still another one who
might have done this,” he said.
“Although 1

“No changing course now,” the
captain warned.

“It's young William Backus.
First trip, has learned the ropes
quickly. A likely lad ... | hate to
mention it, but in all fairness to
Cooky here ...”

“Backus wouldn't do it,” Blore
said quickly. “He’s too nice a lad.
Reads his Bible regular.”

“But you think | did it!” Hicks
cried shrilly, and the captain sil-
enced him with a gesture. Fie
turned back to the surgeon.

“But the lad had a grudge
against Prout?”

“I'm afraid he did. The boy has
his hammock next to Prout’s. He'd
try to sleep at night and Prout
would push his foot against the
lad’s hammock. Prout didn't sleep
well, so Will didn’t get much sleep
either.' He tried to move away but
Prout wouldn’t let him. Finally the
boy came to me but | told him to
fight it out for himself. He did fight
it out, but Prout beat him almost to
a pulp, and then went right on keep-
ing him awake.”

- Blore said suddently, “Prout was
just asking to be killed, Captain!
None of the men could get on with
him.”

“Except you,” the surgeon said
blandly. “lI saw you and Prout to-
gether now and then.Very friendly,
you seemed.” ,

“l always try to see the other
man’s side of it,” Blore said with a
quiet dignity. “Besides, | recog-
nized Prout for the bully he was,
and never took anything from him.
First week out from Plymouth 1
fought him, and laid him out flat
on the deck. We got on together
fine after that, but | didn't seek
out his company.”

The' captain sighed. He knew it
would not do to let the murder go
unpunished among a crew whose
temper was reaching, a lawless
pitch. He would have to sift and
guestion, to find the murderer and
make an example of him.

“Bring me Backus,” he said to
Blore.

Blore went out with a show' of
reluctance, and the captain had
barely time to turn to Hicks, whom
he was on the point of dismissing,
when the quartermaster of the
watch was back in the cabin, with j
his mouth hanging open, breathing
heavily.

“Well, what is it?” the captain
demanded.

“It’'s Prout, sir. We left him on
the deck out there, but there’s no
trace of him. The body’s gone, sir.”

At the captain’s order Monk-
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house and Blore set about search-
ing the ship unobtrusively for the
corpse. From the heavy sprit to the
boxy stern they looked, above and
below- deck, into the hollow cores
of coils of hempen line, among the
piles of uncut canvas, and between
pyramids of oaken casks. They
stumbled as noiselessly as they
could manage over spars and
blocks and pulleys and belaying
pins. Breathing fetid air, they
crawled on hands and knees in the
forecastle beneath the hammocks of
sleeping men. And at the end of
two hours they concluded that the
obvious solution had been the cor-
rect one: the body of the bosun’s
mate had been thrown over the
side.

During the search Blore checked
the spigot of the hogshead and
found it still sealed, but another
spigot, concealed by a bulkhead,
had been thrust into the back of
the cask. Prout had doubtless
drunk his grog on the spot, not
daring to carry it away in con-
tainers, for there was a quarter-
filled mug in the shadow of a cask
block. But for all his precaution
the bosun’s mate had overestimated
his capacity, and if the murderer
hadn't doomed him, his obvious
condition would have.

Captain Cook found himself lik-
ing the boy Will Backus' at once.
He was tall, muscular, and blond,
about nineteen, red-cheeked and
clear-eyed, although there were tell-
tale dark circles under his eyes. He

entered' the captain’s cabin with
mevident anxiety, but. was self-pos-
sessed.

“Sit down, Backus,” the captain

said mcurtly. “l suppose Blore has
told you what happened to Prout.”
“Yes,, sir.”

“l .understand you- and he were
not the best of frieds.”

The boy lowered his eyes and his
lip trembled. “No, we were not,
sir.”

“Do you mind telling me why?”

Backus explained the trouble be-
tween him and the bosun’s mate
such as Monkhouse had done.
When he had finished, the boy put
his hand petitioningly on the cap-
tain’s desk.

“Would you please believe me,
sir,” he said, “that although | had
every reason to hate Mr. Prout, |
made every effort not to feel that
way towards him.”

“So | understand. You're a great
reader of the Bible, Mr. Blore tells
me.”

“Yes, sir. | promised my father
I would read it and follow its pre-
cepts faithfully. I try to hate no
man.” - .

“But you'll agree that- Prout
made himself, decidedly hateful to
most of tire men. And besides your-
self, to the cook Hicks, particu-
larly ?”

“The Bible does not forbid that
one should fail to recognize evil
when he meets it. | believe Mr.
Prout was evil.”

