ELLERY QUEEN S
MYSTERY MAGAZINE

Owe NightJo BeDead Sureo f
CORNELL mOLRICH

Mabel Seeley
Stuart Palmer

Anthony Gilbert

31 CASH PRIZES
See contest story page 32

SSSSSS



STEVE ALLEN,
outstanding TV and radio *mc«:

"Television keeps me so busy thati
I don't find much time to relax. When)
| do take time, ELLERY QUEEN'S MYS-
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"ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGA-
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ways a good test."

EDWIN B. WILSON,
Executive Editor of the Brooklyn Eaglo:

"1 used to be a Sherlock Holmes fan
but I hadn't read a detective story for
a tong time until | got hold of a copy
of EQMM. It clicked with me at once.
| especially enjoy the mysteries writ-
ten by noted authors of general fiction,
ilia magazine is fine relaxation for
people who work under big** pres«*ire."
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Horatio Green, the delightful amateur
detective of No Man’s Street, is back
egain—investigating a household of
disgruntled and deadly relatives.
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TO A BOOK PUBLISHER:

Do you have trouble allocating
the limited budget for your mys-
tery books?

Then, use this page to help sell
your mystery titles. The rate is
low — only $77 per quarter-
page unit; and the market is
large and responsive.

The closing date for the February issue
is December f
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HAROLD NICOLSON

noted British biographer, novelist and
diplomat, writing in The Spectator

"l have often endeavored ... to
communicate to others the com-
fort and the relaxation that | ob-
tain from the reading of detective
fiction. . .. When anxiety or worry
comes to quicken the pulse, or a
bout of overwork renders it slug-
gish, then is the moment to slide
one of the slim volumes into the
overcoat pocket, and to transport
oneself for awhile into a world of
adventure, ingenuity and daring.’5
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INVESTIGATIONS OF

INSPECTOR APPLEBY

THE GHOST OF A GHOST

by MICHAEL INNES

ea had begun while a pale

sunshine still sifted through the
garden, and animation continued to be
lent to the wintry scene by a group of
children tirelessly tobogganing on the
slopes beyond the village. But now,
although the curtains had been drawn
a full hour ago, our hostess’s tea equi-
page continued to hold its ground,
with the firelight playing agreeably
upon its,miscellaneous china and sil-
ver. The Bishop was the cause of its
lingering. His interest in the hand-
some Georgian pot was not merely
esthetic, for he continued to claim
cup after cup with a pertinacity that
would have done credit to Dr. John-
son himself. And in the process — but
this may have been only my fancy —
his complexion changed slowly from
ruddy to purple, as if he were bent on
achieving a tint harmonious with the
resplendent garments into which he
would presently change for the pur-
pose of transacting the serious busi-
ness of the day.

Yet this business — both dinner it-
self and our leisurely preparations for
it — hovered still some time off, and
it was possible to feel that a mildly
empty interval confronted us. To at-
tend, each of us, to our personal affairs
would have been entirely natural at
so informal an hour; but in an unpre-

tentious country house, little fre-
quented by the great, an ecclesiastical
dignitary is a person of consequence,
and it was obvious that our hostess
wished to avoid a mere breaking apart
and drifting away, at least until the
episcopal teacup had been definitively
laid aside. And this was the exigency
in which the young woman called
Lady Appleby — the wife of an un-
obtrusive person who had been intro-
duced to me as some kind of Assistant
or Deputy Commissioner at Scotland
Yard — produced her competition.
She produced, that is to say, a weekly
paper of the sixpenny species which
she had evidently been turning over
earlier in the day, together with the
proposal that we should collectively
endeavor to .win the comfortable sum
of three guineas.

Our hostess was enchanted — as it
was her business to be. “Judith, what a
wonderful idea! But is it a good com-
petition? | hate the stodgy ones—
composing sonnets and villanelles. Is
it last words? | do adore making up
last words for people. Bishop, have
you ever tried?”

"Not, dear lady, precisely in the
sense we arc considering.” The Bishop
rose and moved implacably forward
with his cup. “But | make no objec-
tion to the pastime — provided it is
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not massncly exploited for purposes
of edification, that is to.say. . . .
Thank you — two lumps.”

“There was such a good one only a
few weeks ago. Attributed to King
Charles Il — or was it King Charles 1?
That he must apologize for being such
a long time in dying.”

“Most felicitous.” The Bishop of-
fered this comment with gravity, and
then turned to Lady Appleby. “But
is it last words?”

“Not last words — just words. Three
enigmatical remarks, accidentally over-
heard. Elucidations arc not required.”

There was a pause on this, and | was
myself the first person prompted to
speak. “1 think | can supply one
straight away. | was once called up on
the telephone, rather late at night, by
a man’s voice announcing, in consid-
erable agitation, that Queen Anne
was dead. But he had got the wrong
number, and rang off. | never knew
what it was about.”

I cannot claim that my little anec-
dote was a great success. Somebody
at once pointed out that the truly
enigmatical was lacking tojt, since
what | had accidentally received was
plainly urgent intelligence- from a
kennel or a stable. Oddly enough, this
had never occurred to me, and | have
to confess that | was a little discom-
fited. The Bishop | think observed
this, and charitably took up the ball.

“There are undoubtedly some
snatches of talk which will recur to
one teasingly for years. Some of you
perhaps knew Charles Whitewell, who
was reckoned a barrister of rare prom-

ise before his tragic death? We be-
longed to the same club, and on the
occasion which I am recalling | hap-
pened" to pass close to him in the
dining room when he was entertaining
a guest — someone quite unknown to
me. And | heard Whitewell utter just
four words. | believe they might
qualify very well for Lady Appleby’s
competition. They were these: ‘Grey’s
ghost was black.””

There was a moment’s silence while
we absorbed this— and then our
hostess reacted with characteristic
dash. “But, my dear Bishop, how
marvelously odd! Giey’s ghost was
black! Did you ever find out what it
meant?”

“Never. | had it in mind, indeed,
to ask Whitewell one day. | knew hint
quite well enough to do so. But then,
of course, he was killed in the Alps.
His guest | never saw again — nor
could I very well have tackled him if
I had. So there it is: Grey’s ghost was
black.”

“1 think it had something to do
with heredity.” Lady Appleby of-
fered this odd opinion with every
appearance of confidence. “ Mendelian
theory, and so on. Grey'’s parents had
come from either side of the color bar.
And Grey himself was white. But
Grey’sghost inclined to the other side
of the family, and so was black.”

“It might be heredity. But | think it
was trade unions.” As our hostess
made this strange announcement she
looked brightly and largely around.
“Strikes, you know. That sort of
thing.”
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“Strikes?” | said. “Trade unions?
I don’t follow that at all.”

“1f you are a worker and go against
the other workers, aren’t you de-
clared black? 1'm sure there’s some
such phrase. Well, as a ghost, Grey
had done the wrong thing — worked
too long hours, or something of that
sort. And so he'was black.”

There was some laughter at this —
I am bound to confess that I myself
thought it uncommonly silly — and
then the Bishop made a suggestion.
“These are rather complicated no-
tions. My own guess is much simpler.
Poor Grey had either been strangled
or burned to a cinder. Or perhaps he
had been involved in amateur theatri-
cals — say as Othello — at the time
of his sudden death. And so his
ghost —”

This received general acclamation,
in which the speaker’s concluding
words were drowned. A bishop, as |
have said, is a person of consequence
in a modest establishment such as |
was visiting. But now there was an
unexpected contribution to the whole
absurd discussion. It came from the
Scotland Yard man — Sir John Ap-,
pleby.

“These are all good speculations.
But none of them, as it happens, is
correct. | knew Whitewell, and | hap-
pen to know, too, the circumstances
he was talking about. As a matter of
fact, the Bishop was misled by only
hearing the remark.”

This seemed to me nonsense. “By
only hearing it? | don't see what
difference —“
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“He missed the presence — well, of
another capital letter. Black ought to
be given one, as well as Grey. Grey’s
ghost was Black.”

It took me a moment to make any
sense of this. “You mean,” | pres-
ently asked, “that Whitewell was
really saying something like ‘Robin-
son’s ghost was Smith’?”

Appleby nodded. “Just that.”

“Then it still appears to me to be
quite meaningless.”

Appleby smiled. “It depends on
what you mean by a ghost.”

It was plain that the man intended
to tell us a story. From his wife’s ex-
pression, | guessed that it would prob-
ably be of rather a tall order. Whether
I was right in this, my readers must
judge. | shall simply set down Apple-
by’s words, as well as | can remember
them . . .

“Ghosts — the sort with which, at
least in the first instance, | am con-
cerned — appear to be rather unfash-
ionable. One can see why. The cinema
and broadcasting and television have
all tended to cut down people’s read-
ing time, and we no longer call for a
prodigious literary output even from
very popular \vriters. Ghost writers,
therefore, don’t much flourish except
in a few specialized fields. For in-
stance, there is still a small class of
persons who believe that their own
social' or' public eminence makes it
incumbent upon them to commemo-
rate their activities and persuasions in
a book, but who are a little vague
about how actually to put the bally
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thing together. For these to hire $ome
smart fellow with the trick of scrib-
bling is an obvious and quite innocent
resource; and there are certainly a
few ghosts who are always available
for that sort of thing.

“But Grey’s ghost was different.
He was much closer to the old-fash-
ioned article, employed to amplify
the output of a professional author.
And yet — at least at the start — he
wasn't quite simply that, either. He
was called in, one might say, as a
specialist. If Grey hadn’t begun life
as a painter, | doubt whether the no-
tion of a ghost Would ever have come
-to him. For it is the history of paint-
ing, of course, that is full of little
specialists — dab hands at this or that
— being called in to do their stuff in
one or another appropriate corner of
the canvas.

“1 see that some of you have now
made a guess about Grey. And you
are quite right. It is Hugo Grey that
I am talking about — the powerful
and somber rural novelist who died a
good many years ago. By that time,
it is true, he had pretty well ceased to
be either rural, somber, or even par-
ticularly powerful. But to this | shall
presently come.

“Grey'’s father, asyou will no doubt
recall, had been a Cumberland shep-
herd — as indeed all his ancestors had
been since long before the poet Words-
worth took to celebrating the mono-
lithic simplicity of that sort of person.
Grey himself had monolithic simplic-
ity, and his greatest characters and
conceptions — to put it mildly —

weren’t exactly noted for theii com-
plexity. But decidedly his people
were above life-size; his secret, as
his great admirer Sir EDmund Gosse
said, was to give epic proportions
to the figures of a pastoral world.
That — and perhaps their dark strain
of primitive superstition — gave his
books their striking indi\ iduality.
What the younger critics have to say
about Grey now | don’t know, but
in those days his rural folk were com-
pared with Thomas Hardy’s and
George Eliot’s. Learned persons earned
grateful guineas by comparing his
works with the Dorfgescinchten of
Gottfried Keller. There was no doubt
that Grey was going to be an im-
mortal.

“It was doubtless the beautiful
directness and simplicity of his mind
that led him to hire Black. He read
in the reviews, you see, that his
peasants were ,superb, but that he
couldn’'t do the gentry. Perhaps in
that case he ought to have done with-
out them. But Grey’s plots were
always thoroughly old-fashioned con-
trivances — it was one of the impres-
sive facts about them that the rust
positively flaked off his contraptions
as the wheels went creaking round —
and he always needed at least one
gentleman, preferably a baronet, for
such matters as seducing shepherds’
daughters, foreclosing mortgages, de-
stroying wills, and so on. And the
reviewers would declare to a man
that these patricians were intolerably
wooden.

“Well now, when the patrons, say,
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of a Seventeenth Century Dutch
painter declared his cows to be so
good that you could hardly restrain
yourself from reaching for a milking
pail but his dogs to be such feeble
inventions that nobody would think
to heave a brick at them, the painter
— as"Tve remarked — simply called
in a good dog-man from round the
corner. Grey called in Black.

“1 doubt whether William Black’s
name will suggest much to any of you.
He had begun life in some obscure and
humble way on the stage. His per-
sonality appeared insignificant and
perhaps rather effeminate, and it was
said that he wore his large black beard
in an effort to mask this. But Black
could write, and he had a flair for
polite life. He became a novelist —
not perhaps very widely known, but
greatly admired by a few for-his pol-
ished, witty, sophisticated creations.
His range was undoubtedly narrow,
and it was notorious that his imagina-
tion never moved outside Mayfair.
Yet there was no question of the
purity of his small, carefully hus-
banded talent. He was always very
hard up, and Hugo Grey was prob-
ably actuated by genuine benevolence
as well as by his own simple astuteness
when he made the arrangement he
did. It was not suggested that there
be a collaboration in any substantial
sense. Black was simply to do what-
ever aristocratic or highly cultivated
characters the conduct of Grey’s
plots required from time to time.

“The arrangement worked very
well. The baronets and so forth in
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Grey’s novels became full of life —
you might say of really authentic
baronial devil and savoir vivre — and
people who felt they were in the know
remarked how wonderfully Grey was
assimilating the ways of that higher
sort of society to which his literary
eminence had gained him admittance.

“Then something rather odd began
to happen. | expect several of you can
recall it. The baronets took to spread-
ing-themselves over more and more
of the picture and carrying their own
world — which was of course Black'’s
elected world — with them. For a
time Grey’s novels were panoramic
representations of English society, the
polite and rustic components being
mingled about fifty-fifty. Readers
were enthusiastic. Professors gave lec-
tures explaining that the English
novel had at last recovered the
breadth and amplitude of its glorious
past.

“In the next few years the balance
swung even further, and Grey'’s rural
scenes, although still wonderfully re-
alized, became a progressively minor
feature of the books. This was a
gradual process, but at last something
quite sudden and definitive occurred.
Grey published Storied Urns. It was in
many ways a brilliant novel, and some
people maintained that the portrait
of the old marquis was the most strik-
ing thing the author had ever done.
But almost equally notable was some-
thing about the few rustic personages
who lurked in corners of the story.
They were universally described as
completely wooden.”
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Appleby paused on this, and some-
body made the not very penetrating
remark that it was a case of the wheel
having come full circle. And the
Bishop interrupted.some stout work
with his teaspoon to put a question.
“It was simply that Grey had been
growing increasingly lazy?”

Appleby nodded. “I think it was
largely that. No doubt he had been
paying Black at so much a line, and it
was to Black’s advantage to contrib-
ute as much as he could. Grey found
that the books maintained their popu-
larity with more and more of Black
in them, and that his own profits
were not seriously diminished by set-
ting Black to do a heavier and heavier
share of the work.”

“Until Grey was really the dog-
man himself?” Our hostess offered
this with a great air of vivacious
intelligence/

“Precisely. Grey just wrote in his
rustics here and there. Eventually, of
course, he grew, reckless, and didn’t
bother even to do that. The Hugo
Grey novels had become, in the old-
fashioned sense, one hundred per cent
ghost-writing.”

“Surely,” | asked, “that was ex-
traordinarily immoral — and even
positively fraudulent?”

Appleby shook his head. “That, |
think, is where the Bishop’s friend
Whitewell came in. His opinion was
sought — and sought by Black. Black
had been a party to what, book by
book, was without doubt increasingly
a deception. But Black felt that he
had been ill-used and that he ought
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to have some redress. The novels were
now all his own work, but he had to
take for them pretty well what Grey
chose to give.”

This time it was Lady Appleby who
broke in. “But couldn’t Black simply
have started again under his own
name?”

“That course was open to him, no
doubt. But his own name had dropped
into oblivion by this time, and he
may have felt that a fresh' start was
something too formidable to face. He
appears not to have been a strong
character. Whitewell gave it as his
opinion, | imagine, that Black had
with full awareness got himself into
the mess, that the legal position was
quite cloudy, and that public reaction
to any disclosure would decidedly not
be to the advantage of either writer/
Black was so disgusted that he shook
the dust of England off his feet. That
is to say, he collected what may have
been his last few hundred pounds
from the bank, and went off on one of
those aimless cruises that were so fash-
ionable at that time. And the next
thing anybody heard about him was
that he was dead.”

We were all rather startled by this.
The Bishop even checked himself in
reaching for another lump of sugar.
“1 hope,” he said, “that there was no
question of— ?”

“It was all quite obscure, and |
don’t think there was anybody — ex-
cept conceivably Grey — who was
interested. But, of course, we are by
no means finished with William Black
yet.”
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“Ah!” Our hostess was delighted.
“You mean — ?”

“Just what you may guess. This is
a ghost-story, you know, an orthodox
Christmas ghost story — only the
ghost in it is just a little out of the
ordinary." Appleby paused and looked
at us gravely. “As being a ghost's
ghost, you know.” -

From Lady Appleby, who was sit-
ting beside me, | thought | heard a
resigned sigh. But when she spoke it
was briskly enough. “1'm afraid there
is nothing for it but to hear John-
through.”

“But, my dear, we are dying to!”
Our hostess had every appearance of
being enchanted still. And she nodded
to Appleby, who resumed his tale.

“You will see that losing Black put
the eminent Hugo Grey in rather an
awkward position. If he was to con-
tinue publishing novels he must either
find another ghost writer or go back
to his own monolithic rural stuff.-
Very sensibly, he decided to retire. It
is not a thing that elderly writers
often do — commonly they just can’t
afford to — but those who manage it
sometimes find that it results in
greatly enhancing their reputation.
They become, so to speak, honorary
Grand Old Men, and are generously
praised by those with whom they have
ceased to compete.

“This happened to Giey. He be-
came almost at once a venerable leader
of the profession of letters, and all
sorts of honors were showered upon
him. It was on one of those occasions
that the trouble began.

GHOST OF.
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“He was being given an honorary
degree at one of the provincial uni-
versities — Nesfield, | think it was.
Just what happened is a bit indefinite,
largely because there is a tradition up
there that the students should create
a certain amount of liveliness during
the proceedings. But the main fact is
clear enough. While one of the big-
wigs was making old Grey a pompous
speech, telling him what a large whack
of our glorious cultural heritage he
'‘was, Grey gave a sudden nasty sort
of howl and bolted from the hall.

“Well, even in a Grand Old Man
that sort of thing takes a bit of living
down, and it seems that thereafter the
unfortunate novelist thought it wise
to lie rather'low. It is true that some
months later he did attend an au-
thors’ international congress and make
a speech. But halfway through he
was unfortunately and unaccountably

' taken ill, and was obliged to spend a
week or two in a nursing home. There
was a bulletin, | seem-to lemcmber,
saying that he required rest. People
naturally said that the old boy was
breaking up.

“And now | can tell you his own
story — for the simple reason that it
ended in a small police investigation
which came to my notice. What Grey
conceived to have happened on both
the occasions | have mentioned was a
horrid supernatural visitation. The
phantasm of Black had seemingly ap-
peared from nowhere, advanced upon
him through the assembled company
in a threatening manner, and then
disappeared. And Grey — like Mac-
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beth confronted by the ghost of
Banquo — had been unable to take it.

“That was bad enough — but there
was a second phase to the haunting
that was much worse. Black’s ghost
settled in with Grey at home. This
was naturally unnerving, and its
calamitous effect upon its victim was
the greater on several accounts. Grey,
you remember, had that strong streak
of primitive superstition in him.
Moreover he had retired to his native
fells and was now living in some isola-
tion about a mile from the nearest
village, alone except for two or three
elderly female servants. And when the
uncanny visitation took place once
more-— during a particularly hard
winter — it was at a time that Grey
had no outside visitors from week’s
end to week’s end.

“At first the ghost’s behavior was
rather colorless. It just came and went,
without seeming to be aware of Grey,
and without any suggestion of intent.
Well, that is how ghosts do behave. |
mean, of course, real ghosts as distinct
from story-book ones. And Grey, who
was quite well up in psychical research,
became convinced that he was dealing
with what the textbooks call a verid-
ical phantasm of the dead. That, in a
way, ought to have eased his mind,
since there is abundant evidence that
real ghosts are almost pathetically
harmless. But it is plain that, in point
of fact, the thing steadily wore him
down. And then Black’s ghost did
begin attending to him, and did seem
to be cherishing some design. Grey
would wake up to find'the phantom
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glaring at him over its great beard —
and it would then raise an arm, point,
and glide from the room. On one
occasion.Grey plucked up courage to
get out of bed and follow it — only to
have the embarrassment of finding
himself tumbling into the arms of his
cook. As he was dressed only in pa-
jamas, and as she was a comparatively
new employee, this upset him very
much. Apparently— quite without
knowing it — he had taken to giving
a bit of ayelp as soon as the apparition
showed up, and on this occasion the
woman had heard him and come to
investigate.

“The climax came on Christmas
Eve. Hitherto the ghost had only
appeared to Grey when he was in his
bedroom. He was quite unprepared,
therefore, for the experience that be-
fell him shortly after dinner. He com-
monly finished the day, it seems, in
his study — a long, low, book-lined
room on the ground floor. Although
he had given up writing in any large
way he still produced an occasional
Grand OIld Man'’s review, and for this
purpose he kept a typewriter on a
table at the far end of the room.

“He was surprised, as he entered,
to hear the sound of this machine in
operation. He was more surprised
still when, by the light of a small
lamp standing on the table, he saw
nothing but an empty chair —.and
the typewriter at work under the
plain impulsion of a supernatural
agency. For there could be no doubt
of it: the keys were flicking up and
down, the carriage moving to and fro,
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and the little bell going ping — al-
though there wasn’'t a soul in the
room but himself!

“Grey had just grasped the full
horror of this when the machine
stopped, and at the same time he
Jieard a low laugh behmd him. He
swung round — and there was Black’s
ghost practically at his elbow. The
ghost pointed down the room towards
the typewriter, paused for a moment,
and then vanished behind a window
curtain.

“It seems that Grey was almost
hypnotized. He moved dully down
the room, took the paper from the
machine, and read it. Ofwhat he read,
all 1 need' give you is the heading.
Afull andfree confession by me, Hugo
Grey, o fmy evil profiting by the genius
and labour of William Blacky There
followed a detailed statement and a
space for a signature. The phantasm,
it appeared, had a thoroughly busi-
nesslike side.

“Grey felt his reason deserting him,
and he dragged himself oft to his bed-
room with some notion of lying down
and composing himself. | needn’t tell
you that the specter was waiting for
him. But this time there was a dif-
ference. Hitherto its appearances had
been fleeting and had always obeyed
whatever normal optical conditions
the actual lighting of the room might
be expected to impose. L his time it
remained steadily in evidence, but in
a fluctuating light which Grey felt to
be quite unnatural. And now as he
stared at the apparition something
unprecedented happened. The form
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and features of the ferociously bearded
Black melted, faded, and re-formed
— re-formed themselves into the very
figure and lineaments of Grey him-
selfl He was confronting his own
image — confronting a hideously in-
genious commentary, one might say,
upon lus own ambiguous relationship
to another man. Once more — does it
not? — the wheel comes full circle.
We began with the proposition that
Grey’s ghost was Black. And here,
finally, Black’s ghost is Grey.”

Appleby paused on this — as well
he might. The Bishop — and it was
with an air of finality at last — put
down his cup. “A pretty tableau, Sir
John. But one seeming to require for
its resolution a decided coup de
theatre.”

“And that is precisely what turned
up. You remember that it was Christ-
mas Eve. Well, at this agonizing mo-
ment there came a burst of singing
from outside the house. It was a
group of carol singers who had made
their way with some pertinacity to
Grey’s remote dwelling. Theirs was
the first incursion of an outer world
for more than a week — and it broke
a spell. Grey found himself reaching
for the first object he could lay his
hand on — | believe it was a hair
brush — and hurling it with all his
might at that spine-chilling simulac-
rum of himself. There was a crash of
glass and the image vanished. And at
that Grey fainted away.

“He came to in the presence of his
housekeeper and his cook, and he was
plainly delirious. They sent for a
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doctor. And the housekeeper, who ap-
pears to have been a shrewd woman,
sent also for the police. When they
arrived they found the cook rather
hastily packing her trunk. Or rather
«—need | say it? — his trunk.”

“Black — the living Blackl” Our
hostess, having achieved this powerful
feat of mind, delightedly clapped her
hands.

“Precisely. Black’s supposed death
had been the beginning of an ingenious
plot which he was peculiarly well-
fitted to carry out. You will remem-
ber that beneath his great beard he
was an effeminate little man and his
early training had made impersona-
tion easy. Moreover, his obscure
theatrical start had, it seems, been as
a magician, and the trick typewriter
had been one of his most successful
properties.”

- “But the business of the dissolving
ghosts?” Our hostess was all acuteness.

“It required nothing more elabo-
rate than a couple of lamps, a dimmer
controlling them, and the large mirror
on Grey’s own wardrobe.”

“And so the truth came out?”

Note:
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“Dear me, no. An eclaircissement
would still have been to the advantage
of neither, and so the whole odd busi-
ness was hushed up. That is how | came
into it myself. My opinion was asked
about whether the local police might
reasonably drop their inquiries,” he
said.

“And poor Black remained entirely
obscure?”

“Entirely.” Appleby smiled blandly.
“That is apparent from the fact that
none of you has ever heard of him.”

“But of course we have all heard
of the eminent Grey.” It was Lady
Appleby who delivered herself of this,
and | fancied she gave her husband
rather a grim look. “We have all —
at least tacitly — acknowledged our
familiarity with his works. My own
favorite, | confess, is 'Storied Urns.
Bishop, what is your favorite Grey?”

There was a second’s silence. It was
brilliantly broken by our hostess. “My
dears!” she cried, and once more she
clapped her hands. “My dears, just
look at the clock!”

It had not been a mildly empty
interval after all.

If you enjoy the high-quality, exciting stories in Ellery Queen'’s
Mystery M agazine, you will be sure to like some of the other fine
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Mabel Seeley was born in Herman, Minnesota, where herfather taught
histoiy in the local high school. The oldest o f six childien, she grew up in
the kind o ffam ily that, every day of the week and eueiy week o f the year,
finds hfe both exciting andfunny. Indeed, according to Mis. Seeley, the
individual members o fthefam ily considered each other simply uproarious!

This daily joy- of living, this bubbling happiness to be “alive and
ljicljng,” wasfed in theyoung M abel Seeley by the tales she heard through-
out her childhood— tales told, with verve and gusto, by the Norwegian
immigrants and their descendants who lived all around her in otherwise
cold Minnesota. And perhaps it was these early tales— the memory of
them, the lingeringflavor o fthem — that not only set Mrs. Seeley on her
ultimate career as an author but instilled in her wor\ the vitality and
earthiness, the convincing realism, o f her backgrounds and chaiacters.

But before Mabel Seeley became a'best-selling novelist, she sa\v her
father turn tofarming, and thus,for a short period in her life, learned a
new kind of Minnesota living, far different from the earlier academic
atmosphere. She attended high school in St. Paul, and was graduated
from the™ University of Minnesota. On leaving college, she expected to
become a writer at once; but the necessity of earning a living channeled
her creative talents, andfor ten years she wrote only adveitising copy.
Finally the childhood influence took h°U and would not be denied: she
left advertising to devote heifu Il time to writing.

111 1938, herfiist novel, the listening house, appeared— and a
new star was born. M abel Seeley sfirst book is now considered a modem
classic in the mysteryfield. Otherfine booksfollowed, including serious
novels likp a woman of property, and the' stranger beside me,
and her most recent novel o f suspense, the whistling shadow . . .

One o fMrs. Seeley s most deeply rooted interests in writing is to expeii-
ment — to experiment with words and emotions, and their subtle inter-
twining, and their equally subtle connotations. In such experiment, style
is a dominatingfactor, and where there is style there is apt to be a mote
conscious obscurity and a more deliberate obliqueness. But such experi-
menting— especially when kePl within the bounds of readability, as
Mabel Seeley always does — has its rewards, and not the least o f them
is a greater and more satisfying reader-participation. So, savor Mabel
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Seeley s prize-winning story about Everett Bayarcl Swales, the semi-
detached bachelor who played God. For what the author has attempted in
this story is not so much to portray a mans character as to betray it — a
distinction not to be dismissed lightly . . .

LET RUN, OR CATCH?

by MABEL SEELEY

ITH ONE OF I11S FLASHES OF
W amused perception toward
both himself and the Deity, Everett
Bayard Swales considered that there
were times when his own attitudes
were rather similar to God’s. God
too, in human affairs, maintained dc.-
tachment, and'interfered, if at all,
solely by choice.

Take Caroline Weaver now, Swales’s
neighbor of ten months. More and
more clearly, these past few weeks,
it was becoming apparent that he
held Miss Weaver in his weighing
palm. “Stay safe,” he might indul-
gently proclaim to Caroline Weaver;
“go right on as you're going. If I'm
not mistaken — and it's very rarely
that | am mistaken — you’re heading
for destruction.”

Miss Weaver, dutifully, would stay
safe or meet destruction — as Everett
Bayard Swales chose.

Long before he’d had any actual
sight of Mr. Filsom, that individual
was thrust upon him, “— the most
absolutely wonderful new person,”
was how Miss Weaver put it, with her
chattery inconsequence. “1 do want
the two of you to meet — my place
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some night, | hope; I'll cook dinner.
Mr. Filsom «— Mr. Leonard J. Fil-
som — you don’t happen to have
heard of him? He’s traveled so widely,
you know. Not abroad as much as
you, but more in this country. Mex-
ico, too. He's quite wild about Mex-
ico. So much color, he says. So much
action and gaiety —”

Never,-as Swales was certain, did
any such outpouring fall on-him by
chance; one of his earliest discern-
ments of Miss Weaver was the naivete
with which, when he came home from
work in the evenings to ihe twin bun-
galow they tenanted, she happened to
be fumbling in her handbag for her
key, or watering her window box,
or clipping the hedge that enclosed
therft from neighbors.

“That Aquatenmal parade last
night, did you manage to get to it,
Mr. Swales?” This was" another day.
“Mr. Filsom found such a good spot
for us. All those floats and”~the moon-
light — last fall when I moved here
from Ellsworth | was the tiniest bit
— well, disappointed, | can say that
now. But Minneapolis is exciting and
glamorous, isn’t it, when you’'ve found
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someone who knows where to go?
Those rose gardens at Harriet, and
canoeing along the lagoons into Lake
of the Isles— | never knew places
could be quite so heavenly.”

Even for him, from no more than
this chatter, it wouldn't have been
possible to see the whole picture. Al-
ways there was a chance that Miss
Weaver had actually stumbled on
what spinsters of 50 so wistfully dream
of and so seldom find —_an interested
and eligible male. Here and there in
Miss Weaver, if one looked, it was
possible to see remnants of winsome-
ness: ash-blonde hair graying, but cut
in a nicely shaped cap, and well
curled; a small mobile person which
said she might have spent most of
her life running up and dowm stairs,
as she-likely had. Undoubtedly money,
too: not overmuch, but a competence.

Idly, now and again, during the
period when it had been Sw'ales to
w'hom Miss Weaver had tried to at-
tach herself, he had guessed at the
amount of that competence. “Maybe
I should think about getting a job,”
Miss Weaver had let fall, during a
dinner she had .cooked for him. Not
one of the earlier dinners, when she
had been so pinkly hopeful, but a
later one w'hen she must have begun
to see that it was no use. “Not that |
need a job; | suppose | should be
grateful 1 don’t. But something to
get me out where I'll meet people —”

Hardware had been the source of
the Weaver income — hardware back
in Ellsworth, Wisconsin. There had
been a store which her father had

OR CATCH? 5

owned and which at its sale might
have brought in twenty thousand.
Say, ten thousand at a minimum,
thirty at most. After Mother Weaver
had succumbed to a heart attack and
sister Alice to pneumonia,. Father
Weaver had been the last to go. An-
other ten thousand, then, from Fa-
ther’s life insurance, or say even fif-
teen. Add eight thousand, or ten,
from the family home —

Thirty thousand, she might have
had, when she decided to spread her
wings. Thirty-five, even forty. A
neat little package. Not one to bowl
over an Everett Bayard Swales who
knew the worth of himself and his
bachelorhood, but one that might
well beckon a lesser man.

It wasn’t until he had seen Leonard
J. Filsom that the more definite scent
arose.

Queerly enough, it-took place, this
first glimpse, not through any of Miss
Weaver’s arrangements, but by sheer
accident. Swales was in his bank
during one lunch hour, his endorsed
salary check and deposit slip in hand,
second in line at a window for check-
ing accounts. Glancing toward a longer
line at a savings window, he found
himself looking at Miss Caroline
Weaver — Miss Weaver with a reck-
less young swing to her shoulders in
oyster-white knitted wool, face spark-
hngly flushed under a pearl-spangled
pink bonnet. Behind her, not along-
side, loitered a reddish-brown man in
a reddish-brown suit. Average as to
height, but a little bulky. Sporting a
green felt hat set well back on thick
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reddish-brown hair, and snapped low
at the front. Reddish-brown skin
speaking of luxurious and leisurely
sunning, and an easy wide smile
speaking of an open and affable good
humor.

Miss Weaver, gaily turning back-
ward, drew the man with her into
joint activity. The man, maintaining
his effect of carelessly waiting for
someone, and seemingly of having
happened on Miss Weaver by mere
chance, looked smilingly past her. To
right, to left, over her head —

The area behind him also came un-
der scrutiny. No tightness at the eye
corners hinting of any wariness in this
glancing about, but just the same —

Not exactly flaunting his acquaint-
ance with Miss Weaver. This, cat-
tishly — in  humorous self-depreca-
tion the cattishness was admitted
as soon as it rose — was Everett Bay-
ard Swales’s first thought. But then,
as he was turning away with his ini-
tialed passbook, the second and more
telling perception came to him. No,
it wasn’t his nearness to Miss Weaver
which the reddish-brown man wished
to keep inconspicuous. It was himself.
As if, in a bank, he was ill at ease. As
if, in a bank or perhaps in any ex-,
posed place, he’d have liked a cloak
of invisibility.

Aquatennial parade. Rose gardens
at Harriet. Ganoe for two on the la-
goons. Picnics. Movies. Drives in his
road-worn car. Miss Weaver hadn't
stinted at relaying the progress of
friendship. Progress, it was now to
be noted, taking place either in sur-
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roundings so public they were not
noticeable, or so private they were
likewise unseen. Not in foursomes.
Not in favorite restaurants. Not amid
relatives and friends.

With his lunch hour' fast fading,
there was no chance for Swales to
make a more direct contact. In the
interests of seeing surmise take shape,
though, he went so far as to emerge
from his front door at supper-time,
when his window had told him of a
car swinging to the curb. No dingy
old relic, this, but a new dark-green
Mercury. From it, gallantly, the red-
dish-brown man was descending to
round the hood and hand out Miss
Weaver on the near side. At the mo-
ment Swales was discovered approach-
ing, however, the reddish-brown man
snapped, “If I'm to get back in an
hour 1'd better hop,” and was into
the car and off before Miss Weaver
scarcely had her balance.

“Well” Midway up the front
walk, Everett Bayard Swales per-
mitted himself a slight benign play-
fulness. “Now, who’s being evasive,
your boy friend or you? | notice we’'ve
not had that dinner yet.”

Accosted so jocosely, Miss Weaver
came toward him, fluttering.

“Oh, Mr. Swales, Leonard had not
the least idea — he’d never — did you
get a look at our car, at all? We've
bought it together, the two of us —
his was so old and broken down —
| used to drive once, but Father —
you mustn’t think 1've forgotten. |
do want you and Leonard to know
each other! | said only the other day,
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‘Leonard, you must meet someone |
know,’ but there's been so much to
do, just the two of us

Poor fool. Poor idiot fool. Back in
Ellsworth, Wisconsin, had she never
read newspapers? Heard no tales?
Had she kept herself deafened and
blindfolded to what the world was
really like? “To me,” that was what
this dazed and besotted Miss Weaver
was saying inside herself, “this in*
credible glory is coming to me. Won-
derful, exciting Leonard — handsome
Leonard — he’s beginning to love me!
If he weren’t, he’d never let me buy
him the car. It's as if— oh, as if our
lives were already one.”

Was God ever tempted to alter a
foregone conclusion, when the hu-
mans involved were so self-deceived?
So hellbent on the shot in the dark
and the early grave? No mold had
been, broken after Caroline Weaver
had been born: there had been thou-
sands like her before, and there would
be thousands more. No mold had
been broken after Leonard J. Filsora,
either. As long as women cried out to
be fleeced and destroyed, there would
be men only too happy to oblige.

Yes, a human situation so trite and
so hackneyed that it might have in-
sulted Everett Bayard Swales’s palate
if it hadn’t been for that little titilla-
tion of decision . . .

God, by this time, must see few
human situations that are not trite
and hackneyed.

Through the days that carried
August to fall, Swales came and went
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juxtaposed to a certainty. The defiant-
flowering of Miss Weaver — new gray
suit, new mauve accessories, new
mink stole. The footsteps, calling for
Miss. Weaver, took two split-seconds
from car to bungalow by daylight,
but lingered long in the night. “Leon-
ard’s .taking me to Somerset this
weekend. He says | can. have two
dollars to gamble, not one penny

. more.” “Can you guess what I'm get-

ting for my birthday? A gold-link
ankle bracelet — isn’t that too ridicu-
lous? Not the least fashionable any
more, but Leonard wants me to wear
one, and | think it's fun.” “Leonard
found out last night about my cracked
elbow. He doesn’'t mind in the least,
he says; from the way | use my arm
he’d never guessed | can’t get it out
straight. Knowing Leonard makes me
feel all pepple must be nicer than |
ever thought they were.”
Then, late in October, the inevita-
ble .. . in quite dignified rapture.
“Mr. Swales, you're really my only
other friend in Minneapolis — | hope
you'll be happy for us; we're being
married next Monday. We decided
last night. When | think how worried
-1 was about never again having any-
one who'd be near and dear to me —
We're driving to_Tcxas, we think, to
begin with. Leonard has oil interests.
Then later on to California and Mex-
ico. There’s hardly an inch of Mexico,
Leonard says, he's not aching to show
to me.” 1

Four days more. Four days, then,
for this part of the show to go on. Of
Miss Weaver he might ask a few ques-.
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tions — would you hire a gardener,
he might say, with as little care?
No references, no fixed address, no
family? Your bank, any bank, could
give you a credit search, find out
about those oil interests. | he nearest
police station, any police station,
might add pertinent data. Men like
Leonard J. Filsom usually leave trails.

As for Leonard J. Filsom himself,
what of him? Had he no apprehension
whatever that somehow and from
somewhere, at this final moment, his
apple cart might be spilled? Elfishly,
since this too was entertainment,
Everett Bayard Swales once again
went out of his way, this lime stop-
ping in at Miss Weaver’s apartment at
five minutes to i on the Sunday —
the last day, it might have been said
— of-her maidenhood. This Sunday,
at high noon, was one of the few hours

Mr. Filsom might be counted on to _

turn up by daylight.

“Could | be of help?” The gambit
was a simple one. “You must have a
good deal of packing and so forth —”

Both flatlets in the house were par-
tially furnished; already Miss Weaver
was almost out of hers. Neatly, and so
burnished they bristled, the provided
accoutrements stood starkly apart in
in the little square living-room,
stripped of the doilies, the ashtrays,
the small jars and vases, the rugs, the
books and magazines with which Miss
Weaver had cluttered them.

“Oh, no, that's too kind of you!
There’s little at all, really, and Leon-
ard is such a help; you wouldn’t know
since you're gone so much, but he’s

MYSTERY

MAGAZINE

in quite often — his hours aren’t
fixed like yours. He'll be here any
minute now —”

She was wearing the mauve hat and
the gray suit and the new mink stole".
If Filsom knew any eating place ob-
scure enough, they would dine out.
In the dimness of a movie they would
see a show, or they would drive some-
where to view the fall foliage. She
was so obviously eager for Swales to
leave; her small hands, anxious, made
field-back gestures of shoving away.
“Oh, come on,” Leonard J. Filsom
must have said, “why should | bother
to meet your neighbor? He’ll be noth-
ing in our lives; we're starting out
new.”

No flutter of hands, though, was
adequate to suppress a Holder of
Balances. When the car swooped to
the curb — as operated by Leonard
J. Filsom cars always swooped—
Everett Bayard Swales had not gone
back to his own half of the bungalow.
Desperately — Mr. Filsom must have
been very decided about not wanting
to meet a neighbor — Miss Weaver
snatched up handbag and gloves, say-
ing, I'll have to run — Leonard’s just
slightly late and we’'ll be quite
rushed.” But that didn’t shake Neme-
sis either.

In the car, seeing Miss Weaver ac-
companied in her scurry down the
walk, the reddish-brown man didn't
move from his seat behind the wheel.

“Mr. Filsom? I'm Everett Bayard
Swales, Miss Weaver’s house partner,
right next door.” No shade, no in-
flection, must be allowed to hint that
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this was other than friendly urbanity;
no failing of heartiness must mar the
vigor with which, rather pushing Miss
Weaver aside, Swales got ahead and
stretched his hand into the car. “ These
are great things | hear of you — great
things you two’'ve got ahead of you.
You're winning a prize in Miss
Weaver, here — | must say 1 envy
you.”

No off shades,' no off inflections,
but the man at the wheel could
scarcely miss the humor of that last
flick. Reluctantly, Leonard J. Filsom
accepted the proffered hand.

“Heard about you, Swales — been
hoping to meet you. Know how it is
— pretty well tied up — hope we’'ll
be seeing you —” and at the first
instant Swales gave way and Miss
Weaver managed to squeeze into her
seat, the wheels of the new dark-green
Mercury began spinning in the damp
crumpled scurf of the street, spraying
fragments of leaf over the shoes left
behind.

Just as Miss Weaver was distinguish-
able by her badly knit arm, so Leon-
ard J. Filsom bore his mark. Not any-
thing large, not anything crying for
attention. In the hazel iris of Mr. Fil-
som’s right eye, as if spattered there
from the pupil, clustered three dark
flecks. Flecks which a man like Fil-
som, otherwise so unmarked —
smoothly chubby and moleless as to
cheek, smoothly even as to toothline,
smoothly guileless as to brow — must
have cursed from his twentieth birth-
day on.

The car’s license was -Minnesota
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FJ3-6459. Everett Bayard Swales
made careful note of it.

Halt — or not halt? Let run, or
catch? For Miss Caroline Weaver,
bedazzled, awed, transported — for
Miss Weaver at her lover’s side —
for Miss Weaver in her fevered joyous
slumbers that night, there could have
been no prescience that her fate hung
in the balance just next door. What
about Filsom, though? “ That
Swales,” Filsom must be swearing to
himself, “is he butting into this
“That Swales,” Filsom must acknowl-
edge to himself even while he held
his arm about Miss Weaver, “he’s
no one’s fool.” “That Swales,” Filsom
must curse to himself, sweating awake
in whatever dark burrow he in-
habited, “he could stop me cold.”

Filsom hadn't shown himself as
exactly spend-happy during his court-
ship. Filsom most likely was next 10
broke.

A pity, actually, that the hours of
this particular Sunday were no more
than twenty-four — that each hour
held no more than its 60 allotted min-
utes — that each minute ticked off
no more than 60 seconds. All through
his own dinner, so well self-cooked,
so well self-served, all through the
Sunday symphony he allowed hint-
self, all through an evening of soli-
taire and a crossword puzzle, Everett
Bayard Swales heard the beat of the
other man’s anxiety. Through the
night, in his bed,’ the other man’s
desperation beat more and more in-
sistently.

Monday afternoon, while Swales
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worked, the marriage took place.
After that, of course, there were still-
things he might have done — visit
the police himself, have an alarm sent
out. But the edge had worn off. With
her Jife, as well as with her gray'suit,
her mink stole, and her money, Miss
Weaver had vanished to other spheres.
Taking the new dark-green Mercury,
his flecked eyes, and Miss Weaver,
Leonard J. Filsom had vanished too.
All that remained for Everett Bayard
Swales — or so it seemed, at first —
was the reading of newspapers and the
wonder if some 'day somehow he
would learn the outcome. Mrs. Fil-
som, as she now must call herself,
was such a speck in the vast scheme of
things that her taking off might never
be publicized.

Yet it was. And in the measure one
might have forecast.

On the tenth day of March, the
next spring, an obscure three-inch
ftem on an inside page of the Min-
neapolis Journal reported that the
body of an unidentified woman, half
clothed and strangled, had been found
in a small Los Angeles hotel, in a
room booked the previous evening by
a Mr. and Mrs. James Hillstrom of
Seattle. The deceased was approxi-
mately 50, hair ash-blonde and gray-
ing, no distinguishing marks except
an imperfectly knitted old fracture of
the left arm, near the elbow. The
husband, James Hillstrom, was being
sought for questioning.

It was almost astounding. On com-
ing upon the terse obituary, Everett
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Bayard Swales experienced a small
but perceptible shock, a quickening
of some deeply set pulse. So entirely
what he had anticipated. Except per-
haps for time — late October to early
March was more than four'months.
Longer, really, than anyone would
have expected a Filsom marriage to
last. Caroline Weaver had her per-
tinacities, as witness, the play she had
made for him. About giving up the
whole of her inheritance, too, she
might have developed some stub-
bornness. Leonard J. Filsom, who
piust own his own dreams of lush
blondes and hot spots, had probably
found the later stages of his marriage
hard to bear.

Only once, in that quartette of
months past, had Everett Bayard
Swales let impishness move him. That
was in February when, with an ad-
dress from the Texas Bureau of Ve-
hicular Registrations — child’s play,
given last year’s Minnesota number
— he had sent Mrs. Filsom a Valen-
tine. Unsigned, naturally, as all Valen-
tines should be, but Filsom wouldn’t
have missed the Minneapolis post-
mark, or missed the significance of a
correct address. Since then — and be-
fore, too — there had been notices
of other women slain — plump bru-
nettes, nubile blondes, aged crones.
Of this Los Angeles woman, though,
there could be no doubt. She was
Mrs. Filsom, nee Caroline Weaver,
and the James Hillstrom being sought
might now be iron-gray as to hair,
might wear ministerial black, might
be driving something quite other than
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a new dark-green Mercury, Jput ines-
capably one eye would bear three dark
flecks.

The Weaver caper had seemed near
its end, for Swales; beyond this point
he had not explored. Now, willy-nilly,
a new avenue showed itself. Back in
Ellsworth, Wisconsin, there might be
people who, vaguely, recalled one of
the Weaver girls as having broken an
arm. Would such people tie in that
arm with the one in a Los Angeles
morgue? A corresponding friend or
two, in Ellsworth, might have read
ecstatic descriptions of Leonard J.
Filsom, but would such descriptions
have included the flecks in one eye?
Out of the whole world it was likely
that only he, Everett Bayard Swales,
would link the dead woman with
Miss Weaver; only he could point a
straight finger at the man who had
strangled her.

Biblically, it had been made very
clear as to where, and in whose prov-
ince, vengeance lay.

Pursuing his quiet course, pausing
in the morning for greetings to his
new neighbors — a married pair of
no special interest — locking his ga-
rage and driving to work, aligning his
books on his desk before plunging
into the day’s accounts, Swales tried
and tested the new circumstance. In
whatever burrow he had again found
himself, what were Leonard J. Fil-
som’s thoughts? “That fellow there in
Minneapolis, that Swales —” did Fil-
som’s mind follow any such track as
this? “He’s the one who followed us
up, he’s the one who sent that Valen-
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tine. It couldn’t be anyone else. How
is he on newspapers? That damn arm,
they had to stick that in. Was he wise
toit? He's the one whocameout to the
car, he’s the one who could tie me in.”

At the night-club table beside his
newest lush blonde, with the swagger
of drink on him, in the full kingliness
of throwing around Caroline Weaver’s
money, did Leonard J. Filsom suffer
any such hornetstings? There were no
other pointers toward him; he
wouldn’t have left any. He wouldn’t
have, had Miss Weaver along when
he got a marriage license. He wouldn’t
have left fingerprints at the hotel,
he wouldn’t have left luggage —

For Filsom, this was an old-jape,
well practiced. He had bumped into
no shags, except one, and even of that
one he might not yet be entirely cer-
tain. How, if one were to consider it,
might Leonard J. Filsom be made
certain of the power now being held
in Everett Bayard Swales’s hands?

A new query, piquantly delicate.
Not that any steps would necessarily
be taken — but just supposing. Some
message, sent saltily . . .

By this time Filsom might be any-
where. New Orleans, perhaps. Las
Vegas. San Francisco. Not too far
east; he'd have a car and be driving
it — a Filsom without wheels was a
centaur stripped of its legs. But
wherever he was, there was one thing
he scarcely could fail to keep doing:
he’d be reading Los Angeles news-
papers. He'd want to know.

The perfect communique had no
need to be thought out; it budded
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and spread of its own accord. A no-
tice, one for the In Memortam column,
in a Sunday issue of the Los Angeles
Times. “Leonard J. Filsom,” such a
notice would toll, dolefully black-
bordered, dolefully saccharine. “Leon-
ard J. Filsom. Fie is Not Gone; He is
Just Away.”"

Picture Leonard J. Filsom coming
upon that tidbit among the death
notices. Picture Leonard J. Filsom in
some plushy hotel room, reclining
against plump pillow's, tall drink in
hand, leafingsw'iftly through an other-
wise unmenacing Times — and then
coming to that item. Picture him
reading it . . .

Ideas 'that exquisite were never
conceived to be stillborn.

Prudently, fromjthe mailbox which
started the notice on its air-sped way,
Everett Bayard Swales continued on
to the police substation w'hich stood
on Lyndale between Fiftieth and
Fifty-first. The big window at the
front of the station Was shaded, but/
men came and went, allowing glimpses
of a square w'hite-plastered room
within, a desk with a man behind it,
a bench and two armchairs, a filing
cabinet and a drug-store calendar.
An office that might have been a real
estate broker’s, a lawryer's, or even a
bookmaker’s, if it hadn’t been for a
look about the men who came and
went. Saturday, this was, March 13th,
three days after Swales had read
about the death. It w'ould be Sunday,
March 21st, that the notice would
appear in the Los Angeles Times.
Another day or two — Monday, per-
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haps Tuesday — before it got to
w'herever Filsom was now staying.

A week, a whole week, for Sw'ales
to savor a flawless divertissement!
After that, on going to the police,
pne Would be nonchalant, casual,'per-
haps borrowing a little from Miss
Weaver's style. “1've been a bit wor-
ried, here — | had a neighbor last
year, a Miss Caroline Weaver. She
married and went away — man | saw
only once. Few days back, | read of a
ivoman being found dead in Los
Angeles — a woman who had an un-
usual fracture of the left arm. It’s
been coming back to me — I didn’t
know Miss Weaver well at all, but —”

That should do it — just that.

Each night, through that savoring
week, Everett Bayard Swales in-
cluded a walk past the substation as
part of hisday’sroutine. On Monday,
March'22nd, dallying, he toyed with
the idea ef making this the day. The
Sunday Los Angeles Times for the
day before hadn’'t yet reached Min-
neapolis, but that didn’t mean it
hadn’t reached Leonard J. Filsom;
anytime now the hounds could be
put to the trail. Still, it would be a
shame not to allow Filsom a little
more time to know how he was being
tossed and teased, and what now
would come to him. A pity if a little
ooze didn’t crust over Filsom’s skin.
The next day — or even Wednesday
— would be time enough.

Smiling, Swales ambled on from
the police' station homeward, pausing
on his doorstep to sniff, through an
ice-fast night, for the least mellowing
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of spring. He noticed tolerantly that
his neighbors were out again. Then
slowly he unlocked his door on the
inviolate privacy he had built for
himself— on the antique table and
highboy which added so much grace
to the landlord-bought sofa and chair
— on the Bougereau which had taken
two years’ savings but was so emi-
nently worth it. It was a room such
as the wife-burdened seldom pos-
sessed. In his kitchen he poured cold
milk, drank it, and went on to his
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bedroom, where he clicked on the
light.

Leonard J. Filsom wasn’t far away;
Leonard }. Filsom hadn’'t waited for
.wheels.

He was there in Everett Bayard
Swales’s bedroom, Reside Everett
Bayard Swales’s bed.

The movement made by Leonard
J. Filsom ,was very swift. During it,
Everett Bayard Swales had little time
for reconsidering his attributes.

Or God’s.
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in the lounge o f The Yellow Club — and mix in

a blood-curdling situation . . .

AT ABOUT HALF-PAST TEN ONE NIGHT
Westram came into the lounge
of The Yellow Club.

“The floodgates of heaven are
opened; just listen to it" he said, low-
ering himself into a divan chair. He
looked round at the few men in the
circle of firelight. “Where’s Berbaska?”
he asked.

“Billiards,” said Woods, a doctor.

“Where do you come from, out of
the rain?" yawned Shepperson, an
actor-manager.

“1 have been trying to sit out The
Crimson Stare, at the Peerage Theatre,”
answered Westram.

“And failed, of course. So will The
Crimson Stare. Lhad the first offer ofit.
Parts of it are balderdash, and the
rest piffle.”

“A trenchant criticism,” said Mc-

Leod, a journalist. “You are severe,
Shepperson; you generally are severe.”

There entered into the period of
fifteen minutes which followed this
brief dialogue a rather peculiar at-
mosphere. It started presumably from
the time when Westram had dropped
in. He seemed tired and out of spirits,
and he kept jerking his neck round
towards the door.

At ii o’clock Berbaska came in
from the billiard room. He came com-
plaining that “his luck was infernal;
that it was always infernal,” and he
look up a position right in front of
the fire, standing with his back to it
— an irritating Habit of his; but he
was not a popular man at the club.

“Westram asking for you,” said
McLeod. “Wake him up.”

“Who's asleep?” snapped Westram.
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“1'm not. Neither do | want Berbaska
particularly. There were so few of you
when | came in, and | wanted more.
I have something | should like to say
to you chaps. The truth is | wasn’t
at the Peerage Theatre tonight; |
wasn’'t at any theatre. | have been in
a slum off" the East India Dock Road.
I have been with a man who is hiding
from justice — or, rather, a miscar-
riage of justice.vHe is hiding there like
one of the East India Dock rats; and
the amazing part of the story — but
I’'m going too fast- X

“1 have got to be careful. The man
is the best friend | ever had, and |
don’'t want him laid by the heels
through my chattering. | must invent
a name — let’s call him Presland.
Rather more than a year ago the po-
lice were after him on a common or
garden charge of burglary, but he did
not wait for arrest. Now this part of
the story is ordinary, and can be told
in a few words. Presland had been
brought up by an English baronet and
statesman, though no relation. A hard
rein was put on him, and he broke
from it. He was ordered out of the
house like a dog. Three days later he
returned — so runs the charge against
him — came in the dead of night, put
together certain valuables in the way
of trinkets and plate, was interrupted
by a servant, knocked the unfortu-
nate domestic down and killed him,
and.bolted with the plunder.
- “Presland knew better than to lin-
ger when he knew that his late guard-
ian had flung him to the police. The
evidence was perfectly clear. He had
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left fingerprints aplenty; there was
the damning story of the poor old
servant.

"So much for the unexciting part
of my story. Now for the other.

“A year after Presland vanished
from all human tracks, an old aunt,
who had cut him throughout the past,
-quarreled with the statesman-baronet,
and by way of spite left all her con-

_siderable wealth to her disgraced
nephew. The spite wouldn’t have had
any cutting edge, of course, if the old
lady had. continued to live; but she
died soon after.

“My poor friend Presland was a
rich man — if he knew it. He had only
to come out from obscurity and say,
‘Give me my thousands! But first he
would have to take his trial for house-
breaking and murder; and so he con-
tinued to lie perdu — as most of us
would, in the circumstances.

“Suddenly | was startled to hear
from him. He was in London and
begged me to see him. | went, and
found him in abject poverty.

“At that time | had no doubts
about his being guilty. How could lil
The evidence was clear as lightning
against a thundercloud. Yet almost
his first words were to assure me that
he \yas absolutely innocent. Did | be-
lieve him? | did. Old esteem, backing
his simple and earnest statement, was
enough for me. Yes, | believed him,
and that in spite of the fact that he
added nothing to his assurance. It was-
palpable to me that he did not want
to add anything,' and | did not press
him.
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“He knew about the legacy. He
knew of the dawn that was waiting
for him, but first he would be com-
pelled to pass through the prison
night. He shrank from it. How could
| advise him otherwise?

“1 chose a better way: | made up
my mind to institute inquiries on my
own account and see if 1 could get to
the bottom of the mysterious affair. |
seemed to have.a clear field; no one
had muddied the track because no one
doubted that Presland was guilty.

“On paper it seems so easy to be an
amateur detective, but in practice it
is different. However, my time is my
own, and | was not stopped by diffi-
culties, nor disheartened by wrong
theories. | struck a clue; | followed it
up with patience and perseverance,
and | found my man!”

Westram paused on a note of tri-
umph.

“Or you think you have,” sneered
Berbaska.

“Oh, | have got him all right.”

“Good egg, Westraml” laughed
Woods. "Does he know that you have
him?”

“He has not the slightest idea.”

“Can you net him?” demanded
McLeod, a trifle excited.-

“Unfortunately — no. Convinced
as | am of his guilt, there are one or
two dark spots which beat me every
time.”

“Detective Westram has his limita-
tions,” mocked Berbaska.

“Don’tjibe,” said Shepperson. “Go
on, Westram; you really are becoming
entertaining.”
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“l must admit that | find the situa-
tion exasperating, almost maddening,”
continued the narrator. “Just another
link, or perhaps two, and my chain of
evidence would be complete. As it is,
if | tried to throw the chain over him
now he would elude or snap it; and |
have to be very wary, or he may take
fright and clear off. I considered the
matter from every angle, and when |
realized that it was a true deadlock,
I went to Presland and told him all
that | had done on his behalf.

“He was deeply interested, pro-
foundly grateful, and burned with
anxiety to throw light on the obscure
places of that track which lead from
the crime to that man whom | \now to
be guilty. But although his intellect
is keener than mine, and with so much
more at stake, we could work out no
method of pinning our man to the
ground. And while we argued and |
worked, | began to suspect that the
quarry had caught wind of our design.

“l communicated my fears to Pres-
land, but he had anticipated them,,
and was ready with as remarkable a
countermove as can be imagined. He
said:

“ ‘There is a possible way out of this
impasse, and we ought to,try it. The
hour in which 1”am cleared of this
charge is the hour in which I claim my
property. Having used up all our ideas
to defeat the enemy, we must now
negotiate with him. Go to him, West-
ram; put all your cards upon the ta-
ble; offer him five thousand pounds
for a full confession.’

“Oh, glory!” interrupted'McLeod.
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“Now what do you think of that?”
cried Woods.

“Excellent,” chuckled Shepperson.

“Excellent nothing,” snorted Ber-'
baska. “ Where was this Presland chap
to get his five thousand from?”

A general murmur told that the
question had got home.

“Oh, do not you worry, Berbaska,”
smiled Westram.

“1? Worry? Am / the mysterious
man at the end of your mysterious
track?”

Westram threw back his head in
silent laughter. “That is a good joke,
Berbaska,” said he. “Will you allow
me to keep it up, in order to give
point to my story? Now let us assume
— idiotically, of course— that you
are the culprit. I1f | were to say to you,
here and now, ‘Write me down, in the
presence of all these witnesses, a com-
plete acknowledgment of the crime,
and | will hand to you, here and now,
the sum of five thousand pounds,
whatwould you say?”

Berbaska'’s reply was instantaneous.
“Pshould say, ‘Show me your five
thousand,’ ” he sfiapped.

“And a damn good answer too,”
chuckled Shepperson.

“Rightl” said Westram. “Here you
are, boy.”

There was a flutter of excitement as
Westram produced a fat roll of bank-
notes from an inside pocket and handed
them to Berbaska.

The latter hesitated, flushing a lit-
tle, then examined the roll. “All in
one-hundred-pound Bank of England
notes,” said he, when he had finished.
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He handed them back to Westram.
“How did your friend Presland man-
age it?” he demanded.

“He didn’t manage it. He couldn’t.
Those notes are my notes. | am not, a
poor man. For a friend’s sake one
takes a risk occasionally. He wilkpay
me back when he comes into his prop-
erty. | shall offer that substantial sum
to the man concerned. It will mean a
disclosure of my hand, but I will
chance that. Better chance it than
wait until the fellow disappears, for |
feel that he suspects the net which I
have been weaving round him.”

“Endeavoring to weave round him,”
corrected Berbaska.

“Endeavoring is the word.”

“Keeping the joke going,” said Ber-
baska, apparently not ill-pleased to
find himself giving entertainment to
the rest, “if you were to offer those
notes to me | should suggest that
they were bogus.”

“Five'lthousand pounds in bogus
notes? How is it possible that | could
get such things? Besides, you could
have them tested. But they are good
stuff, Berbaska, | assure you.”

“Oh, come,” remonstrated McLeod,
“don’t forget that you are keeping a
jest rolling.”

“Exactly,” said Berbaska with a
faint smile. “1 presume, Westram, that
— continuing the sham idea of my be-
ing guilty — if | were to put down a
confession and receive the money for
it, you would give me a sporting
chance to make a getaway?”

“Certainly. Your arrest would not
much interest me. It is the clearing of
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my friend’s name and his receiving his
property that counts with me. Time
would be allowed for you to vanish —
five thousand pounds and all.”

“How much time?”

“How much would you want?”

“A weeki*”

“A week you should have.”

“1 should have to accept your
word.”

. “My word and pledge given before
everyone here.”

Shepperson threw himself back with
a guffaw of laughter. “Take him on,
Berbaska! Takeliim on!” he said.

' “Upon my word, there is something
refreshing in this,” chuckled McLeod.

Woods opened his lips to speak,
then checked himself. He looked in-
tently at Berbaska, as if he saw, with
his keen professional eye, something
in the latter’s furtive gaze and slightly
paled face which interested him.

After Shepperson’s laughter a si-
lence ensued. Berbaska, still standing
before the fire, looked down at his
boots;- Westram watched him, half-
amusedly.

Presently Berbaska said, still look-
ing down: “This man whom you have
in your mind will be altogether unpre-
pared for such a remarkable offer.”

“Oh, | don’'t know. He is a cool
card, full of resource. Would you be
unprepared? Would you want time to
turn the proposition over and over,
and perhaps find, too late, that it had
been withdrawn?”

There was another pause. Suddenly
Berbaska looked up. “No,” said he.
“1 should close with it.”
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“Good man,” purred Westram. “Let
us keep this ball rolling. Paper IPaper |
Berbaska is about to put down a con-
fession!” '

“Of sorts,” interjected McLeod.

“Keep it short, or you will spoil this
joke,” advised Shepperson.

“But what the deuce can he say?”
laughed another member.

“Don’t make it too plausible, Ber-
baska,” cried another, “or you will
have to prove an alibi later on.”

Woods watched Berbaska curiously.

The latter paid no attention to the
chaffing. Buried in a divan chair, with
a paper pad upon his knee, he-com-
menced. to write. He wrote quickly,
only now and again pausing reflec-
tively. Westram kept lighting a pipe,
but it would not draw properly, or he
was nervous, for it continued to go
out. He tossed match after match into
the open fireplace.

Suddenly Berbaska replaced the
cap on his fountain pen. “There you
are,” said he calmly.

Westram put out a hasty hand.

“Wait!” added the other. “If I
were the guilty man and this docu-
ment were a genuine confession, what
kind of fool should | be to hand it to
you before getting the money?”

“One of the hide-bound variety,”
grinned Shepperson.

Westram, on whose cheeks a spot of
red was beginning to glow, looked
puzzled.-He answered:

“There is something in that, but |
could not hand you five thousand
pounds for a piece of writing that
might prove worthless.”
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“I'll hold the money for him,” in-
terposed Woods quietly. “If the con-
fession satisfies you, Westram, 1'll see
that Berbaska gets it.”

“Good old Woods!” cried Shepper-
son. “He is taking it seriously.”

Westram passed the banknotes to
Woods, and received from 'Berbaska
the few pages of writing. In a moment
an intense concentration appeared to
make him forget his surroundings. His
eyes, unnaturally bright and eager,
scanned what Berbaska had put down.
The red spots in his cheeks grewbig-
ger; an excitement.which created a
general wonder had gripped him.

“Are you satisfied?” asked Berbaska,
in a harsh voice.

“My theory was correct,” cried
Westram, his voice shaken by tri-
umph. “What | believed to have hap-
pened that night did happen. | had an
idea that the common-or-garden bur-
glary which occurred at the baronet’s
house that night was just a blind to
scover something deeper. And it was a
blind. This paper proves it!”

“1 say, Westram, what is exciting
you?” demanded McLeod.

“Has Berbaska read the riddle?”
cried Shepperson.

“Certainly he seems to know all
about it,” said Woods dryly.

Berbaska lashed out: “ tKWyoti have
to do is hand over that money.”

“When Westram gnes the word,
yes,” was the calm reply.

“Keep cool, gentlemen; it is only a
joke, you know,” exhorted Shepper-
son.

“What is Bcrbaska's solution of the
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conundrum, Westram?”
another.

Westram quieted himself. “A most
ingenious explanation,” said he. “It
would entirely account for my friend
Presland’s queer silence. There was a
woman in the case — that is, Ber-
baska’s solution makes it so. Accord-
ing to his story, Prcsland went to the
baronet’s house at a late hour to see
a niece who was staying with her un-
cle, the statesman. They were in love
with one another, and Presland went
to say goodbye — went stealthily,
like a thief. The tryst was interrupted
by a servant. Although the fellow
knew better, he put an abominable
construction on the matter, and
demanded hush-money. Presland
knocked him down. His head struck
the corner of a table, and he subse-
quently died. The alarm was raised,
and my friend fled. For the girl’s sake
he breathed no woid of what had
occurred.

“So runs this part of Berbaska’s
solution. How does he get at his facts?
He gets at them by making himself a
guest at the house that night; says he
was there himself; saw and overheard.
And it is this part of the story which
corresponds with so many of my own
discoveries, which completes them
absolutely.

“Berbaska makes himself out a
guest at the house. He accuses himself,
in this clever story, of having had his
eye on a certain State paper in the
keeping of the baronet. He secured it
that night, but to cover his tracks he
made it seem the work of an ordinary

questioned
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burglar. He removed several articles
ofworth from the house and deposited
these in the depths of an unused well,
where they still are. His idea was to
make it appear that the paper, in its
receptacle, had been unwittingly
taken away by the cracksman. A
smart idea. No sooner was his work
accomplished, so he says, than Pres-
land appeared upon the scene — came
in his secret and stealthy fashion.
What followed, you know. It is all day-
light-clear now, and this signed con-
fession, which you have all witnessed,
saves Presland and condemns the
writer— Berbaska!”

Westram closed the sentence with a
snarl of triumph.

“Easy, easy!” interposed McLeod.
“You mean that it would save the
first and damn the second if it were a
true admission, and not fiction.”

“Tear the thing up,” said Shepper-
son curtly.

“That is for Berbaska to say,” cut
in Woods.

“Be so good as to hand him his five
thousand,” ordered Woestram, his
voice quivering with excitement.

All at once a tense and electric ex-
citement gripped every man in the
room. The question Is it real? stared
from every pair of eyes.

“Here you are, Berbaska,”
Woods.

The latter took the roll of notes and
plunged them into a side pocket. He
bestowed one defiant and savage glance
upon the transfixed company.

“A week, mindl" he snarled 'at
Westram.

said
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“A week: no more, no less.” - r

The next moment Berbaska was
gone.

A hubbub broke out,, every man
starting to talk at once. Westram mo-
tioned for silence.

“1 have to assure you all that the
transaction was a perfectly genuine
one,” he said. “My reason for ap-
proaching it in so indirect a fashion
was because | thought- it would tempt
the fellow, by leaving him a loophole
for escape. And then | wanted wit-
nesses. 1 have been on his track for
weeks and weeks, and he was begin-
ning to feel it. | thought | could angle
for him better in the way | chose, and
I was right. I made it a business propo-
sition, and | pulled it off!”

“Most extraordinary,”
Shepperson.

“And you really will give him seven
days in which to clear out-of the
country?”

"Did | say seven days?” answered
Westram hesitatingly.

“We are undfr that impression,”
replied Woods coldly. “Of course—"

Pie was interrupted in a startling
manner. The door was hurled open
with violence, and Berbaska came
rushing in. He ran straight at West-
ram, who recoiled.suddenly. Every-
one started to his feet.

“You infernal liar!” cried Berbaska
in a shrill tone. “You think you have
cheated me, do you?” He was on the
point of throwing himself upon West-
ram when Shepperson flung himself
between the two.

“What happened?” he demanded.

exclaimed
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Berbaska foamed. “Ask him!” he
exploded. “Liar! Liar! There are two
detectives waiting for me downstairs,
and he-— he put them there!”

Shepperson wheeled. “Is that true,
Westram?” he snapped.

“It looks like it,” said the other.

“But you haven't got me yet!”
shouted 'Berbaska. “See here!l” And
before anyone could guess at his in-
tention he rushed at the open fire-
place and with bare fists Grushed the
entire roll of notes into the flames.

“So much for your cursed money,
at any rate!” he snarled.

“Let it go,” mocked Westram. “I
have his confession, and that is good
enough for me.”

“Is it? Is it?” Berbaska almost
screamed. “You thought all the fool-
ing was on your side, did you? But |
was ready for you! | put all that down
with my own fountain pen, with an
ink that fades ten minutes after it is
used! You fool! What good will a bare
sheet of paper be to you?”

He had not finished shouting before
Westram was putting the boast to the
proof. There was a rush to look over
his shoulder.
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The ink was fading so rapidly that
the first half of the confession had al-
ready disappeared.

“He has beaten me!” gasped West-
ram.

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Shep-
person.

There was a roar of excitement, and
it was terminated in an astonishing
manner.

Berbaska turned with the utmost
coolness to the three men who were
endeavoring to draw the glowing mass
from the flames.

“Let it alone, you chaps,” said he.
“Those are not banknotes. Here is the
original roll, in my pocket. Cast your
admiring eyes on Westram; throw
your applauding orbs on me. We have
been rehearsing, for the special benefit
of our hard-to-please actor-manager
here, a little sketch entitled A Live
Thrill, by William Westram and James
Berbaska. Shepperson, my good man,
will you buy?”

With a single effort Shepperson,
who prided himself in coolness in all
emergencies, pulled himself together.

“British, American, and Colonial
rights,” said he.
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Another $250
in Cash Prizes

Step right up and unriddle the third in our new series o f reader-participa-
tion contests, based again on an unfinished short story by Clayton Rawson
and featuring his magician-sleuth, The Great Merlini, whose mind is
quicker than the eye. For the benefit o f those who did not compete in the
precious contests, we give you a resume o f the conditions and rules:,at the
big moment in Mr. Rawson s murder story — when The Great Merlini
says he knows the hey to the mystery — we stop the tale and offer you a
golden ($250 worth) opportunity to play Armchair Detective; when you
havefigured out the answer to the questions at the end o f the story, write
out your solution — on typeivriter or in longhand, and preferably in 50-
to-ioo words— and mail it to the address below . . . For the best
solution we will award a First Prize of $100, andfor the 50 next best
solutions, prizes of $5 each; in the event of ties, duplicate prizes ivill be
awarded.

Thejudges are the members o f EQ M M''s editorial staff. All contestants
agree, as usual, that the decisions o f thejudges will be accepted asfinal.
We guarantee that every contestant has an equal chance to win and that
every submission will receive thejudges' personal’consideration; we can-
not, however, undertake to return any o f the entries.

The awards will be made wholly on the basis o f merit — that is to say,
0Lt (/) the accuracy o fyour solution, and (2) the simplicity, clarity, and
soundness o fyour reasoning.

And that's all there is to it. The rest is up to you and your little gray
cells. You willfind that Mr. Rawson s criminological conundrum is nei-
ther too easy nor too difficult, that the creator of The Great Merlini has
conceived and executed hispuzzler with a deliberate blend o ffoul play and

fair play, with guile and wile on the one hand, perception and detection
on the other — in a phrase, with legitimate legerdemain.

In order to announce the names o f the winners as soon as possible, your
answers must reach Ellery Queen s Mystery Magazine, 4J1 Park Avenue,
New York22, New York, no later than December 21, 1955. This will give
usjust enough time to publish the names o f the winners in our March
1% 6 issue (on sale and mailed to subscribers early in February 1956).
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One more point: the continuation o fthese prize contests depends on their
popularity. Ifyou life them — as occasional monthly features — why
not let us know? Ditto tfyou don't like them. A postcard will do — and

the majority opinion will prevail .

In the meantime, try your hand

again. Can you beat The Great Merlini to the punch?

And the best o fluck to you all!

MERLINI

AND THE

SOUND EFFECTS MURDER

by CLAYTON RAWSON

he second-floor apartment in

the old brownstone front on East
68th Street consisted of a living room,
bedroom, kitchenette, bathroom, and
study. Entering this last room, The
Great Merlini found an imposing
array of instruments for capturing
and reproducing sound — a complica-
tion of hi-fi equipment, microphones,
amplifiers, and tape recorders. Shelves
that covered one wall were filled to
overflowing with neatly catalogued
records and rolls of tape. The room
also held one weary and worried
F.B.l. agent, a tired and disgruntled
Inspector Gavigan, and, on the gray-
green carpet before the divan, a large
irregular dark stain.

“At two in the morning,” Merlini
said, “I'm not too alert. But on the
phone you seemed to be saying some-
thing highly uncomplimentary about
t*an invisible man.”

“It was an understatement,” Gavi-
gan growled." Did you, by any chance,
happen to know Jerome Kirk?”

The magician nodded. *“Sound
Services, Incorporated. A complete
line of offstage noises, bird calls, train
whistles, tribal drums, thunderstorms
— you name it, we have it. He was
also the man who invented the phan-
tom woodchopper.”

F.B.l.-man Fred Ryan said, “Phan-
tom what?”

“Woodchopper. The apartment
owners in this block got together a
few years back and had a dozen trees
planted along the curb to give the
street a Parisian touch. Real proud of
them they were. At three a.m . one
morning, with neat theatrical timing,
Kirk aimed a loudspeaker out through
his window and let the neighbors lis-
ten to a hi-fi recording of a lumber-
jack in the Maine woods. It was a
nice clear recording— you could
even hear the axe bite into the wood
and the.chips fly. After a few minutes
of this busy and efficient chopping
heads were poked out of every win-
dow on the block. And then, loud and
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clear, came the clarion cry: ‘Timber!”
— followed by the crack of splitting
wood and the long slow crash as a
giant of the forest toppled and fell
with a final earth-shaking boom.”

“1 wonder,” Gavigan said, still
glum, “how he managed to escape
shooting until now. When Kirk didn’t
show up this afternoon to supervise
the sound effects on an NBC telecast
they sent a man after him.” The In-
spector looked toward the bloodstain.
“He was lying there with four bullet
holes in him.”

“Four?” Merlini asked.
seems a lot. Noisy, too.”

“Not here. This room is sound-
proofed. At exactly 2:44 , .m . someone
stepped in through the door from the
living room and started blasting. Kirk
took the first shots standing up.”

Gavigan pointed to the liquor cabi-
net at the end of the divan. The
jagged lower half of a bottle of whis-
key stood there with several highball
glasses. Another glass, curiously in-
tact, lay amid the splintered frag-
ments of a soda bottle that had fallen
and smashed on the stone hearth of
the fireplace.

“One shot, a miss, plowed through
the glassware. One got him in the arm,
and the third hit him dead center in
the chest. The last two entered his
back. They were fired after he had
fallen face down on the floor. Some-
body wasn’t taking any chances.”

“Somebody,” Ryan added disgust-
edly, “who never entered this build-
ing, never left it, and who isnj here
now. Either that or he’s invisible.

“That'
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And | can’'t write up a report with
anything like that in it.” The F.B.I.
man got to his feet and faced Merlini
belligerently. “This building has three
floors. The super and his wife, who
occupy the ground-floor apartment,
spent the day in Jersey visiting rela-
tives. The third floor is occupied by a
sexy dish who sings in a Village night
club under the name of June Barlow.”

“She’s a refugee,” Gavigan added,
“from a church choir in East Orange
where she was billed as Gertrude
Schwartzkopf. | talked to the minister
and he speaks highly of her. | didn’t
tell him we found a pair of Kirk’s
pajamas in her bedroom closet.”

“On those grounds,” Ryan said,
“Gavigan would have her downtown
now sweating out a third degree —
except for one thing. Even if she
sometimes sounds like four people she
can't be in two places at the same
time.”

“Sounds like four people?” Merlini

4 asked.

-Ryan nodded. “She admits being
here in this room with Kirk from
noon until nearly two. She says they
were recording— making one of
those Les and Mary Ford multiple
jobs. She puts a song on tape. Then
it's played back, she harmonizes with
it, and a second recorder gets the
combination. Repeat that routine
twice more and you've got a quartet
— all the voices hers. Could be that's
what she and Kirk were doing —
there are a couple of tapes like that
here. But what we do know for sure
is that she was seen getting into a cab
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out front a few minutes after two
o’'clock. She says she went to a Carne-
gie Hall studio for a vocal lesson. Her
voice teacher and an elevator operator
both agree she got there at 2:20 and
was in the Carnegie Hall studio for
over an hour."

“Kirk,” Gavigan put in, “was shot
to death nearly half an hour after she
got there. And this building, from the
time she left it until the body was
found, was empty — except for Kirk
and three F.B.l. men.”

“One,” Ryan continued unhap-
pily, “was on the roof. Two were in
the front room, ground floor. We've
had them there for forty-eight hours.
One of the mob who shot up that
bank in Queens and killed two tellers
last week has been holed up across the
street — Joe the Chopper. We were
waiting for his two pals to show so we
could take them all at once. If Kirk
was one of them it's a new wrinkle
for Joe — he’s always worked with
professionals only. On the other hand,
it looks like his kind of a killing. He’s
trigger-happy and, like most crooks, a
lousy shot. But he’s also six-foot-three
and weighs over two hundred pounds
— about as invisible as a circus
elephant.”

“Joe,” Merlini asked, “was across
the street all afternoon?”

“He hasn’t shown his ugly face
since he checked in there two days
ago. And he was there early this eve-
ning when we went m”~with tear gas
and brought him out.”

“And he couldn’t have shot Kirk
from across the street — this room
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has no windows. Is there a back
entrance?”

“One door, two windows,” Gavigan
said, “all locked on the inside. And
anybody coming that way would
have stumbled smack over the two
F.B.l.-men in the front room trying
to get through to the hall. We’ve also
searched- the joint three times—
every last broom closet.”

“And | take it the two F.B.l.-men
had a good view of the front door of
this building as well as the one across
the street?”

“It was right under their noses,”
Ryan said. “No one came near it go-
ing either way.”

“And of course the two F.B.l.-men
alibi each other,” Merlini said slowly.
“Which means that the only person
who could have killed Kirk is the
F.B.l.-man who had access to the
trapdoor on the roof.”

Ryan turned and glared at Gavigan.
“And you said this magician might be
able to help!”—

For the first time the Inspector
almost smiled. “Merlini,” he said, “I
have a hunch Ryan won't buy that.
It happens that he took the afternoon
shift on the roof himself.”

“The report he is going to have to
write is a problem, isn’t it? Mr. J. Ed-
gar Hoover isn't going to like any
part of it.”

“And the Commissioner,” Gavigan
added, “is already breathing fire. If
the only answer you can come up with
is Ryan himself—"

“A policeman’s lot is not a happy
one,” Merlini said. “ But what about



36 ELLERY QUEEN S

the magician who is routed out of bed
at 2 a.m. and asked to conjure an
invisible man out of thin air?” He
scowled at the dark stain on the
carpet. “1 doubt if it will help much,
but there’'s one thing I'm curious
about. You said that Kirk was shot at
exactly 2:44 p.m. | know very well the
Medical Examiner didn’t take a look
at the body and come up with a time
of death as precise as that. How do
you know . .

“We didn't have to ask him,”
Gavigan replied. He turned to a con-
sole radio and the tape recorder on
its top. “ When we got here both these
machines were running. At two
o'clock Kirk tuned in WQXY and
began taping a symphonic concert.
The tape is good for ninety minutes
—ewe know because we played it
back. After the concert there was a
station break at three o'clock with
a time announcement, then news,
weather, an interview program, and
some other stuff that Kirk never
heard. Now listen.”