“And deserved to be murdered?”
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“That would be God’s decision,
.Sir.” e

“And you would not think of be-
ing His instrument?”

The boy looked at the captain,
paled, but did not answer.

“Answer my question.”

“1 believe. Captain Cook, that
God often chooses His instruments
to do—eertain acts—en earth. But |
swear to you, sir, that | did not kill
Mr. Front.”

Captain Cook reached for his
pipe, filled it, and when he had it
going well, he asked, “Did you
know that Prout was soddenly
drunk when he was killed?”

“Mr. Blore did mention that, sir.”

“And if you stepped up behind
him to do him harm, and found
him intoxicated, would you have
reported him to your superior of-
ficer and have the ship’s discipline

punish him?” -
“l cannot answer that, sir. | do
not know.”

“You do not know if it would
satisfy God’'s justice to see Prout
on the bowsprit, suffering day after
day the pangs of starvation and
thirst?” ,

“No, no!” the boy cried sud-
denly. “I could not want that. Nor
would God want it.”

Captain Cook pointed at the
door of the cabin with the stem of
his pipe,

“That will be all just now, Bac-
kus,” he said.

The next morning the captain
sat down wearily at his desk and
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took his journal from the drawer.
With the sun warming his back,
and the quill poised over the page,
he sat staring at Orleans, curled
upon his bunk. '

There was so much more to be
done, if the men could only un-
derstand. There were islands in
these South Seas still unclaimed by
Spain, Portugal, France, or Hol-
land. There were unknown waters
to chart, and _most important -of
all, there was the possibility of dis-
covering a new continent for the
glory of Britain.

He sighed and began writing:
“After staying up half the night in-
terrogating the men and officers, |
have come to only one conclusion.
Only two men have suffered suf-
ficiently at Prout's hands to have
murdered him—Backus and Hicks.
The others have been able to
handle Prout, and one of them,
Blore, seemed even to be friendly
with him. Blore is a problem. Al-
though he has no apparent reason
for murder, and got on well with
Prout, still he was the only one of
those who first knew of Prout’s
murder (Monkhouse, Hicks, and
myself) who was outside of the
cabin long enough to have accom-
plished the removal of the body.
Was he actually sick when the
surgeon withdrew the knife, or was
he pretending? The more | think
about this, the more confusing it
becomes. | shall keep Blore in
mind, and for the moment add
him to my list of possible criminals.
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“As I see it, the answer to Prout’s’

murder lies in how each one of
these three men—Hicks, Backus,
and Blore—would actually react if
they knew that by merely reporting
Prout’s dereliction the bosun’s mate
would be condemned to a slow
death. It is certain, I think, that
men often are of two kinds—pain-
givers and pain-savers. Prout was
killed suddenly, quickly, while
declp intoxicated. Without ques-
tion all three men knew of the
penalty of broaching the hogshead.
That means that whoever mur-

dered Prout, although he knew he.

might have had much more satis-
faction out of seeing Prout languish
on the bowsprit, preferred to kill
him quickly and save him pain.
The murderer, then, was a pain-
saver. Now of these three ‘men,
who are the pain-savers and who
are the pam-gwers? Young Backus
say’s that he is a pain-saver. Hicks
is . obviously a pain-giver. Blore,
with his quiet ways and queasy
stomach, would seem to be a pain-
saver. Yet, how often does a man
really know himself - well enough
to give an accurate description of
his tendencies? I cannot depend
upon what these men say about
themselves, or what they seem to
me to be.

“The "only answer is to dcvxse
some .sort of test and catch their
reactions unexpectedly ...”

The idea of the test came soon—
as Cook watched his tabby, Or-

leans, playing with a pen-that had
fallen to the deck. The captain
made his preparations, and on the
evening following the murder he -
called Hicks into his cabin. . -

The cook had taken off his apron
and slicked his hair in deference to
the occasion. He stood smiling .in-
gratiatingly in the doorway.

“Come in,” the captain said af-
fably. “I want you to feel at ease,
Hicks. I'm not making any accusa-
tions. I just want to find out more
about what happencd last night,
and I'd appreciate your help. Have
a drink of brandy?”

Hicks lost his smile in bewilder-’
ment at-this egalitarian treatment,
but recovered sufficiently to bob his
head at the invitation to imbibe.

As the captain carefully poured
two brandies, a scratching from a
wooden box set on the captain’s
desk attracted Hicks" attention.

“Orleans loves .to play with a
baby mouse now and then,” Cook
said casually. “And I enjoy watch-
ing the sport. You may look in.”

Hicks nodded and “peered down
eagerly. Orleans-held his young en-
emy lightly under his right paw.

“Of course, I believe in being fair
about it,” the captain said. “If the
mouse manages to stay alive for the
time it takes this hourglass to pour
five minutes of its sand—to -this
mark—I let the mouse go.” .

“To plague the ship, Cap’n?”

“If he runs into you, of course,
that’s. his misfortune. But he has
earned his reprieve from me.”
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Hicks nodded noncommittally
and continued avidly to watch Or-
leans and his prize. The captain
sat- down and began asking ques-
tions about the night before—per-
functory questions which had al-
ready ‘been asked, but Hicks, with

his attention divided, didn’t. seem’

‘to notice. Once or twice Orleans
“chased the little mouse from corner
to corner with a commotion that
threatened to upset the box, but the
captain paid no attention; and con-
tinued his questioning. Hicks grew
more and more excited.

“There, that makes it time,”
captain said finally, turning the
hourglass over.

“Oh, not yet, Cap'n!” Hicks said
pleading. “The cat hasn’t begun to
play proper yet.”

“But the time’is up.”

“Please, Cap’ n,” Hicks said, his
eyes on the box.

The captain waited dchberatcly,
and a few seconds later -Orleans
pounced once more and a mortal
squeal from the mouse told the
story. .

“There! ’e’s damaged now, all
right!” Hicks cried triumphantly.
" “We waited too long,” the cap-
-tain sighed, and put the box upon
the deck.

“Hicks is exactly what hc ap-
peared to be—a pain-giver,” the
captain' wrote in his journal late
that night. “And Backus-didn™t like
the cat and mouse idea right from
the start. He wouldn’t even look,

the

and I am convinced he was not
shamming. He,  too,” was right
about himself. Blore was the only
one of the three who seemed to
detect what I was about, and let

"me know it by his manner. He is

an intelligent ‘man, and I cannot be

‘sure about his reactions. He lookcd
.on with little show of emotion, and

when the time was up quietly
agreed that.I should terminate the
struggle.

“I do not like what this lcads me
to surmise. It puts the boy Backus
first in my suspicions, with Blore
in the middle, and Hicks last. Un- -
less I can think of another plan of
investigation, I'm afraid we shall
not uncover the truth about Prout’s
murder ...” .

The captain solved it the very
next morning. '

He sat at breakfast, looking
through the stern windows at a
huge island looming up on the
horizon like a great cloud. He:
could hear the leadsman’s chant as
he sounded from the chains: “The
existing maps do not show an is-
land here,” the captain was think-
ing. “We must investigate.” Then
his thought broke off like a thread.
In the middle of a bite he crashed
his cup of tea into the saucer, rose,
and strode to the door of his cabin.

“Monkhouse!” he thundered at
the surgeon who stood at the rail

‘outside. “Get those three up here—
-Backus, Hicks,

and Blore. Right
away!” o .



CAPTAIN COOK, DETECTIVE 67

Too startled for words, the sur-
geon nodded and made for the lad-
der to the main deck. The captain
withdrew to his cabin again,
poured three small drinks, and
placed them in a row on the table.
. Blore was the first to arrive, wip-
ing his hands on a cloth; he had
been helping the botanists rear-
range the specimens in their cabin.

“You called, Captain?” Blore
asked mildly. '

“All three of you, yes,” the cap-
tain said grimly. “I think | have

discovered a way of revealing the
criminal.”

“Will
sir?”

“Two of you will help me hold
him should he become violent,” the
captain said, smiling.

Backus arrived, his hands still
soapy from washing the compan-
ionway to the forecastle. His hair
was tousclcd and his eyes wide

he give up that easily,

with excitement. . |
“l came right away, sir,” he said
eagerly. -

“Yes. Give him your cloth, Blore,
and let him wipe his hands free of
soap.”

“Thank you, sir,”
busy with the cloth.

Backus said,

And then Hicks came, not hav-

ing bothered to remove his apron
this time, nor slick back his hair.
“At your service, Cap'n,” he said
easily, presuming on the friendli-
ness the captain had showed him
the night before. ]
The captain closed the door, then

stood up .before the three of them.

“1 wish you to drink with me—
a little toast to the island we sec
ahead. It is uncharted, and possibly
uninhabited.” -

The captain handed the three
glasses to the men.

“Do not drink until I give the
word,” he said sharply, and then
more slowly, “In a minute or two
I think we shall find the criminal
who murdered Prout. And when
we do, he will have the choice of
swinging from the yardarm or of
being marooned on that island.”