The Inspector turned a switch.
The plastic reels on the recorder
slowly revolved and orchestral music
filled the room, “Just sixteen minutes
before that three o’clock time an-
nouncement— at exactly 2:44 — we
get this. Listen.”

The symphony was Haydn’s, but
suddenly a quiet passage exploded as
though Honegger or Copland had
tampered with the score. A shot
blasted from the speaker. Softly, se-
renely the strings continued for a
bar or two. Another shot cracked out
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and the music flowed imperturbably
on. A third time the invisible gun
spoke and, after a longer interval,
twice more. A distant horn piped
faintly and the brasses slowly began
to come to life. Then came another
sound — as unexpected as the shots
but with a different quality, distinctly
recognizable — the sudden, forceful
slam of a door.

A moment later Gavigan turned
the switch and the music stopped in
mid bar.

“We got the station program di-
rector up here,” he said, “with the
tape they made for their file. It's ex-
actly the same, except no shots. This
tape was made this afternoon and
Kirk was shot by someone who came
quietly through that door at exactly
2:44, started shooting before Kirk
could open his mouth, fired five times,
then left, slammed the door — and
vanished. Or walked out past the
F.B.l.-men without being seen. What
I want to know . . .”

“Wait,” Merlini broke in. “Not so
many conclusions all at once. I'm be-
ginning to suspect your invisible man
may be a close relative of the phan-
tom woodchopper.” The magician
crossed to the tape recorder and
looked down at it. “Suppose,” he
said slowly, “1 shot Kirk before the
radio program began. Then | put a
clean tape on the recorder — clean
except for an inch or two halfway
through on which | have already re-
corded five shots and the slamming of
a door. | turn on the radio and
recorder and ease out, being careful
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not to slam the door on my exit. Then
| establish my alibi — by keeping an
appointment for a voice lesson at
Carnegie Hall.”

There was complete silence.

Then Gavigan spoke. “She didn’t
dare record only one shot in advance
— she knew she might miss. And
that’s why she put two slugs into
Kirk’s back after he'd fallen — the
number of shots had to match what
was already on the tape.”

Ryan shook his head. “A good try,
gentlemen, but it won't work. As
they record, these machines auto-
matically erase anything already on
the tape.”

“Do we know this one does that?”
Merlini asked. “Kirk was, an engineer
and | never met one yet who could
resist revamping a piece of equip-
ment. For that matter, a singer like
June Barlow could know enough
about tape recorders to —”

“It'll take about two. minutes to
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find out,” Gavigan said. “We simply,
put on a clean tape, record something,
rewind, and record again.”

Ryan was already doing it. He
spoke briefly, “Testing, one, two,
testing, one, two.” Then he rewound
the tape, whistled a few bars of
Yankee Doodle Dandy, rewound once
more, and played it-back. Both re-
cordings were there, one superim-
posed on the other.

“Well,” Gavigan said. “That was a
lucky guess that paid off.”

“Lucky guess, my antennal” Mer-
lini objected. “As soon as | heard the
shots on that tape | knew they hadn’t
been recorded at the same time Kirk
was killed.”

“1 don't believe it,” Gavigan said.
“1've heard that tape half a dozen
times. There’s nothing on it that tells
you that.”

Merlim grinned. “That’s right.
Nothing. Something that should be
there — isn’t.”

What did The Great Merlini mean by “nothing"? What was the
clue by which Merlini solved the murder of Jerome Kirk?

M ail your solution at once to Ellery Queens Mystery Magazine,
4Ji Park Avenue, New York22, New York 1 ¢ ¢ $25° ‘n cas” prizesfor

the j/ best solutions . .
continued.

. and let us know f you wish these contests
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With each new story that he writes, John F. Suter tackles a bigger and
more difficult theme. Actually, the subject matter of Mr. Suters “ Your
Word Against Mine,” is so “touchy ' that normally it would be taboo
in most magazines, and especially in afamily magazine. But the author
has handled the problem — and it is a problem, a most distressing one —
with such finesse that readers willfeel a sense o f revelation rather than
revulsion. Mr. Suter s courage and honesty are matched by his good taste
and restraint — in afield o fcriminological inquiry that is admittedly sus-

ceptible to the rawest sensationalism.

More power to one o fthe brightest prospects among EQ M M's younger
writers! John F. Suter is gtowing . . .

YOUR WORD AGAINST MINE

by JOHN F. SUTER

efending counsel *Roberts

him. You can t snoop out all the sur-

looked up from his notes as prises. But what to do about the one
Assistant Prosecuting Attorney Suththey pull out o fthe hat, as in this case?

erland got to his feet.

The ceiling fixtures in Intermediate
Court cast a yellow fight over the
dark walnut courtroom. The tall win-
dows were gray blanks as the last
of winter dissolved in slow, monot-
onous March fain. The tiled corridors
outside were sharp with carbolic smell,
but in the overheated room a heavy
odor of damp wool mingled with a
bitter whiff of wet overshoes and um-
brellas.

The spectators’ benches were packed.

Roberts, watching his small, bald,
ferret-faced opponent gather himself
for his closing remarks, found the day
and the situation in league against

What to do? He knew that he must
expect Sutherland to hit it hard. It
had to be hit back. Can | male it
come through? A sneeze at the rear of
the courtroom reminded him of the
cold he was developing, another weight
to be added to the pressure on his
brain.

Be sharp, Roberts, be sharp. Suther-
land's already used one or two o fyour
own tric\s againstyou.

The defense lawyer looked at the
child, hoping to surprise the malice
that must be there, that must show it-
self, if only once — hoping that the
jury would see it, too, when it did
show. But her face was placid and in-
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nocenc. He looked at her father. That
craggy, ashes-colored face was no
graven image. Anger and hatred ebbed
and surged there, giving way to satis-
faction as the prosecutor prepared to
unmask the devil before the jury.

Roberts ignored the jury. He would
get to them all too soon. He glanced
at his client, Arthur Bradshaw, in-
stead. Bradshaw — like his antago-
nist, the little girl — was utterly se-
rene. His banner of prematurely white
hair was smoothly brushed. His pink
skin was unmarked save for the
crow’s-feet of-humor at his blue eyes.
All his lines were finely cut — face,
hands, and even the bones of his legs
and ankles, as Roberts knew. Brad-
shaw personified dignity. The thing-
at issue.was the integrity behind the
dignity.

And Roberts looked at himself. It's
all very wellfur Sutherland. He can be
a machine i f he lilies. Strip another man
to his bare bones, and if you've never
had to open your own heart you wont
mind it. My trouble is that / have too
much heart. Wouldn't Bradshaw be
better off if | didn't have an eleven-
year-old girl myself? He thought back
to the clear windy day when, with the
jury impaneled and ready to listen,
it was time for the opening remarks.
His mind’s car again heard Suther-
land’s dry, dusty voice addressing the
twelve attentive jurors . . .

“Ladies and gentlemen of the jury
[Sutherland had said that first day of
the trial], we are here to try a man
accused of contributing to the de-
linquency of a minor. This is a case
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which I am most distressed to prose-
cute, because | am aware of the regard
with which this community has held
the defendant, Arthur Bradshaw.”

Attempting to trump my ace already,
Roberts had thought.

Sutherland had rubbed his bald
head in affected embarrassment. “But
in this life we cannot always do the
things we should like to do. | am sure
that my opponent, Mr. Roberts,
would like it better if our positions
were reversed because, as some of you
may know, while I am unmarried he is
a father. His natural inclination in
this case must be to prosecute, not
defend.

“1 feel a great responsibility in this
case. A responsibility to Virginia May
Tucker — to her parents — to every-
one in our community. For this could
be a crime against any child in town,
not just Virginia May Tucker. The
defense counsel’s child, for instance.
Oryourchild.” He threw one arm out
in Bradshaw'’s direction, but did not
mention him by name. “So | want
you, friends, not to look upon me as a
prosecutor in this case, but as a de-
fender — a defender of the things we
all cherish most: our homes, our fami-
lies, our childien. Think to your-
selves, ladies and gentlemen: Have
you ever regarded the Prosecuting
Attorney’s office as your defender?”

Sutherland had paused to wipe the
sweat delicately from his palms. “Now,
I do not wish you ladies and gentle-
men of the jury to imagine that I in-
tend to introduce evidence to show
that Arthur Bradshaw is the man
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who has been trying to lure other lit-
tle girls into his car — the man the
police have hunted for months.

(No, damn you, Roberts had said
to himself, but you can flay on their
prejudices. Who hasn't read about that
animal? Then he had remembered his
own Bessie and the constant worry
that she might not heed his and June’s
warnings.)

1 “The evidence we shall introduce is
concerned only with the question:
Did Arthur Bradshaw make advances
to the Tucker child, or did he not?
You must consider this, and this'alone.
If you are satisfied that he did — and
we shall attempt to prove that he did
— then you must find him guilty as
charged.

“We shall attempt to show —”

After a time Roberts had been on
his feet himself, facing the jury for
his own opening. He knew exactly
how he had looked standing there —
six feet two, broad-shouldered, high-
cheekboned, one lock of black hair
falling boyishly over his left eyebrow
— a picture of the clean young de-
fender of the wronged. A picture
Roberts had tried to preserve across
the years.

But he always forgot this picture
when he began to speak. It never failed
to surprise him, when he spoke to a
jury, that these people were no more
than his own neighbors. The owlish
banker, Martin — foreman of the
jury — was like Joe Hazleton, the in-
surance man who lived across the
street. The pleasant-faced brunette in
the second row could be a sister of the
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soda fountain girl in the neighborhood
drug store. The stocky man sitting be-
side her could double for the meat-
cutter in the supermarket. These were
just people, bent on seeking an an-
swer as best they knew how. And he
had spoken to them as people, not as
an audience. If I'm to save or .brea\
a man by talking, | ean't be a performer,
I must be a communicant. | must com-
municate with these twelve people.

“1 must confess to you, ladies and
gentlemen, that in his opening speech
Mr. Sutherland has given us all some-
thing to think about — especially me.
And he has shown me that | ought to
look at this case not only as an at-
torney, but as a father. For, as Mr.
Sutherland has said, in so many words:
What if this were your child? That is a
terrible question to have to answer.

“Ladies and gentlemen, terrible as
that question is, | must ask you to try
to answer one equally terrible: What
if you stood in Arthur Bradshaw’s
place?”

He had paused a moment, to let it
sink in. That's onefor ourforeman to
thinly about.

“By that question, ladies and gen-
tlemen, | do not mean the familiar
one: What if | were sitting there, on
trial for murder — or some other
crime? The question, rather, is: What
if it were I, about to see my whole life
wrecked, my good name torn to
shreds, by someone’s false testimony?
For, ladies and gentlemen, is it not
more terrible to strip a man of every-
thing he is, and then let him live, than
to take his life?.
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“1 shall attempt to show, beyond
question, that my client’s life is as un-
blemished as you can expect any av-
erage man’s to be — probably more.
Such a man is inevitably the target of
people who cannot tolerate the good
among us, who must continually look
for flaws in them. It is a tribute to
Arthur Bradshaw that | have had
dozens of offers from persons who
want to testify for him. | could fill
this courtroom with such character
witnesses. If a time should ever come
when | were on trial, | should be proud
to have so many plead to speak in my
behalf. Some of these people will tell
you their stories later , .

Roberts leaned across the table
toward Bradshaw.

“Look again. Do you see anyone
here who might have a grudge against
you?”

Bradshaw said calmly, “But | have
never given anyone cause to have a
grudge.”

The lawyer reddened. “That’s not
the point! People bear grudges
whether you've given them reason or
not. All they need is imagination.
And the more well-known you are,
the more they imagine. Now, will you
at least try to help me? Will you please
look?”

Bradshaw scanned the courtroom.

“1 don’t see anyone who might fit
your description.”

Roberts leaned closer and spoke in
an intense undertone. “One' thing
Sutherland might do is to have some-
one swear that you've tried this sort
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of thing before. If you saw anybody
here who might say that, it would
help me to have some background
on him.”

“l don’t see anyone.”

Roberts thought: So, if.it cornes, it'll
catch meflatfooted. Well—

- The voice cut through their con--
versation: “Will Virginia May Tucker
come to the stand?”

As the child rose and made her way
to the stand, Roberts stared in sur-
prise. Thefirst witness? No warm-np,
no preliminary witnesses? He hardly
heard them getting the child to affirm
the truth of her testimony. Is Suther-
land hitting for the deepest impression
by putting the child first? Or does it
mean that he has no supporting wit-
nesses— as Bradshaw said?

The child should make a good im-
pression . . .

There was nothing falsely angelic
about her features; they were only a
little better than plain. Her light
brown hair, which would later be
mouse-colored, tended to be straight,
but no false crimps had been put into
it. Carefully placed barrettes caused
it to fall softly, just far enough back
from the face to create an image of
placidness and honesty. Her blue
print dress was faded and mended;
but it was clean, and the needlework
was neat.

The prosecutor spoke gently. Rob-
erts said to himself: He sounds like an
old uncle played by a ham actor. But
juries weren’t drama critics. It was
always effective.

“Now, Virginia May,

tell these
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ladies and gentlemen, how old are
your

“Eleven.”
faint.

“I'm afraid not many of us heard
you, honey. Try to talk a little
louder.”

“I'm eleven years old. Last June.”

“And you live with your mother
and daddy, do you?”

“That'’s right.”

“And go to Sunday School?”

“Yessir, at St. John’s. Nearly every
Sunday, except sometimes when the
weather’s bad.”

The prosecutor reached into his
pocket and pulled out a small book.

“Do you recognize this, Virginia
May?”

“Yessir. That’'s my New Testament.
I got it for not missing Sunday School
a single time for six months.”

Roberts rose and addressed the
judge. “Your Honor, this is a pleasant
interlude, I am sure, but | hardly
think that we are here to find out
how well the child knows her cate-
chism. | suggest that this testimony
be stricken and such questioning be
left to her Sunday School teacher.”

Sutherland smiled ironically. “ Your
Honor, | think it unfair to assume that
the defendant has a character, while
this little girl has none.” He turned to
the jury, held out the Bible, shrugged,
and smiled again. Roberts fought to
keep from reddening at the panto-
mime criticism: What manner o f ad-
versary is antagonistic to a child's
religion?

Judge Weaver, a very short, very

The childish voice was
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hairy, very gray man, glanced from
beneath shaggy brows at both attor-
neys.”“You have a point, Mr. Suther-
land. The testimony may stand. How-
ever, | suggest you-get on with your
case.”

Sutherland nodded and turned to
the child. “What grade are you in at
school, Virginia May?”

“Fifth. Miss Kincaid.”

“Have your schoolteachers ever
tried to teach you right from wrong?”

“Yessir. All of them. Miss Temple,
in the fourth grade, was always going
on about how we ought to do this and
ought not to do that.”

The prosecutor rubbed the side of
his face, then the top of his head, a
picture of discomfort. “Now, Virginia
May, | want you to tell these people
exactly what happened on October
8th. Don’t be afraid. Just speak out.”

The child folded her hands in her
lap and began speaking to the judge.
“1 was—"

Judge Weaver interrupted her,
speaking quietly. “ You must not turn
to me, my dear. Those people over
there won’'t be able to hear you.
Speak to them.”

She turned to the jury. “l was
downtown that day, and | guess | got
interested in looking in the dime
store too long. All at once | saw by the
clock at Moore’s Jewelry that I'd
better be getting home. So | went to
the bus stop and was waiting there.
I guess a bus had gone just before

that, because | was the first one
there.”
Sutherland interrupted tenderly.
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“You were standing there alone,
honey?”

“Yessir. By myself. Well, | wasn’t
there very long'when this car drove
up and stopped. It was a blue car, all
nice and shiny and clean. | guess it
wasn’t new, but it did look nice. The
man in it leaned over and opened the
door and called to me. He said: I'm
going east, little girl, and I'll give you a
ride if.you want."

“And you got in with him right
away?”

“No, sir, not right away. 1'd been
told not to. | knew it was wrong, but
I thought about being late. And I'd
always thought that bad men were
dirty and ugly. He wasn't. His car
was pretty, and he looked nice. So
then | got in.”

“And then what happened, Vir-
ginia May?”

“We started off. He asked me my
name and how old | was and things
about school. He told me that | was a
nice little girl. He asked me where |
lived. He acted real friendly. Then,
when we got to Plum Street — that’s
about five blocks from home — he
started asking me if | -wouldn’t like
to have a box of candy, all for myself.
He said he had one there in that little
place in the front of the car. He
opened the litde door and showed me.
| said, well, maybe | would. Then he
said was | in a hurry to get home. |
said, yes, | was. He said oh my mother
wouldn’t mind, let’s go for a ride, say
out to Media Park. | said no, | had to
get home. He kept coaxing, and next
thing | knew we were going right past
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the street where | live. | told him
about it, but he didn’t seem to hear.
When | said it again, and he didn’t
stop, | got scared. | reached over and
turned that key there on the dash-
board and pulled the key out and
threw it on the floor. The motor quit
and he had to stop the car to reach
down for the key. | jumped out of the
car real quick and ran home. It was
about four blocks back by that time.
My Mom and Dad were there and |
looked scared, | guess, so they got out
of me what had happened. Dad got
awful mad, and he found out who it
was after | gave him the license num-
ber of the car. And that's all.”

Prosecutor Sutherland pulled at his
nose. “Would you know the man who
gave you the ride if you were to see
him again?”

“Yessir.” She stood up and pointed
at Arthur Bradshaw. “That's him.”

Bradshaw shook his head and smiled
ruefully to Roberts.

“Poor child,” he murmured. “To
misuse her this way, so young.”

Roberts did not reply. He was
listening intently.

Sutherland spoke to the child again.
“Virginia May, what fraction of a
pound is one ounce?”

She puzzled, worrying her lower lip
with her teeth. “One-eighth?”

He smiled gently. “No, it's one-
sixteenth.”

“Oh.”

He leaned toward her. “Now,
honey, another man wants to ask you
some questions.” He nodded to Rob-
erts. “Your witness.”
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Roberts approached the stand al-
most gingerly. This could blow up in
my face any; minute, he thought. He
looked at the unsmiling, slightly ap-
prehensive little face. She could be
my own little Bessie. No, not Bessie.
Thinly o f her as Joan, the two-faced one
from the next blocks the liar and
trouble-mahpr, the one who runs bac\
andforth with the she-said-this-about-
you tales.

“Virginia May, | am glad to find
that you are so good about going to
Sunday School. Do you know how
God looks upon people who don't tell
the truth?”

“Yessir. They’re sinners. He pun-
ishes.them.”

“You don’'t want to be a sinner, do
you?”

“No, sir.”

“Then we don't need to worry
about anything you tell me.”

The child looked at him skepti-
cally. “No — sir.”

“Have you any brothers or sisters,
Virginia May?”

“1 have a brother that’s older and
a brother and sister that're younger.”

“Four children in your family,
then?”

“Yessir.”

“What does your daddy do?”

“I'm not sure—"

“What is his work?”

The prosecutor jumped to his feet.
“Your Honor, | object! There is a
deliberate attempt here to create prej-
udice against a man who is less fortu-
nate than others!”

Roberts turned to the judge with
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surprise stamped on his face. “Your
Honor, such reasoning had not crossed
my mind. | should be the first to
affirm the thesis that all men are equal
in a court of law. If Mr. Sutherland
had listened to my opening, he would
now realize that this is the very point
I want to make in this trial. My pres-
ent object is different. May | pro-
ceed ?”

"You may proceed.”

Roberts addressed the girl again.
“I'll ask you again, Virginia May,
what is your daddy’s work?”

“He’s a foreman on the night shift
at the Iron Works.”

“What time does he go to work?”

“Three in the afternoon.”

“Do you see much of him?”

“Mostly just on Saturdays and Sun-
days. He’s usually asleep when | go to
school, ijnd he’s gone when 1 get
home.”

Roberts half turned to the jury and
said only, “I see.” He paused.

Then he said, “Virginia May, what
day of the week was October 8th?”

She hesitated. “Why — it was a
Thursday, wasn’t it?”

Roberts stepped quickly to the ta-
ble where he had been sitting and
picked up a calendar he had spread
out there. He returned and showed it
to the child. “Thursday is right.”

He turned and showed the calendar
to the jury, giving them time to look
it over. Then he rolled it up swiftly.

“Thursday, October 8th. Is that a
school holiday?-

-She made no answer.
closer.

He leaned
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“Virginia May, was there a holiday
that day?” /

She looked at Judge Weaver. He
nodded sternly. “You must answer,
child.”

A small voice: “No, sir.”

Not asking her to repeat, Roberts
said, full-voiced, “You say it was not
a holiday. Why were you downtown,
then? Why weren’t you in school?”

Her hands twisted. “Mom asked me
to go down to buy some things for
her.”

“Oh, your mother asked you. | see.
That would make it all right.”

“Yes — sir.”

“Your daddy wouldn’'t have any
reason to be angry, then, if you came
home when you were supposed to be
in school? Not .if your mother had
asked you to go shopping down-
town.”

“No, sir. | guess not.”

-“By the way — you weren’t car-
rying any packages when you got into
Mr. Bradshaw’s car, were you?”

“No, sir,” she said quickly. “I
couldn’t find what my mother
wanted.”

“All_right, Virginia May, | won't
ask any more questions. That’sall.”

He turned and walked away.

Bradshaw whispered to him, “I'm
glad you weren’t too hard on the poor
little thing.”

Roberts frowned.™ She’s a chronic
liar. And her lying can ruin you. I'd
like to shake her, until her teeth
rattle.”

“1 still feel that you should have
let me discuss this thing with the child
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and her parents. It might never have
come to this. That little one will re-
member this all the rest of her life.”

Roberts leaned close to Bradshaw
and spoke earnestly. “Right. | want
her to remember it. Ifshe’s not headed
off now, there’s no telling. . . . Look!
You never had any kids. Sure, you've
worked with boys for years, but you
see only the good side of them. Kids
can be the worst liars on earth. But
we have to be careful to handle this
one just right. 1f she goes to pieces in
front of the jury—"~

Prosecutor Sutherland’s dusty voice
said, “Will Alfred Tucker take the
stand, please.”

Roberts settled back and studied
the child’s father as he took the oath.
Short, burly, with mouse-colored hair
shot with gray and a seamed skin
robbed of color by a lifetime of sun-
less foundry work, Tucker faced the
court defiantly.

The prosecutor leaned toward him.

“Your full name, please.”

“Alfred Charles Tucker.”

Sutherland glanced at the jury.
“Ever mistaken for Alfred J. Tucker?”

Tucker snorted. “The head of the
bus company? Are you kidding?”

“What is your occupation?”

“Just like my Kkid said — foreman
at Moore Iron Works.”

“What are your hours there, Mr.
Tucker?”

“Three to eleven— the night shift.”

“That doesn’t give you much time
with" your children, does it, Mr.
Tucker?”

“No. Hardly any.”
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“But in spite of that, you think
your children ought to be brought up
properly. Is that correct?”

“That's right! I'll have none of my
kids hoppin’ from one gutter to an-
other. If they're not brought up right,
it’'ll be no fault of me and Sade.”

“By the .way, Mr. Tucker, your
wife isn’t here to testify because she’s
so upset by what happened that she’s
in bed under a doctor’s care? Is that
correct?”

“Yes.”

“Now, Mr. Tucker, you've heard
Mr. Roberts suggest that you pay
very little attention to your children.
Is that true?”

Tucker’s face darkened. “That’s a
lie! Sure I'm not around much be-
cause of my hours at the Works, but
when 1I'm home it’s the kids first and
other things second.”

Sutherland coughed. “1'm sure of
that, Mr. Tucker. Now, suppose you
tell us what happened at your home
on October 8th.”

Virginia May’s father frowned. “ It
was about 2:30 in the afternoon. | was
getting ready to leave for work. 1'd
just picked up my lunch box when the
front door bangs open and Ginnie
comes running in, all out of breath.
It’s not time for her to be out of
school, and she doesn’t look so good,
so | ask her what's wrong. She tells
me about this guy giving her a lift
and trying to pull some funny stuff
on her. This makes me see red, and I'm
all for going to look up this guy, but
she says he drove off in a hurry. And,
anyway, she remembers his license
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number. So | tell the cops and give
‘'em the number. So after a while they
ask the kid to identify this guy and
his'ear, and that’s it. That's him, all
right.”

Sutherland glanced at the jury.
“Did you ever know Mr. Arthur
Bradshaw? Ever work for him?”

“Never laid eyes on him before in
my life. Read in the papers about him
from time to time, but hardly enough
to remember.”

“Anyone in your family, or your
wife’s family, ever know him before?”

“No, sir. Not a one.”

Roberts got to his feet. “ Objection.
Such matters would be pure hearsay
on the part of the witness.”

“Sustained.”

Sutherland smiled. “ Very well. But
you did have Arthur Bradshaw’s auto
license number.”

“That’s right. The kid gave it to
me. That's the way the cops found
him.”

Sutherland smiled again.
witness, Mr. Roberts.”

Roberts opened with a calm'he did
not feel. “You're a foreman at the
Iron Works, | believe you said, Mr.
Tucker?"

Tucker’'s animosity was ill-con-
cealed. You say | don't take care o fmy
own kfd! You're on the side of this
Bradshaw! W e'll see!

His answer was a growl. “1 am.”

“You work eight-hours is @ rule,
exclusive of overtime?” 2

“That’s right.”

“Heavy work?”

“1t's a man’s work and then some.”

“Your
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“Takes lots of sleep?”’

“It does that. | don’t usually roll
in before midnight, and it's io-ij
next morning before I'm up.”

“What time did you get up on
October 8th?”

«1 don’t remember for sure. About
ioorii, like | said.”

“Did you see Virginia May before
afternoon

“No, not till about 2:30.”

Roberts became almost apologetic.
“Mr. Sutherland implied that | cast
doubt on your responsibility as a
father — that | thought you paid
little attention to your children. He
misconstrued the questions | asked
your little girl. I realize that you only
have limited time to give your chil-
dren, and | think this jury should
realize it. That is right, isn't, it, that
you have only limited timerl”

Some of the antagonism left Tuck-
er's face. The harsh lines relaxed.

“Yes, sir. Like | told him, | do the
best | can in the time I've got.”

“But, of course, Mr. Tucker, in the
very little time you do have at home,
you let the children know their
father’s around?”

“That | do. They'd run all over
their mother if | didn’t make 'em toe
the mark.”

“You're strict with them, then?”

“1 am. I'm not ashamed of it. Those

kids'll be brought up right.”
1 “In what way are you strict, Mr.
Tucker? How do you discipline your
children when you feel they need
disciplining?”

“1 tan their hides good. A taste of
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the belt works best of anything |
know.”

Roberts nodded gratefully, and the
last trace of Tucker’'s antagonism
vanished. “By the way, Mr. Tucker.
Your daughter Virginia May said she
wasn’t in school the day all this hap-
pened because her mother asked her
to go downtown. That’s so, of course?
Her mother did ask her?”

“1 guess she did, if Ginnie says so.”

“Oh, | see, you haven't checked
that with Mrs. Tucker,” Roberts said
worriedly. “I see . . . Mr. Tucker,
what if Ginnie hadn't been asked to
go downtown that day? By your
wife, | mean?”

Tucker glowered. “ You mean what
if she’d cut school? Why, I'd have
blistered her —” He stopped sud-
denly.

Roberts turned away. “That’s all.”

He sat down and glanced thought-
fully over his notes. A glimmering of
Sutherland’s still-to-come attack was
beginning to appear. Can | head him
off? Or neutralize it if | cant head him
°P

Roberts was still turning the mat-
ter over when Sutherland said, “ We
intend to call no more witnesses,
Your Honor.”

Roberts stared in disbelief, unable
to fathom Sutherland’s motive. But
it would help, it would help. It gave
his own planned opening move a
legitimate excuse.

“Your Honor,” he said, rising, “ the
defense is unprepared for such a brief
presentation by Mr. Sutherland, |
must confess. If Your Honor please,
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I should like a fifteen-minute recess
to confer with our witnesses.”

Judge Weaver bobbed his gray
head. “Court will take a fifteen-min-
ute recess?”

Roberts faced the courtroom, speak-
ing loudly. “Before anyone leaves, |
should like to meet in the judge’s
chambers with Mr. Bradshaw’s wit-
nesses.”

Twenty-two persons rose. It looked
as though most of the courtroom were
emptying. Impressive.

1 Roberts smiled faintly ashe watched
the faces of the jury.

After the recess seven witnesses in
succession took the stand and testified
to Bradshaw’s high character. Some
had known him since boyhood. They
said that Arthur Bradshaw was a
wealthy man of fine family who had
devoted most of his life to youth
work; that he had built the city’s
playground program nearly- single-
handed; that he had been a leading
vestryman of his church for 26 years;
that he had held office after office in
charity and civic drives, all without
compensation; that he had been on
the board of directors of the YMCA;
that although he had no children, he
had been happily married for almost
30 years; that he was never known to
drink; that he had never been charged
with anything more serious than a
ticket for overtime parking.

The prosecution found no loop-
holes. The witnesses were unimpeach-
able.

Roberts was about to call his eighth
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witness when Judge Weaver leaned
over the bench.

r “Mr. Roberts, how many character
witnesses do you have?”

“Twenty-two, Your Honor.”

“1 shall ask that the fact be noted.
However, | think it unnecessary that
the jury hear them all. | shall limit
you to one more witness of this type,
as | am permitted by law. | am sure
you understand.”

“Yes, Your Honor.”

“You may proceed.”

The eighth witness hammered home
the spiritual side of Bradshaw’s char-
acter. This one, Bradshaw’s pastor,
one of the city’s most prominent
clergymen, likewise could not be
shaken by Sutherland’s respectful
probing.

The judge glanced at the clock.
“Gentlemen, the hour is getting late.
Court will recess until 10 o’clock
tomorrow morning.”

Roberts had begun the next day’s
session by calling a schoolteacher,
Anna Temple, to the stand. She was
an excellent witness, with a firmness
of manner and tone that overlay the
appearance of innocence her small
size, round face, and wide eyes gave
her. Her hair was a pale red — not a
deep enough shade to warn off the
unwary.

Roberts was matter-of-fact. “ Miss
Temple, what is your occupation?”

“Schoolteacher.”

“At which school?”

“Walnut Street.”

"“What grade to you teach?”
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“Fourth.”

“Have you ever had Virginia May
Tucker as a pupil?”

“Ginnie Tucker was in my room
last year.” X

“What sort of student would you
say Virginia May was?”

“What | would call average.” Miss
Temple glanced at Sutherland, who
was rising from his chair, and her
green eyes flashed. “By that | mean
that she was neither very dull nor
very bright. She was like so many of
the rest of us.” And the prosecutor
sat down again, choosing to smile.

Roberts smiled, too. Then he went
on: “How would you characterize her
ability to learn, Miss Temple? Did she
memorize readily?”

The answer was emphatic and pre-
cise. “She did not memorize readily,
Mr. Roberts. Virginia May had to
work for the things she learned.”

Roberts next question was more a
plea for advice. "Miss Temple, would
you say that Virginia May Tucker
was a well-adjusted child?”

“Not altogether.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Oh — for instance — she often
made a fuss about some possession of
hers being ‘missing.” She would tell
me this not in private, but before the
whole class. Someone tool{ my ruler.
Or, My box of crayons is gone, and
somebody's got it. Somebody, some-
body — you know? So we’d stop class
and look. Invariably- the missing ob-
ject would be found in her own desk.”

“Have you any idea why she did
this, Miss Temple?”
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Sutherland’s quick “Object!” was
suppressed by the teacher’s equally
quick, “I'll leave that to a psycholo-
gist, Mr. Roberts.”

Judge Weaver looked at Suther-
land. “Does the Prosecution still ob-
ject?”

Sutherland waved handsomely.
“We withdraw the objection, Your
Honor.” He had suddenly decided
not to tangle with the red-haired Miss
Temple.

Roberts asked carefully, “How was
Virginia May’s attendance record,
Miss Temple?”

“Very poor during the year | had
her. One more absence without a
legitimate excuse, and she would not
have been promoted.”

“These were mostly willful ab-
sences, not for illness or other permis-
sible reasons?”

“That is correct.”

“What reasons did she give you for
these willful absences?”

“She made up fanciful stories and
stuck to them."

Still carefully, Roberts asked, “ You
mean Virginia May lied to you when
she did wrong, and stuck to her lies?”

“About her absences, yes.”

Roberts said gently, “She lied to
you, and stuck to her lies. That’s all,
thank you, Miss Temple.” He looked
at Sutherland. “ Your witness.”

Sutherland’s cross-examination was
obvious. Lying was a common trait in
children, Miss Temple admitted. So
was rebellion at confinement in
schools. Yes, even the finest children
rebelled and lied sometimes. Yes,
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otherwise Ginnie Tucker was a well-
behaved child. Yes, Miss Temple had
taught other children who were-far
bigger headaches. And so on.

Roberts merely said: “1 now call
Ethel Kincaid.”

Ethel Kincaid was another teacher,
but tall and bony with iron-gray hair
and quick, black eyes.

“What grade do you teach, Miss
Kincaid?”

“Fifth.”

“Which school?”

“Walnut Street.”

“Do you know Virginia
Tucker?”

“She’s one of my pupils.”

“Tell us what you know of her.”

“Well,> I've been sitting back there
listening to Anna Temple. | see no
need to add to or change anything
she’s said. Ofcourse, | haven't had the
child in my room for more than a few
months, so-perhaps I’'m being unfair.”

“But, in general, you confirm Miss
Temple’s testimony?”

“Yes. Of course the absences —
maybe it’s too early to tell. But there
does seem to be a trend — a definite
trend already.”

Roberts glanced aside. The child’s
face was expressionless; her father’s
was mottled in anger.

“Now, Miss Kincaid, please tell me
what you remember about October
8th and what Virginia May did on
that day.”

The teacher’s features drew to-
gether in concentration. “It was a
beautiful day, as | recall — real Indian
summer. | remember the leaves on the

May
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maple by the schoolroom window
were beginning to fall, and the class
seemed far more interested in watch-
ing them than paying attention to
me. The Tucker child had come in
that morning acting very listless. It
was particularly hard to keep her at-
tention. Late in the morning | noticed
that she had her head pillowed on her
arm. She said she felt sick, and | sent
her to the school nurse. The nurse re-
ported that the child had no tempera-
ture, but of course was to be excused
if she said she was not feeling well. |
wrote a note to Mrs. Tucker and sent
Virginia May home.”

“This was about what time, Miss
Kincaid?”

“It was around 11.”

“And that was all you saw of
Virginia May that day?”

“That’s correct.”

“And she was back in school next
day?”

“Yes — and quite a different young
lady,” said Miss Kincaid dryly. “As
chipper as you please. Completely re-
covered.”

Roberts turned to the jury, raised
a knowing eyebrow, and smiled.
“Your witness,” he said to Suther-
land.

Sutherland approached the stand,
looking thoughtful.

“Miss Kincaid, Miss Temple has
testified that in her class last year
Virginia May'was.just an average stu-
dent. What she'learned was by ex-
perience, not by memorizing. Is that
your impression, also?”

“Substantially, yes.”
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“Now, Miss Kincaid, you said that
on the day in question this child
appeared to be ill, so ill that she had
put her arm on her desk and pillowed
her head on that arm?”

She answered calmly, “That is cor-
rect.”

“You also said that you sent the
child home. You mentioned no one’s
accompanying her. Are we to infer
that she went alone?”

Miss Kincaid drew herself up. “ She
insisted on it. Begged us not to call her
mother, as her mother might be
frightened. Since there was no sign of
anything seriously wrong with her,
and she lives very near the school, |
allowed her to go home alone.”

Sutherland threw up his hands.
“What kind of teachers do we have
who let a sick child make her way
along the public streets alone?" He
walked away. “That’s all.”

As Miss Kincaid retired to her seat,
face flushed, Roberts arose. “1 shall
ask Arthur Bradshaw to take the
stand.”

The buzz in the spectators’ section
had not yet subsided when Bradshaw,
a striking figure, was sworn and sat
down. The light gleamed on his fine
white hair.

“Mr. Bradshaw,” said Roberts
quietly, “ please tell us what happened
on October 8th.”

Bradshaw spoke in a clear, controlled
voice.

“Certainly. | assume you want de-
tails bearing only on this — incident.
I was downtown that day, buying two
footballs at the Sports Center. The
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city playground touch-football league
was just getting under way, and re-
placements for two old footballs were
needed. | bought them and was start-
ing to take them out to Jack Shields,
our activities director, when | saw the
Tucker child standing on the corner.
She looked rather woebegone — wor-
ried-looking, | thought. | hate to see
a child unhappy, so | stopped and
offered her a lift. She accepted. We
talked of a few general things. When
we reached a point about four blocks
from where she lives—as | now
know — she asked me to let her out.
I did. Why she got out there, | don't
know. That evening the police came
to question me, and the next thing |
knew | was charged with this — this
offense.”

“Mr. Bradshaw, let’s get this clear:
You say that you stopped the car to
let the child out?”

“Yes. As soon as she asked. But, as
I say, | have no idea why. At the time,
I assumed she lived near where she
asked me to let hei;out.”

“Is it true that you offered her
candy?”

Bradshaw smiled. “Oh, yes. | al-
ways carry a box or two in my glove
compartment. I've never met a boy
or girl who doesn’t like candy. She
took some, too.”

Virginia May jumped to her feet.

“That’s not true! That's a big lie,
and he knows it! | didn’t even touch
his old candy!”

Judge Weaver rapped sharply, and
Alfred Tucker pulled his child back
to her scat. The judge looked at
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Tucker and spoke evenly: “Sir, your
child’s testimony has been heard.
Please restrain her. | will not have this
sort of thing in my court!”

“Yes, Your Honor.” Tucker’s ex-
pression wavered between embarrass-
ment and indignation. He muttered
fiercely to Virginia May, who shrank
back defiantly.

Roberts nodded to Bradshaw.
“ Please continue, Mr. Bradshaw.”

“Why, that's all there is,” said
Bradshaw, spreading his hands slighdy.
“The incident was so trivial that | al-
most forgot it. If the officers had not
come to my home so soon afterward
with a warrant — on this ridiculous
charge — | would not have remem-
bered it at all.”

Roberts gestured to Sutherland.
“Mr. Sutherland.”

Sutherland walked slowly around
Bradshaw, looking him up and down.
Time ticked by as he looked. Finally,
he spoke,” Mr. Bradshaw, your wit-
nesses would have us believe that
you're a living saint. You'll pardon
my curiosity. 1've never seen a saint
in the flesh, and | want to remember
you. Answer me this question: Even
assuming that you've led the blame-
less life they say you have, have you
never heard that men can change in
their ways? In their later years?”

In his seat, counsel for the defense
closed his eyes. Here it comes.

Bradshaw replied courteously, “I
certainly make no claim to being any-
thing but human, sir. I have heard of
what you say, yes. As far as it would
apply to me, it is untrue.”
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Sutherland leaned close to him.
“Can you prove that?”'

Roberts was on his feet. “ Objection.
Your Honor, Mr. Bradshaw is not re-
quired to prove the truth or falsity of
such a gratuitous allegation.”

“Sustained!” The judge was not
young, either.

Sutherland said suddenly, “What'’s
the license number of your car, Brad-
shaw?”

“23309 — no, 233084J.”

Sutherland smiled. “Not easy to re-
member, is it?”

Bradshaw reddened slightly. “Not
under circumstances such as these.”

Sutherland turned toward the jury.
“Virginia May remeihbered it/”

Defending counsel Roberts looked
up from his notes as Assistant Prose-
cuting Attorney Sutherland got to his
feet and turned to the jury to make
his summation.

Roberts jerked his thoughts back
from the past with an effort. Days of
this, and now it was approaching
the climax.

He looked at Bradshaw’s face, hop-
ing to find in its calm a release from his
own worries. But the serenity and
confidence he saw there only caused
him.to reflect, Doesn't he realize? Is it
real— or only pose? In afew minutes
from now, Sutherland can .