“You know who it is?” It was
Backus, his voice sounding high

and young. [
“Yes, | think | do, Backus. All 1
need now is proof.” ]

“How do you propose to get it,
Captain?” Blore asked.

Hicks said nothing; his
was almost uncomprehending.

“1 shall answer your question
after you drink my toast,” said the
captain. “But first, | should be con-
siderably hurt if you do not con-
sider the bouquet of this fine
brandy.” The captain raised the
glass to his nose and sniffed, and
the others did likewise.

"Now drink,” he said; and swal-
lowed the contents of his own glass’
quickly. When he looked at the
others, two of them stood gazing at
him wonderingly, their glasses still
full in their hands. The third was
spluttering, his eyes watering, his
glass empty.

“Don’t you like vinegar, Hicks?”

look
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the captain asked quietly. "If you
had been able to smell it when you
sniffed, perhaps you wouldn’'t have
dr'un\ it. The others didn't. You
murdered Prout, didn't you? You
would have let the ship’s punish-
ment take care of him the long and
painful way if you could have
smelled his drunkenness the other
night; but since you couldn’t, you
killed him the quick, merciful
way, which was quite unlike you.”

“You don’'t know what you're
talkin’ abaht, Cap’'n,” Hicks said,
his cheeks wet with tears drawn by
the vinegar. “1 was inside the cabin
with you when the body was
moved. The murderer did that, so
| ain't the murderer.”

“Yes, you are, Hicks,” Backus
said quietly.~“l saw you do it. But
because you'd been bullied the way
I'd been bullied, | threw Prout
overboard so you wouldn't be
blamed for it. I thought | was justi-
tied, but it's been a terrible weight

NEXT MONTH.,..

on my conscience. Now that God
has let Captain Cook see the truth,
I cannot hide it any longer.”

“You little rat!” Hicks shrieked
and- rushed frantically -towards
Backus. Blore seized the little man
by the collar and held him firmly,
cuffing him until his protestations
ceased.

“You burnt my breakfast once
too often,” the captain said. “Any-
one who burns food as often as
you, Hicks, must have a defective
sense of smell. So you gave yourself
away, you see.” .

Later, when Blore and Backus
were gone and Hicks was safely
locked in the hold, the captain said
to the surgeon,

“We exchange one mystery for
another, Monkhouse.” .

“How do you mean?” the'sur-
geon asked.

“Where in the devil are we going
to find another cook?”

The newest Captain Heimrich case —

Frances & Richard LOCKJtIDGES’

-All'Men Ma\e Mistakes



BEST MYSTERIES
OF THE MONTH

recommended by ANTHONY BOUCHER

The normal purpose of this page is to recommend fiction; but two recent
five-star volumes of non-fiction demand special.notice.

N F.Tennyson Jesse'Smurder and its motives (British Book Centre, $3.50),
greatly expanded from its 1924 version, is a profoundly illuminating study
of character in 6 Nineteenth-Century murder cases; and Edgar W. Smith’s
the incunabular sherlock holmes (Baker Street Irregulars, $5) is a bril-
liant anthology of the earliest (and much of the best) scholarly investi-
gation of the prototypical Great Detective.

NO ENTRY, by Manning Coles (Crime Club, $2.95)
m The .incomparable Thomas Elphinstone Hambledon in his best
adventure for over a decade, admirably blending broad spyjinks with the
chill terror of the East-West German border.

* UNTIMELY DEATH, by Cyril Hare (Macmillan, $3.25)
Model of compactness, quiet wit, ingenious plotting, adroit mis-
direction. (English title: he should have died hereafter.)

AND FOUR TO GO, by Rex Stout (Viking, $2.95)
Four Nero Wolfe novelets, 1956-58, a mite shorter than usual but

just as meatily entertaining.

THE NAKED VILLANY, by Jocelyn Oavey (Knopf, $3.50)
Period piece, set in 1937 and recounting Ambrose Usher's first

case, which involves Bach MSS, kidnaped monkeys and a Dead Sea scroll.
Almost as amusing a civilized jape as a capitol offense (2956).

A BEARD THE LION, by William Manchester (Mill-Morrow, $3.50)
Innocent pharmacologist finds himself in thick of Arab-Israeli

counterespionage. Lively excitement in the school of Ambler.

Good mysteries easily survive a quarter of a century, as two of the all-time
top mysterymongers show: John Dickson Carr in hag's nook and the mad
hatter mystery, the earliest (1933) exploits of Dr. Fell (Berkley, 354 each);
and Dorothy L. Sayers in strong poison (1930), one of Lord Peter Wimsey'’s
best cases (Harper, $3.50).