Sutherland began, “Ladies and gen-
tlemen of the jury, you may wonder
why the prosecution has made its case
so very-simple. The answer is that
it is a simple case. That being so, why
should | complicate it for you?
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“We have here a situation in which
there are no direct witnesses for either
side. We have only the testimony of
an innocent little girl on the one hand,
and a grown man who has lived the
best part of his life on the other. No
other person, adult or child, was pres-
ent. No person saw Virginia May get
into Bradshaw’s car, no person saw
her get out — or, at least, no one has
come forward so to testify.

“You have listened to a great many
witnesses giving Arthur"Bradshaw, a
wealthy and prominent man, glowing
character references. You have heard
attempts to darken the character.of
the young victim, to make her out a
chronic liar, and worse — a shameful
heaping of insult on injury! All this
adds up to a complex attempt on the
part of the defense to make a case.
You may ask yourself why? The Peo-
ple’s case is simple and direct. We
have complete faith in the integrity of
this child, and her good, hard-working
parents, without a great parade of
witnesses. And so, | think, have you.”

Sutherland pursued his original at-
tack along several variations of this
theme of simplicity, with flanking ref-
erences to the iniquity of middle-aged
men who prey on the young. It was
clear that he was depending on the
brevity of his speech and' the inno-
cence of childhood to carry the day.

Then the moment came that Rob-
erts had been dreading.

“l want to call your attention to
one further fact,” said Sutherland.
“You will recall that this man Brad-
shaw was traced by the police because
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little Virginia May remembered his
auto license number. You will recall
that this was no simple number —
Bradshaw himself had trouble remem-
bering it! Ah, but perhaps this child
is a mathematical genius, a prodigy
with figures? Hardly! When | asked
her what fraction of a pound one
ounce is, you heard her answer, ‘One-
eighth.’” Besides, both of her teachers
have said — witnesses for the defense,
mind you! — that Virginia May is a
poor memorizer. What better proofo f
her story can anyone asl{ than that she
remembered a complicated license num-
ber?"

With that, the prosecutor sat down.

Now that he had actually heard it
said, Roberts felt relieved. The die
was cast. The question was: Whose
version would the jury believe —
Sutherland’s or his?

He faced the jury, his expression as
grave as he could make it. “Ladies and
gentlemen, | repeat what | said in
my opening: In these times there are
far too many assaults on the integrity
of blameless men who have a lifetime
of good works behmd them. This is
the thing which faces us here. | will
say no more about Mr. Bradshaw's
character. You saw the caliber of peo-
ple who testified to it; you heard what
they had to say about him. Let us get
down to cases.

"Mr. Sutherland has accurately
stated that we have no witness to
what took place in Mr. Bradshaw’s
car on October 8th. But we have had
ample testimony as to some significant
other events of that day. You have
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heard this child’s teacher give sworn
testimony that she sent Virginia May
Tucker home because of an allegation
of illness that was not borne out by
the school nurse’'s examination. You
have heard Alfred Tucker, her own
father, testify that Virginia May did
not arrive home until 2:30 in the
afternoon — although she was sent
home from school at 11 in the morn-
ing. But the child says her mother
asked her to go downtown to do some
shopping. Did Mrs. Tucker send a
sick child downtown shopping? Ob-
viously not. Then it must have been
Virginia May’s own idea to go down-
town. But if she was not feeling well,
why didn’t she go straight home? |
don’t have to point out to you, ladies
and gentlemen, the almost embarrass-
ing contradictions in this child’s testi-
mony.

“You have heard both of Virginia
May’s most recent teachers testify as
to her.unreliable character— her ly-
ing, her record of unexcused absences.
You have also heard Alfred Tucker
admit that he deals out violent pun-
ishment to his children when they do
wrong. Do you begin to see the truth?

“lIs it not clear that Virginia May
Tucker deliberately faked illness that
day, and without her family’s knowl-
edge went downtown to window-shop
or go to an early movie, after which
she drove home through Arthur Brad-
shaw’s kindness — and then realized
she was getting home too early, that
her father had not yet left for work
and would want to know why she
was home before school let out? Wasn’t

MYSTERY

MAGAZINE

she counting on the long slow bus
ride, with frequent stops, to get her
home after her father had left? Didn’t
the speedier ride in Arthur Bradshaw’s
car destroy this plan of hers? Don't
you see that Virginia May invented this
fairy tale about Mr, Bradshaw to divert
attentionfrom her own misconduct and
to avoid punishment by the father she
feared?"

He scowled long and hard at all
twelve of them. “Ladies and gentle-
men of the jury, Mr. Sutherland has
made much of the fact that this child,
a poor memorizer, remembered a
complicated auto license number. |
ask you to think: Isn't it far more
likely that she made_a special effort to
remember that numberjust so her story
would sound more convincing to her
father

Roberts paused, then said with
weary repugnance, “Perhaps she also
sought to gain attention as children
just entering adolescence sometimes
do, by the device of accusing an adult
man of wrongdoing. An unpleasant
thought: but.Jadies and gentlemen,
the defense did not make this case

unpleasant.”
Roberts thrust the clean, sharp lines
of his face forward. “I tell you, ladies

and gentlemen, | am a father of a
child — a girl — the same age as this
one. Had | not been convinced of
Arthur Bradshaw’s utter innocence, |
would never have undertaken his de-
fense.”

The jury deliberated the rest of the
day. Someone took Virginia May out
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of the courtroom, and she did not re-
turn. Her father sat stiff in his chair,
doggedly seeing it through. Suther-
land spent much of his time in con-
versation with the bailiff near one of
the windows. The judge was busy go-
ing through a mound of papers. Brad-
shaw methodically read a packet of
letters he had brought with him.

Roberts occupied his time organiz-
ing an army of notes he had made
for an auto theft case which was pend-
ing. Concentration was intermittently
difficult. At one point, the jury re-
quested a transcript of the evidence.
What do they want to know? Aren't
they convinced the child has lied? Ordid
I slip up somewhere? He glanced at
Bradshaw, calmly reading business let-
ters. He's the one who should be
wondering. Does he still think it cant
happen?

The day wore on. Finally, it was
clear that the jury would have to be
locked up for the night.

Bradshaw leaned over and whispered
to Roberts, “What do you think?”

Roberts shrugged. “1 try not to.”
He stood up. “Not very successfully,
I'm afraid.”

The morning was sunny. The court-
room was jammed. At 10:25 A-M- the
jury filed back into the jury box.

Judge Weaver leaned across the
bench, his hands clasped. He addressed
Martin, the foreman.

“Have you reached a verdict?”

Martin’s owlish face assumed a look
of exhausted pique.

“No, Your'Honor, we have not.”
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The judge considered. “Mr. Mar-
tin, do you think that by further dis-
cussion the jury can arrive at a ver-
dict?”

“We do not, Your Honor.”

“How are you divided?”

Martin looked in Bradshaw’s direc-
tion. “We stand eight to four for
acquittal. This has not changed for
nine hours. We were up all night.”

Judge Weaver pursed his lips and
nodded. Then he leaned back. “Very
well. The jury is dismissed from this
case. . . . The others — please report
back here at the usual time tomorrow
morning.”

The courtroom was quiet. There
was no sound of either gratification or
sympathy.

The spectators drifted away in
knots of twos and threes. Alfred
Tucker, in a glowering group of
friends and relatives, muttered with
Sutherland. A number of Bradshaw's
friends came up to express regrets and
leave.

Roberts sat alone at the table, pack-
ing papers into his brief case. He looked
ten years older this morning — far
more worn than he had looked the
night before. His hands were trem-
bling a little.

“What's next?” It was Bradshaw,
bending over him anxiously.

Roberts looked away. “They’ll ask
for a new trial.”

“But | thought you couldn’t try
a man twicel” v

Roberts glanced up briefly, then
back at his brief case. "There was no
verdict, Mr. Bradshaw.”
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“You think that next time—?"

Roberts laid the brief case down
and buckled it shut. Then he rose and
looked directly into Bradshaw’s eyes.
“There won't be any next time — for
me, | mean.”

Bradshaw frowned. “You're quit-
ting? You don’t think you can beat
them?”

Roberts said slowly, “The best
thing you can do right nhow — and |
should have insisted on it before |
took the case — is to see a psychia-
trist.”

Bradshaw'’s face went bloodless sud-
denly.

Roberts said, “Four people on that
jury didn’'t believe the kid lied
about you — even though they may
well have believed that she lied about
other things.

NEXT MONTH . ..
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“Well, Bradshaw, they were right.
I didn’t see it till 1 got home last
night.

“Bradshaw, both you and the girl
made it clear that you didn’t let her
out near her home. She said she had to
make you stop. You said you stopped
where she asked. But it wasn’'t near
her home. All right. Maybe somebody
on the jury thought of it. | thought of
it — too late — and that’'s why |
don’t want to go on with this. I'm a
father, remember. Next time, Suther-
land will think of it.

“Bradshaw, if that child wanted to
avoid being punished by her father,
it wasn't necessary for her to lie about
you. She wasn’t that close to her
home. She could.have stayed awayfrom
her bloc\ until she was sure herfather
had gone to tvor\.

Special Christmas — New Year’s Issue of 15 complete stories, including:
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Harry the drug salesman was peddling a new sleeping pill . . .

ONE WAY TO MEXICO

by LOUIS ESTE

ello,there,”

ing the door quickly after him.

harry said,clos-

H

“Do you know what time it is?”

Marge whined in answer. “It’s nearly
12 o’clock.”
He looked at her and thought what
a doll she'd been six years ago. But
that was six years ago. He placed his
bag of drug samples on the table
before answering, “Don’t start any of
your damn nagging. I'm sick of it!”
“And sick of me too.” She turned
to face him. “Go on — admit it!”
“Aw, cut it out, Marge. You're
just nervous;— nervous and shaky.”
She sulked. “A lot you care. If |
don’t get some sleep soon, I'll go nuts.
And it's all your fault!” Her voice
was thick, and her eyes were swollen.
He picked up his hat and pulled it
down over his right eye. “I can't
go through this again,” he said. “I'm
taking out for Mexico.”
“Mexico?” she laughed.
could you do in Mexico?”
“Sell drugs, ofcourse. They use 'em
down there, or didn’'t you know?”
“You expect me to believe you're
really going? Seriously?”
He pulled a long train ticket from
his pocket. “One way.”
She looked at it uncertainly, then
snatched it away and tore it in half.

“What

“That's doing no good.” He
shrugged. “I'll just get another one.”

Her shoulders sagged.

“Listen to me, Harry,” she pleaded.
“We've fought before.”

“Don’'t | know it? Too often.
That's why I'm shoving off — now.”

Marge’s eyes dropped to the torn
ticket in her hand, stared at it un-
seeingly. After a moment she looked
up.

“Harry, are you absolutely sure
you mean this?”

He nodded.

She pushed past him, grabbed the
phone on the table.

“Operator,” she said, “give me
Spring six-three-one-hundred.”

Harry’'s chin jerked up. He
snatched the phone from her hand
and slammed it down.

“That’s police headquarters, you
fool!”

Marge shrugged and moved back a
step as she answered, “It doesn't
matter. | can call any time.”

“What are you talking about?”
he asked as he turned to face her.

Marge ht a cigarette and smiled.
“You know, I've gotten on to a
couple of things about you lately,
things like — Whitey.”

For a moment he looked funny.

© rqqyyby Esquire/Magazine; originally titled “ Bitter Medicine*
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Marge smiled up at him. “Know
the name, don’t you?”

Harry licked his lips.

“A couple of nights ago, Harry,
this character came to the door. He
wanted something from you —
wanted it bad.”

Harry snarled. “I'll fix that junky!”

“Exactly what he said about you.
Said he’d fix you for cutting him olf.”

“He doesn’t scare me. If he talks,
he goes to jail and he knows it.”

“Haven't you forgotten some-
thing3”

“What do you mean?”

“Me, Harry. The kid you're run-
ning out on, remember?”

His eyes widened. “You mean
you'd do that to me'”

“Why shouldn’t P You said we're
quits. You're nothing to me any
more.” She mashed out her cigarette
and studied his face. “ Dope peddler!”

“Not any more, Marge. 1 swear. |
cut it out a month ago.”

She began brushing her hair.
“ Afraid of cop trouble, eh?”

“No cop can lay a finger on me. I've
been careful.” He moved to her side,
Ins voice troubled. “It was. well,
suddenly | saw what a rotten thing
I'd been up to.”

“You're breaking my heart,” she
said coldly.

“Listen to me," Marge,” he said
anxiously. “This is serious, this is
straight, believe me. | quit — cold.
I had to clear out and start over
again.”

“So you quarreled with me, is
that it3”
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“Yes, | had to, don’t you see? | had
to make you think we were through.
Don’t you know I'd rather be dead
than to have had you find out this
rotten thing about me?” He moved
closer and put an arm over her
shoulder. “1I'm glad you know now.”
He gave her a little hug. “It makes
everything clear. It opens the way
for us.”

“Us?” she looked up hopefully.

“Of course. It means we can go
away together. If you'll come with
me.” He gaveTier another little hug
and brought his head affectionately
close to hers.

“Oh, Harry; you really mean it?”

“Don’t | sound like it?” He gave
her shoulder a quick squeeze and
grinned. “Look, we’ll get a new start
and live like real people. Mexico’s a
wonderful place.”

Marge began sniffing, and smiling
at Harry. His eyes softened. He wiped
away the tears with his finger and
kissed her lightly. “That’s my doll.”

“Look,” he glanced at his watch,
“it’s late. I'll get the tickets changed
and we've got to pack. You'd better
get some sleep.”

“You know I can’t sleep.”

He went to his bag and extracted a
small bottle.

“This’ll do the trick,” he said and
shook a white pellet from the bottle
into her outstretched hand. “It's a
new sedative, strong but harmless.”
She looked at it curiously. Harry
went to the table, filled a glass with
water from a decanter, and handed

(concluded on,page 121)



DEPARTM ENT OF "FIRST STORIES-

Virginia Bernheim's “Friday the igth” is one o fthe thirteen ‘first stories"
which won special awards in EQM M's Tenth Annual Contest. It is a
breezy, lilting story written by a Colorado housewife about “another
housewife” who has a positiveflairfor trouble; as one reader commented,
“Mrs. Bemheim has more zing than a bottle o ffizz."

The author wrote us that " her greatest thrill was hissing herfirst baby
— but selling my first story runs a mighty close second." Well, Mrs.
Bernheim is obviously a woman chochfull of enthusiasm — so we'll
make due allowancesfor her effervescent spirits and thanh her just the
same. She went on to say: “ Yesterday morning was pretty dreadful. | sent
my oldest son offto college once more (his senior year at Brown). | don't
care how many timesyou see them go, it stillfeels like tearing afingernail
out by the roots. Then | let my husband off at the Elks Club, tore out
to the Canon and letyoung Dan offfor his Boy Scout hike. On the way
home | stopped at the mail box as a mereformality. We never expect to
get anything except bills for blood transfusions [you can see that the
Bernheim household lives dangerously!]. Then | found the letter from
you, accepting my first story ... 1 never seem to cry delicately like
other women — my nose drips."

Well, we'd sure like to meet Mrs. Bernheim and herfamily — they
sound like morefun than a barrelofmonkeys. And so nowyou have some
inkling o f what might have'happened to Mrs. Bemheim the Friday she
went to shop at Blue's Supermarket —just a simple, ordinary shopping
trip on a Friday, except that it was Friday the igth . . .

FRIDAY THE 13TH

by VIRGINIA BERNHEIM

ear chuck: after all, dear,
you didn’'t need to send the
c ipping. | saw it before you did and
it caused plenty of trouble around
here, particularly with your father.
And incidentally, I'm not going to
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send the Gazette to,you when you go
back to school next year. You never
read it when you're here but, when
it’s sent to you, you pick out the most
extraordinary things to comment on.
Like that time last year — | did not
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break up the council meeting at all;
I simply made a sotto voce remark
and those cockeyed acoustics in the
place picked it up and made a big
thing out of it. They didn't throw
me out, either. They simply had to
adjourn the meeting because two of
the council members had mild cases
of hysterics.

And another thing, when Andrus
reported that 1 was hailed before the
magistrate for failure to restrain a
minor — | wasn’t. | just went down
and explained what happened. Jim
didn’t know he was going to start a
rock slide when he shoved at that
boulder in Perkin’s Park. My cow,
to read Andrus’s report you'd have
thought it was a major avalanche!

And now the darn fool has done it
again — with pictures, yet. If I'd
known Tom was going to take a pic-
ture of me and Lieutenant Bolin,
I'd have strangled him. As it was, |
heaved a pitcher at the camera and —
Do you have any idea how much a
flash attachment costs? Haven't got
the bill yet.

Well, anyway, that piece they had
in the Gazette about local resident
going in for crime detection was just
another big hunk of Andrus’s kind of
reporting. Crime detection, my foot!
— it was simply one monstrous piece
of Friday the 13th bad luck.

The whole thing began in the
morning when | stubbed my toe on
the terrace and banged my nose on
the crooked oak. Durn thing wouldn’t
even bleed. Just swelled up like a foot-
ball— yes, | know, I've been intend-
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ing to throw those shoes away but
they're so nice and sloppy and com-
fortable, 1 just can’t part with them.

Then Jim and Don wanted some
lemonade and | hadn’t much time,
so | made it out of a can of concen-
trate. Couldn’t see around that crazy
blob of a nose very well and cut my
finger on the lid. | wanted blood and
that time | got it. A casual glance in
that kitchen would have convinced
the most innocent that there had
been murder most foul.

I couldn’t feel any worse, so | de-
cided t« go dow'n and get rid of all
my money buying the week’s grocer-
ies. Jim was in the workshop pulling
nails out of that pile of two-by-eight
beams. The pinch bar slipped and one
of the nails sank a half inch into the
back of his hand. He didn’t say much,
but it must have hurt like sin, so |
sat him down with a pan full of hot
Epsom salts and took little Don with
me to the grocery.

I had the station wagon that day
and Dad had my car and that’s one
of the reasons Dad is having a tizzy.
He hates to drive my car anyway and
then, when all this happened and I
was tangled up wnth the police, there
was the station wagon with the name
of the business printed right on the
side, and notoriety and' business don’t
go together, or something.

Anyway, Don and | started out
and on our way down the boulevard
Don was being a fighter pilot out of
the side window, making that awful
machine-gun noise of his at every
passing dog. We made the turn into
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Main Street and | never saw so much
traffic — and everybody a tourist but
me. Two solid lanes in each direction
and every one of them going to a fire.
Then what should happen but a nine-
year-old kid came shooting out of a
side street on a bike. Yes, | stopped.
| stopped so hard and so fast that the
station wagon bucked just like War
Paint did last summer at the rodeo.
All the rest of the cars stopped, too,
and no one hit anything or anybody
but that was only because | was carry-
ing all the Friday 13th luck that day,
myself. 1 was so unnerved that my
knees were shaking, my teeth were
chattering, and | was taking in great
gulps of air almost in spasms. Then
Don made me furious by saying,
“Gee, you sound just like you did
that time they brought the oxygen
tank from the hospital and you had
to breathe into that balloon.” |
snapped right back, “A good case of
pneumonia is all 1 need to finish this
day off right.”

I swung around by Sam’s to get
the beer and Helen’s car was outside
and darned if Don didn’t let the door
go and it put a nice scratch in Helen’s
finish — not Helen, nothing would
scratch her finish — her car door, |
mean. Helen was in the store and
asked all about you and how you
liked chemistry. Sally was with her
and she told me Sally was taking
nuclear physics and for a minute |
thought | was in for a dissertation on
fission. They were in a hurry, though,
and left. Things had been so rugged
that | was thinking a bottle of gin
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might have been more to the point
than a case of beer and, when Sam
asked what | wanted, | said without
realizing it, “A case of gin.”

Sam has known me for a jillion
years and he knows perfectly well
I've never gotten anything but a case
of beer but, do you know, he never
batted an eye! He just went in the
storeroom and came out with a case
of gin. It wasn't until | saw it that |
realized what | had said. | must have
looked like a supreme idiot because
Sam just howled'and went back for
the beer.

Then, back to the car, and Don
and | went around and came into
the Blue’s Supermarket parking lot
from the Roan Street side. | always
like to come in from thaj side because
you can angle in next to the wall of
the store and the boys don’t have to
walk so far with those heavy boxes.

Hmm, just thought of it-— Blue’s
— what a name for a market. That's
one place you're always blue when
you come out of but on this day | was
blue before | ever got in.

It was at this point, according to
Andrus, that | became a sleuth. What
adope! | wonder what he'd have made
of the story if he’d known all that
had gone before on that gruesome
day. You know perfectly well that
sleuthing is definitely not my apple,
but it just so happens that when
things go wrong, one after another,
I get so keyed up that | begin to no-
tice things in detail. You do the'same
thing. Remember how those silly,
dried-up weeds looked to you that
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night you rolled the car out on the
highway3 It was the same with me.
What I'm trying to get over is that
ordinarily | never notice what people
arc wearing, myself or anyone else,
I've started away from the house so
many times in shorts and only dis-
covered it when | Mas parking the
car at the dentist’s office. But on this
day | could tell you exactly what
Helen wore, how she looked — every-
thing— simply because | was in a
nervous state, and believe me that
dress she had on «— well, let’s get back
to the parking lot.

I drove in and stopped. Friday af-
ternoon, and of course the place was
jammed. Not a space left on my side.
There was one toward the front of the
lot on the other side but that would
have meant I'd have to drive 'way
up ahead of it and angle my car in
backwards, and you know how I'am
at backing up. Sometimes | do and
sometimes | don’t. All of a sudden,
just ahead of me, on my side, a lady
got into her car and started the mo-
tor, so | said, hallelujah I'm in luck.
She had plenty of room, so | just sat
where | Mas.

At that precise moment a great big
black car pulled into the parking lot,
facing me. The driver had passed up
the space on his side of the lot, when
all he'd have had to do was pull
straight into it, and he came right
on toward me. He had spotted the
lady backing out on my side and
wanted that space. He wanted to back
into it, mind you, so he'd be heading
out when he got ready to go. He
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pulled up until he blocked her path
and his bumper was touching mine.
But | Mouldn’t budge. And he
wouldn’'t back up. And the lady
couldn’'t get out. So we all sat and
glared at each other. There were five
men in ihat big black car— I could
see them now, two in front, three in
back. They weren't coming to buy
food for any fishing trip, either, be-
cause they were all wearing dark suits
and hats.

“Well, by that time, | couldn’t
back out because Jake — you know',
the checker at Blue's with the tattoos
on his arms? — Jake was coming into
the lot right behind me. When |
turned around to look, Jake winked.
He knew | wanted that spot and he
wasn’'t going to let anybody push me
out.

Finally, somebody had to give be-
cause the lady v'as honking like mad;
so Jake and | backed up and let the
men have the space. By that time,
the space at the front was taken, so |
had to drive around the end and park
in the laundry lot next door. Just as |
passed the black car, | yelled at them
and called them big so-and-sos and
told them 1'd better not catch any of
them in that grocery or I'd run one
of those carts right over him. They
never even glanced at me.

Parked at last, 1 was getting ready
to leave the car when Don said,
“Look, Mom, look through here at
that black car. Four of those men got
out and went in the store and the
driver is sitting there with his motor
running.” | asked him how he knew
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the motor was running— we cer-
tainly couldn’t hear it. He said the
car was shaking a little, just as if it
was a person who couldn’t sit still.

Right then and there, the whole
thing began to add up. And it looked
mighty strange to me. | grabbed a
pile of those little Weekly Events
magazines which Dad had left in the
station wagon and gave some to Don
and told him we were going to walk
in the back way as if we were deliver-
ing printing and try to find Jake and
the manager.

We walked around the back but I
don’t think we needed the magazines
because the driver of the black car
wasn’t looking our way.

We found Jake and the manager
and | described the funny bunch in
the car, with the motor running and
all, and Mr. McCune’s eyes nearly
fell out. He was going to' rush right
out front but | pulled his sleeve, hold-
ing on for dear life, and said, “No,
look through the little windows first
and see what’s going on up front, be-
cause if you should need a telephone,
it's back here.”

So he looked through one little
window and | took the other and,
sure enough, two of those men were
pushing carts in the direction of the
checkers’ booths and the other two
were leaning against the sides of the
front door.

For once, Mr. McCune moved the
way | sometimes wish he would when
I'm waiting for him to get something
out of stock for me. He had the police
notified in nothing flat — even be-
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fore the men had gotten their carts
halfway to the checking-out stands.

I looked over at him and he had
pulled a revolver out from some-
where and was standing there looking
at it like he’'d never seen one before.
That decided me. | said, “Here, give
me that.” And | took it away from
him. | shoved Don at Jake and said,
“Keep him back here.” Then | went
through the swinging door and grabbed
a cart full of groceries right out of a
woman’sliands and went boiling up

1 the aisle with it right behind one of
the men.

The woman started yelling blood}'
murder about me swiping her cart.
The man turned around to look. I
shoved the woman’s cart right into
him and jammed him and his cart up
against the pickle shelves. Jars of
pickles and olives started crashing
down like mad. The man started to
reach into his coat and | hauled up
Mr. McCune'’s revolver. But did you
ever pick up one of those revolvers's
The things are heavier than you
think and this one weighed a ton. It
kept wobbling all around, so | had to
hold it with both hands.

The man yelled something at me —
in Italian, | think it was. No,w, |
don’t understand Italian but this
sounded even worse than what | had
called his partner outside, in German.
I was so nervous that before I knew
it | had squeezed the trigger— only
the darned safety was on. He saw me
squeeze and went for his gun again.
Fortunately, | remembered where the
safety was on account of my father’s
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old-Colt that he used to shoot off
every New Year's Eve.

Just as,l got it off, one of the men
at the door let loose with a shot and
that got me all confused, so | started
shooting too. But 1 just couldn’t
sjem to hit anything except bottles!

The men up front weren’t doing so
badly, either. There were one heck
of a lot of potato chips flying around.
Then Mr. McCune’s gun quit on me,
so | guessed it was empty. Anyway,
my man wasn’'t standing any more.

He was sitting on the floor be-
tween the two baskets with a faraway
look and a lot of blood on his face.

All of a sudden, | didn’t feel too
good and | couldn’t seem to get-my
left hand away from Mr. McCunc's
gun.

| was out of it then, but that’s when
things really started. There were
sirens and police and more shots and
one of the men apparently was caught
with his arms in the cash register.

They never did make their get-
away. The man outside tried, when
he heard the shots, but the police
had sent two cars, one down Main
Street and one up Roan, so they got
him before he could even get out of
the paikmg lot. | never knew we had
so many police. They kept coming
in droves. A lieutenant was standing
over me asking a hundred questions,
but all I could do was point at the
man | thought | had shot and he said,
“Hell, lady, that’s mostly ketchup.
One of your shots exploded a bottle
and the glass laid his face open.”

So he asked for my gun and 1 still

couldn’t let go of it, so he had to pry
me away from it. The next thing |
knew, two cops were trying to shove
me in an ambulance along with that
gangster and 1 wouldn't ride with
him. Thcic was a big fuss and they de-
cided | was hurt worse than the gang-
ster, so they gave me the ambulance.

“What do you mean, hurt?” | said,
and they pointed at my arm and it
was all sort of torn up and something
pointed was sticking out. So | got in.
We started down the street and sud-
denly I remembered Don and had to
yell myself blue in the face before
they’d go back and get him.

The upshoot (as Grandpa used to
say) was that Don got his heart’s de-
sire by riding in an ambulance and
I was having an operation when 1
should have been cooking supper «—
and five gangsters went to jail. Blue’s
wasn’'t robbed but they sure lost a lot
of bolLtled goods. And to top it all |
was presented with a prime rib roast
that had a bullet hole in it. That's
the thing you see in the picture of me
— the thing you couldn’t figure out.

Now, for gosh sakes, stop reading
the Gazette. They had the whole
thing wrong. | was not being a detec-
tive — | just lost my head for a min-
ute, that's all.

Your father is fit to be tied. All he
said, when he came to the hospital,
was, “Hello,” in a sort of biding-his-
time tone of voice. I'm afraid to go
home, and this cast weighs a ton and
itches like blazes.

Love,
Mom



A famous American short story and a classic “ riddle”

MARJORIE DAW

by THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH

Dr. Dillon to Edward Delaney,
Esqg.,,at ThePines, near Rye, N.H.

August 8.

My Dear Sir:

I am happy to assure you that your
anxiety is without reason. Flemming
will be confined to the sofa for three
or four weeks, and will have to be
careful at first how he uses his leg. A
fracture of this kind is always a
tedious affair. Fortunately, the bone
was very skillfully set by the surgeon
who chanced to be in the drugstore
where Flemming was brought after
his fall, and | apprehend no perma-
nent inconvenience from the acci-
dent. Flemming is doing perfectly well
physically; but | must confess that the
irritable and morbid state of mind
into which he has fallen causes me a
great deal of uneasiness. He is the last
man m the world who ought to break
his leg. You know how impetuous our
friend is ordinarily, what a soul of
restlessness and energy, never content
unless he is rushing at some object,
like a sportive bull at a red shawl;
but amiable withal. He is no longer
amiable. His temper has become some-
thing frightful. Miss Fanny Flem-
ming came up from Newport, where
the family are staying for the sum-

mer, to nurse him; but he packed her
off the next morning in tears. He has
a complete set of Balzac’s works, 27
volumes, piled up near his sofa to
throw at Watkins whenever that ex-
emplary serving-man appears with his
meals. Yesterday | very innocently
brought Flemming a small basket of
lemons. You know it was a strip of
lemon-peel on the curbstone that
caused our friend’s mischance. Well,
he no sooner set his eyes upon those
lemons than he fell into such a rage
as | cannot adequately describe. This
is only one of his moods, and the least
distressing. At other times he sits
with bowed head regarding his splin-
tered limb, silent, sullen, despairing.
When this fit is on him — and it
sometimes lasts all day — nothing can
distract his melancholy. He refuses to
eat, does not even read the newspa-
pers; books, except as projectiles for
Watkins, have no charms for him.
His state is truly pitiable.

Now, if he were a poor man, with a
family depending on his daily labor,
this irritability and despondency
would be natural enough. But in a
young fellow of twenty-four, with
plenty of money and seemingly not a
care in the world, the thing is mon-
strous. If he continues to give way to
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his vagaries in this manner, he will
end by bringing on an inflammation
of the fibula. It was the fibula he
broke. I am at my wits’ end to know
what to prescribe for him. | have
anesthetics and lotions, to make peo-
ple sleep and to soothe pain; but I've
no medicine that will make a man
have a little common-sense. That is
beyond my skill, but maybe it is not
beyond yours. You are Flemming’s
intimate friend, his fidus Achates.
Write to him, write to him frequently,
distract his mind, cheer him up, and
prevent him from becoming a con-
firmed case of melancholia. Perhaps
he has some important plans disar-
ranged by his present confinement.
If he has you will know, and will
know how to advise him judiciously.
I trust your father finds the change
beneficial? 1 am, my dear sir, with
great respect, etc.

Edward Delaney to John Flemm-
ing, West 38TH Street, N. Y.

August 9.

My Dear Jack:

I had a line from Dillon this morn-
ing, and was rejoiced to learn that
your hurt is not so bad as reported.
Like a certain personage, you are not
so black and blue as you are painted.
Dillon will put you on your pins
again in two or three weeks, if you
will only have patience and follow his
counsels. Did you get my note of last
Wednesday? | was greatly troubled
when | heard of the accident.

I can imagine how tranquil and

MYSTERY MAGAZINE

saintly you are with your leg in a
trough! It is deuced awkward, to be
sure, just as we had promised our-
selves a glorious month together at the
seaside; but we must make the best
of it. It is unfortunate, too, that my
father’s health renders it impossible
for me to leave him. | think he has
much improved; the sea air is his na-
tive element; but he still needs my
arm to lean upon in his walks, and
requires someone more careful than
a servant to look after him. | cannot
come to you, dear Jack, but | have
hours of unemployed time on hand,
and | will write you a whole post-of-
fice full of letters, if that will divert
you. Heaven knows, | haven’t any-
thing to write about. It isn’t as if we
were living at one of the beach houses;
then | could do you some character
studies, and fill your imagination with
groups of sea goddesses, with their (or
somebody else’s) raven and blonde
manes hanging down their shoulders.
You should have Aphrodite in morn-
ing wrapper, in evening costume, and
in her prettiest bathing suit. But we
are far from all that here. We have
rooms in a farmhouse, on a crossroad,
ttvo miles from the hotels, and lead
the quietest of lives.

I wish | were a novelist. This old
house, with its sanded floors and high
wainscots, and its narrow windows
looking out upon a cluster of pines
that turn themselves into aeolian
harps every time the wind blows,
would be the place in which to write
a summer romance. It should be a
story with the odors of the forest and



MARJORIE DAW 67

the breath of the sea in it. It should
be a novel like one of that Russian
fellow’s — what’s his name?

Yet | wonder if even a Liza or an
Alexandra Paulovna could stir the
heart of a man who has constant
twinges in his leg. | wonder if one of
our own Yankee girls of the best type,
haughty and spirituelle, would be of
any comfort to you in your present
deplorable condition. If | thought so,
I would hasten down to the Surf
House and catch one for you; or, bet-
ter still, I would find you one over the
way.

Picture to yourself a large white
house just across the road, nearly op-
posite our cottage. It is not a house,
but a mansion, built, perhaps, in the
colonial period, with rambling ex-
tensions, and gambrel roof, and a
wide piazza on three sides— a self-
possessed, high-bred piece of architec-
ture, with its nose in the air. It stands
back from the road and has an obse-
quious retinue of fringed elms and
oaks and weeping willows. Sometimes
in the morning, and oftener in the
afternoon, when the sun has with-
drawn from that part of the mansion,
a young woman appears on the piazza
with some mysterious Penelope web
of embroidery in her hand, or a book.
There is a hammock over there — of
pineapple fibre, it looks from here.
A hammock is very becoming when
one is eighteen, and has golden hair
and dark eyes and an emerald-colored
illusion dress looped up after the
fashion of a Dresden china shepherd-
ess, and is chaussee like a belle of the

time of Louis Quatorze. All this
splendor goes into that hammock, and
sways there like a pond-lily in the
golden afternoon. The window of my
bedroom looks down on that piazza —
and so do |I.

But enough of this nonsense, which
ill becomes a sedate young attorney
taking his vacation with an invalid
father. Drop me a line, dear Jack,
and tell me how you really are. State
your case. Write me a long, quiet
letter. If you are violent or abusive,
I'll take the law to you.

John F lemming to Edward Delaney
August 11.

Your letter, dear Ned, was a god-
send. Fancy what a fix | am in— |,
who never had a day’s sickness since
I was born. My left leg weighs three
tons. It is embalmed in spices and
smothered in layers of fine linen, like
a mummy. | can’t move. | haven’'t
moved for 5,000 years. I'm of the
time of Pharaoh.

I lie from morning till night on a
lounge, staring into the hot street.
Everybody is out of town enjoying
himself. The brownstone-front houses
across the street resemble a row of
particularly ugly coffins set up on
end. A green mould is settling on the
names of the deceased, carved on the
silver doorplates. Sardonic spiders
have sewed up the keyholes. All is
silence and dust and desolation. — 1
interrupt this a moment, to take a
shy at Watkins with the second vol-
ume of C&ar Birotteau. Missed him!
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I think | could bring him down with
a copy of Sainte-Beuve or the Dic-
tionnaire Universel, if | had it. These
small Balzac books somehow do not
quite fit my hand; but | shall fetch
him yet. I've an idea that Watkins is
tapping the old gentleman’s Chateau
Yquem. Duplicate key of the wine-
cellar. Hibernian swarries in the front
basement. Young Cheops upstairs,
snug in his cerements. Watkins glides
into my chamber, with that colorless,
hypocritical face of his drawn out
long like an accordion; but | know he
grins, all the way downstairs, and is
glad I have broken my leg. Was not
my evil star in the very zenith when
I ran up to town to attend that din-
ner at Delmonico’s? | didn't come
up altogether for thatl It was partly
to buy Frank Livingstone’s roan mare
Margot. And now | shall not be able
to sit in the saddle these two months.
I'll send the mare down to you at The
Pines — is that the name of the place?

Old Dillon fancies that | have some-
thing on my mind. He drives me wild
with lemons. Lemons for a mind dis-
eased! Nonsense. | am only as restless
as the devil under this confinement —
a thing I'm not used to.

Your letter is the first consoling
thing | have had since my disaster,
ten days ago. It really cheered me up
for half an hour. Send me a screed,
Ned, as often as you can, if you love
me. Anything will do. Write me more
about that little girl in the ham-
mock. That was very pretty, all that
about the Dresden china shepherdess
and the pond-lily; the imagery a little

—
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mixed, perhaps, but very pretty. |
didn’t suppose you had so much senti-
mental furniture in your upper story.
It shows how one may be familiar
for years with the reception-room of
his neighbor, and never suspect what
is directly under his mansard. | sup-
posed your loft stuffed with dry legal
parchments, mortgages, and affidavits;
you take down a package of manu-
script, and lo! there are lyrics and
sonnets and canzonettas. You really
have a graphic descriptive touch,
Edward Delaney, and | suspect you
of anonymous love-talcs in the maga-
zines.

I shall be a bear until | hear from
you again. Tell me all about your
pretty inconmte across the road. What
is her name? Who is she? Who's her
father? Where’s her mother? Who's
her lover? You cannot imagine how
this will occupy me. The more tri-
fling, the better. My imprisonment
has weakened me intellectually to
such-a degree that | find your epis-
tolary gifts quite considerable. | am
passing into my second childhood.
In a week or two | shall take to India-
rubber rings and prongs of coral.
A silver cup, with an appropriate
inscription, would be a delicate at-
tention on your part. In the mean-
time, write!

f

E dward Delaney to John F lemming
August 12.

The sick pasha shall be amused.
Bismillahl he wills it so. If the story-
teller becomes prolix and tedious —
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the bow-string and .the sack, and two
Nubians to drop him into the Pis-
cataqua! But truly, Jack, I have a hard
task. There is literally nothing here
— except the little girl over the way.
She is swinging in the hammock at
this moment. It is to me compensa-
tion for many of the ills of life to see
her now and then put out a small kid
boot, which fits like a glove, and set
herself going. Who is she, and what is
her name? Her name is Daw. Only
daughter of Mr. Richard W. Daw,
ex-colonel and banker. Mother dead.
One brother at Harvard, elder brother
killed at the battle of Fair Oaks) ten
years ago. Old, rich family, the Daws.
This is the homestead, where father
and daughter pass eight months of the
twelve; the rest of the year in Balti-
more and Washington. The New
England winter is too much for the old
gentleman. The daughter is called
Marjorie — Marjorie Daw. Sounds
odd at first, doesn’t it? But after you
say it over to yourself half a dozen
limes, you like it. There's a pleasing
quaintness to it, something prim and
violet-like. Must be a nice sort of girl
to be called Marjorie Daw.

I had mine host of The Pines in the
witness-box last night and drew the
foregoing testimony from him. He
has charge of Mr. Daw’s vegetable
garden, and has known the family
these 30 years. Of course | shall make
the acquaintance of my neighbors be-
fore many days. It will be next to
impossible for me not to meet Mr.
Daw or Miss Daw in some of my
walks. The young lady has a favorite

path to the sea-beach. | shall inter-
cept her some morning, and touch my
hat to her. Then the princess will bend
her fair head to me with courteous
surprise not unmixed with haughti-
ness. Will snub me, in fact. All this
for thy sake, O Pasha of the Snapt
Axle-tree! . . . How oddly things
fall out! Ten minutes ago | was called
down to the parlor — you know the
kind of parlors in farmhouses on the
coast, a sort of amphibious parlor,
with seashells on the mantelpiece and
spruce branches in the chimney-
place — where | found my father and
Mr. Daw doing the antique polite to
each other. He had come to pay his
respects to his new neighbors. Mr.
Daw is a tall, slim gentleman of about
55, with a florid face and snow-white
mustache and side-whiskers. Looks
like Mr. Dombey, or as Mr. Dombey
would have looked if he had served a
few years in the British Army. Mr.
Daw was a colonel in the late war,
commanding the regiment in which
his son was a lieutenant. Plucky old
boy, backbone of New Hampshire
granite. Before taking his leave, the
colonel delivered himself of an invita-
tion as if he were issuing a general
order. Miss Daw has a few friends
coming, at 4 ,.m ., to play croquet on
the lawn (parade-ground) and have
tea (cold rations) on the piazza. Will
we honor them with our company?
(or be sent to the guardhouse). My
father declines on the plea of ill-
health. My father’s son bows with as
much suavity as he knows, and ac-
cepts.
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In my next | shall have something
to tell you. | shall have seen the little
beauty face to face. | have a presenti-
ment, Jack, that this Daw is a rara
avis! Keep up your spirits, my boy,
until I write you another letter —
and send me along word how’s your

leg.

E dward Delaney to John F lemming

August 13.

The party, my dear Jack, was as
dreary as possible. A lieutenant of the
navy, the rector of the Episcopal
Church at Stillwater, and a society
swell from Nahant. The lieutenant
looked as if he had swallowed a couple
of his buttons, and found the bullion
rather indigestible; the rector was a
pensive youth, of the daffydowndilly
sort; and the swell from Nahant was
a very weak tidal wave indeed. The
women were much better, as they al-
ways are; the two Miss Kingsburys of
Philadelphia, staying at the Seashell
House, two bright and engaging girls.
But Marjorie Daw!

The company broke up soon after
tea, and | remained to smoke a cigar
with the colonel on the piazza. It was
like seeing a picture, to see Miss
Marjorie hovering around the old
soldier, and doing a hundred gracious
little things for him. She brought
the cigars and lighted the tapers with
her own delicate fingers, in the most
enchanting fashion. As we sat there,
she came and went in the summer
twilight, and seemed, with her white
dress and pale gold hair, like some

lovely phantom that had sprung into
existence out of the smoke wreaths.
If she had melted into air, like the
statue of Galatea in the play, | should
have been more sorry than surprised.

It was easy to perceive that the
old colonel worshipped her, and she
him. | think the relation between an
elderly father and a daughter just
blooming into womanhood the most
beautiful possible. There is in it a sub-
tile sentiment that cannot exist in the
case of mother and daughter, or that
of son and mother. But this is getting
into deep water.

| sat with the Daws until half-past
10, and saw the moon rise on the sea.
The ocean, that had stretched mo-
tionless and black against the horizon,
was changed by magic into a broken
field of glittering ice, interspersed
with marvelous silvery fjords. In the
far distance the Isles of Shoals loomed
up like a group of huge bergs drifting
down on us. The Polar Regions in a
June thaw! It was exceedingly fine.
What did we talk about? We talked
about the weather — and you! The
weather has been disagreeable for
several days past — and so have you.
I glided from one topic to the other
very naturally. |1 told my friends of
your accident; how it had frustrated
all our summer plans, and what our
plans were. | played quite a spirited
solo on the fibula. Then | described
you; or, rather, | didn’'t. | spoke of
your amiability, of your patience
under this severe affliction; of your
touching gratitude when Dillon brings
you little presents of fruit; of your
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tenderness to your sister Fanny,
whom you would not allow to stay in
town to nurse you, and how you
heroically .sent her back to Newport,
preferring to remain alone with Mary,
the cook, and your man Watkins, to
whom, by the way, you were de-
votedly attached. If you had been
there, Jack, you wouldn’t have known
yourself. | should have excelled as a
criminal lawyer, if I had not turned
my attention to a different branch of
iurisprudence.

Miss Marjorie asked all manner of
leading questions concerning you. It
did not occur to me then, but it struck
me forcibly afterwards, that she
evinced a singular interest in the
conversation. When | got back to my
room, | recalled how eagerly she
leaned forward, with her full, snowy
throat in strong moonlight, listening
to what | said. Positively, | think I
made her like you!

Miss Daw is a girl whom you would
like immensely, | can tell you that.
A beauty without affectation, a high
and tender nature — if one can read
the soul in the face.

And the old colonel is a noble
character, too, and quite impressive.

I am glad that the Daws are such
pleasant people. The Pines is an iso-
lated spot, and my resources are few.
| fear | should have found life here
somewhat monotonous before long,
with no other society than that of
my excellent sire. It. is true, | might
have made a target of the defenseless
invalid; but | haven't a taste for
artillery, moi.

John Flemming to E dward Delaney
August 17.

For a man who hasn’'t a taste for
artillery, it occurs to me, my friend,
you are keeping up a pretty lively
fire on my inner works. But go on.
Cynicism is a small brass field-piece
that eventually bursts and kills the
artilleryman.

You may abuse me as much as you
like, and I'll not complain; for | don’t
know what | should do without your
letters. They are curing me, | haven't
hurled anything at Watkins since last
Sunday, partly because | have grown
more amiable under your teaching,
and partly because Watkins captured
my ammunition one night, and car-
ried it off to the library. He is rapidly
losing the habit he had acquired of
dodging whenever | rub my ear, or
make any slight motion with my right
arm. He is still suggestive of the wine-
cellar, however. You may break, you
may shatter Watkins, if you will, but
the scent of the Woederer will hang
round him still.

Ned, that Miss Daw must be a
charming person. | should certainly
like her. | Like her already. When you
spoke in your first letter of seeing a
young girl swinging in a hammock
under your chamber window, | was
somehow strangely drawn to her. |
cannot account for it in the least.
What you have subsequently written
of Miss Daw has strengthened the
impression. You seem to be describing
a woman | have known in some pre-
vious state of existence, or dreamed
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of in this. Upon my word, if you were
to send me her photograph, | believe
I should recognize her at a glance.
Her manner, that listening attitude,
her traits of character, as you indicate
them, the light hair and the dark eyes
— they are all familiar things to me.
Asked a lot of questions, did she?
Curious about me? That is strange.
You would laugh in your sleeve,
you wretched old cynic, if you knew
how | lie awake nights, with my gas
turned down to a star, thinking of
The Pines and the house across the
road. How cool it must be down
there! | long for the salt smell in the
air. | picture the colonel smoking his
cheroot on the piazza. | send you and
Miss Daw onon afternoon rambles
along the beach. Sometimes I let you
stroll with her under the elms in the
moonlight, for you are great friends
by this time, | take it, and see each
other every day. | know your ways
and your manners! Then | fall into a
truculent mood and would like to
destroy somebody. Have you noticed
anything in the shape of a lover hang-
ing around the colonial Lares and
Penates? Does that lieutenant of the
horse-marines or that young Still-
water parson visit the house much?
Not that | am pining for news of
them, but any gossip of the kind
would be in order. | wonder, Ned,
you don’t fall in love with Miss Daw.
I am ripe to do it myself. Speaking of
photographs, couldn’t you manage to
slip one of her cartes-de-visite from her
album — she must have an album,
you know — and send it to me? |

will return it before it could be
missed. That’s a good fellow! Did the
mare arrive safe and sound? It will be
a capital animal this autumn for
Central Park.

Oh — my leg? | forgot about my
leg. It’s better.

E dward Delaney to John Flemming
August 20.

You are correct in your surmises. |
am on the most friendly terms with
our neighbors. The colonel and my
father smoke their afternoon cigar
together in our sitting-room or on the
piazza opposite, and | pass an hour or
two of the day or the evening with the
daughter. | am more and more struck
by the beauty, modesty, and intelli-
gence of Miss Daw.

You ask me why | do not fall in
love with her. 1 will be frank, Jack: 1
have thought of that. She is young,
rich, accomplished, uniting in herself
more attractions, mental and per-
sonal, than | can recall in any girl of
my acquaintance; but she lacks the
something that would be necessary
to inspire in me that kind of interest.
Possessing this unknown quantity, a
woman neither beautiful nor wealthy
nor very young could bring me to her
feet. But not Miss Daw. If we were
shipwrecked together on an unin-
habited island — let me suggest a
tropical island, for it costs no more to
be picturesque — | would build her
a bamboo hut, | would fetch her
bread-fruit and cocoanuts, | would
fry yams for her, | would lure the
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ingenuous turtle and make her nour-
ishing soups, but | wouldn't make
love to her— not under eighteen
months. | would like to have her for
a sister, that I might shield her and
counsel her, and spend half my in-
come on old thread-lace and camel’s-
hair shawls. (We are off the island
now.) If such were not my feeling,
there would still be an obstacle to
my loving Miss Daw. A greater mis-
fortune could scarcely befall me than
to love her. Flemming, | am about to
make a revelation that will astonish
you. | may be all wrong in my
premises and consequently in my
conclusions; but you shall judge.
That night when | returned to my
room after the croquet party at the
Daws’, and was thinking over the
trivial events of the evening, | was
suddenly impressed by the air of
eager attention with which Miss Daw
had followed my account of your ac-
cident. | think | mentioned this to
you. Well, the next morning, as |
went to mail my letter, | overtook
Miss Daw on the road to Rye, where
the post office is, and accompanied
her there and back, an hour’s walk.
The conversation again turned on
you, and again | remarked that in-
explicable look of interest which
had lighted up her face the previous
evening. Since then, | have seen Miss
Daw perhaps ten times, perhaps of-
tener, and on each occasion | found
that when | was not speaking of you,
or your sister, or some person or place
associated with you, | was not holding
her attention. She would be absent-
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minded, her eyes would wander away
from me to the sea, or to some dis-
tant object in the landscape; her
fingers would play with the leaves of
a book in a way that convinced me
she was not listening. At these mo-
ments if | abruptly changed the
theme — | did it several times as an
experiment — and dropped some re-
mark about my friend Flemming,
then the sombre blue eyes would
come back to me instantly.

Now, is not this the oddest thing
in the world? No, not the oddest.
The effect which you tell me was
produced on you by my casual men-
tion of an unknown girl swinging in
a hammock is certainly as strange.
You can conjecture how that passage
in your letter of Friday startled me.
Is it possible, then, that two people
who have never met, and who-are
hundreds of miles apart, can exert
a magnetic influence on each other?
I have read of such psychological
phenomena, but never credited them.
| leave the solution of the problem
to you. As for myself, all other things
being favorable, it would be impossi-
ble for me to fall in love with a
woman who listens to me only when
I am talking of my friend!

I am not aware that any one is pay-
ing marked attention to my fair
neighbor. The lieutenant of the navy
— he is stationed at Rivermouth —
sometimes drops in of an evening, and
sometimes the rector from Stillwater;
the lieutenant the oftener. He was
there last/night. | should not be sur-
prised if he had an eye to the heiress;
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but he is not formidable. Mistress
Daw;carries a neat little spear of
irony, and the honest lieutenant
seems to have a particular facility
for impaling himself on the point of
it. He is not dangerous, | should say;
though | have known a woman to
satirize a man for years, and marry
him after all. Decidedly, the lowly
rector is not dangerous; yet, again,
who has not seen Cloth of Frieze vic-
torious in the lists where Cloth of
Gold went down?

As to the photograph. There is an
exquisite ivorytype of Marjorie, in
passe-partout, on the drawing-room
mantelpiece. It would be missed at
once if taken. | would do anything
reasonable for you, Jack; but I've no
burning desire to be hauled up before
the local justice of the peace on a
charge of petty larceny.

P.S. — Enclosed is a spray of mi-
gnonette, which | advise you to treat
tenderly. Yes, we talked of you again
last night, as usual. It is becoming a
little dreary for me.

E dward D elaney to John F lemming
August 22.

Your letter in reply to my last has
occupied my thoughts all the morn-
ing. 1 do not know what to think.
Do you mean to say that you are
seriously half in love with a woman
whom you have never seen — with a
shadow, a chimera? for what else can
Miss Daw be to you? | do not under-
stand it at all. 1 understand neither
you nor her. You are a couple of ethe-

real beings moving in finer air than |
can breathe with my commonplace
lungs. Such delicacy of sentiment is
something that | admire without com-
prehending. | am bewildered. | am of
the earth earthy, and | find myself
in the incongruous position of having
to do with mere souls, with natures so
finely tempered that | run some risk
of shattering them in my awkward-
ness. I am as Caliban among the
spirits1

Reflecting on your letter, 1 am not
sure that it is wise in me to continue
this correspondence. But no, Jack;
I do wrong to doubt the good sense
that forms the basis of your character.
You are deeply interested in Miss
Daw; you feel that she is a person
whom you may perhaps greatly ad-
mire when you know her: at the same
time you bear in mind that the
chances are ten to five that, when you
do come to know her, she will fall
far short of your ideal, and you will
not care for her in the least. Look at
it in this sensible light, and 1 will
hold back nothing from you.

Yesterday afte noon my father
and myself rode over to Rivermouth
with the Daws. A heavy rain in the
morning had cooled the atmosphere
and laid the dust. To Rivermouth is
a drive of eight miles, along a winding
road lined all the way with wild bar-
berry bushes. | never saw anything
more brilliant than these bushes, the
green of the foliage and the faint
blush of the berries intensified by the
rain. The colonel drove, with my
father in front, Miss Daw and | on
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the back seat. | resolved that for the
first five miles your name should not
pass my lips. | was amused by the art-
ful attempts she made, at the start,
to break through my reticence. Then
a silence fell upon her; and then she
became suddenly gay. That keenness
which | enjoyed so much when it was
exercised on the lieutenant was not
so satisfactory directed against my-
self. Miss Daw has great sweetness of
disposition, but she can be disagree-
able. She is like the young lady in the
rhyme, with the curl on her forehead:

When she is good,

She is very, very good,

And when she is bad, she is horrid!
| kept to my resolution, however;
but on the return home | relented,
and talked of your mare! Miss Daw
is going to try a sidesaddle on Margot
some morning. The animal is a trifle
too light for my weight. By the bye,
I nearly forgot to say that Miss Daw
had her picture taken yesterday at
Rivermouth. If the negative turns out
well, I am to have a copy. So our ends
will be accomplished without crime.
I wish, though, I could send you the
ivorytype in the drawing-room; it is
cleverly colored, and would give you
an idea of her hair and eyes, which
of course the other will not.

No, Jack, the spray of mignonette
did not come from me. A man of 28
doesn’t enclose flowers in his letters —
to another man. But don’t attach too
much significance to the circum-
stance. She gives sprays of mignonette
to the rector, sprays to the lieutenant.
She has even given a rose from her

bosom to your slave. It is her jocund
nature to scatter flowers, like Spring.

If my letters sometimes read dis-
jointedly, you must understand that
I never finish one at a sitting, but
write at intervals, when the mood is
on me.

The mood is hot on me now.

E dward Delaney to John Flemming

August 23.
I have just returned from the
strangest interview with Marjorie.

She has all but confessed to me her
interest in you. But with what mod-
esty and dignity! Her words elude
my pen as | attempt to put them on
paper; and, indeed, it was not so
much what she said as her manner;
and that I cannot reproduce. Perhaps
it was of a piece with the strangeness
of this whole business, that she should
tacitly acknowledge to a third party
the love she feels for a man she has
never beheld! But I have lost, through
your aid, the faculty of being sur-
prised. | accept things as people do
in dreams. Now that | am again in
my room, it all appears like an illu-
sion — the black masses of Rem-
brandtish shadow under the trees, the
fireflies whirling in Pyrrhic dances
among the shrubbery, the sea over
there, Marjorie sitting on the ham-
mock!
It is past midnight, and | am too
sleepy to write more.
Next Morning.
My father has suddenly taken it
into his head to spend a few days at
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the Shoals. In the meanwhile you will
not hear from me. | see Marjorie
walking in the garden with the colo-
nel. 1 wish | could speak to her
alone, but shall probably not have an
opportunity before we leave.

E dward Delaney to John F lemming
August 28.

You were passing into your second
childhood, were you? Your intellect
was so reduced that my epistolary
gifts seemed quite considerable to
you, did they? | rise superior to the
sarcasm in your favor of the 1lth
instant, when | notice that five days’
silence on my part is sufficient to
throw you into the depths of despond-
ency.

We returned only this morning
from Appledore, that enchanted is-
land. | find on my desk three letters
from you! Evidently there is no
lingering doubt inyour mind as to the
pleasure | derive from your cor-
respondence. These letters are un-
dated, but in what | take to be the
latest are two passages that require
my consideration. You will pardon
my candor, dear Flemming, but the
conviction forces itself upon me that
as your leg grows stronger your head
becomes weaker. You ask my advice
on a certain point. | will give it. In
my opinion you could do nothing
more unwise than to address a note
to Miss Daw, thanking her for the
flower. It would, | am sure, offend her
delicacy beyond pardon. She knows
you only through me; you are to her

an abstraction, a figure in a dream —
adream from which the faintest shock
would awaken her. Of course, if you
enclose a note to me and insist on its
delivery, | shall deliver it; but | ad-
vise you not to do so.

You say you are able, with the aid
ofa cane, to walk about your chamber,
and that you purpose to come to
The Pines the instant Dillon thinks
you strong enough to stand the
journey. Again | advise you not to.
Do you not see that, every hour you
remain away, Marjorie’s glamor deep-
ens, and your influence over her in-
creases? You will ruin everything by
precipitancy. Wait until you are en-
tirely recovered; in any case, do not
come without giving me warning. |
fear the effect of your abrupt advent
here — under the circumstances.

Miss Daw was evidently glad to see
us back again, and gave me both
hands in the frankest way. She
slopped at the door a moment this
afternoon in the carriage; she* had
been over to Rivermouth for her pic-
tures.

Unluckily the photographer had
spilled some acid on the plate, and
she was obliged to give him another
sitting. | have an intuition that some-
thing is troubling Marjorie. She had

an abstracted air not usual with
her.

However, it may be only my
fancy. I end this, leaving sev-

eral things unsaid, to accompany my
father on one of those long walks
which are now his chief medicine —
and mine!
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E dward Delaney to John F lemming
August 29.

I write in great haste to tell you
what has taken place here since my
letter of last night. 1 am in the utmost
perplexity. Only one thing is plain —
you must not dream of coming to
The Pines. Marjorie has told her
father everything! | saw her for a
few minutes, an hour ago, in the
garden; and as near as | could gather
from her confused statement, the
facts are these: Lieutenant Bradley —
that’s the naval officer stationed at
Rivermouth — has been paying court
to Miss Daw for some time past, but
not so much to her liking as to that of
the colonel, who it seems is an old
friend of the young gentleman’s fa-
ther. Yesterday (I knew she was in
some trouble when she drove up to
our gate) the colonel spoke to Mar-
jorie of Bradley — urged his suit, |
infer. Marjorie expressed her dislike
for the lieutenant with characteristic
frankness, and finally confessed to her
father — well, | really do not know
what she confessed. It must have been
the vaguest of confessions, and must
have sufficiently puzzled the colonel.
At any rate, it exasperated him. |
suppose | am implicated in the matter
and that the colonel feels bitterly to-
wards me. | do not see why: | have
carried no messages between you and
Miss Daw; | have behaved with the
greatest discretion. | can find no flaw
anywhere in my proceeding. | do not
see that anybody has done anything
— except the colonel himself.

It is probable, nevertheless, that
the friendly relations between the
two houses will be broken off. “A
plague on both your houses,” say yo.u.
I will keep you informed, as well as |
can, of what occurs over the way.
We shall remain here until the sec-
ond week in September. Stay where
you are, or, at all events, do not
dream of joining me. . . . Colonel
Daw is sitting on the piazza looking
rather wicked. | have not seen Mar-
jorie since | parted with her in the
garden.

Edward Delaney to Thomas Dil-
lon, M.D., Madison Square, N. Y.

August 30.

My Dear Doctor:

If you have any influence over
Flemming, | beg of you to exert it to
prevent his coming to this place at
present. There are circumstances,
which | will explain to you before
long, that make it of the first impor-
tance that”he should not come into
this neighborhood. His appearance
here, | speak advisedly, would be dis-
astrous to him. In urging him to re-
main in New York, or to go to some
inland resort, you will be doing him
and me a real service. Of course you
will not mention my name in this
connection. You know me well
enough, my dear doctor, to be as-
sured that, in begging your secret
cooperation, | have reasons that will
meet your entire approvaLwhen they
are made plain to you. We shall re-
turn to town on the 15th of next
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month, and my first duty will be to
present myself at your hospitable
door and satisfy your curiosity, if 1
have excited it. My father, | am glad
to state, has so greatly improved that
he can no longer be regarded as an
invalid. With great esteem, | am, etc.,
etc.

Edward Delaney to John Flemming
August 31.

Your letter, announcing your mad
determination to come here, has just
reached me. | beseech you to reflect
a moment. The step would be fatal
to your interests and hers. You would
furnish just cause for irritation to
R. W. D.; and though he loves Mar-
jorie devotedly, he is capable of going
to any lengths if opposed. You would
not like, | am convinced, to be the
means of causing him to treat her
with severity. That would be the re-
sult of your presence at The Pines
at this juncture. I am annoyed to be
obliged to point out these things to
you. We are on very delicate ground,
Jack; the situation is critical and the
slightest mistake in a move would
cost us the game. If you consider it
worth the winning, be patient. Trust
a little to my sagacity. Wait and see
what happens. Moreover, | under-
stand from Dillon that you are in no
condition to take so long a journey.'
He thinks the air of the coast would
be the worst thing possible for you;
that you ought to go inland, if any-
where. Be advised by me. Be advised
by Dillon.
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Telegrams

September 1.

1. -TO EDWARD DELANEY.

Letter received. Dillon be hanged.
| think | ought to be on the ground.
J.F.

2. -TO JOHN FLEMMING.

Stay where you are. You would
only complicate matters. Do not
move until you hear from me.

E. D.

3----TO EDWARD DELANEY.

My being at The Pines could be
kept secret. | must see her. J.F.

4. ---TO JOHN FLEMMING.

Do not think of it. It would be use-
less. R. W. D. has locked M. in her
room. You would not be able to ef-
fect an interview. E.D.

5. --—-TO EDWARD DELANEY.

Locked her in her room. Good God.
That settles the question. | shall leave
by the 12:15 express. J. F.

The Arrival

On the second day of September,
as the down-express, due at 3140, left
the station at Hampton, a young
man, leaning on the shoulder of a
servant, whom he addressed as Wat-
kins, stepped from the platform into
a hack, and requested to be driven
to The Pines.
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On arriving at the front gate
of a modest farmhouse, a few miles
from the station, the young man
descended with difficulty from the
carriage and casting a hasty glance
across the road, seemed much im-
pressed by some peculiarity in the
landscape.

Again leaning hard on the shoul-
der of the person Watkins, he walked
to the door of the farmhouse and in-
quired for Mr. Edward Delaney. He
was informed by the aged man who
answered his knock that Mr. Edward
Delaney had gone to Boston the day
before, but that Mr. Jonas Delaney
was within.

This bit of information did not
appear satisfactory to the stranger,
who inquired if Mr. Edward Delaney
had left any message for Mr. John
Flemming.

There was a letter for Mr. John
Flemming, if he were that person.
After a brief absence the aged man
reappeared with a letter.

Edward Delaney to John F lemming

September 1.

I am horror-stricken at what | have
done! When | began this correspond-
ence | had no other purpose than to
relieve the tedium of your sick-
chamber. Dillon told me to cheer you
up. | tried to. | thought that you en-
tered into the spirit of the thing. |
had no idea, until within a few days,
that you were taking matters au
grand serieux.

What can | say? | tried to make a
little romance to interest you, some-
thing soothing and idyllic, and, by
Jove! | have done it only too well! My
father doesn’'t know a word of this,
so don’t jar the old gentleman any
more than you can help. | fly from
the wrath to come — when you ar-
rive! For, dear Jack, there isn't any
colonial mansion on the other side of
the road, there isn't any piazza, there
isn't any hammock— there isn’t any
Marjorie Daw |

In herfamous book, the technique of the mystery story, Carolyn
Wells had some interesting comments to make on “ The Nature of the
Riddle Story and its Types." She said: “ The distinguishingfeature of the
Riddle Story is that the reader should be confronted with a number o fmys-
teriousfacts o f which the explanation is reserved till the end. Now this res-
ervation o fthefinal solution, in order to pique the readers curiosity, excite
his ingenuity, and lead him on to an unexpected climayx, is a quite legitimate
artistic effect. The only question to be asked about it in any particular
instance is whether it succeeds, whether the effect is really accomplished?
Andfor its success two primary qualifications are necessary —first, that
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the mystery should really be mysterious; second, that the explanation should
really explain.

“ The Riddle Story, then, is based entirely on a puzzle whose solution
is a clever trick, o fthe author and usually not to be guessed by the reader.
Unlike the Detective Story, there are no clues, either true or misleading.
The reader goes swiftly from his first surprise to sustained wonder, and
then to an intense and abiding curiosity that lasts until the solution is
flashed upon him. The plot is meant to catch the reader napping, and sel-
dom indeed is he wide awake enough to solve the riddle."

And then Carolyn Wells listed some o f the outstanding Riddle Stories,
and one was Thomas Bailey Aldrich’s “Marjorie Daw."

Now thatyou have read “ Marjorie Daw," do you agree with Carolyn
Wells that it is a Riddle Story?

Does it have the “two primary qualifications" that Carolyn Wells
considered necessary? Is there really a mystery in the beginning and in the
middle of the stoiy? Is the “mystery," such as it may be, “really mys-
terious"? And while we grant there is an explanation that “really ex-
plains,” how can there be an explanation o fa mysteiy that does not seem
to exisP

Actually, the reader o f “ Marjorie Daw" is not confronted in the begin-
ning “with a number o f mysteriousfacts." With a kind o f romantic sus-
pense, yes; but there is no reason to believe there is a mystery. True, “ the
explanation is reserved to the end," but it is not an explanation of a
mystery; it is really a surprise ending — almost in the O. Henry sense.

If, as Carolyn Wells maintained, “the Riddle Story is based entirely
on a puzzle whose solution is a clever trick, o f the author and usually not
to be guessed by the reader,” then “ Marjorie Daw" qualifies on the last
two counts — the solution is a clever trick ° f e author and probably was
not guessed by most readers; but we don't see how Carolyn Wells could
havefelt that the story was “ based entirely on apuzzle." We will agree with
Carolyn Wells, wholeheartedly, that the plot of “Marjorie Daw" was
“meant to catch the reader napping" — so in that sense the author did
write a riddle story.

Or did he?

Frankly, we're confused. We don't honestly know whether “ Marjorie
Daw?” is a riddle story or not. In the last analysis it doesn't really matter:
the story is beautifully told, it has charm and style, and its denouement was
— at least, to us — aflashing surprise. Why insist on labels?



IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT

Ifyou are a Cornell Woolrichfan [and, seriously, who isn't?), you will
be interested in some surprising statistics and in the announcement we are
about to make. Since Volume i, Number i of EQMM, which was pub-
lishedfourteen yeais ago, we have broughtyou no less than 42 short-stories
and novelettes by Cornell Woolrich .and/or William Irish. This repie-
sents an average o fthree Whbolrich stories peryear since the autumn ofnjqi.

For a time it looked as i f the Woolrich tale in this issue might be the last
Woolrich story to appear in EQMM. Sad words indeed— especially
after ourfourteen-year teconl o f havingfound and reprinted more Wool-
rich yarns than most people realized had ever been written by one of the
real Masters of the modern suspense-chiller. But now we are happy to
announce that we have successfully negotiated for another group of
Woolrich stories, and will be able to maintain ourfourteen-year average
for at least the-next two years.

So, during 7956, you can expect three more Woolrich spellbinders in-
cluding “The Ice-Pic/ Murders" and “ The Absent-Minded Murder."
And during 1957, if all goes well, there will be another trio o f thrillers
including “Dead Roses" and "Mr. Spanish to the Rescue.”

- In the meantime, heie is a wild and wooly Woolrich — a weirdie
evenfrom one of the -Master s darkest moments (and surely Mr. Wool-
rich must have had his nights o f dark tenor). It is onlyfair to wam you
that this is a gruesome, macabie tale? be sure you are not alone when you
read it, and take our advice — Keep all the lights on in the house . . .

ONE NIGHT TO BE DEAD SURE OF

by CORNELL WOOLRICH

he great depression had given

M iss Alfreda Garrity a bad fright.
The one of '93, not the last one. She
saw banks blow up all around her,
stocks hit the cellar, and it did some-
thing to her common sense, finishing
what a knockout blow from love had

begun ten years before; it made the
round-topped, iron-hooped trunk ly-
ing in a/corner of her hotel room
look good.

Her father, the late railroad presi-
dent, A1 Garrity, had left her well
provided for for life, but when she

~© /9j6, by Popular Publications, Inc, originally titled “ The Living Lie Down With the Dead”
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got through, everything site owned
was in that trunk in the room with
her — 190,000 in old-fashioned nap-
kin-size currency. She had a new%
lock put on the trunk, and a couple
of new bolts on her room-door, which
she hadn’t been through since the
night she was, jilted, wedding dress
and all, 520 weeks before. She had
taken a considerable beating, but no
depression could get at her from now
on, and that was that.

So far so good, but within a year or
so a variation had entered her fool-
proof scheme of things. Some blood-
curdling rumor of inflation may have
drifted in to her from the world out-
side. There was a guy named Bryan
doing a lot of talking about silver.
Either that, or the banknotes, be-
ginning to show the wear and_ tear
of being taken out, pawed over, and
counted every night at bedtime,
lacked attractiveness and_durability
for purposes of hoarding. After all,
she lay awake worrying to herself,
they were only pieces of printed
paper. One day, therefore,, she
cranked up the handle on the wall-
telephone ('96) and called one of the
better-known jewelry firms on
Maiden Lane.

The manager' himself showed up
that afternoon, bringing sample cases
under the watchful eye of an armed
guard. A $5,000 diamond brooch
found its way into the trunk to
glisten there unseen under all the
dog-eared packets of banknotes.
Pretty soon the bills were just a thin
layer solidly bedded on a sparkling
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rockpile. By 1906 she had to quit
that — she had run out of money
and fhe rocks went to work for her.
Their value doubled, tripled, quad-
rupled, asethe price of diamonds
skyrocketed. In that one respect,
maybe she hadn’t been so batty after
all.

Meanwhile, she never stepped out
of the room, and -the only one she
allowed in it was an old colored maid
who brought her meals to her — and
never dreamed what was in that
mouldy old trunk in the corner. But
all during the Twenties, an eerie fig-
ure would glide silently each night
about the room, flashing prismatic
fire from head to foot— a ghost
covered with diamonds.' There wasn’t
space enough on the rustling, white
bridal gown to put them all, so she’'d
spread the rest around her on the
floor and walk barefooted on a twin-
kling carpet of pins, brooches, brace-
lets, and rings. Sometimes tiny drops of
red appeared on the sharp points,of
the faceted stones.

She knew her number was going to
be up soon, and it got so she couldn’t
bear the thought of parting with
them, leaving them behind. She called
her lawyer in — the grandson of the
man who had been her father’s law-
yer— told him her wishes in the
matter and made out her will. She
was to be buried in the vault her
father had built for himself 50 years
before; she was to go_into it in her
bridal dress, face veiled, and no one
must look at her face once the em-
balmers were through with her. There
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must be a glass insert at the top of
the coffin, and instead of the coffin
being placed horizontally as in Chris-
tian burial, it was to be left standing
upright as the Egyptians' used to do.
And all the diamonds in the trunk
were to be sealed into the tomb with
her, were to follow her into the next
world; she wanted them left directly
in front of the glass-slitted sarcopha-
gus, where she could look at them
through all eternity. She had no
heirs, no relatives; nobody had a
claim on them but herself; and she
was going to take them with her.

“1 charge you,” she wheezed hec-
tically, “on your professional honor,
to see that this is carried out accord-
ing to my instructions!”

The lawyer had expected something
dippy from her, but not quite as bad
as all that. But he knew her well
enough not to try to talk her out of
it; she would only have appointed a
different executor — and goodbye
diamonds!.So the will was drawn up,
signed, and attested. He was the last
one to see her alive. She must have
known just when it was coming. The
old colored maid couldn’t get in the
next morning, and when they broke
down the door they found her
stretched out in her old yellowed
wedding gown, orange-blossom
wreath, satin slippers and all. This
second bridegroom hadn’t left her
in the lurch like the first.

The news about the diamonds
leaked out somehow, although it was
the last thing the lawyer had wanted.
The wedding-dress bier was good
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copy and had attracted the reporters
like flies to honey. Then some clerk
in his law office may have taken a
peek while filing the will and let the
cat out of the bag. The trunk had
been taken from the room, secreted,
and put under guard, but meanwhile
the value of its contents had spurted
to half a million, and the story got
two columns in every evening paper
that hit the newsstands. It was one
of those “naturals.” Everybody in
the city was talking' about it that
first night ... to forget about it
just as quickly the next day.

Unfortunately for’the peace of Miss
Garrity’s soul, there were two who
took a professional interest in the
matter instead of just an esoteric one.
Chick Thomas's eye lighted on it on
his way to -the back of the paper
where the racing charts were. He
stopped, read it through once, and
looked thoughtful; then he read it a
second time and did some more think-
ing. When he had given it a third
once-over, you could tell by his face
he had something. He folded the
paper tubularly to the exclusion of
everything but this one item and
called it to the attention of Angel
Face Zabriskie by whacking it ecstat-
ically across his nose. There was no
offense in the blow, only triumph.
“Get that,” he said, sliding his mouth
halfway toward his ear to pronounce
the two words.

Angel Face read it and got it, just
the way Chick wanted him to. They
looked at each other. “How d’ya
know it ain’t just a lot of malarkev?
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Her mouthpiece won't admit or deny
it, says here.”

“Which proves they’'re going
through with it,” opined the cagey
Chick. “He don’t want it advertised,
that'’s all. If they weren’t gonna do
it, he’d say no, wouldn’t he? Don’t
you know mouths by now? Anytime
one of 'em won't talk it means you’ve
stolen a base on him.”

Angel Face resumed cutting his
corns with a razor blade. “So they’re
turning over the ice to the worms.
So what’s the rush? Let her cool off
a while first before we get busy on
the spade work — if that’s what you
got in mind.”

Chick became wrathful. “No won-
der I'm stuck here in a punk fur-
nished ,room, teaming up with you!
You got about as much imagination
as the seat of my pants! Don*t you
know a haul when you see one?
‘What's the rush?”” he mimicked na-
sally. ‘No rush at all! Wait a ‘week,
sure, why not? And then find out
somebody else has beat us to it! D’yak
think we're the only two guys reading
this paper tonight? Don’t you think
there's plenty of others getting the
same juice out of it we are? Five
hundred grand ain’t unloaded into a
cemetery every day in the week, you
know. If 1'd listen to you we’d prob’ly
have to get in line and wait our turn
to get near it—"

Angel Face tossed aside the razor
blade, shook a sock out, and began
putting it on. “Well, what's the
answer?” he asked not unreasonably.
“Hold up the hearse on its way out

IYSTERY MAGAZINE

there? How do we know it'll be in
the hearse?”

“Naw,” snapped Chick, “it won't
be in the hearse in the first place,
and there’ll prob’ly be enough armed
guards around it to give an imitation
of a shooting gallery if we tried that;
that mouth of hers -is no fool. Naw,
here's the idea. It come to me like
that — while | was reading about it.”
He snapped his fingers to illustrate
the suddennes of the inspiration, “To
'‘be Johnny-on-the-spot and ring the
bell ahead of all the other wise guys,
one of us goes right into the burial
vault all dressed in wood instead of
the stiff they tiling they’re planting.
That’s one angle none of the others’ll
think of, | bet!” 1

Angel Face threw a nauseated look
up at him from shoe-level. “Yeah?
Well, as long as you thought of it,
you're elected.”

Flis roommate squinted at the ceil-
ing in exasperation. “They ain’t bury-
ing her in sod! Don’t you know what
a mausoleum is yet? They're like
little stone or marble houses. I've
seen some of 'em. They got more
room inside than this two-by-four
rat-hole we're in now. They're just
gonna leave her standing up in there.
Wait, I'll read-it to you—

He swatted the paper across his
thigh, traced a finger along the last
few lines of print at the bottom.
“ ‘The burial will take place at 11
o’clock tomorrow morning at the
Cedars of Lebanon Cemetery. The
services will be strictly' private. To
discourage curiosity-seekers, Mr.
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Staunton has arranged for a detail of
police to bar outsiders from the
grounds both before and during the
ceremonies. Whether the fantastic
provisions of the will are to be carried
out in their entirety and a huge
fortune in jewelry cached in the
crypt, could not be learned. It is
thought likely, however, that because
of the obvious risks involved it will
be allowed to remain in the vault,
only a short time, out of regard to
the wishes of the deceased, and will
then be removed to a safer place.
Funeral arrangements completed at
a late hour'last night, it is learned on
good authority, call for the use of a
specially constructed coffin with a
glass “pane” at the top, designed and
purchased several years ago by Miss
Gerrity herself and held in readiness,
somewhat after the old Chinese cus-
tom. The body is to be left standing
upright. Pending interment, the re-
mains have been removed to the
Hampton Funeral Parlors—'"

Chick flicked his hand at the paper.'
“Which just about covers everything
we needa knowl What more d’'ya
want? Now d’ya understand why we
gotta get right with it from the- be-
ginning? Outside of a lotta other
mugs trying to muscle in, it says
right here that they’'re only liable
to leave it there a little while before
they take it out again — maybe the
very next day after, for all we know.
We got only one night to be dead
sure of. That's the night after the
funeral — tomorrow night.”

“Even so,” argued Angel Face,
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“that still don’t prove that two guys
can’t get at it just as quick from the
outside as they can if one’s outside
and one's in.”

“Where's yer brains? If we both
stay- outside we can’'t get to work
until after dark when the cemetery
closes, and even then there’s a watch-
man to figure on. But if one guy’s on
the inside along with a nice little kit
of files and chisels, he can get started
the minute they close the works up
on him, have the whole afternoon to
get the ice out of the strongbox or
trunk or whatever they put it in.
Y 'don’t think they’re gonna leave it
lying around loose on the floor, do
ya? Or maybe,” he added wither-
ingly, “you was counting on backing
an express van up to the place and
moving it out trunk and all?” He
spat disgustedly at an opening be-
tween two of the floor-boards.

“Well, if the shack is stone or
marble like you said, how we gonna
crack it?”

“It’s got a door just like any other
place, ain’t it?” roared Chick. Then
quickly dropping his voice again.
“Hoiv d'ya get at any door, even a
bronze one? Take an impression of
the key that works it! If we can’t do
that, then maybe we can pick the
lock or find some other way. Anyhow,
that part of it's the least; it's get-
ting the ice ready to move out in a
hurry that counts. We gotta be all
set to slip .right out with it. We can’t
hang around half the night showing
lights and bringing it out a piece at a
time.”
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“Gee,” admitted Angel Face, “the
way you tell it, it don’t sound so bad,
like at first. | kept thinking about
dirt being shoveled right on top of
the coffin, and all like that. It ain’'t
that I'm yellow or anything—" .

“Naw,” agreed his companion bit-
ingly, “orange! Well, we’ll settle that
part of it right off before we do any-
thing else, then we’ll go up and look
the place over, get a line on it.”- He
produced a shining quarter. “I’ll toss
you for who goes in and who stays
out. Heads it’s you, tails it’'s me. How
about it?”

Angel Face nodded glumly. The
coin flashed up to within a few feet
of the ceiling, spun down again.
Chick cupped it neatly in his hol-
lowed palm. He held his hand under
the other’s nose. Miss Liberty stared
heartlessly up at them.

*“0O.K. Satisfied?” Chick dropped
the coin back into a vest pocket, not
the trouser pocket where he kept the
rest of his small change. He'd had it
for years; it had been given to him as
a souvenir by a friend who had once
been in the business, as an example of
the curious accidents that beset even
the best of counterfeiters at times.
It had come from the die with a head
stamped on both sides.

Angel Face was a little white around
the gills. “Aw, | can't go through
with it, Chick,"it's no use. It gives me
the heebies even to think about get-
ting in the box in her place.”

“Take a couple of stiff ones before
you climb in, and it’'ll be over before
you know it. They don’t even lie you

down flat, they just stand you up, and
you got glass to look through the
whole .time — it’s no different from
being in a telephone booth.” Then,
still failing to note any signs of en-
thusiasm on the other’'s face, he
kicked a chair violently out of the
way and flung back his arm threaten-
ingly. “All right, blow, then! G 'wan,

.ya yellowbelly, get outa here! I'll

get me another partner! There’s
plenty of guys in this town would
do more than that to get their mitts
on a quarter of a million bucks worth
of ice! All y’gotta do is stand still
with a veil on your dome' for half a
day — and you’'re heeled for the rest
of your life!”