© 1958 by Davis Publications, Inc.', no part may be reprinted without permission
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As of the beginning of 1958, the name of Ai B: Guthrie, Jr.-is kgiown
chieflyfor two novels — but what a pair of books they are! the big sky
was published in 1947, was wonderfully received, and eventually became
a wonderful movie, the way west continued the story o ffrontier life —
atthetime the West was opened — telling o fan emigrant trekfrom Missouri
to Oregon in the 1840s; this second book_won the Pulitzer Prizeforfiction in
1949. - S _ .

Although born in Indiana, Mr. Guthriegrew up inthe raw,small ranch
town of Choteau, Montana, south ofthe Blacbjoot reservation. Pie writes
that “the West is in me, and always will be." He can still recall vividly
how, as a boy, he read pioneerjournals with hisfather and visited the sites
of old buffalo runs and Indian encampments. After receiving hismdegree
. from the University of Montana in 1923, he wandered aboutfor afew .
1 years, then became a reporter on the Lexington, Kentucky “Leaderf
and twenty years later was executive editor of thatfne newspaper. More
recently he has turned to hisfather s profession, teaching, but primarily
he is a writer on afull-time basis, despite thefact that he has called writing'
“a desperate business." We think we know exactly what Mr. Guthrie
means . . .

It is a privilege to offeryou one o f A. B. Guthrie, Jr.’s “ western” shorts
— a tale, rich and redolent, in the great humorous tradition of Marl(
Twain and 0 . Henry.

THE CELEBRATED SKUNK OF
THE MOON DANCE BAR

or, Shorty as a Personal Magnet
by A. B. GUTHRIE, JR.

here were five men in the

cards and chips lying forgotten o1

Tback room of the Moon Dance
bar— three ranchers, a hay hand,
and a cattle buyer — all idled by the
rain that was beating outside. They
had quit their pinochle game, the

the green table, and were listenin;
to old Ray Gibler who'd started QL
one of his stories.
Then Ray saw me, grinned and hel<
out his hand. “How, Tenderfoot.”

© 795/ by A. B. Guthrie, Jr.; originally tilled “ The Fraudulent Skiing*

g
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“1'll listen,” | said to Ray. | took
off my slicker.

“1 was just talking. Ought to be
making tracks.”

One of the ranchers said, “You
ain't gonna ride herd on no dudes
today.”

“My woman’s probably on the

nt for me.”"

“I'll buy a drink,” | said.

Ray gave me his wide grin again.
It made deep wrinkles in his leathery
cheeks. “I don’'t like to get. in the
habit of refusin’:”

| yelled to the bartender for a

round. “What was this about a
skunk?”
“Well, I'll tell you—"

Ray doodled the ice in his ditch-
water highball with one horny fin-
ger ...

It was Shorty, the sheepherder,
had the skunk, and it happened right
here, right in this bar, and there was
rooms overhead just like now, only
you boys wouldn’'t remember it, being
still slick-eared.

Shorty was new to the town then,
but it didn’'t take us long to find he
was all sheepherder. Had a fine, steady
thirst and a free hand with money.
He had been herding for George |I.
Smith for five-six months when he
decided he couldn’t stand thirst nor
nrosperity any longer. He came to
iown, a sawed-off, humpy feller with
i mop of black hair and a habit of
talking to himself, like all herders.

He got fired up good the first day

week, while his whiskers stoolcd out
and his clothes got dirtier and dirtier,
and a man meeting him was careful
to get on the wind side.

He slept all one day under the hltch
rack in back of the Moon Dance
Mercantile Company, and when he
woke up that night he was just as
dry as he was broke, which is as dry
as a man can get. He tried moochin’
drinks, going from one place to an-
other, but he'd run out of credit, too,
and all he got was a bad eye and good
advice from the men who had his
money.

I was right here— on busmess you
might say — that night when Shorty
came in and asked if the roof didn’t
never leak. , -

Whitey Hanson said, polishing a
glass, “It's, leaked plenty. | set 'em
up for you three or four times. Git
out!” .

. Shorty tried to argue. “My money,
you got it.”

“Ah-h. Whyn't you git back on the
job?”

There was a couple of curly wolves
in the bar, along with Whitey and
Shorty and me. Anyhow, they figured
they was curly. One of them was
Rough Red Rourke and the other
Stub Bchr. Seeing-Shorty, they mo-
seyed over. "Ba-a-a?' Red said in his
ear, loud enough to bust an eardrum.