Angel face didn’t take the depart-
ure which had been so pointedly in-
dicated. Instead he took a deep ab-
dominal breath; “AH -right, pipe
down, d’'ya want everyone in the
house to hear ya?”. he muttered re-
luctantly. “How we gonna get in the
place to look it over, like you said?”

Chick was already unbuckling a
battered old valise. “1 never believe
in throwing away nothing. | used
to have a fake press-card in here some
place. | never knew till now why I
hung onto it. Now | know. That and
a sawbuck oughta fix it for us to see
this grave-bungalow. We're a couple
reporters sent up to describe it for
our paperahead of time.” He shuffled
busily through a vast accumulation
of pawn tickets, dummy business
cards, fake letters of introduction,
forged traveler’s checks, and other
memorabilia of his salad days. Finally
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he drew something out. “Here it is.
It got me on a boat once wher” the
heat was on and | ducked across the
pond —”

“Can two of us get by on one?”
Angel Face wanted to know, studying
it.

“Naw, cut out a piece of cardboard
the same size and scribble on it, stick
it in your hatband. I'll just flash this
one and the gateman up there prob’ly
won't know the diff.” He kicked the
valise back under the bed. “Let’s go.
Stick a pencil behind your ear and
scratch something on the back of an
envelope every now and then — and
keep your trap shut; I'll do the rest
of it.”

They went trooping ' down the
rickety rooming-house stairs, two gen-
tlemen bound on engrossing business.
They checked on the Cedars of Leba-
non Cemetery in a directory in a
candy store on the corner, and Chick
bought three or four bars of milk
chocolate wrapped in tinfoil, insisting
that it be free of nuts, raisins, or any
other filling. He stuck one piece in
each of his four vest pockets, which
was as close to his body as he could
get it.

“1t’ll melt and run on ya,” warned
Angel Face as they made their 'way
to the subway.

“Whaddya suppose I'm doing it
for?” gritted the mastermind tersely.
“Will ya shuddup or d’ya want me to
land one on your loud-talking puss!”

"Aw, don’t get so tempermental,®
subsided Angel Face. Chick was al-
ways like this when they were on a
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job. But he was good just the same —
liad that little added touch of imagina-
tion which he himself lacked, Angel
Face realized. That was why he
teamed with him, even though he
was always the fall-guy.

They rode a Bronx train to the end
of the line, then walked the rest of the
distance on foot. Chick spoke once,
out of the side of his face. “Not .so
fast, relax. These newspaper punks
never hurry.”

The cemetery was open. They
strolled up to the gatekeeper’s lodge.
Angel Face looked about him in sur-
prise. He had expected rows of mold-
ering headstones and sunken graves.
Instead it looked just like a big pri-
vate estate. It was a class cemetery,
no doubt about it. The most that
could be seen from the perimeter was
an occasional group of statuary, a
tasteful pergola or two, all screened
by leaves and shrubbery. There were
even rustic benches of hewn logs set
here and there along the winding
paths. It was just like a park with tall
cypress trees rustling in the wind. The
set-up perked him up a lot. It wasn't
such a bad place to spend a night —
salary, $250,000. He let go a bar or
two of Casey Jones and got a dig in
the ribs from Chick’s elbow.

The gatekeeper came out to them
and Chick turned on the old per-
sonality. “ Afternoon, buddy. We been
sent up here to get a story on this
tomb the old crow with the di’monds
is going into tomorrow. We been told
not to come back without it or we
lose our jobs.” He flashed the press-



88 ELLERY QUEEN’S

card, jerked his head at the one in
Angel Face’s hatband, and quickly
put his own away again.

“What a way to earn a living,” said
the gatekeeper pessimistically. “ Nearly
as bad as my own. Help yourselves.
You follow this main path all the way
back, theli turn off to your left. The
Garrity mausoleum is about fifty
yards beyond. You'll know it by
the —”

Chick’s paw dropped fraternally on
the old codger’sshoulder. “How about
giving us a peek insideP Just so we
can get a rough idea. You know your-
self we haven’t got a chance of get-
ting' near the place tomorrow. We
don’'t want to take pitchers or any-
thing— you can search us, we have
no camera.” Angel Face helpfully
raised his arms to frisking position,
then dropped them again.'

“1 couldn’t, gents, | couldn’t.” The
gatekeeper stroked the silver stubble
on his face. “It would cost me my
job if the trustees, ever got wind of
it.” He glanced down sideways at the
ten-spot poking into his breast-pocket
from Chick’s dangling hand.

"How'’s chances?” Chick slurred.

“About fifty-fifty.” The old man
grinned hesitantly. “Y’know these
plots are private property. | ain't
even supposed to butt into 'em my-
self—" But his dyes were greedily
following the second sawbuck going
in to join the first. Even Angel Face
hadn’'t seen his partner take it out,
it was that smooth.

“Who's gonna know the difference?.
It won't take a minute.. We'll be out
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again before you know ir.” rA third
tenner was tapped down lightly on
top of the other two.

The old man’s eyes crinkled slyly.
“l ain’'t supposed to leave my post
here at the gate, not till we close up
at 6—" But he was already turning
to go back into the lodge for some-
thing. Chick drooped one eyelid at
Angel Face. The old man came out
again with a hoop of thick, ponderous
keys slung over his arm. He looked
around him craftily. “Come on be-
fore anyone sees us,” he muttered.

They started down the main path
one on each side of him; Chick took
the side he,was carrying the keys on.
He took out a chocolate bar, laid
open the tinfoil, and took a very
small nibble off one corner. Then He
kept it flat up against his moist palm
after -that, holding-it in place with
his thumb. -

“See that you get all this now,” he
ordered Angel Face across their
guide’s shoulders. “The Captain’s
putting himself out for us.” Angel
Face stripped the pencil from his ear

-and held the back of an envelope in

readiness. “He takes the rough notes
and | polish 'em up, work”em into an
article,” explained Chick profession-
ally.

“You young fellas must get good
money,” remarked the old man.
. .“Nothing to brag about. Of course,
the office foots the bill for any extra
expenses— -like just now." Even an
old lame-brain like this might figure
530 a pretty stiff tip coming from a
leg-man.
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“Oh, no wonder,” cackled the old
fellow shrewdly. “So that'’s it!”

Chick secretly took out a second
chocolate bar, stripped it open, and
nipped it between his teeth. The gate-
man didn’t notice that he now had
two bars, one ineach hand. Chick kept
his palms inward and the bars didn’t
extend beyond his fingertips.

They turned off the main path
without meeting anyone, followed a
serpentine side-path up over a rise
of ground, and just beyond came face
to face with a compact granite struc-
ture, domed and about ten feet high.
The path ended at its massive bronze
door, flanked by two hefty stone urns
and guarded by a reclining angel
blowing a trumpet.

“Here she is," said the gatekeeper,
and once again looked around. So did
Chick, but for a different reason. Not
very far ahead he could make out the
tall iron railing that bounded the
cemetery; the Garrity mausoleum,
therefore, was near its upper limits,
on the side farthest away from town.
He peered beyond, searching hur-
riedly for an identifying landmark on
the outside by which to locate it. It
wasn’'t built up out- there, just open
country, but he could make out a
gray thread of motor highway with a
row of billboards facing his way. That
was enough, it would have to do. He
counted three of them, then a break,
then three more.

He then turned his attention to the
key the old man was fitting into the
chunky door, lavishly molded into
bas-reliefs of cherubs and whatnot,

but grass-green from long exposure
to the elements. The old man was
having a lot of trouble with it, but
Chick didn’t dare raise his eyes to
watch what was going on. When the
door finally opened and the key
dropped back to the ring again,
Chick’s eye rode with it, keeping it
separate from all the rest even after
it was back with them again. It was
the fifth from one end of the bunch
and seventh from the other, unless
and until the old man inadvertently
shifted the entire hoop around, of
course — which would .have been-ca-
tastrophic. The hoop was nearly the
size of a tricycle wheel.

Chick tilted his head behind the
old man’s back, caught Angel Face’s
eye, and gave him the signal. The
gatekeeper was lugging the squealing,
grinding door open with both arms,
and the keys on the ring fluttered
like ribbons with every move he
made. Angel Face said, “Here, I'll
help ya,” as' the door gave an unex-
pected lurch outward and he fell
back against the gatekeeper. It was
the old jostle-and-dip, which they
had had down to a science even be-
fore they were in long pants.

Chick'flipped that one certain key
out from the rest with the point of
his nail, deftly caught it on one bar
of soft chocolate, and ground the
other one down on top of it.

* "Oops, sorryl” said Angel Face,

.and jerked the gateman forward again

by one lapel, as if he had been in dan-
ger of falling over. Chick separated
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the two slabs, the released key fell
back in line again, and by the time he
had trailed into the dank place after
the other two, he had the tinfoil
folded back in place again and his
handkerchief wrapped around the
two bars to protect them from fur-
ther softening through bodily warmth;
they were in'his breastpocket, now,
where they were least likely to melt.

The gatekeeper didn’t linger long
inside the place with them, but that
wasn’t necessary any more. The floor
of the vault was three feet below
ground level, giving it a total height
of about thirteen feet on the inside.
A few steps led down from the door-
way. The interior was in the shape of
a cross, outlined by bastions of mar-
ble-faced granite that supported the
dome. The head and one arm already
contained coffins supported on trestles
— A1 Garrity and his wife respec-
tively. Miss Garrity's was evidently
going into the remaining arm. Maca-
bre purple light filtered downward
from a round tinted-glass opening in
the exact center of the dome, so in-
accessible from the floor that it might
have been on some other planet.
Even so, you could hardly see your
hand in front of your face a short dis-
tance away from the open door. The
place was icy cold and, once'the door
was closed, apparently air-tight. Chick
wondered how long the supply of
oxygen would last if anyone were shut
up in there alive. Possibly a week;
certainly more than twenty-four,
hours. He kept the thought to him-
self. /
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“You'd think,” he heard Angel
Face complain in the gloom, “they’'d
punch a winder or two in a place like

.this and let some light in.” .

“This one’s about fifty years old,"
the old man explained. “Some of the
newer ones they put up since has
more .light in 'em. There’s one even
has electric tapers at the head of the
bier, going day and night, worked by
battery.”

“Ain’t it unhealthy to leave the
coffins above ground like this?” Chick
asked.

“The bodies are preserved, em-
balmed in'some way, | understand,
before they're put in these kind of
places. | s’pose if you was to open
up one of these two they got here al-
ready you’d find ’em looking just
like the day they got here. They
don’t change any, once they’re here.”

A sound resembling “Brrh/” came
from Angel Face’s direction; he re-
treated toward the doorway rather
more quickly than he had come in.
Chick took note of that fact: he could
see that more build-up was in order.

On the way out he sized up the
thickness of the wall, where the en-
trance cut through it. A solid two
feet. And where the bastions en-
croached on the interior, God only
knows | Pickaxes and even dynamite
would have been'out of the question.
The only possible way was the one
he had decided on.

Angel Face was scribbling away in-
dustriously on the back ofan envelope
when he came out after him, but his
face looked strained. Chick pointed
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to the inner side of the bronze door;
the keyhole ran all the way through.
He furtively spread two fingers, folded
them again. A key for each of them,
that meant. If it was intended for
encouragement, it didn’'t seem to do
much good, and Chick didn’t care to
risk asking the old man whether a key
used from the inside would actually
work or not. Who the hell had any
business letting themselves out-of a
tomb? And apart from'that, he had a
hunch the answer would have been
no anyway.

“Well,” said the old man as he took
leave of them at the door of his lodge,
"I hope you two young fellas hev
gotten what you came here after.”

Chick slung an arm about his shoul-
der and patted him reassuringly.
“Sure did, old-timer, and much
obliged to you. Well, be good.”

"Hunk," the old reprobate snorted
after them, "fat chance o’ being any-
thing but around these diggin’sl”

They strolled aimlessly out the way
they had come in, but with the or-
namental stone and iron gateway.once
behind them Chick snapped into a
sudden double-quick walk that rap-
idly took them out of sight. “C’'mon,
pick up your feet,” he ordered, “be-
fore he feels for that pocket where he
thinks he’s got something!” He thrust
the three tenners he had temporarily
loaned the old man back into his own
trousers.

“Gee!” exclaimed .Angel Face ad-’
miringly.

“He’s too old to enjoy that much
dough anyway,” commented Chick.

NIGHT TO BE DEAD SURE OF

91

It was dusk when they came out of
the subway. Chick, who'was some-
thing of a psychologist, wisely didn’t
give his companion time to argue
about the undertaking from this
point on. He could tell by the other’s
long face that Angel Face was dying
to back out, but he wouldn’t give
him the chance to get started. If he
stayed with the idea long enough, he’d
get used to it, caught up by the rush
of their preparations.

“Got any dough?” he demanded
as they came out on the sidewalk.

“Yeah, but listen Chick —” started
the other.

“Here, take this.” Chick handed
him two of the tens. “Go to a hard-
ware store and get an awl and a
screwdriver — good strong ones; bet-
ter get each one in a different-place.”

“Wha — what’s the idea?” Angel
Face’s teeth were clicking a little.

“That’s to let air in the coffin. Shut
up and let me do the talking. Then
get a couple of those tin boxes that
workmen carry their lunches in —
get the biggest size they come in.”
He saw another question trembling
on his partner’s lips, and quickly
forestalled it. “To lug the ice away
in, what d’'ya suppose! If two ain’t
enough, get three. Get 'em so one’ll
fit inside the other when | bring 'em
out there tomorrow night. Now vy’
got that? See that y’stick with it.
That’s your part of the job. Mine'll
be to take these candy bars to a lock-
smith, have a pair of keys made, one
for each of us—"

This, judging by the change that
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came over Angel Face’s incorrectly
named map, Was the first good news
he had heard since they had scanned
the paper that morning.

“Oh, that's different,” he sighed,
“as long as | get one, too—"

“Sure, you can take it right in with
you, hang it round your neck on a
cord or something, just to set your
mind at rest. That’s what | tried to
tip you off back there — the keyhole
goes all the way through. But don’t
try using it ahead of time and ditch-'
ing me, or I'll make you wish you'd
stayed in there—"”

“So help me, Chick, you know' me
better'n that! It’s only in case some-
thing goes wrong, so | won't be left
bottled up in there for the rest of
my —”

“Y ' got nothing to worry about,”
snarled .Cluck impatiently. "Now'
g’'wan and do what | told you, and
wait' for me back at the room. I'll
meet you there by midnight at the
latest. This corpse beauty parlor she’s
at oughta be closed for the night by
then. We got a jimmy home, haven't
we?”

He didn’t wait to be told but left
with a jaunty step, bustling. Angel
Face moved of} slowly, like someone
on his way to the dentist or the line-_
(§ =N
Chick knew just where to have .the
keys made. He'd had jobs done there
plenty of times in the past. It was in
the basement of a side-street tene-
ment and the-guy kept his mouth
closed, never asked questions, no
matter what kind of a crazy mold you
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brought him. Chick carefully peeled
the tinfoil oft the chocolate bars.

, The locksmith examined the im-
pression. “How many you gonna
need?”

“Two, but | w'ant 'em made one at
a time. Bring the mold out to me
after you finish the -first one — the
second -one’s gotta be a little dif-
ferent." He wasn’t putting anyone in
the way of walking oft with half a
million dollars’ w'orth of jewels under
his nose, maybe only an hour before
he got there. To hand Angel Face a
key that really worked was like plead-
ing for a doublecross. He'd see that
he got out all right, but not till he
w-as.there to let him out.

- “Take about twenty minutes
apiece,” said the locksmith.

“I'll wait. Get going on 'em.”

The locksmith came back with
one completed key for inspection,
and the tw'o halves of the mold, which
he’d had to glaze with some kind of
Wax. “Sure it works, now?” Chick
scowled.

“It fits— that's all I can tell you.”

“All right, then here’s what you do
now.” He scraped a nailful of choco-
late .off the underside of each bar,
troweled it microscopically into the
impression, smoothed it over, obliter-
ating one of the three teeth the key
had originally possessed. “Make it
that way this time.” He tucked the
first key away to guard against con-
fusion.

The locksmith gave him the mold
back- .when he had finished the job,-
and Chick kneaded the paraffined
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chocolate into a ball and dropped it
down the sewer. Angel Face’s key
had a piece of twine looped to it, all
ready to hang around his neck.

An amulet against the horrors —
that was about all it was really good
for.

The Hampton Funeral Parlor was
dolled up so that it almost looked
like a grill or tap-room from the out-
side. It had a blue neon sign and col-
ored mosaic windows and you ex-
pected to see a hat-check girl just
inside the entrance. But after mid-
night it would probably be dark and
inconspicuous enough for a couple of
gents to crack \yithout bringing down
the town on their heads.

Chick managed to size up the lock
on the door without exactly loitering
in front of it. A glass-cutter was out;
in the first place the door-pane was
wire-meshed, and in the second place
it had,to be done without leaving any
tell-tale signs, otherwise there might
be an embarrassing investigation when
they opened up in the morning. Em-
barrassing for Angel Face, anyway.
A jimmy ought to do the trick in five
minutes; that kind of place didn’'t
usually go in for electric burglar-
alarms.

When he arrived back in the room
he found Angel Face pacing back and
forth until the place rattled. At least
he had brought in the lunch boxes,
the awl, and the screwdriver. Chick
examined them, then looked over the
jimmy and packed that too. Angel
Face’s frantic meandering kept up all
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around him. “Quit that!” he snapped.
He opened a brown-paper bag
crammed with sandwiches he had
brought in with him. “Here, wrap
yourself around one of these—"

Angel Face took a huge mouthful,
chewed once or twice, finally gave up.
“l ain’t hungry. | can’t seem to
swaller,” he moaned.

“You're gonna be hungry!” warned
Chick mercilessly. “It’'s your last
chance to eat until t'morra night
about this time.' Here's your key —
hang it around your neck.” He tossed
overjhe dummy with the two teeth.
“l got a bottle of rye for you, too,
but you take that the last thing —
before we leave.”

When they let themselves out of
the house at i a.m., Angel Face fol-
lowed docilely enough. Chick had
also done a little theatrical browbeat-
ing and brought up a lot of past jobs
which Angel Face wouldn’t have been
keen to have advertised. It hadn't
seemed to occur to him that neither
would Chick, for that matter. Angel
Face wasn’'t very quick on the up-
take.

Chick glanced at him as they came
out the front door of the rooming-
house, swept Angel Face’s hat off
with a backhand gesture, ‘and let it
roll over to the curb. “They don’t
plant ’em in snap-brim felts, especially
old ladies— and | ain’t wearing two
back,when I leave!” Angel Face gulped
silently. “You can get yourself a gold
derby by Wednesday, like trombones
wear, if you feel like it.”
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They had walked briskly past the
Hampton Chapel, now dark and de-
serted’, as if they had no idea of stop-
ping there at all, then abruptly halted
a few yards Up the side-street. “Stay
here up against the wall and keep
back,” breathed the nerveless Chick.
“Two of us ganged up at the entrance
would make too much of an eyeful.
I'll whistle when I'm set.”

Chick’s cautious whistle came far
too quickly "to suit Angel Face. He
sort of tottered around to where the
entrance was and dove into the vel-
vety darkness. Chick carefully closed
the door again so it wouldn’t be no-
ticeable from the outside. “It was a
pushover,” he whispered, “I coulda
almost done it'with a toothpick!”
He went toward the back, flickering
a small torch once or twice, then gave
a larger dose to the room beyond.
“No outside windows,” he said. “We
can use their own current! Turn it
on and close the door.”

Angel Face was moistening his lips
and having trouble with his Adam’s
apple, staring glassy-eyed at the two
shrouded coffins the place contained.
Otherwise it wasn’t so bad as it might
have been. Black and purple drapes
hung from the walls, and the floor
and ceiling were spotless. The em-
balmers, if they actually did their
work here, had removed all traces of
it. Of the two coffins, one was on a
table up against the wall, the other
on a draped bier out in the middle,
each with an identifying card pinned
to its pall.

“Here she is,” said Chick, peering

through the glass pane, “all ready for
delivery.” Angel Face looked over his
shoulder, then jerked back as though
he had just had an electric shock.
A veiled face had met his own through
the glass. He turned almost blue.

Chick went over to the second one,
against the wall, stripped it, and cal-'
lously sounded it with his knuckles.
“This one’s got somebody in it too,”
he announced. He unburdened him-
self of his tools, went back to the first
coffin, and started in on the screws
that held down the lid'. Fie heaved it
a little out of line so that it over-
lapped the bier. “Get down under it
and get going on some air-holes with
that awl. Not too big, now! They’'ll
have to be on the bottom so they
won’t be noticed.”

“Right while — while she’s in it?”
croaked Angel Face, folding to his
knees.

“Certainly — we don’t wanna be
here all night!”

They gouged and prodded for a
while in silence. “You ain’t told me
yet,” Angel Face whimpered pres-
ently. “Once I'm in it, how do | get
out again? Do | hafta wait for you to
come back and unscrew me?!’

“Certainly not, haven’'t ya got any
sense at all? You take this screw-
driver I'm using in with you. Then
you just bust the glass from the in-
side, stretch-out your arms, and go to
work down the front of it yourself.”

“1 can’t reach the bottom screws
from where I'll be. How am | gonna
bend—"

“Y'don’'t have to! Just get rid of
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the upper ones and then push out —
it'll split the rest of the way. I'm
not gonna put them back too tight.”

Angel Face was still underneath
when he heard Chick put down the
screwdriver and dislodge something.
“There we are! Gimme.a hand with
this.” He straightened up and looked.

A fragile doll-like figure lay re-
vealed, dressed in yellowed satin and
swathed from head to foot in a long
veil. They stood the lid up against
the bier. “Get her out,” ordered
Chick, “while | get started on that
second one over there.” But Angel
Face was more rigid than the form
that lay on the satin coffin-lining;
he couldn’t lift a finger toward it.

When the second coffin was un-
lidded, Chick came back and without
a qualm picked up the mortal re-
mains of Miss Alfreda Garrity. He
carried her over to the second coffin
— a larger one — deposited her on
top of the rightful occupant, whipped
off the veil, and then forced down the
lid. Angela Face was giving little
moans like a man coming out of gas.
“Get in there a while and try it out,”
his partner advised him. briskly.

It took Chick ten minutes to screw
the lid back on the one that now held
the two of them, then he carefully
dusted it with his handkerchief and
came back. Angel Face had both legs
in the first coffin and was sitting up
in it, hanging onto the sides with
both hands and shivering, his face
glossy with sweat.

“Get all the way in — see ifit fits!”
Chick bore down on his shoulders
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remorselessly. “You won’'t be a bit
cramped. All right, did you punch
them air-holes all the way through?
If you didn't you’'ll suffocate. Now
we’ll try it out with the lid and veil
on. Keep your head down?”

He brought the veil over and spread
it across Angel Face’s wincing coun-
tenance. Then he lifted the heavy lid
off the floor, placed it over the coffin,
and fitted it in place. He peered down
through the glass pane, studying the
mummified onion-head that showed
below. He retreated, gauged the ef-
fect from a distance, then came back
again to the opposite side. Finally he
dislodged the lid once more. Angel
Face instantly sat up, like a jack-in-
the-box. He tossed the veil off and
blew out his breath.

“D’ja have any trouble getting
air?” Chick asked anxiously.

“There coulda been more.”

“All right, stay there — I'll put a
few more holes in to be on the safe
side.” Chick went to work from be-
low with the screwdriver.

When he was finished, Chick ex-
amined the glass insert in the lid.
“It’s kinda thick at that. Maybe you
better take something in with you to
make sure of smashing it. Wait a
minute, | think | saw —"

He came back in a few moments
with a small iron mallet that had two
or three links of filed-off chain dan-
gling from it. “Just a tap from this’ll
do the trick for you. There’'s room
enough to use your arms if you bring
'em up close to you. One more thing
and we're set: watch your breathing
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— see that it don't flutter the veil.
I’'m gonna bulge it loose around you,
so it won't get in the way of your
beak.” He scrutinized the other
shrewdly. “Ready?”

Angel Face climbed back in re-
signedly.

-Chick tucked the screwdriver un-
der one armpit, the iron mallet under
the other, then once more arranged
the -veil about his henchman’s head
and shoulders, this time-leaving a
large pocket through which Angel
Face could draw breath without mov-
ing the veil.

“Don’t forget to have the ice loose
when | show up,” ordered Chick.
“See ya t'morra night about this
time.” Fie put the lid back on, and
ten minutes later it was screwed
firmly in- place. One coffin was as
silent as the other. . . .

Chick turned the lights out and si-
lently eased out of the room. He
locked the front door on the inside,
so they wouldn’t know it had been
tampered with, let himself out of
one of the ornamental-windows on
the side-street, and pulled it shut
after him. They'd probably never
even-notice it had been left unlatched
all night.

Chick was standing across the street
next morning at half-past io when
the funeral procession started out for
the cemetery. So were a sprinkling of
others, drawn by curiosity. The
dumbbells probably thought the jew-
els were going right with her in the
coffin. Fat chance. He saw the coffin
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brought out and loaded onto the
hearse, the tasseled pall still cover-
ing it. So far so good, he congratu-
lated himself; they hadn’t tumbled
to anything after opening the parlor
for the day, not even the air-holes
on the bottom, and the worst was
now over. Forty minutes more and
nothing Angel Face could do would
be able to hurt them. He could bust
out and stretch to his heart’s content.

Only one car followed the hearse,
probably with her lawyer in it. Chick
let the small procession get started,
then flagged a taxi and followed.
Even if outsiders hadn’'t been barred
during the services, he couldn’t have
risked going into the cemetery be-
cause of the danger of running into
that gatekeeper again; but it wouldn’'t
do any harm to “wipe a bird’s-eye
view.- The hearse and the limousine
tailing it made almost indecent time,
but he didn’t have any trouble keep-
ing up wnth them. He got out across
the way from the main entrance just
as they were going through, and
parked himselfat a refreshment stand
directly opposite, over a short root
beer.

The gates were closed again the
minute the cortege was inside, and
the two guys loitering in front were
easily identifiable as dicks. Chick saw
them turn away several people who
tried to get in. Then they came for-
ward, the gates swung open again,
and a small armored truck whizzed
through without slowing down. There,
Chick told himself, went Miss 'Gar-
nty’s diamonds. Smart guy, her law-
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yer; nobody could have tackled that
truck on the outside without getting
lead poisoning.

Chick hung around until the hearse,
the limousine, and the truck had
come out again, about 25 minutes
latec. They were all going much
slower this time, and the gates stayed
open'behind them. It hadn’t taken
‘them long. You could tell the old
doll had no relatives or family. The
dicks swung onto the running board
of the limousine, got in with the
lawyer— and that was that." He and
Angel Face had got away with it!
There could no longer be any slip-up.

At midnight; with the big lunch
box that held two other ones under
his arm, he bought more sandwiches.
Not to feed the imprisoned Angel
Face, but to spread out on top of the
rocks after they were packed in the
boxes, in case any nosey cops decided
to take a gander.

It was a long ride to the end of the
line, but he knew better than to take
a taxi this time. The stem along the
motor highway around and to the
back of the Cedars of Lebanon, to
where those billboards faced the mau-
soleum, was even longer, but he was
in no hurry — he had all night. In
about 30 minutes he came to them —
three and then a blank space and then
three more, lighted up by reflectors.

He turned off the road to his right
and went straight forward, and in
about ten minutes more the tall iron
pike-fence of the cemetery blocked
him. There wasn’t a living soul for
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miles around; an occasional car sped
by, 'way back there on the road. He
pitched the telescoped Iunch boxes
up over the fence, then sprang for the
lateral bar at the top of the railing,
and chinned himself up and'over. It
wasn’t hard. He dropped down sound-
lessly inside, picked up the lunch
boxes, and in another five minutes he
was slipping the key into the bronze
door.

- You could tell how thick it was by
how far the key went in. When only
thehead'showed, he caught it between,
the heels of his palms and tried turn-
ing it. The key wouldn’t budge. No
wonder the gatekeeper had had >a
tough time of it yesterday afternoon!
He gave it more pressure, digging in
with his feet to brace himself as he
turned.

Had they changed the lock after
the services? Had the chocolate mold
got just a little too soft and spread
the impression? Maybe he should
have brought a little oil with him.
He was sweating like a mule, half
from the effort and half from fear.
He gave a final heave and there was
a shattering click-— but it wasn'’t the
door. He was holding the key-handle
in his bruised paws, and the rest of
the key was jammed-in the lock, where
it had broken off short.

No one had ever been cursed the
way that locksmith was for bungling
the job. Chick swore and almost wept,
andjie clawed and dug at it, but he
couldn't get the key out— it was
wedged tight in the lock. Then he
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thought of the glass skylight, up in
the exact center of that rounded in-
accessible dome. He went stumbling
off through the darkness.

It was nearly'3 when he was back
again, with the length of rope coiled
up around his middle under his coat.
He unwound it, paid it out around
him on the ground. There weren’t
any trees near enough, so he had to
use that angel blowing a trumpet over
the'door. He put a slip-knot in the
rope, hooked the angel easily enough,
and got up on the bottom of the
dome. Then he pulled the rope after
him. He got up on the top of the
dome by cat-walking around to the
opposite side from the angel and then
pulling himself up with the rope taut
across the top. One big kick and a
lot of little ones emptied the opening
of the violet glass. The crash coming
up from inside was muffled. It was
pitch-black below. He dropped the
rope inside, gave it a half-twist around
his wrist, let himself down, and began
to swing wildly around.

Suddenly all tension was out of the
rope and he was hurtling down, bring-
ing it squirming loosely after him.
He would have broken his back, but
he hit a large wreath of flowers on top
of a coffin. One of the trestles sup-
porting it broke and it boomed to the
floor. He and gardenias and leaves and
ribbons all went sliding down to the,
mosaic floor. An instant later the stone
angel’s head dropped like a bomb a
foot away from his own. It was enough
to have brained him if it had touched
him.
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He was scared sick, and aching all
over. “Angel!” he rasped hoarsely,
spitting out'leaves and gardenia pet-
als, “Angel! Are y’out? J'get hit?”
No answer. He fumbled for his torch
— thank-God it worked!-—and shot
streaks of white light around the
place, creating ghastly shadows of his
own making. Her mother’s coffin was
there in one wing and her father’s in
the other, like yesterday, and the
diamonds were there in an old trunk,
with the lidJeft up. And this— this
third coffin that he had hit, that he
was on now. Angel Face should have
been out of it long ago — but it was
still sealed up! Had he croaked in it?

Bruised as he was, Chick scrambled
to his feet, swept aside the leaves and
flowers, and flicked his beam up and
down the bared casket. A scream
choked oft in his larynx — there was
no glass insert, no air-holes. It was the
other coffin — the one he'd put her
in with the unknown body!

What followed was a madhouse
scene. He set the torch down at an
angle, picked up the chipped angel’s
head, crashed it down 'on the lid
again and again, until the wood
splintered, and he could claw it off
with his bare, bleeding hands. There
beneath his eyes was the gaunt but
rouged and placid face of Miss Alfreda
Garrity, teeth showing in a faintly
sardonic smile. She could afford to
smile; she had put one over on them,
even in death — landed in her
own tomb after all, through some
ghastly blunder at the mortician’s.
Maybe he had been the cause of it
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himself: those two palls, each with a
little card pinned to it. He must have
transposed them in his hurry last
night. And they hadn’t looked! In-
credible as it sounded, they hadn’t
looked to make sure — they had car-
ried it out with the pall over it, and
even here hadn’t uncovered it, in a
hurry to get rid of the old eccentric,
forgetting to give her the eternal
gander through the glass at her rocks
that she had wanted!

What difference did it make how it
happened, or that it had never hap-
pened before and might never happen
again — it had happened now! And
he was in here, bottled up in his
stooge’s place, with a broken rope
and nothing to cast it over, and no
way of getting back up again! Not
even the mallet and screwdriver he
had provided the other guy with!
The scream came then, without chok-
ing off short, and then another and
another, until he was out of them and
his raw vocal cords couldn’t make any
more sounds, and daylight showed
through the shattered skylight, so
near and yet so out of reach. He be-
gan banging the angel’s head against
the bronze door, until it was just
little pebbles and the muscles of his
arms were useless . . ,

It was afternoon when they cut
through the door with blow-torches.
Cops and dicks had never looked so
good to him before in his life. He
wanted twenty years in prison —
anything — if only they'd get him
out of here. He was, they told him,
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pretty likely toget what he wanted —
with his past record. He was groveling
on the floor, whimpering, half batty,
picking up shiny pieces of jewelry
and letting them dribble through his
fingers. They almost felt sorry for him
themselves.

1 Her lawyer was there with them.
“Qutrageous! Sickening!” he stormed.
“l1 knew something like this was
bound to happen, with all that damna-
ble publicity her will got —”

“Other coffin,” the haggard Chick
kept moaning, “other coffin.” His
voice came back when someone gave
him a shot of whiskey, then rose to a
screech. “The other coffin! My part-
ner’s in it! There’s a living man in it,
I tell you! They got them mixed.
Phone that place! Stop them before
they —”

Some of the dicks raced off. They
met him near the entrance, as they
were leading Chick out. Their faces
were a funny green color. “They —
they planted it at 3 o’clock yesterday
afternoon, at Hillcrest Cemetery, out
on Long Island —

“In the ground?” someone asked in
a sick voice.

“Six feet under.”

1“God in Heaven!” shuddered
Staunton, the lawyer. “ What abysmal
fools these crooks are sometimes! All
for a mess of paste. They might have
known | wouldn’t put the real ones
in there, will or no will! They’ve been
safely tucked away in a vault since
the night she died.” He broke off sud-
denly. “Hold that man up, | think
he’s going to collapse.”
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ingtoir the quiet monster who had
compiled it would stop at literally
nothing. The two government agents
who secured possession of it paid for
their triumph with their lives. But by
that time the Black Ledger was — for
the moment — safe in New York.

At this point Ellery entered the
problem.

The place where he examined the
ledger and accepted the mission and
prepared to carry it out was, they
were positive, under surveillance. The
chieftain of this continent-wide crimi-
nal organization was no petty gang
lord. He was a genius of withered
soul, with immense power, resources,
and connections. Ordinary methods
were'bound to fail against him. At the
least, a show of force on the spot
might turn the entire area into a
bloody battlefield, causing the deaths
of innocent people. So Ellery’s plan
was accepted.

A drawing room on the Capitol
Limited was reserved for him offi-
cially by telephone, and at the ap-
pointed time Ellery went down into
the streets.

The fall day was gray, with raw
skies, and Ellery had hung an um-
brella with a bamboo handle over his
left arm. He was wearing a lined top-
coat and he carried a brief case.

Ellery seemed unaware that from
the instant his foot touched the pave-
ment his life expectancy dwindled
almost to the vanishing point. Smok-
ing his big brier pipe placidly, he
stepped to the curb and glanced
around as if for a taxicab.
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Two things happened at once. His
arms were seized from behind and a
seven-passenger sedan shot to the
curb and blocked him off.

The next moment he was in the
car, prisoner of four large men whose
complete silence was more quieting
than threats.

Ellery was not surprised when the
sedan deposited them at Pennsyl-
vania Station and three of his four
silent captors strolled him unarguably
through Gate 3 down into the Capitol
Limited and Drawing Room A of the
fifth car, which was his reservation.
Two of the large men took him in and
one- of them carefully bolted the
drawing-room door.

As Ellery had expected, the mon-
ster was waiting for him. He occupied
the best armchair — an immaculately
dressed man of middle age with grudg-
ing pale hair parted cleverly in the
middle and hot, sore-looking eyes.
This creature was a millionaire,
thought Ellery, a millionaire who had
made his millions by destroying the
will and health and future of thou-
sands of foolish people, many of them
adolescents..
~And Ellery said, “You had the
phone tapped, of course.”

The narcotics king did not reply.
He glanced at the larger of his two
strong-arm men, the one with the
boneless nose.

Nose said instantly, “He didn’t

\speak to nobody when he come out.
Nobody come near him. He didn’t
touch nothing. He didn’t drop noth-
ing.”
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The monster in the chair glanced
at the other large man, the one with
the tic in his right eyelid.

“Nobody else gets out up there,”
said Tic. “And Al is keeping in touch
by the train phone from the lounge.”

The sore eyes now turned their full
animal suffering on Ellery. “ You want
to live?” He had a soft, womanish
voice.

“As much as the next man,” said
Ellery, trying to keep his tongue
from rattling.

“Then hand it over.”

Ellery swallowed and said, “Oh,
come.”

Nose-grinned, but the monster said
to him, “No. First open his bag.”

Nose dumped the contents of
Ellery’s brief case on the floor. It
consisted of a single object, a crisp
new Manhattan telephone directory.

“Nothing else in the bag?”

“Not a thing.” Nose tossed the
empty brief case to one side. He
picked up the big directory and
riffled it twice.

“Screwy thing to be lugging around,”
remarked Tic.

“My favorite train reading,” said
Ellery. He felt urgently like asking
for a drink of water, but he decided
against it.

“Not in here,” said Nose.

“His coat and hat.”

Nose shucked him like an ear of
corn while Tic examined Ellery’s
snapbrim.

“It wouldn't be in here,” he com-
plained. “It’s too big.”

Nose- jeered. “With the cover it’s
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too big. This is a smart operator. He
tore out the pages and crumbled 'em.”

“But fifty-two pages,” protested
Tie.

The monster said nothing. His red
glance was fixed on the furled um-
brella, which Ellery had retrieved
and was clutching. Suddenly he
reached over and yanked. He removed
the umbrella cover slowly and slowly
pressed the catch and pushed. The
umbrella opened'. After a moment he
tossed it away.

Nose said, “Not in the coat.” The
lining lay on the floor; he had torn
the pockets out, and had ripped open
the seams wherever the material
doubled over.

“Strip him.”

Ellery felt his knees buckle under
the pain of Nose’s grip. Tic did the
stripping, without kindness. Sore
Eyes watched the denuding process
with the unblinking patience of a
crocodile.

“Leave me my shorts!” said Ellery
angrily. -

They left him nothing. Mother-
naked; he was permitted to wrap him-
self in the wreck of his topcoat,
crouch in a chair, and smoke his pipe.
It tasted like fuming brass, but it
gave him comfort.

He reached for the Manhattan
telephone book just as the Capitol
Limited pulled out of Pennsylvania
Station. He knew that the conductor
was taken .care of and that there
would be no interruptions until he
reached Washington — if indeed he
ever reached it.
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But he was wrong. At Newark,
when the train stopped, a man en-
tered the drawing room. Nose called
him Doc. Doc, a fat little man with
three chins and no hair, was carrying
a black bag. He. eyed Ellery with the
brisk anticipation of a professor ap-
proaching the cadaver tank in a dis-
secting room. ¢

Ellery clutched the Manhattan
directory and braced himself.

The Limited was roaring through
New Brunswick when Doc, busily at
work, referred to himself jestingly as
Secretary of the Interior. By the time
the train was rolling into the Trenton
station Doc was no longer jesting: he
was perspiring.

Shutting his bag, he made his re-
port to the man in the armchair in a
strained voice.

It was negative.

The man in the armchair said to
Tic, “Tell A1to phone Philly. I want
Jig with some equipment.” Then he
looked at Ellery and for the first time
showed his false teeth in a night-
marish smile. “Secret writing,’- he
said softly. “Just in case.”

Jig got-on at-North Philadelphia.
At Wilmington, Nose made some
exterior reports, and Jig completed
them. Jig was a tall skinny man with
no shoulders and a clubfoot. -

The Black Ledger, whole or in
parts, was not in Ellery’s suit, as the
ruins of his trousers and jacket testi-
fied. His shirt, necktie, undershirt,
shorts, and socks had been carefully
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manhandled. His shoes had been
tapped, probed, slit, and all but
turned inside out. Even his belt, an
unmistakably single strip of cowhide,
had been cut apart.

All his possessions were on display.
Keys and coins were pronounced
solid. His wallet contained 97 dollars,
a money order stub, a New York
State operator’s license, a .dues re-
ceipt from the Mystery Writers of
America, five business cards, and
seven jottings of ideas for stories. His
check book had been gone over page
by page, including the stubs. His to-
bacco pouch had been found ,to con-
tain only pipe tobacco, and an un-
opened pack of cigarettes was opened
and found to contain only cigarette
tobacco and perfectly innocent cigar-
ette paper. A letter from his pub-
lisher demanded the return of galley
proofs three weeks overdue, and a
letter postmarked Orangeburg, New
York, from a man signing himself
Yore Frend Joe threatened to Kkill
Ellery Queen unless Ellery Queen
saved the writer from being killed by
an invisible enemy.

And Jig caressed his Adam'’s apple
and said.that nothing from, on, or
about the guy concealed secret writ-
ing — nothing. This covered every,
surface capable of taking a fluid im-
.pression, not excluding the guy’s
epidermis. Jig used 'the word epi-
dermis.

By this time they were approaching
Elkton, Maryland.

The monster sucked his lower lip
in silence.
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“Maybe,” said Nose in the silence,
“maybe he memorized the names
... huh?”

/ 'Yeah!” Tic looked relieved.
“They could still have the book back
in New York and he’s carrying it all
in his head.”

The man in the chair looked up.
“There's twenty-eight names to a
page, and fifty-two pages — almost
fifteen hundred names. Who is he,
Einstein?” He said suddenly, “That
phone book you picked up again.
What's the gag?”

Ellery tamped a fresh load into his
pipe to give his fingers something to
do. “Some people relax with mystery
stories. | can't— | write them. The
phone book does it for me.”

“1 bet.” The sore eyes glittered.
“Jig. give that book the business!”

Nose tore it from Ellery’s hand. -

“But I've already tested it for
secret writing,” said Jig.

“To hell with secret writing. We're
after a list of names. And in a New
York phone book you got about
every kind of name there is! Look for
marks next to names — pinpricks,
pencil dots, impressions of nails —
anything!”

“Would someone mind,” Ellery
asked plaintively, “giving me alight?”

They were pulling into Washington
when Jig came back from the com-
partment in which he had set up his
impromptu laboratory.

“No marks,” he mumbled. “No
nothing. It’s just the way it came off
the press.”

“And nobody’s still tried to leave
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that jointin New York we got cov-
ered,” muttered Tic. “A1 phoned
from Baltimore.”

The man in the chair said slowly,
“ So he’s a decoy after all. They fig-
ured they'd pull us off with him while
somebody else got away. Only they
got another figure coming. Sooner or
later the real boy scout’s got to try to
sneak out of that buidlmg. Tic, get
A1 to phone New York and tell
Manno if anybody gets away he can
start cutting his own throat . . .
Okay, you.” He looked at Ellery.
“You can get dressed now.”

The Capitol Limited was standing
in the Washington terminal when
Ellery, looking more like a hobo than
a respectable gentleman-writer-detec-
tive, picked up his umbrella and said
with pale whimsicality, “Do | get
shot in the back as | leave, or are all
bets off?”

“Wait a minute,” said the monster.

“Yes?” said Ellery, nervously grip-
ping his umbrella.

“Where you going with the um-
brella?”

“Umbrella?” Ellery glanced blankly
down at it. “Why, you examined this
yourself— ”

“So that was it,” and now the
womanish voice had a vicious sting.
“1 examined it, all right — the wrong
part! It's in the bamboo handle. You
rolled up the pages of the ledger and
stuffed them into the hollow head of

-that bumbershoot!Takeit from him!"

Ellery found himself in Tic’s grip
staring fascinated as Nose demolished
the handle of the umbrella.
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And when it was thoroughly de-
molished there was nothing on the.
floor of the drawing room but some
curved splinters of bamboo.

The monster rose, his sore eyes
smoldering. “Boot him,” he choked,
“boot him out of here!”

Twenty-six minutes' later Ellery
was escorted into the private office of
a very important executive of a very
important branch of the. government
in a very important building in
Washington.

“I'm the messenger from New
York,” said Ellery, “and I've brought
you the Black Ledger.”

Ellery did not see the monster
again until the trial in federal court.
They met in the corridor during a
recess. The narcotics'king was sur-
rounded by bailiffs and lawyers and
newspapermen, and he was looking
exactly like a criminal who expects
the worst. Nevertheless, the moment
he spied Ellery his face brightened
and he jumped forward, seized Ellery
by the arm, and pulled him aside.

“Keep those monkeys away from
here a minute!” he shouted, and then
he said piteously, “Queen, you're a
life-saver: This thing’s been driving
me bats. Ever since you outsmarted
me on that damn train, I've been
asking' myself how you did it. It
wasn’t on you, it wasn't in you, it
wasn’t in. that phone book or um-
brella. So where was it? Would you
please tell me?”

“1 don’t mind kicking a man when
he's down,” said Ellery coldly, “ not
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when he’s a so-called man like you.
Certainly I'll tell you. The phone

book and umbrella were red herrings.
| had to keep you occupied with your
own royal cleverness. The ledger
never left my hand.”

“What are you giving me?” howled
the monster.

“It was the size of the ledger and the
quantity of its contents that threw
you. You never stopped to think that
size and quantity can be reduced.”

“Huh?”

“Microfilm,” said Ellery. “Thir-
teen, feet of film less than a half-inch
in width. When it was wound up in a
tighTroll . ..”

“But in your hand," said the mon-
ster dazedly. “1'd have bet a million
to one you couldn’'t have palmed
anything!”

“1'd hardly have taken a foolish
risk like that,” said Ellery. “No, the

. roll of film was in something — in

fact, in two things. And | kept ap-
plying matches to it regularly all
the way from New York to Wash-
ington.”

“Matches! You setfire to it?”

“Nice touch, don’t you think? Oh,
it was in a fireproof container — an
old cartridge shell just big enough to
hold it, and capped tightly. The con-
tainer was tucked away in the bottom
of my pipe bowl — the only thing I
carried you didn’t search. It. made a
brassy smoke,” said Ellery, “ but when
I think ofall those kids who've learned
to smoke your marijuana and shoot
themselves full of your heroin, I'd
say it was worth it — wouldn’t you?”



We are delighted to bringyou the newest adventure o f Htldegarde Withers
and Inspector Oscar Piper— the latest blow-by-blow account of what
has been called their “affectionately antagonistic relationship.” Hilde-
garde, of course, is the equine-faced spinster schoolteacher whose hats
resemble nothing more thanfallen souffles, and the Inspector is that gray
little leprechaun of a man who is constantly thefly to Miss Withers's
gad ... At thetime ofthiswriting it looks mighty like we'll all be seeing
Hildegarde on TV. Present plans call for Agnes Moorehead {thatfine
actress) in the role o f Miss Withers, and Paul Kelly {thatfine actor) in the
role o f Inspector Piper. Good htc\ and happy viewing! . . . And now the
tale of Hildegarde and the Bigamist — the modern Don Juan whose wife
disappeared on their honeymoon cruise . . . and what a criminal for
our strait-laced Hildy to be tracking down!

HILDEGARDE AND THE SPANISH
CAVALIER

by STUART PALMER

here were times, and this was

one of them, when Inspector

like nothing other than a fallen
souffle. She plumped herself down in a

Oscar Piper wished he had taken ughair and waited, with obvious ex-

some line of work other than man-
hunting. Such was his deep depres-
sion, as he sat that morning at his
littered desk in the offices of the New
York homicide division at Centre
Street, that he barely winced when he
heard a familiar voice greeting him
from his doorway.

“Oscar,” cried Miss Hildegarde
Withers. “Do you know what day
tomorrow is?”

“Thursday,” he grunted. “All day.”

“And the twelfth of March!” The
wind and rain outside had left the
maiden3schoolteacher’s hat' looking

pectancy.

The Inspector frowned in mock
concentration. “Let me see. Can’t be
your birthday — you stopped having
those years ago. Wait! Is it the anni-
versary of the day we didn't get mar
ried?” ,

“It is not — 1 jilted you in the au-
tumn. Stop pretending to be so
dense. | can see very well whose file
it is that you have spread out on your
desk, so you are already aware of who
is being graduated from Sing Sing
tomorrow.” i

“Juan del Puerto!” exploded Oscar
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Piper. “And just why are you so in-
terested in the Spanish Cavalier? |
admit he’s good-looking, if you like
the dark, oily type ...”

She sniffed. “1 happen to have a
natural antipathy to Lotharios who
prey on defenseless, middle-aged-
women. And so should you — the way
he made monkeys out of the police!
You were all so positive that he killed
the lady doctor he had married, and
somehow disposed of the body on the
honeymoon cruise to Tampico. Imag-
ine going to all the trouble of having
him-extradited, and then finding that
you couldn’t pin anything on him
but a bigamy charge — and a weak
one at that!”

“Oh, yes?” Piper’s fist hit the desk
so hard that the cigar butts in his ash-
tray sailed up into the air and looped
the loop. “Well, when the gendarmes
finally ran him down in Mexico City
he was shacked up in a hotel with this
other wife — Consuelo or something
— and she was wearing part of Maggie
Gustavson’'s trousseau and all her
jewelry. We even proved that he had
bought halfa dozen cartons of safety-
razor blades just before sailing day —”

“So if he didn't murder her, who
did? The customary police attitude.
If Maggie wasn't killed, and her
body cut up with razor blades and
thrown out of the porthole piece by
piece, then why didn’t she come for-
ward and say so? Why did she never
make any effort to communicate with
her sisters in Newark, or to recover
the money she had turned over to del
Puerto-just before the wedding bells
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chimed? The newspapers still hint
that it was the Perfect Murder —
and now, after only five years in
prison,'the man goes scot-free!” Miss
Withers shook her head. “Something
has got to be done, Oscar.”

All this, to the Inspector, was like
turning a knife in an open wound.
“All right, Miss Smartypants,” he
snapped. “What can we do that we
haven't done? | took pains to see that
del Puerto didn’t get parole or any
time off for good behavior; he served
every day of it. | tried to block his
recovering Maggie’s life savings, which
he was wearing in a money-belt when
arrested, only he’s now got Matt
Sherwood for his lawyer, and all they
have to do — once he's out — is to
applyjor a court order, which is just
a formality. Nobody can prove that
it wasn’t a free gift to him before the
marriage, like he swears. Maybe she
did — women of a certain age, partic-
ularly pent-up, inhibited women who
have never had time for love, usually
fall hard when they fall, and do fool-
ish things that they regret later.”

“1 never did a foolish thing in my
life,” *the schoolteacher retorted. “At
least, not one | have regretted. Ex-
cept perhaps not marrying you twenty-
years ago.”

He grinned. “ Thanks, Hildegarde.
Anyway, I've lost plenty nights’ sleep
trying to figure out some way to get
that guy, but all I could think of was
to tip off the immigration authorities
to give him the bum’s rush out of
the country the minute they can —”

“Oscar!” she cried. “You must un-
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tip them, and at once! Remember
the Uncle Remus story about Brer
Rabbit, who was caught by the'Fox
and who screamed, ‘Do anything you
like, but don't throw me into the
briar-patch!”— when that was ex-
actly what he wanted most of all?
Don’t- you see, we mustn't let del
Puerto get away!”

“What's the use? Judas Priest' in
an electric fan, if we couldn’'t make
a case against him then, how can we
now with the trail as cold as last
Christmas’s goose?”

“You could —" Miss Withers
started, then stopped. “It is a prob-
lem, isn’t it? But if we could set a
trap for the man somehow, surprise
him into giving himself away, let
him get stuck with his own story?
He claimed that Maggie had a fight
with him at the' dock and walked off
in a huff, leaving all her clothes and
baggage behind. And hasn’t he always
insisted that she’s alive somewhere,
and hasn’t he kept issuing statements'
to the press begging her to come for-
ward?.He's a consistent liar, Oscar.
By now he thinks he has nothing to
worry about. No doubt he has kept
his spirits up through the years in
prison by planning what "he will do
with the money when he gets his
hands on it. Suppose — suppose that
just as the court is about to order it
handed over to him, Maggie herself
appears out of nowhere to contest it!”

The Inspector closed his eyes and
sighed. “She can't,” he said, as if*
speaking to a child. “ She can’t— for
the simple reason she’s dead.”
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“But isn't that just what Juan del
Puerto will blurt out when we spring
the surprise on him? Isn’t there a good
chance he’ll incriminate himself?”

“1 don't see —"

“You will. It doesn't have to be
the real Maggie, does it?”

Oscar Piper was 'way ahead of her.
He held up his hand. “No, you
don’t!” he told her firmly. “Not even
if he did know her only two weeks,
and not even if all this did happen
almost seven years ago. People don’t
change that much. Here, look at her
picture. Maggie was a good-looking
babe in her late thirties, a big-bosomed
Scandinavian type. You couldn’t pos-
sibly fool anybody."

There was a wicked glint in her
eyes. “No, Oscar? With a blonde wig
here and some judicious padding
there?” She gestured.

"Never!" pronounced the Inspec-
tor. “Never in a million years! Look,
thousands of pictures of Maggie Gus-
tavson have been printed in news-
papers and magazines, and we’ve sent
out world-wide telephotos. You'd
only make a laughing-stock of your-
self.” He sighed. “Not that | wouldn’t
do anything — and | mean anything
— to crack the case. The whole
thing hurts like a splinter in the
seat of my pants. But that's the
way it is. At 9 o’clock tomorrow
morning the big gates up at Ossining
swing open,- and out he comes. His
shyster -lawyer will probably drive
up to meet'him, and they’ll rush back
'to town and start proceedings to get
hold of the money.”
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Miss Withers nodded, rubbing her
lower lip. “By the way, Oscar, just
what was the exact amount?”

“Thirty thousand was what she
drew from the bank the day before
they were married, and thirty thou-
sand was the amount found in his
money-belt. He hadn’t had time to
touch it yet. A nice round figure for
a lady to turn over in advance to her
murderer. | imagine there’ll be some
court fees out of it, and the lawyer
will want his share, but there’'ll be
enough left so del Puerto can cut a
wide swathe back in Mexico.”

“1 see. He laughs best who laughs
last.” Miss Withers stood up. J. must
be running along. Please ask the im-
migration people to hold off for a
few days, while | try to think of
something. By the way, how long
will it take for the court to turn over
rhe money to him?”

“Sherwood has probably already
applied for a hearing. It shpuld come
up in a day or two. Only take a few
minutes — it’s just a formality.”

The maiden schoolteacher mur-
mured something under, her breath
which the Inspector did not catch,
and then with a vague wave of her
hand she turned and hurried out of
the office. It was still storming when
she reached the street, but she had
walked half a block in the rain before
she came back to earth and remem-
bered to unfurl her umbrella.

The rest of her morning was spent
in the 23rd Street branch of the Pub-
lic Library where she ferreted through
mountains of old, bound newspapers,
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now and then making brief entries in
the little black leather, book she al-
ways carried in her capacious hand-
bag. She lunched frugally at a drug-
store fountain, and then headed for
the subway and Newark. The Inspec-
tor telephoned her at 5 that evening,
and again after dinner, but there was
no answer.

r-The old girl was out sleuthing again,
he told himself with a wry grin. It
would be the coldest trail she had
ever struck; she’'d have to get up early
in the morning to crack this'one.

As a matter of fact, Miss Hildegarde
Withers rose on that Thursday the
twelfth of March well before, the
sun, which did not begin to brighten
the dingy train windows until they
came out above the Hudson north
of Yonkers. By half-past 8 she was
staked out in a hired taxicab under the
gray walls of Sing Sing Prison in
Ossining, New York, peering at the
gates through a pair of 3-power opera
glasses unused since her last attend-
ance at The Pirates o f Penzance.

Early as it was, a reception com-
mittee was already formed, consisting
of half a dozen newspaper reporters
and photographers who lounged on
the curb, smoking or beating their
arms against their chests for comfort
against the raw wind off the river.
So del Puerto was still news, Miss
Withers noted grimly.

Shortly before 9 alittle crowd of
curious townspeople began to gather
— a boy on a bicycle, a night watch-
man with his dinner pail, several
dumpy women with babies or shop-
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ping bags. There were even a few
private cars and a taxi. “Everything
but a brass band for the scoundrel,”
the schoolteacher observed to herself.

At exactly 9 the gate opened and a
swart, stocky man came out, wearing
a fedora pulled' low over his eyes and
a trench-coat that seemed too tight
for him. He stopped short — whether
to take a breath of the raw fresh air
or in surprise at the popping of flash-
bulbs, she couldn’t be sure. After a
moment he hurried forward into the
middle of the street, shoving aside
the circle of reporters with their
chorus of questions.

Then seemingly out of nowhere
came a long black sedan, cruising so
as to time its arrival perfectly, and
slowed almost to a stop beside him.
Del Puerto leaped inside as the door
was opened, the motor roared, and it
was all over. One of the spectators, a
fat woman in an apron, stepped out
into the street to stare after Nthe
speeding car.

“You want | should follow him?”
demanded Miss Withers's driver, who
had been somewhat intrigued with it
all. He seemed disappointed when she
told him to take her back to the
Ossining station. There was no use
trying to follow lawyer Sherwood’s
limousine.

When they turned around at the
corner Miss Withers noticed that the
taxi was also turning. There was some-
one in the back seat — a girl with a
bright scarf tied around her hair. She
was holding a handkerchief to her
face as if she were crying.
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'The train from Albany was late,
and when Miss Withers finally got
aboard she found all the coaches
crowded. When the train lurched
ahead she was still staggering forward,
clutching the back of one occupied
seat after another. Then, in the very
last car of all, she caught a glimpse
of a bright scarf above glossy black
curls — the girl in the taxi — and
alone'in the seat! ,

“Nothing ventured, nothing
gained,” said the schoolteacher to
herself, and bustled forward with a
new light in her eye. She plumped
herself down beside the girl, who was
leaning wearily back, her sloe-eyes
almost closed, smoking a long brown
cigarette. There was some commotion
as Miss Withers arranged herself, her
coat, her handbag, and her umbrella.
“Mercy, it's crowded today, isn't it?”

The girl smiled and nodded po-
litely, then blew another smoke ring.
“That’s right, go right on and smoke,
I don’t mind. My, what unusual ciga-
rettes you use — aren’t they the kind
sold in Spanish America?”

“Yesss,” the girl said, smiling, but
only with her lips. Her eyes were wary
now. Sh'e started to rise, but Miss
Withers put out her hand.

“Please don’t go,” she said firmly.
“1'd like to talk to you, Sehora del
Puerto.”

The dark eyes flashed wide open.
“No habla Eengleesh—" she began.

“1 think you habla enough to un-
derstand that | want to be your
friend,” the schoolteacher went on.’
“What's the matter, child? Are you



HILDEGARDE AND THE

hurt perhaps because your Juan did
not greet you when he came out of
prison?”

The girl drew herself back into the
corner of the seat, almost crouching.
“You are reporter?” she whispered.
“Or are you police, maybe?”

“Neither — just a citizen. You are
in trouble?”

The eyes flashed; “1 take care of
myself. Please leave me ’'lone, leave
us both ‘lone. I only come here to
get my man, .to ask him to come
back —”

“Back to Mexico or back to you?
Both, | presume. By the way, why
were you hiding outside the gates in a
taxicab so that he couldn’t see you
even if he wanted to?”

“Because — because | must see
Juan alone, not when the reporters
and that lawyer, that Meester Sher-
wood, are around. | do not like that
Sherwood, he give Juan bad advice.
He tell him to plead guilty so—
so —"

“So the police would drop the mur-
der charge that they couldn’t prove
anyway?”

“Of course- they couldn’t prove!
But bigamy — poof! We are not
legally marry with the juizcado and
the padre; we are only what you call
common-laws. So where is bigamy?”

Miss Withers decided to prod a
little. “You mean to.tell me that you
want to take a suspected murderer
back into your loving arms?”

Consuelo laughed. “You think I am
his woman for two years and do not
know him outside-in? Juan he cheat
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a little because he love easy money,
but he love his neck too much to
commit any .murder.” The sloe-eyes
softened with memories. “Why, he
t"ke baths every day with perfume
soap, some days twice. He wear silk
underwear and always, always he is
shaving. He take care of himself like
a primadonna, that man. He only
marry that old cow because she want
him very much and she has much
money. When she got mad and run
away, he come back to me.”

“Yes, but—" The schoolteacher
seemed to be getting nowhere. “1 have
some important contacts,” she sug-
gested tentatively. “If you'll tell me
just why you want to see Juan alone,
perhaps | can fix it.”

“It is because he is mad with me.
He believe the police when they say
they find me in our apartment wear-
ing that woman'’s clothes and jewelry,
and he had told me never to open
that suitcase. But | swear | do not
open it — never! The Mexico City
police, they only try to make a bet-
ter case, so they say what is not true.
I must tell him that — and tell him
to forget her money. | have money
now. That will make him forgive me,
por Dios.”

Miss Withers nodded. “I quite un-
derstand, my dear. There are many
things that cannot be said before an
audience, many things indeed . . .”
Her voice trailed awa)% and a little
shiver went' up her spine. She might
have gone on to say that one of the
things not to be mentioned in public
was the weight of what might be.a
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small-calibre pistol in a lady’s hand-
bag, a soft woven handbag which she
had just touched with shamelessly ex-
ploring fingers. She edged a little
away from Consuelo, who leaned
back against the scat, staring at noth-
ing. The lovely Latin face slowly
froze into a mask, resembling some
ancient Mayan carving, alien, stoic,
aloof— and cruel. She seemed asleep.

After a while the schoolteacher
rose quietly, gathered her belongings,
and went back to the vestibule,'as if
in a hurry to get off. The train was
already pulling into 125th Street, but
before the departing passengers -el-
bowed her aside she saw through the
glass door that Consuelo was risingand
going forward to the room marked
Women, handbag in hand.

“It’s just possible,” Miss Withers
said-to herself, “that she knows I
know, and that she’s getting rid of
the gun. And also possible that it was
only a compact | felt, and that she is
simply going to touch up her face
before arrival.”

The schoolteacher was first off the
train at Grand Central, hurrying
along the platform and up the ramp
to secure an eagle-eyed vantage point
behind the Information Desk. She
was resolved to shadow Consuelo —
the Mexican beauty was a new factor
in the situation — and a fascinating
one.

Miss Withers waited and waited,
and Consuelo didn’'t appear. After
half an hour Miss Withers gave up —
who could know, in that labyrinth of
labyrinths of Grand Central Station,
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what twist and -turn the girl had
taken? “1 must have put her on her
guard, somehow,” Miss Withers said
"absent-mindedly to the man at the
Information Desk, and went away.

Her next stop was Centre Street.
She had known the Inspector, -that

egray little leprechaun of a man, bet-

ter than she had ever known any
member of the opposite sex; but never

«in all their association had she seen
1thim as let down as he was that noon
-.when she came into his office. It was

no time for her to play the gadfly —
he had evidently been gadded quite
enough.

Oscar Piper looked up from the
tangled pile of newspapers and ges-
tured. “You seen these?”

“1 hardly need to,” she admitted.
“They've dug up the del Puerto
case?”

“sExhumed is the word. -Dammit,
.I've spent thirty-five years as a cop,
and nothing to show for it but a
couple of months’ pay in the bank
and a stake in the retirement fund.
I've personally helped send over a
hundred murderers to the Chair, and
staved up all night drinking black
coffee and hating myself the eve of
their executions. I've been beaten
up by thugs,! I've had gangster lead
pried out of my carcass twice, I've
worked twenty-four hours a day for
.days on end when a big case came up,

1and all the thanks | now get for it is a

tabloid’s editorial beginning: Police
Sit on Their Hands as del Puerto Goes
free!”

“Consider the source,” she said.
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“Here's another— Man Third De-
gree Couldn't Breal{ Goes Free Today
— Gustavson Disappearance Still Un-
solved/” The Inspector snorted. “I
wish to heaven.| could have that guy
in the back room with only me and a
rubber hose. But believe me, we
never laid a finger on him — not even
a pinkie —and he wouldn’'t even
agree to the lie-detector.”

1 “But Oscar, nobody can be right
all the time.”

He wasn’'t even listening. “The
case was so simple — like ABC! It
was Maggie Gustavson’s own fault
that she trusted a no-good she’d
picked up in the park and only known
two weeks — but as | said, there’s no
telling what a woman of her type will
do.”

“Or any woman,”
Withers.

“But we owe it to her to see that
the rat issent where he belongs, which
is the Hot Seat. And yet we had to
back down and settle for giving him
five easy years in the pen.”

The schoolteacher had her own
opinion about how easy any years in
the penitentiary would be, but she
kept it to herself. “Oscar, if | re-
member correctly you've often said
that the way to solve a murder is to
look for the one thing wrong in the
picture — the unnatural factor.”

“That’s right. In this case, it was
del Puerto stocking up on all those
razor blades. For a thin dime you
can buy a handle that makes a regular
scalpel out of a razor blade — nice
and handy for dissection.”

put in Miss
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She shuddered. “Perhaps. But Os-
car, I was thinking of the — of the
exactly thirty thousand dollars.”

“Yeah. And tomorrow at 11 o’clock
in Judge Black’s branch of the Mu-
nicipal Court,comes up the applica-
tion of Senor Juan del Puerto for the
swag. Murder pays off.”

“Everyone gets paid off eventually,
in some coin or other,” Miss Withers
said softly. He hadn’t quite got her
point, but that could wait. “Never
mind, Oscar, tomorrow is another
day.” The Inspector told her that she
could take the Pollyanna stuff and
go away and let him enjoy his head-
aches in peace and quiet.

She went, closing the door behind
her very firmly. “But if you think,
Oscar Piper, that you've got head-
aches today, just wait until tomor-
row,” she whispered in the hallway.

Tomorrow’s headache broke ahead
of time, shouted to the skies by news-
boys waving copies of the early edi-
tions of the morning papers, at thea-
ter time that same evening. Clutch-
ing a paper still damp from the
presses, the Inspector dialed Miss
Withers’s number. Through his mind
went the many strong words and
phrases he intended to use — but they
were to stay pent up within him, for
there was no answer. He tried again
and again, until he was sick of trying.
He even reported the phone out of
order, but it got him nowhere. Miss
Withers was not at home.

“Qut riding her broomstick, prob-
ably,” he said with unusual bitterness.

He was hammering on her door
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with the dawn, but still no answer. A
bottle of milk, a half pint of cream,

and the morning paper lay on the” teletype.

mat — headlines still screaming at
him: CLAIM MAGGIE GUSTA V-
SON ALIVE— TO,BE IN COURT
TODAY! He kicked viciously, strew-
ing newsprint all over the hall, and
then stalked out of the apartment
house. For once Hildegarde had gone
too far with her shenanigans. ,

It was, as he well knew, no time
to be going down to his office. The
Commissioner would be calling, the
press would be on hislneck for a
statement. Finally he ducked into a
telephone booth, dialed Spring 7-
3100, and asked for Lieutenant Swarth-
out in the detective division. “Send
out a broadcast to pick up Hildegarde
Withers!” he ordered. "She’ll prob-'
ably be wearing a blonde fright-wig
and falsies. Pick her up and hold her
— for her own protection.”

A blank “Why?” came from the
other end.

“Oh, the old girl has gone com-
pletely off her trolley. She has a
wild idea of sui prising Juan del Puerto
into a confession by appearing tin
court. Now the “big surprise has
somehow leaked out ahead of time.
Del Puerto will be wise that it’s just
a gag — not that'he wouldn’'t know
it anyway, since he knows where the
poor woman’s bones are rotting. But
Hildegarde is going to get herself in
seventeen kinds of trouble for im-
personation, contempt of court, and
God knows what else. Get going and
find her!”
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The lieutenant got going, and the
word went out over the radio and the
But that was all. As the
hands of his watch neared 11 the
Inspector gave it-up as a bad job.
For a few moments he debated
.whether or not to go near the court-
room and the fiasco that he knew must
follow, but in the end he succumbed.
Somebody ought to be there to pick
up the pieces.

It seemed that everybody was
there. The big courtroom was filled
to overflowing when he arrived. Near
the doors a slatternly scrubwoman
was mopping the same place over and
over again, straining her ears to catch
what was going on inside. There were
a lot of standees, although at the
moment His Honor was only wearily
passing sentence on a smallish gentle-
man in a sharp tweed suit who was
pleading guilty to bookmaking on the
corner of 47th Street and Broadway,
evidently not for the first time. There
was a brief pause while the bookie
expressed his preference for paying
fifty dollars over ten days at Welfare
Island, and paid off with a smooth
treasury note. Half a dozen spectators,
evidently partisans, got-up to go —
and the Inspector slid into a chair
quite near the rail. At least, he had a
seat. After all, it might teach the
old girl a much-needed lesson not to
‘butt into other people’s business.

“Would you mind moving over,
please?” came a crisp, familiar voice,
and Miss -Withers crowded in beside
him, beaming. “How nice of you to
come, Oscar!"
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He stared at her blankly. The
maiden schoolteacher was dressed, as
usual in sober serge, with her own
hair and' bosom.

“But — but — but —” he began.

“Stop making noises like an out-
board motor. Oscar, you didn’t think
that | would actually try to mas-
guerade, did you? But | did do a
little investigating, and | found that
the late Maggie Gustavson has three
sisters, all blondes, still living in
Newark. There is bound., to be a cer-
tain family resemblance, you know.
We studied her old photographs and
picked the sister who looked most like
her — it was Hulda, three years
younger, but all the more likely to
resemble the Maggie he'd remember.
With a little changing of hair-do and
make-up, and with the addition of
some of Maggie's old clothes that
she’d kept at home, | think we’ve
produced quite a passable Maggie.
Worked most of the night on it, too
— we just got in from Jersey.”

He shook his head doggedly. “But
you can’t actually hope—"

“Why not? Of course the newspa-
per stories may give del Puerto a
chance to prepare himself— but it
will hit him all the harder”when in-
stead of the obvious fake he’s cxl
pecting he sees the living breathing
image of Maggie popping up here in
court and snatching the money out
of his hands just when he was so sure
of getting it. 1 wouldn’t be surprised
at anything that happens!”

“Neither would I, but it’'ll be noth-
ing good,” the Inspector said glumly.
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“Oh, | don't know. Look, Oscar.
Over there, across-the room — the
pretty girl with the dark curly hair.
That’s Consuelo, from Mexico City.”

“The first wife of his?”

“She told me the relationship was
somewhat more informal.” Miss With-
ers went on to whisper the story of
her train trip down from Ossining,
but halfway through she was inter-
rupted by the calling of the plea of
Juan del Puerto versus the City of
New York. On the other side of the
railing a tall, handsome man sud-
denly .appeared, ruffled his graying
curly hair with manicured nails, and
said that his client was ready.

“Sherwood doesn’t look worried,”
Piper whispered.

“Neither does Juan,” Miss Withers
said. “But keep your shirt on, Oscar.”
The plaintiff entered and sat down
beside his counsel, buffing his finger-
nails against his palm, impeccably
dressed in a new blue lounge suit
with peaked lapels and a pinched
waist. He did not seem to have sensed
the commotion in the courtroom
when his name was mentioned, nor to
listen to the brief plea of his attorney
as Sherwood set forth claim to the
money which had been taken from
his client at the time of arrest.

“Just a minute,” His Honor said.
“1 understand that this money has
been the subject of another claim —”

“Which was dropped, | believe,
with the consent of the District At-
torney’s office, Your Honor.” .

The Judge hesitated. He was a
sincere-looking old man, and he ob-
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viously disliked his duty. There was
a deep silence in the court. “1 hear
no objections,” Judge Black con-
tinued. “I therefore—"

A slim young man, with an eager

fox-face, suddenly arose from the
attorneys’ bench. “If it please the
Court—"

“Yes, Mr. Nicolet? | understood

that the District Attorney’s office
had no furlhei interest in the mat-
ter, and had withdrawn all claims?”

“We. had, Your Honor. But some-
thing has just come up. | wish to ask
for a continuance in the interest of
justice. There is an obvious necessity
for establishing the legal ownership
of this money, which was originally
the property of Dr. Margaret Gustav-
son, and was allegedly transferred by
her to the plaintiff shortly before
their wedding on December fifth,
1948, a marriage since declared biga-
mous and therefore invalid . . .”

“Your Honor!” Sherwood stood up
again. “We do not maintain the legal-
ity of the marriage. That is quite
immaterial.”

“So ruled,” said Judge Black al-
most reluctantly.

“My client deposes and slates that
the money was a free gift, and noth-
ing else.”

“Quite right. A gift is a gift. The
only person who can lawfully ques-
tion that gift is Dr. Gustavson herself,
and since | understand that — in spite
of some wild prophecies in local news-
papers— she is unable to appear, 1
see no valid reason —”

“1f it please Your Honor,” Nicolet
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interrupted, “I wish to call Dr. Mar-
garet Gustavson to the stand!”

There was a, moment of dead si-
lence, followed by a muffled clamor
from the crowd. Then a blonde
woman, buxom yet still attractive,
suddenly rose to her feet in the back
of the room and started down the
center aisle. For a moment the sharp
rapping of the Judge’s gavel was lost
in the hubbub. “This court will be
cleared if there is any more disturb-
ance!” Judge Black was purple with
anger.. But Miss Withers wasn't
watching him — she had eyes only
for Juan del Puerto, whose face was
turned' blankly, incredulously, to-
ward the woman who was coming
forward so resolutely . . .

Did he look like a man who had
gambled everything for thirty thou-
sand dollars, and now realized that he
had lost? The Inspector strained his
cars to hear del Puerto mutter some-
thing along the lines of “But she
cant be here — she can't, because
she’s dead!”

Across the room there was an out-
break of hysterical sobbing, and Con-
suclo suddenly stood up, biting at her
-handkerchief and muttering in Span-
ish, cither thanking or imploring her
Dios. She almost ran out of the room.

The blonde woman had come
slowly all the way down the aisle,
and now was passing through the gate
in the railing, which Nicolet politely
held open for her. “A good man,”
Miss Withers whispered. “He owed
me a favor. | do hope he doesn’t get
into any trouble over this.”
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“l hope you don’t!” Oscar Piper
whispered back.
The surprise witness paused as she

came into the enclosure, and then she.

turned slowly and looked straight at
Juan del Puerto, her blue,eyes stony-
cold.

He was standing up-now, oblivious
to the fact that his hands were shak-
ing like leaves in the wind. His face
had somehow lost its swart rotundity
and was suddenly stark and drawn,
the features working as if moved with
hidden springs. The heavy, passionate
lips trembled, and there were real
tears in his eyes. “Maggie!” he cried,
chokingly. “Maggie, it is you! You
did come back!” He started forward
suddenly, as if to embrace her, and
only the quick warning hand of his
lawyer held him back.

The humming as of a hundred
hives of bees arose from the crowd,
and again Judge Black banged fiercely
with his gavel. Bailiffs and court at-
tendants were shouting for quiet,
with Nicolet and Sherwood both
talking at once. The elder lawyer
finally got the floor.

“My client wishes to withdraw his
claim —”

“Yes,” del Puerto cried. “It’s her
money — let her have it!”

The gavel crashed. “The Court
declares a fifteen-minute recess, dur-
ing which time | must request that
the attorneys in this case confer —”

Del Puerto was beyond all that.
“Your Honor, don’t you understand?
I am not under suspicion of'murder
any more! | am not a marked man, a
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thing of shame! She’s alive, she’s
come back!” He was effervescent,
jubilant.

“Oscar, | assure you that | had no
idea—" whispered Miss Withers.
“But does he sound like a guilty
man? Nobody could be that good an
actor!”

The Inspector wasn't listening. He
was watching the blonde woman,
Hulda Gustavson, who stood in the
center of the stage in a deep freeze, an
actress who had forgotten her lines
and couldn’t improvise . . 1

And then there was the sharp
cr-r-r-rack of a pistol shot sounding
above the confused din of the court-
room, like a Venetian blind suddenly,
loosed. Nobody knew jusf where it
came from, but the uniformed officer
at the door prudently threw himself
on the floor. Juan del Puerto threw up
his hands and gaped foolishly, then
slid into a heap against the counsels’
table. Miss Withers heard a woman
screaming,' and then realized that it
was herself.

The Inspector was gone, fighting
his way up the aisle through the
pandemonium. She sprinted after
him, like a football carrier following
his interference, and they burst out
into the corridor together. It was
empty.

There was nobody in sight except
the old scrubwoman standing open-
mouthed, with,a pail in one hand and
a mop in the other. “Somebody just
shot a man through an opening in
that door,” Piper yelled at her. “You
saw it — who was it?” She shook her
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head vacantly, and then at the In-
spector’s increasing volley of ques-
tions she only retreated into a sort of
paralysis of terror, saying only “Yes”
and “No” to anything, and obviously
not knowing or caring what she said.
Finally Miss Hildegarde Withers
pushed the Inspector aside.

“Nobody is going to hurt you,” the
schoolteacher said gently. “Just tell
me — who-opene'd that door a crack
and shot through it? And which way
did that person go?”

The woman pointed a shaking
finger toward the nearby stairs. Piper
set off at a run, but was back again
soon enough, shaking his head in
disgust. Neither the elevator man nor
the guards in the lower hall had seen
anyone running of had noticed any
other suspicious circumstance. People
were passing in and out all the time.
The Inspector had drawn a complete
blanjc.

By this time the corridor was filling
up with people, curiosity-seekers and
courtroom attach™ — among them
the uniformed man who should have
been standing outside but who had
slipped in because he wanted to hear
better. The Inspector worked off
part of his steam on that' unhappy
patrolman, implying that there was
no punishment in the book which
fitted this particular crime but that
he, Oscar Piper, would improvise
one . . .

“ ‘Something with boiling oil in
it; | think,”” quoted Miss Withers
softly. But during the interval she had
calmed down the scrubwoman, had
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learned that she was Mrs. Mamie
Schultz of 433 Tenth Avenue. The
old lady’s story, told in broken
phrases, was that she had been scrub-
bing over there in the corner, had
looked around at the sound of the
shot, and had seen somebody running
away — she thought that maybe it
was a woman. There was only time
for a glimpse before whoever it was
turned the corner and went down the
stairs. 1

“Now,” said the Inspector, “we’re
getting somewhere. Was it a smallish,
dark girl, Spanish-type, very pretty?”

“Maybe . . said the scrubwom-
an, hesitantly.
"Or,” put in Miss Hildegarde

Withers, “was it a woman of about
forty-four, the blonde, buxom type?”

The bedraggled woman gaped stu-
pidly, and then pointed toward.Piper.
“ It vass like he say, she vass liddle and
dark.”

“So!” said the Inspector triumph-
antly.

“So nothing!” Miss Withers came
back. “Perfect nonsense. On .your
cue, she’'s describing Consuelo who
left minutes before the shot was
fired.” The schoolteacher turned full
face on the frightened woman. “Was-
n't there another —'a buxom blonde
type?” But the bewildered old crone
only shook her head.

“1 think | don't see no other
woman,” she insisted stubbornly.

That was that. .The Inspector
turned his attention toward the rou-
ltine direction of the rapidly growing
corps of uniformed men — there was
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to be a search of the courtroom and
of everybody in it. “Not that it will
get usanywhere,” he predicted.

He was right — it didn’t. One after
another, the people in the courtroom
were given a,cursory search and then
released; no guns were found.

In the Judge’s chambers, Miss With-
ers came closer to the Inspector, and
whispered, “Oscar, I'm truly sorry if
I upset the apple cart and changed
del Puerto from a suspect into a vic-
tim. But really, this simplifies things.
There was only one person who had a
motive to shoot him.”

“Yeah?” he said, with heavy sar-
casm. “Who's your guess how?”

“The real Maggie Gustavson, of
course! The woman he had tricked
into marrying him and giving him
her savings. Not all her savings, nat-
urally — because nobody ever saves
such a nice round even amount. Sav-
ings come out to add dollars and cents
— | suggest that Maggie had a good
bit more, a sort of nest-egg. Every
woman likes to have a little money of
her own, that she doesn’t have to ac-
count to anybody for —”

They stood back as ambulance at-
tendants carried Juan del Puerto
away, his face a deathly gray in color,
almost the same shade as the dingy
blanket which had' been wrapped
around his pudgy body.