“Way round 'em!” Stub yelled.

Red grabbed Shorty by the shoul-
der. “Them pore ewes are missin’
you, sweetheart.” r

Together they ran Shorty limp-

ind kep’ the blaze going maybe a <egged through the door and pitched
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him in the street. Shorty got up slow,
talking to himself, and dragged off.

Whitey Hanson thought that was
good stuff. He said thankee to Red
and Stub and poured drinks on the
house. ,

Must have been a couple of hours
later — anyhow along towards mid-
night —when Shorty showed up
again, and not alone neither. He had
a skunk with him, carrying it along
by the tail so it couldn’t do business.
Old-timers have seen that trick
worked many a time in days before
saloons got to be hideyholes for
spooners. Of course we didn’'t know
the skunk was Shorty’s pet.

Red saw him first and a big, drunk
smile came on his face. He couldn’t
see the skunk on account of Shorty
was carrying it on the offside. “Hey,
Stub,” lie said, “look what | see.”
Then he hollered, “Ba-a-a-a!” at
Shorty, so loud the roof shook.

He made for Shorty, and Shorty
saw him and a look came on his face.
He swung the skunk around. “By
damn!” he said. .

Red stopped like he'd been butted
by a bull. Stub was trying to slip out
of sight.

“Way round ’'em!” Shorty said,
and pointed the skunk and held it
low, so’s its front feet almost touched
the floor. “Git out; both you! Git!”

He hazed them around towards the
door, -still holding the skunk low,
business end to..It takes an awful
brave man to face up to a skunk.'Red
and Stub wasn’t that curly. They got.

sBhorty closed the door after them
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and headed for the bar like a trout
for a hopper. This was the business he
had come for. He held the skunk up.
To Whitey he said, “Set 'em up or
I set 'im down!” '

“ Sure, Shorty,' sure. Don’t set 'ini
down. Nice work, Shorty.” Whitey
came from behind the bar ai
stretched his arm away out and sho<
Shorty’s loose fist. “Them fellers
couldn’t buffalo you, Shorty.”

Some of the rest of us ambled up,
not too close, and told Shorty he sure
did shine. . Shorty said, “Wasn't
nuthin’. Wasn’t nuthin’.” '

“1t sure was, Shorty. Sure was.”

I reckon all that glory was too much
for Shorty. He wasn’'t used to com-
pliments, but just to hearing sheep
bleat and bartenders say hell no, they
wouldn’t trust him for a drink and
why didn't he go to work. Yep, it
must have been too-much for him.
Anyhow, he dropped the skunk.

Whitey jumped the counter like
an antelope and tore out the back.
Tubby Adams got squoze so hard in
the doorway he swore his pants
wouldn’t fit for a month,- being way
big in the waist and way short in the
leg. It must have taken us all of five
seconds to clear out, leaving Shorty
and his skunk in the saloon — with
the whiskey.

Well, we got together outside, still
breathing hard, and held a rump
session by the front door. Whitey was
there, of course, and me and two or
three cow hands and the printer for
the Messenger, who was celebrating
on account of getting the paper out.
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just one day late. We couldn’t see in-
side; Whitey always kept the shades
drawn and the place dim-lit.

. “Boys,” Whitey said, hearing a
cork pop, “we got to get him out of
there.”

One of the cow hands — Pete his
—me was, Pete Gleeson — said, “I

Old open the door just a crack and
snoot the skunk if I had sump’'n to
shoot him with.”

“1 can’'t have the place stunk up,”
Whitey said quick. “I gotta think
about my customers. | gotta think
about the hotel. Ain't anyone wants
to drink or sleep in a stunk-up place.”
He gave us an anxious look.

“1 couldn’t guarantee to shoot him
dead first crack,” the cow-poke said.

“1 figure the place is already stunk
tip,” | told Whitey.

He put his nose to the keyhole.
“Maybe not. | can’t smell nothin’ yet.
Maybe that skunk’s used to Shorty.”
He raised his voice. “If you don't
come out, Shorty, I'll have to get the
law.” He waited for an answer. “I'll
get the sheriff.”

From inside we heard Shorty holler,
“Way round 'em, Shep.”

“That settles it. | will get the
sheriff,” Whitey said. “You fellers
stand guard.” He moved off down
the street, making for the jail.

After a while he came back, bring-
ing Sheriff McKenzie with him. 1
had an idea he had been chewing
McKenzie's ear off on the way.

“All right, Sheriff,” Whitey said
when they came up to us.

McKenzie gnawed on his mustache.

“Nowl Whitey, let's augur on this.
What you want me to do, anyway?”

“Get Shorty and the skunk outta
my place of business, that's what,”
Whitey told him. “And no stink!”

“It's a big order, Whitey, a mighty
big order,” the sheriff said.

Whitey never did like the sheriff
much. “The taxes | pay, looks like

' you would have an idea.”

“Your paying taxes don’'t seem to
help me much right now.”

“You got a reputation as a fast
man with a gun. Anyhow, you used
to have. But watch you don’t hit my
new mirror.”

McKenzie chewed his whiskers
some more. “ldon’t know. | wouldn’t
say. | was that fast.”

Tubby Adams said, “Try per-
suadin’. Looks like Shorty would feel
plumb agreeable by now.”

The sheriff walked up to the door.
“This here’s the law, Shorty. This
here’s the sheriff. You gotta come
outta there, Shorty. Best come peace-
ful. Best not make a stink.”

What he got back was a song, or a
piece of it. It sounded real pretty
there in the dark.

“He's a killer and a hater!
He’s the great amrihilatorl
He's a terror o f the boundless prairie.”

“Don’t look like I'm doin’ any
good,” McKenzie said, turning around
to us. He tried it again. “ 1 don’t want
no trouble, Shorty. You gonna make
me come in and git you?”

This time Shorty answered, “ Yah.”
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The sheriff backed away. “This is
serious, sure enough.” He kept'bitin’
his whiskers and got an idea. “We'll
just throw open the door and let the
skunk come out by his-self.”

We all looked at each other. It
wasn’'t for nothin’ we had put Mc-
Kenzie in the sheriffs office, you bet.
McKenzie put his hand on the knob
while the rest of us got ready to light
out. Only the knob wouldn’t turn.
Shorty wasn't as dumb as you might
think. ,

“You get any smell?” Whitey
asked.

McKenzie put his snoot to the-

keyhole. “Yep.”
“Oh, hell!”
“Rotgut,” the sheriff said. “The

stink of plain rotgut. Nothin’ else.
Reckon that skunk’s ashamed of his
equipment by comparison.”

Tubby hitched his pants. “Long as
you won't let anybody shoot that
woods pussy, ain't nothin’ to do but
starve Shorty out.”

“Starve 'im out!” Whitey bawled.
“Starve him out, you damn’ fool!
You think_he’ll want to eat?”

“1 hadn’'t give proper thought to
that,” Tubby answered.

The printer swallowed another hic-
cup. “Have to wait till the well runs
dry.” .
Whitey clapped his hands to his
head.

“1 could use a drink myself,” the
sheriff put in.

Come to think of it, all of us could.
From here on we began to think deep.

| called the boys away from the

door so’s Shorty couldn’t hear. “Ain’t
there a way to poison skunks? What
they eat, anyhow?”

“Chickens,” Tubby answered,
“Damn’em!”
“1 hear tell they eat frogs and

snakes,” the printer said. . e
While we were thinking frogs anrj
snakes, Shorty began on another tuii

“Drirf that rotgut, drinl; that rotgut,
Drinl{ that redeye, boys;
It don't ma\e a damn wherever we
land,
W e hit her upforjoy.”

“A frog now,” Tubby said while
he scratched his head with one hand,
“Or snakes. Then there’s the poison.”

“1 guess it ain’t no trouble for you
to put your hand on a frog or a snake
any old time,” Whitey said.

“My boy’s got himself a collection.
I don't figger he’d mind partin’ with
a frog or a snake.” Tubby licked his
mouth. “Not in a good cause, any-
way.”

“1t might work,” the printer said,
“Worth tryin'.”

So Tubby said he'd get a frog, and
Pete Gleeson — that was the cow
hand — said he'd rout the druggist
out and get some strychnine.

By and by they came back, Tubby
holding a little old frog that was still
mostly tadpole and Pete bringing
powdered strychnine in-a paper bag.

“First,” said Sheriff McKenzie,
taking charge of things, “wE got to
poison the frog, Pry his mouth open,
one of you.”
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We gave ,the frog a good pinch of
poison, with a drop of water for a
chaser, and nosed him up tp the
crack and tried to goose him in. No
go. That frog wouldn’t budge.

After a while we found out it was
because he was dead already.

“The frog idea ain't so good,” the

riff said. “Even with a live frog,
n wvvouldn't work. A frog moves by
hoppin'. flow’s he gonna hop under
a door? Just bump his head, is all.
Sumpn quick and slithery would be
the ticket, like a snake.”

“And don’'t poison him inside,” 1
said. “Poison him out.”

“ '"Nother thing,” Pete Gleeson put
in. “Roll 'im in something sticky
first, like flypaper.”

You can see we was all thinkin’
dry and hard.

Tubby went back to the house and

got a garter snake, and Pete waked '

the druggist up again to get a sheet
of flypaper. The druggist came along
with him this time, figuring it wasn't
any use to try to sleep.

Tubby and the sheriff didn’t mind
handlin’ the snake.

The strychnine clung fine to the
flypaper stickem, and the stickem
clung fine to the snake. You never
saw a snake like that one! All pow-
dered up pretty, with a kind of a
flounce around the neck where the
strychnine was extra thick. You
would have thought it was going to
a wedding.

It could still crawl, though. Tubby
pointed it at the crack and let go, and
it slipped inside slick as butter.

Shorty was singing Red Wing now,
only you could tell he had already
sung his best,and didn't have much
class left in him.

“How long,” asked Whitey, “does
it take strychnine to work?”

The druggist chewed the questlon
over with himself and came out with,
“Depends.”

“We'll give 'er plenty of time,”.
Whitey said. “1 won't open.the place
till mornin’.”

“We done a lot of thmkm for
you,” Tubby said, looking at Whitey
sad-eyed. “Got a frog, too, and a
snake.”

“All right. All right, I'll, set 'em up
in the morning.” Whitey talked as if
it hurt him. '

So we all dragged away, figuring,
of course, to be on deck come opening
time, which we were.

Whitey had the sheriff with him
again, and there was all the rest of
us, plus quite a crowd who'd heard
about the doings.

“Might have to break the door
down,” Whitey said. “1 can’'t unlock
her if she's locked from inside.” He
turned to McKenzie, “Sheriff, do
your duty.”

The sheriff waited a while, as if to
show he wasn't taking orders from the
likes of Whitey. Then he up and
turns the knob and the door swung
open.

It was just like we'd left it, the

. place was, except for a couple of

empty bottles. No Shorty. No skunk.
No snake. No nothing. It was just
like we'd left it, except Whitey’s new
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mirror was busted all to hell, which
made us feel awful sorry for him.
Business took up as usual.

Ray drained his glass. “ 1 was tellin’
the boys before you came in it was
a'stinkless skunk. Been separated
from his ammunition, you might say,
though we didn’'t know it, of course.
The place didn't smell a bit worse
than it does now.”

e0

NEXT MONTH

“You mean the skunk ate the snake
and went off and died, and so Shorty
left?” | asked.

“Oh, no. That wasn't the way of it
at all. What happened was we cured
Shorty. He had picked up his skunk
and lit out. Never touched a drop
afterwards. He said he'd seen sna'
plenty of times while drinkin’,
by grab when he saw one with froscin*
on it, it was time to quit.”

One of the great triumvirates in the mystery field —

AGATHA CHSIISTIE's

Hercule Poirot, Armchair Detective

JOHN DICKSON CAKIill's The Footprint in the Sky

G. K. CHESTERTON'S

The Absence of Mr. Glass
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INCIDENT AT A BAR
by CHARLES GREEN

EN MINUTES EARLY WHEN |

reached the corner where | was
to meet Peggy, | ducked in for a
drink at the nearby Burnett Arms.
There were only two people at the
semicircular bar —a fleshy, slab-
faced woman and a gray-haired
man who had his nose in a news-
paper. | settled down between
them, ordered a highball, sipped it,
and drought | sure as hell might
have picked a more cheerful spot.

Then came the diversion of the
little dog. It announced its presence
with a bark, and | glanced over my
shoulder to sec a pure-white, minia:
ture French poodle standing just
inside the lobby entrance to the
bar. A moment later someone
called from the lobby and the
poodle bounce-trotted out, offering
a wonderful rear view of furry
little white pants.

I was grinning when | turned
around. Noticing that the man at
my right also looked amused, | said,
“Cute little devil, wasn't he?”

“Yes,” the man nodded. He had
a pleasant smile, and his eyes were
intelligent. “That one seemed very
highly bred. Reminded me of Fran-
chot, Christine Harmon’s famous
Blue Ribbon champion.”

“1 beg your pardon,” the woman

chimed in, “but are you referring
to the Christine Harmon who's
about to marry Prince Katayeff?”

The man blinked and said
warily, “Why, yes, | am.”

“Oh, do you \now Miss Har-
mon?”

“Only as a client.”

“A client?”

“1 executed a commission for her
last month.”

She leaned forwa