“Maggie wasn’t murdered,” Miss
Withers continued. “She cracked up
— in a state of amnesia or close to it,
when she found that her new husband
was already married. She hid out, en-
joying the hue and cry as del
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Puerto was dragged ignominiously
back to be.charged with her murder.
She must have been disappointed
when he pled guilty to the minor
charge, but she still would have taken
a deep pleasure in his suffering.”

The Inspector was unimpressed.
“You're making this up out of whole
cloth. It's all rubbish. She’d certainly
have contacted her family.”

Hildegarde gave him a look. “Not
Maggie. She’d risen far above them,
and shesknew how they yearned for
her money. Look what lengths Hulda
was willing to go to, just to make a
valiant last try for it! But when
Maggie read in the newspapers about
Juan getting out of prison,'when she
heard the astounding news that some-
one posing as herself had appeared out
of nowhere to contest his getting the
money, wild horses couldn’t have kept
her away from this hearing.”

Piper frowned. “l don’'t get it.
You mean to say that you were in-
tentionally putting del Puerto on the
spot?”

“Not exactly. But | suspected that
somehow she’d manage to be here.
I'm afraid | underestimated how
much she hated him. Hell hath no
fury, Oscar . .

“But the Mexican wife had as good
a motive, no?”

“Hardly. He had come back to her
once, and she knew he .would- again.
Besides, she stuck up for him — it
was she who cleared him on the razor
blade business. She told me about his
fetish for being immaculately neat,
and | have discovered that there is a
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prohibitively high tariff in Mexico on
American razor blades.”

“Maybe.” The Inspector shook his
head stubbornly. “But | wouldn’t
believe your Consuelo under oath.”

“Well,” said Miss Hildegarde With-
ers firmly, “1 wouldn’t believe .the
police under oath when they say that
they found that slip of a girl wearing
Maggie Gustavson’s trousseau at the
time they arrested her in Mexico
City. Nobody lucky to have a firm
trim little figure like Consuelo’s
would ever think of putting on clothes
that would fit her like a tent. It just
doesn't make sense!”

“You're up to something,” said
Inspector Oscar Piper. “1 only wish
I knew what.”

The line of people waiting to be
searched was dwindling now, and.it
was all too evident that the murder
weapon was not to be found.

“1 have an idea,” said Miss Withers.

“You and your ideas.” Piper
shrugged. “Might as well let the boys
finish up and get out of here.”

“But Oscar — look at it this way.
Nobody can criticize you now for not
being able to pin Maggie’s murder on
del Puerto, because it never actually
took place. This is really a feather in
your cap.”

Oscar Piper turned and glared at
her. “One more feather like this and
I can fly right out of the Department.
At times like this, | feel like turning in
my badge.”

For once, Hildegarde Withers had
nothing whatever to say. She tagged
along behind him, biting her finger-
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nails. They marched out in silence,

-out into the main corridor again.

Wincing at the sight of the waiting
battery of the press and the photog-
raphers, the Inspector suddenly
turned and headed toward the back
stairs. He was going down, almost at
a run, when he felt Miss Withers's
hand on his arm, whirling him around.

“Oscar, wait!”

He stared at her blankly. “ Wait fo®

-what?”

“ Oscar, look there — at the scrub-
woman.” Miss Withers pointed to
where Mrs. Schultz was trudging dis-
piritedly along, dragging her mop
and pail. “ Oscar, she could have been
lying! And of course nobody thought
of searching her.”

He was patient. “Of course she was
searched — she insisted on it. | guess
she enjoyed her little hour in the
limelight. So —”

“So wait until | ask her one more
guestion, anyway.” Miss Withers hur-—~
ried back toward the old woman, who
had set down her mop and pail and
was now backing away apprehen-
sively.

“1 tell you all 1 know — every-
thing!” the woman cried.

“But you didn’'t tell us why the
halls are scrubbed in the daytime —
instead of at night, as they usually
are.” The schoolteacher pressed closer.
1“Mrs. Schultz, | have just one more
question —” <

Miss-. Withers stumbled clumsily
against the pail, so that it overturned

.and flooded the hall with a soapy

Niagara. The Inspector leaped, trying
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to save his shoes. Then he saw Miss
Withers triumphantly pointing— to
a big cake of soap and some dirty rags
sliding across the floor. One of the
rags was wrapped around a small
automatic pistol.

“Mrs. Schultz,” went on the school-
teacher, “-isn't it time we got down
to cases? You are Dr. Margaret
Gustavson, aren’'t you?”

The womap straightened suddenly,
her eyes widening, her shoulders
squared.

“I'm glad | did it!” she cried out,
almost as if the Inspector's hand
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was not firmly on her elbow. “I've
been waiting for this chance a long,
long tune — ever since that day at
the dock when | saw Juan’s passport
and a snapshot of that other woman.'
That's where he kept her picture —
hidden in his passport. He lied-to me
— he lied, he lied!”

She began to laugh — shrill hysteri-
cal laughter that went on and on.

Hildegarde Withers turned away.
She remembered what she had said
to -the Inspector: “1 underestimated
how much she hafed him. Hell hath
no fury like a woman scorned . .

One Way to Mexico

(continuedfrom page 58)

it to her. She drank. He took the
glass from her hand, stooped, and
kissed her mouth. Then he moved
over to his bag and fussed with its
contents.

“Harry!” The voice was weak and
frightened. -

When Marge fell to the floor he
turned and looked at her. Her eyes
were wide open. Little bubbles formed
and broke at the corners of her
mouth. She was having trouble
breathing.

Harry snapped shut the sample

case, stepped to the phone, and pol-
ished it with his handkerchief. He
wiped clean the glass on the dresser
and put it back. He picked up his
bag, opened the door quietly and was
gone.

Marge lay half-sprawled on the
floor, her head against the seat of a
chair. As the lock on the door clicked,
she got to her feet and dropped the
white pill into the ashtray and moved
to the phone.

“Operator,” she said, “give me
Spring six-three-one-hundred.”
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Arthur Crook in his office at 123
Bloomsbury Street, London.
. “These dear old goosey-ganders,
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No one was more surprised than
Crook to find himself a member of a
party of tourists going by the Scarlet
Runner Coaches to the Austrian Tyrol
the following spring. He had been to
see a doctor for the first time in
twenty years, and was shocked to be
told he was overdoing it and was ripe
for a rest.

“Go abroad somewhere,” said Dr.
Stanley. “Forget about corpses for &
couple of weeks. You'll come back
like a tiger refreshed.”

“Me on the Continong?” exclaimed
Crook, who hadn’t left his own coun-
try since he came bouncing thank-
fully back from France in 1918, and
no thanks to the Jerries.

“Britons can- take it,”
Dr. Stanley.

So here he was, with his passport

suggested
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and currency, looking about- as un-
obtrusive as a tiger in a parlor win-
dow, taking stock of his companions
for the next two weeks. There were
four married couples— he marked
down two of the husbands as possible
pals for a pub-crawl; a pair of ancient
screamers he promptly christened
Arsenic and Old Lace; a devoted fe-
male pair (Dave and Jon-to you, they
shouted); a manhunting young woman
in her late twenties, with enough vi-
tality in her eyes to light a whole
sconce of candles; and a few odds and
bods traveling solitary, whose names
he never did learn. Then just as the
coach was ready to start the last pair
arrived, a tall thin dreamy-looking
man in a raincoat and a battered-
looking hat, and his wife, some years
his junior but quite a way from the
schoolroom at that. Crook decided
she was the type you mightn’t notice
much the first time but would re-
member if you met her again. For
himself, he put his money on Arsenic
and Old Lace. With a pair like that
aboard you could surely count on a
murder within the week.

The fun (from Crook’s point of
view) started'a couple of hours later.
The coach stopped at a superior kind
of roadhouse for elevenses. The ladies
popped off, demanding telephone,
toilet, and tea. Crook put in a modest
request for beer, to be informed this
wasn't a pub but an hotel, and the
license didn’t operate till 12 o’clock.

“1 don’'t wait till»noon to get
thirsty,” said Crook in affable tones,
congratulating himself on his fore-
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sight in laying in a bottle of beer in
his overcoat pocket. He went back to
the coach to fetch it and was brought
up short by the sight of one of the
passengers who hadn’t dismounted
with the rest. She was the wife of the
last-comer, and when she saw Crook
she hurriedly fitted on a smile, but
not quite quickly enough. He had
seen her face, noted her rigid attitude
and clenched hands. Whatever she
had been contemplating it hadn’t
been buttercups and daisies.

He dropped into the seat her hus-
band had vacated. “Shove over, sug-
ar,” he offered. "Tell your Uncle
Arthur all about it. What's up?”

She stared, as well she might. “ Who
are you?”

“Crook’s the name, Arthur Crook.
Take a read of that when you’'ve got
a minute to spare.” He pushed an im-
mense printed card into her hands.
“And remember, we're like the best
morticians, me and Bill. We work all
round the clock.”

“ ‘Linen discreetly washed in pri-
vate. Danger no object,” ” she read.
“1 didn’t know lawyers undertook in-
vestigations themselves.”

“There ain’t many of us,” agreed
Crook, modestly, “and if some of the
-Law Lords had their way, there
wouldn’t be even one. Now, any little
service | can render it'll be a pleasure.”

“You're very kind,” said the lady,
whose name proved to be_Mrs. Maud
Ames, "but I'm afraid it may prove
too much, even for you. You see, Mr.
Crook, my husband has brought me
abroad to kill me.”
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Crook’s face was like the sun burst-
ing through a wall of fog.

“Put that one over the plate again,”
he begged. “You did say kill, as in
murder?”

“Yesr He's tried-twice already at
home, but perhaps he thinks it'll be
easier to engineer an accident abroad.”

“Sounds like my cup of tea,” said
Crook enthusiastically. “Me and the
chap who liked to fold his hands and
wait 'ud never see eye .to eye, so any
little job you can put in my path "ull
be pure jam, if you get me. Tell me
about the other two shots.”

, “The first was on a subway sta-
tion . . .”

Crook groaned. “He don’t sound
very original. Don’t tell me next time
something went wrong with your
sleeping-mixture.”

Mrs. Ames regarded him with
amazement. “Yes. But how did you
know?”

“That’s all in the manual for be-
ginners,” explained Crook, gently.
“Telk me. Any special motive for
wanting you out of the way or is it
just that murder’s his hobby?”

“Hobby? | never thought . . .”

“l mean to say, are you the first
Mrs. A.?”

“Paul
met.”

“Any notion how the dear departed
came to be the dear departed?”

“An — an accident. To a car.”

“1 get you. Mr. A. not driving?
Such luck for him.”

“But he wasdriving. Only hewasn’t
hurt. That's-vwwhy he hadn’'t married

was a widower when we
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again. Itemorse, | For ten
whole years.”

“You do it almost as good as me,”
Crook commented, admiringly.
“Quite the hermit, eh?”

“Yes.”

“Confide in you where? | mean,
not behind bars or anything?”

“Oh, no— nothing like that! The
verdict was death by misadventure.
The jury was very sympathetic.”

“I'll say. Jealous, maybe. How did

mean.

. he seem about the lady? Happy re-

lease on either side?”

“They'd only been married a few
months. He said he was heartbroken.”

“That was handsome of him. Some
husbands’ hearts 'ud remain intact
after ten years. Know whereabouts
-it happened?”

“Somewhere in the north.”

“About ten years ago? That makes
looking for a needle in a haystack a
kindergarten game. Was the lady
well-padded?”

“1 never saw — oh, | see what you
mean. Had she any money? | believe
so.”

“‘And you? Case of ‘nothing in my
hand | bring’?”

“1 inherited a legacy just before we
met. My brother, Peter, died abroad.
I hadn’t seen him for years, but there
was no other relative . . .”

“So you scooped the kitty. Cut up
warm?” He vulgarly rubbed a big
thumb and forefinger.

“1 don’t know how you’d regard it.
About ten thousand pounds.”

“Ah, well,” said Crook, tolerantly.
“I've known murder committed for
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less. Thought of going to the police?”

She opened her capable hands in a
gesture of despair.' “What would be
the use? My husband’s made two at-
tempts to murder me. Paul would say
the first timed had a slight attack of
vertigo — everyone knows | can't
stand heights; the next time | con-
fused two medicine bottles. They'd
simply laugh or suggest I was mad.”

“You could have something there,”
Crook acknowledged. “The bulls are
only interested in you about the same
time as the undertakers. Now, let’s
have it, sugar. How long had- you
known dear Paul before you said, ‘I
will’?”

“Not very long.”
sounded reluctant.

“How long? Months? Weeks?
Days?”

“About three weeks.”

“Meet by chance?”

“Well — not exactly.”

“Don’t seem too sure,” murmured
Crook. “How was it? Hangover?”

“Certainly not I’

“Remember where you met him?
Hotel? Bar? Party? Railway station?”

“In a hotel.”

“Fellow-guests? Miracle of propin-
quity?”

“No. That is, he wasn’'t exactly
staying there at the time.”

“1 should warn you,” said Crook,
chattily, “1 charge for advice by the
minute. If he wasn’'t stayin’ there,
was he visiting?”

“You might say he came at my in-
vitation."

Light burst on Arthur Crook.

Mrs. Ames
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“Why not make a pen-friend?” he'
chanted. “Why spend your evenings
solitary and unloved? You were Little
Miss Lonely-Heart, so you thought
you'd invite a Big Bad Wolf to tea.
Trouble with women,” he added,
thoughtfully,'l“is they don’t believe
the Big Bad Wolf won't turn into a
domestic pet for them. All little St.
Francises, there’s women for you.”

“You've seen my husband,” pro-
tested Maud Ames. “Does he in the
least resemble a wolf?”

“Never heard of the one that went
round in a lambskin, havin’ first de-
voured the lamb? Never occur to you
that chaps that want to get spliced
don’'t have to answer ads. They've
only got to stand at the nearest Street
corner with a label round their necks
and take their pick.”

“He said he'd been so much alone
he'd really dropped out of social cir-
cles. He seemed very nervous. | didn’t
blame him. | was nervous myself. I'd
almost decided to say | was out when
he came.”

“Make any discreet inquiries as to
your financial status before he popped
the question?” asked the unfeeling
Mr. Crook.

“We were perfectly frank with
each other. At least, | was, and | took
it for granted he was the same.”

“And they say men are the adven-
turous sex. . . . Tell me something,
honey. Say you was to drop dead
tomorrow, would Mr. A. get your
little all?”

“We each made a will after we were
married — Paul said it was usual.”
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Crook groaned. “Why anyone
teaches dames to read beats me,” he
confessed. “Never heard of George
Joseph Smith and his Brides of the
Bath? Never thought of finding out
if Hubby has anything to leave?”

Before Mrs. Ames could answer,
her husband, accompanied by the
“manhunter,” whose name proved
to be Meg Farrer, came out of the
roadhouse and crossed to the coach.

Mr. Ames looked a little surprised
to see his wife’s companion.

“Didn~t you want any coffee,
Maud? Oh, this is Miss Farrer. She’s
traveling alone, so | thought . .

“Your husband's been telling me
about his Alpine adventures,” said
Meg Farrer, in a husky voice that
might have caused a West End au-
dience to swoon but only made Crook
want to offer her a cough lozenge.

“Hardly adventures. Just a little
climbing on a modest scale.”

“1’ve done a bit of climbing myself.
Are you an enthusiast, Mrs. Ames?"
asked the manhunting female.

“1 can’t stand heights,” said Maud,
flatly.

“And that goes for me,” put in
Crook, looking puzzled. He didn't
generally wear a cloak of invisibility.

Maud Ames hurriedly introduced
him; and then the rest of the party
began to emerge, Arsenic complain-
ing loudly about the Toilet, and Old
Lace about the tea.

“What on earth are you doing in
this galire?" Meg asked Crook in her
outspoken way. “Shadowing an in-
ternational spy or something?”
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Crook said it could be Something.

“WAKat sort of Something?”

Crook said his guess 'ud be Murder.

“Oh, good,” exclaimed the volatile
Miss Farrer. “l've never been in-
volved in a murder.”

“Often,” said Crook,
“‘once is once too many.”

“1 shall look to you to avenge me,”
cried Miss Farrer, giving him a killing
glance. Crook felt as if a hurricane
had struck him. If there was going to
be any murder on this trip it seemed
pretty clear she was going to be in
on it.

"And how fight that was . . .

politely,

The party soon split up into cpm-
ponent groups. Crook and the two'
husbands he’d had his eye on from
the first got together immediately.
One husband fished, another gar-
dened, Crook investigated, and they
all-drank. Pretty soon they'were
known as the. Three Sandboys. Ar-
senic and OIld Lace never spoke to
anyone except the courier, when they
wanted to find fault, and that used
up most of his spare time. The odds
and bods sorted themselves out and
went on perpetual shopping excur-
sions— and why they hadn’t stayed
in London and gone to Oxford Street
was something Crook couldn’t imag-
ine. Meg Farrer tagged along with
the Ameses; and since Maud didn’t
care for energetic sports it usually re-
solved itself into Paul Ames and the
manhunter going off in couples.

“That gel's disgraceful,” panted
Arsenic to Old Lace. “Positively dis-
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graceful. Look at the way she follows
Mr. Ames round. Just as though he
hadn’t got a wife.”

“It isn’t only on her side,” Old
Lace panted back. “Do you think we
should give Mrs. Ames a hint?”

“No,” said Arsenic, firmly. “You
rememberlwhat happened last year
on the Dolomites tour? The courier
was most unpleasant. Well, | told
him, | wasn’t brought up to condone
immorality ...”

“It’s very fortunate for me you're
on this trip,” said Paul Ames to Miss
Farrer. “My wife doesn’t care for
walking or climbing — she has a pho-
bia about heights. I hope she doesn’t
feel neglected.”

“She’salways got the human toffee-
apple,” retorted Miss Farrer, who
had quite a reputation for wit of this
kind.

“Mr. Crook? Ah, yes. | heard he
was a lawyer.” Mr. Ames sounded
dubious.

“He told me he was interested in
murder.”

“Really!” said Mr. Ames. “Is that
so? How very, very interesting!”

There was one incident in France
before the party crossed the Austrian
border that might have been pure
accident — and might not. Several
of the party were waiting to cross a
cobbled street and had just stepped
into the road when a motor vehicle
suddenly came speeding up. Meg and
Maud both jumped back, but some-
how Maud’s foot slipped, and for an
instant it looked as though she were
going under the wheel. Then her hus-
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band and Crook had her by an arm
apiece, and she was dragged out with
just inches to spare.

When she had regained her balance,
she caught Crook by the arm. “If you
hadn’t been there, Mr. Crook, noth-
ing could have saved me.”

“Now, come, Maud,” expostulated
her husband. “Don’t exaggerate. 1
.was there — and an accident of that
kind could happen to anyone.”

“Yes,” said Maud, “but, as it was,
it only happened to me. But, as you
say, you were there.”

Crook couldn’t make up his mind
if it was-an accident or not. He was
inclined to think Maud really had
slipped,-but — if he hadn’t been on
the other side, would Paul have
seized his opportunity and given a
little push .instead of a little pull?

“Reall/; some women make the
most absurd fuss about trifles,” said
Arsenic to Old Lace. “To hear Mrs.
Ames, one might imagine her hus-
band had tried to thrust,her under
the wheels.”

One might, reflected Crook.

“That’s a very nice girl, that Meg
Farrer,” remarked Paul to his wife the
next evening. “Lives alone in London.
You might perhaps ask her to dinner
when we get back. It would be nice to
see more of her.”

“Nice to have her with him per-
manently,” said Maud to Crook.
“Of course, that’s what he has in
mind. She's fallen for him, as they
say. Anyone can see that.”

“I'm no slouch myself,” admitted
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Crook, frankly, “but you're like the
young lady called Bright, whose prog-
ress was faster than light. | suppose
even a husband can be polite to a
good-lookin’ gal without havin’ mur-
der in mind.”

“ Polite is rather an understatement,
don’t you think? And she’s very well
off — she told me as much. And quite
besotted about Paul. Not that |
blame her there,” she added, can-
didly. “He may not be striking to
look at, but he’s got something that
appeals to women on sight. | felt it
myself that first day. Charm, | think,
is the word.”

“He don’t charm me," said Crook,
simply. “Just a nice ordinary sort of
of chap, 1'd have said.”

It was when they got to Austria
that things came to a climax. The
Scarlet Runner promoters had dis-
covered a small village, popular in
the winter but pretry well disre-
garded for the remainder of the year,
where no other touring company took
its clients. “The others,” said David-
son, the courier who was there to
keep the travelers from scratching
each other’s eyes out or assaulting the
hotel staffs, as well as making sure they
didn’t miss anything, “the others go
on to St. Anton, with the result that
the hotels there are crowded all
through the season. This hotel’s so
small our tour practically packs it,
and we go on, one tour after the next,
right through to the end- of Sep-
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‘'em speak a foreign language. | sup-
pose it's easier if you only meet the
English abroad.” N

“Can’t see what difference itmakes,
seeing no one ever listens,” was
Crook’s candid comment.

On the first morning of their stay
Davidson told his charges that he
had arranged two plans for the day.
Anyone who wanted could go up by
the ski-lift, lunch at the hotel on the
top, and then walk or laze or potter
until they felt like coming down again.
Those who didn’t want to go aloft
would be taken into St. Anton, where
they could waste their money at the
tourist shops, buying knicknacks to
collect dust for the next year.

There were two ski-lifts, one of
which was out of use at this time of
year; but, thanks to the heavy rain's
of the past weeks, there had been
something of a landslide, and tourists
were warned to keep away from the
second of the lifts — the one not in
use — as walking there might prove
dangerous.

“There are boards up to warn
you,” Davidson said, "but there may
be more rain later in the day, and
you'll find it extremely slippery. An-
other thing — it looks bright enough
now, but the chaps at the hotel say
you can expect mist later on, and that
doesn’t just mean a little thickening
of the atmosphere, it means a curtain
like a fog. And it comes up almost in
a minute. At 2 o’clock, say, you could
be basking in sunshine, and at 5

tember. And that's what our people > past hope to goodness you can find

seem to like. Oh, well, not many of

your way back to the hotel.”
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Ames, of course, voted for the
heights, and Meg said she'd go, too.

“You come, Maud,” she pleaded.
“Paul says he’s going to make for St.
Christophe, and get the bus there
later in the day back to St. Anton.
I'm no Amazon, | only want to laze.
So lets you and me laze together.”

“Yes, do go up, Mrs. Ames,”
Davidson implored her..“Then you
can keep her out of mischief.”

There’s always one fly at least in a
courier’s ointment, and Meg Farrer
was Davidson’s. She was out for sen-
sation, and in Amiens had gone out
alone quite late and strayed into a
bar where only one sort of woman is
recognized. If the courier of another
Scarlet Runner tour hadn’t happened
to see her going in and remembered
her — they were all stopping at the
same hotel that night — there might
have been a very unpleasant incident.

“Oh, rubbish,” said Meg. “If-I
hadn’'t wanted a bit of fun I'd have
brought my nursie and .perambula-
tor.”

The Three Sandboys also voted for
the heights, and the wives of two of
them surprised everyone by deciding
to go along.

“Spent all their currency in ad-
vance,” muttered one husband gloom-
ily to the other.

-So that made eight of them going
up; everyone else preferred the coach
run to St. Anton and a morning of
window-shopping.

The view from the heights was
voted incomparable by the obliging
tourists, Crook reserving his own
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opinion that Hampstead Heath had
it “whacked a treat.” He and the
husbands found a nice little bar and
vanished into that; the two wives
found some fashion papers and com-
fortable chairs in the lounge and
settled down for a cozy chat till
lunch; Ames set out on his tramp'in
the direction of St. Christophe, prom-
ising to turn back if the weather
should deteriorate; and " Meg and
Mrs. Ames strolled out into the sun-
light on the gentler slopes.

“Don’t forget about the mist,”
called Floss, one of the knitting wives.

“Oh, | don’t mean to go far,” said
Maud, “and Meg won't be able to,
not in those silly shoes.”

Meg laughed. She was wearing ex-
pensive high-heeled sandals and a
bright cotton frock.

“Listen to granny!” she jibed
softly, observing Maud’ssensible brogues
and the rose-colored plastic macintosh
she had insisted on bringing with her.
“That’s a nice color, Maud, though.
Goes with your scarf.”

“Paul bought me that.”

“Where does he get his currency
from?” murmured Meg, with an
enormous wink. “Let’s get going.”

“Don’t you girls lose yourselves,”
Crook warned them, en route for the
bar.

“You’'ll be able to add baby-sitter
to your list of qualifications when you
get back,” Meg threw after him, and
off they went.

Bill had sent Crook a copy of the
Record and when they called a halt
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in their drinking Crook opened it.
It was enough to break anyone’s
heart. An old girl had been found
propped at the window of an empty
flat and the doctor said she must have
been there a week; a man had gone to
fetch a trunk from Waterloo and
found a body in it that, he assured
the police, hadn’t been there three
days before; a bus conductor, mount-
ing to the top deck, found his sole
passenger stabbed to the heart with
a skewer; two'wives and one husband
had tired of their mates and disposed
of them, without benefit of clergy

It was almost more than an
ambitious man could endure. He
threw the paper down and lapsed into
a peevish study.

He was startled suddenly by the
sound of his own name.

“Mr. Crook!”

“All present and correct,” he ex-
claimed, jumping to his feet. “Merci-
ful Moses, look at that!”

While he had been immersed in his
reverie the whole face of the day had
changed. The threatened mist had
come marching over the hills and was
now battering against the windows
like a ghostly force.

“Everyone back?” he queried.

- “That’'s what we want to know.
You haven't seen Mrs. Ames?”

“1've been a million miles away,”
Crook acknowledged. “How about
Miss Farrer? She back?"

“Not yet.”

“Oh, well.” Grook sounded tol-
erant. “Dames have no sense of time.
Anyone tried the bar?”
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“They’'re not there. Anyway, no
one’s seen them come in.”

"1f they’'ve got any sense they’ll
stay put till the mist lifts a bit. That’s
probably what they are doing.”

“Yes, but where, Mr. Crook? The
hotel’s the nearest place, and the mist
came on quite a long time ago.
They've had plenty of time to get
down here.”

Crook considered. “There was that
little caffy-place by the ski-lift. Maybe
they took the wrong path and landed
up there, and are drinking nice hot
soup at this very minute. More to the
point, where's Ames? Along with the
three fishers who lay out on the shin-
ing sands?”

Like an actor entering on cue,
Ames thrust open the door. His face
was pale and damp, and his dark fine
hair was damp also.

“Hullo!” he 'said. “1 was never
more, pleased to find myself under a
roof-tree.-1 say!” He looked sharply
from one sto the other. “Anything
wrong?”

“Mr. Ames,” said Flossie,
you seen your wife?”

“Yes,” said Ames, “about twenty
minutes ago. Isn't she back?”

“No. We were getting anxious.”

“Where did you see her?" put in
Crook.

“Up by the ravine. On the edge of
it, in fact.”

“She can’'t have known what she
was doing,” cried the second wife,
whose name was Lil. “She has a fear
of heights— she told us!”

“1 know. That's why 1

“have

was SO
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alarmed. It's curious, because she’s
an excellent sailor, while I'm as sick
as a dog at sea, she can swim like a
seal, she doesn’t mind going up in a
plane, but put her even on the edge of
a subway platform, and she begins to
shake like jelly.”

“She must have lost her way in the
mist,” insisted Floss.

“In that case, why not walk deaii
over the edge?” asked Crook, simply.
“Come to that,” he turned back to
Ames, “you must have been precious
close to see her, in this weather."

“As a. matter of fact, | was some
way off. But— didn't you notice,
about twenty minutes ago, there was
a sudden momentary break in the
mist. The sun came through like a
knife slicing through a curtain. For a
minute everything was brilliantly
illuminated — everything within
range, that is. It’s like the landscape
just before a storm — you know that
grape-bloom radiance . . .”

' “And at that moment you saw
Mrs. Ames standing on the edge of
the ravine. Did she go on standing
there, when she realized where she
was?”

“She was looking down.”

Crook said sharply, “What about
Miss Farrer?”

.“There wasn’'t any sign of her. If
I'd had any idea they were going to
separate, 1'd never have set out for
St. Christophe.”

“Look here,” insisted Crook, “are
you sure you've got'it right? I mean,
if you were some way off, how can
you be so sure it was Mrs. Ames and
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not Miss Farrer you glimpsed for
that split-second? | take it, that’s all
it was.”

“1 recognized the pink scarf she
was wearing — it's a most distinctive
shade; and she had on one of those
transparent raincoats. | particularly
remember Miss Farrer only carried
the lightest of cardigans.”

“What did you do?” asked Crook.
“Call out or something?”

“Of course not. | didn’t want to
startle her. | began to make my way
down, but in no time the mist had
closed up again, and | had to go slow.
By the timel reached the place where
I thought I'd seen her, there was no-
body there. 'Naturally, | assumed
she’d come back to the hotel.”

“Could be she’s still on her way.”

Ames frowned. “There’s only one
path. If she’'s got off that, anything,
may happen.” He began to walk up
and down the room! “I was so sure
she'and Miss Farrer would stay to-
gether.”

“Perhaps they are,” said Lil.

“Come on,” said Crook, who was
watching Ames. “What about the
card you've got up your sleeve?”

. Paul Ames turned with an air of
desperation. "It's easy to be wise
after the event,” he said, “but | did
think | heard a cry a little after the
mist came down again.”

“How far off?”

“It’s hard to say. Mist muffles the
voice. And don’'t ask me if it was
Maud’s voice, because in such weather
all voices are anonymous.”

The two ladies instantly became
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ghouls. They might have been playing
cards, producing one horror after
another from their hands. Do you
remember — that woman on the
moors? the man on the railway line?
the baby in the laundry basket?

Suddenly Crook snatched his
checked cap from a hook. “Anyone
want to pass this round for a wreath?”
he demanded. “What's got into you
all? We don’t know anyone’s dead.
Two girls have lost their way_in the
mist. | dessay they're down at the
caffy eating hot soup — and don't |
wish | was with them!”

A waiter came in, looking worried.
He wanted to know if the other lady
was back, and if he could serve lunch.

“Neither of them is back,” said
Floss (or Lil; Crook was never sure
which was which, and sometimes
.wondered if even their husbands
knew).

Oh, yes, said the waiter, one lady
is coming now . . . and as he spoke
the door was pushed open and Maud
Ames walked in.

“1 do hope | haven't kept every-
one. So you got back, Paul? I won-
dered.”

“How did you come in? — and
when?” her husband demanded.

Maud looked astonished. “1've been
back quite a long time. When the
mist began to thicken-1 told Meg I
wasn’'t going to stay out. For one
thing, it was getting so cold; besides,
you know | don’t like heights, and |
thought we might easily get lost.”
She looked about her. “Where is
Meg?”
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“Don’t seem to have come back,
sugar,” said Crook. “How long since
you left her?”

“.0Oh, about half an hour, | should
think. I came in by the back entry.
There was no one about, and | found
a little writing-room. No one’s been
near me, and I'm sure | dozed off.”

Crook put out a huge hand and
caught her arm. “Didn’t happen to
lend Miss Farrer your mac., | sup-
pose?”

Maud looked startled. “Yes, | did.
This mist is very wet and clammy.
| said, ‘If you insist on hanging about
here you’'d better put this on.” | was
going straight back, you see.”

“Scarf, too?” asked Crook.

“She asked if she might borrow
that. You don’t mind, do you, Paul?”

“,That explains, it,” said Crook,
folding his big hands over his paunch.
“You didn’t see your wife standing on
the edge of the ravine, you saw Miss
Farrer.”

“What's that?” The words broke
simultaneously from the lips of hus-
band and wife.

“Mr. Ames thought he’'d seen you
there — through a break in the mist.”

“You can’t have thought so, Paul.
I haven’t been within ten yards of
the ravine. Meg tried to dare me, but
I wouldn’t'listen.”

“l said it was astounding,” ex-
claimed Ames. “ Your macintosh, your
scarf— naturally, 1 thought it was
you.”

Maud sent one glance to his face,
then turned away. Her own seemed to
shrivel under their gaze. Crook took
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a glass from a tray and put it into
her hand.

“Take this, sugar, and relax. And
stop worryin’ about Miss Farrer. She’s
got the nerve of a mountain goat.”

“1 want to hear,” said Maud Ames,
brushing the glass aside. “How long
ago? And where is she now?”

The words seemed to echo round
the room and come bouncing back.

Where is she now? Where is Meg
Farrer now?

Only the two husbands did justice
to the' delicious lunch. The ladies had
supped full on horrors and needed no
other sustenance. Ames played with
his food, Maud made no effort to
conceal her fears. As for Crook, he
missed his nice English dishes. These
kickshaws were very well in their
way, but give him a nice steak-and-
kidney pud. or a cut off the joint,
with two veg. and plenty of thick
gravy. All through the meal people
threw up their heads in listening atti-
tudes or half turned in their chairs,
or said, “What was that?” But what-
ever it was, it was never Meg Farrer.

Ames said abruptly, “We ought to
let Davidson know. We can’t just sit
around here as if nothing had hap-
pened.”

“Well,” returned Crook, sensibly,
“we don’t know that-it has. At least,
none of usHcnows. | wonder why
you're so tootin’ sure there's some-
thing wrong with the girl.” ~

After lunch the two couples went
back to ground level, taking Maud
with them. Tta two men sat about,
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smoking and exchanging an occasional
word. The mist thinned slowly. Meg
Farrer didn’'t come back.

The next ski-lift brought up David-
son, with a forehead like corrugated
cardboard.

“1' knew that girl would make
trouble,” he said wretchedly. “1 tried
to keep the situation dark, but . . .”

“You've a hope with those two
poll parrots at large,” was Crook’s
unchivalrous comment.

As soon as the atmosphere had
cleared a bit, the three men walked
up to the edge of the ravine. Visibility
was rapidly improving as the sudden
wind blew the fog into wisps and
trails that floated towards the sky-
line. By the time they reached the
place where Ames thought he had
glimpsed a woman’s figure, they
could see for a fair distance, but there
wasn’'t a sign o'f a human creature
anywhere, except for themselves.
Crook heard Ames take a deep breath
before he looked over the edge. The
setting was desolate enough, with the
earth raw where the landslide had
occurred, and great rocks and boul-
ders standing clumped nearby.

Ames uttered a brief cry. Crook’s
glance followed his. In the bright light
that' was swiftly superseding the mist
a patch of color was easily discernible
a long way down.

“That’s Maud’s scarf,” said Paul
Ames. “I1 couldn’t mistake it.”

“1t could have floated down,” mut-
tered Davidson, and stopped. Hadn't
Ames said it had been tied round the
figure’s head?
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“1f she’s down there,” said Crook
at last, “she hasn’t a chance. Look at
those rocks at the bottom. They'd
smash you to a jelly.”

“Thank goodness Maud went down
with the others,” Ames remarked. “I
suppose it was just dare-devilry that
made her stand there, looking down.”

“Suicide,” added Davidson,
terly.

But there was quite a different
word in Crook’s mind.

When the news was known at the
hotel, all was gossip and speculation.

“Very thoughtless,” declared Arse-
nic. “Spoiling our trip. Still, the min-
ute | sft eyes on her"l knew she was
the selfish type. | said so, didn't I,
Amy?”

Old Lace Amy said, “Yes, dear,
you did.”

“It wouldn’t surprise me to know
she tried to climb down just to get
attention for herself. She was as mad
as a March hare. | said so that first
day, didn’t 1, Amy?”

Amy said, “Yes, dear, you did.”

“1 don’t think they ought to ex-
pect us to stay on after this,” contin-
ued Arsenic. “1 shall tell Mr. David-
son.”

“Have a heart,” said Crook, ap-
pearing suddenly from' behind a
pillar. "All these plans are made weeks
ahead to a particular pattern; all the
tours have to dovetail. You can't
suddenly shift two dozen people at a
couple of hours’-notice.”

Arsenic .threw her head back so far
she nearly threw it over her shoulder.
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That common Mr. Crook! She
couldn’t think what the Scarlet Run-
ner people were thinking of. Best
Tours for the Best People was their
advertisement.

The man who clearly wasn’t the
best people went on calmly, “The
Ames couple will have to. give evi-
dence or make a statement or some-
thing, once they’'ve got the girl up.
Davidson’s telephoning London. She
seems to have a brother who must be
told.”

“1 daresay he won’'t shed many
tears,” said Arsenic callously. “I'll
tell you one person who won't be
sorry, and that's Mrs. Ames. If ever
| saw a girl make a dead set at some-
one else’s husband . . .”

Crook ambled off. He had other
fish to fry. The next day he and Da-
vidson went to identify all that was
left of MegFarrer. A team of locals
had brought her up, and she wasn’t
a pretty sight. Crook felt sick, re-
membering how she had taunted him
with being a bossy old nursie not
twenty-four hours before. The only
thing to remember, he told himself,
was that she couldn’t have known
much about it. All the same, he had
a vision he couldn’t so easily put out
of his mind. Pretty, reckless Meg
Farrer standing as near the edge as
she could get, laughing to herself be-
cause she wasn't frightened like poor
Maud Ames, and then suddenly, with-
out warning, since the mist would
deaden all footsteps, the violent
thrust, the stagger, .the cry, and then
the fall to those bitter rocks so far
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below. He hadn’t liked her particu-
larly — his cups of tea were rum old
girls on the shady side of sixty, and
>he didn’t believe any of them would
have allowed themselves to come to
such a sticky end; but she had been
.happy and reckless and alive and now
she was dead and pretty well un-
recognizable.

Maud Ames was waiting when he
returned. “Did you .see her?”

“Yes.”

“Was there anything to show she
.knew — knew she was falling, |
mean?

“ Difficult to tell now,” said Crook.

Maud shuddered. “I can’t get the
picture out of my mind. Poor Meg
.standing there staring down at those
awful rocks at the foot of the ravine
— like the broken glass they used to
put on the tops of walls, and then,
without warning, feeling herself pushed
off her feet . . .”

“l can tell you one thing,” said
Crook, “she didn’t make any effort
to save herself. Remember those high
heels she was wearing? If she'd felt
herself slipping she’d have tried to
dig her heels in and you’'d have seen
the result. But there was no mud on
those shoes she couldn’t have picked
up just by strolling around. She
might have jumped ...”

“You don’t, believe that,” cried
Maud, scornfully. “Why should she?
She loved her life. Besides, it all hangs

together too well — you can’t take'

this as an isolated incident. There
were too many predecessors before
we came out here, Paul and |I. And
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you heard him say that he thought it
was me.standing there.”

“Oh, | don't think he had any
reason for wanting to shove Miss
Farrer over the edge,” Crook agreed,
obligingly. “But don’timagine you've
got a water-tight case against him,
because of what can easily be explained
away as a lot of coincidences. You
slipped on the platform, you mud-
dled your sleeping tablets. You
slipped again on that cobbled French
road, and your husband helped to
"save you. You went out with a too
adventurous girl, and she fell. You
haven’t as much of a case against dear
Paul as you could take to fill a thim-
ble. Anyway,” he added, -grimly,
“you can feel safe till you're home.
Another accident within the week
would make even a mute call Howzat?
And as soon as you get home, change
your address and your will. 1 wonder
you didn’t think of that before.”

“You still don’t understand',” said
Maud, heavily. “It isn't just the
money.”

“Meanin’ so long as you're alive
you're an obstacle in his path?”

Crook knew what she meant. There
are plenty of-rich women knocking
around looking for Mr. Right, and
the best way to get hold of their
dough is to marry them. But, of
course, if you've already got an ever-
loving, well,- it does cramp your style.

“It all goes to show,” he told him-
self, “you do better to stay in your
own country.”

He went off presently by himself.
Something bothered him, something
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he couldn’'t put a finger on as yet.
Sometime, somewhere, someone had
said something that offered a key to
the situation. On the face of it, the
conclusion he and Maud Ames had
reached was bonanza; but his memory
.tched and kept on itching. He
supposed that the princess with the
pea in her roseleaf bed had felt just
the same. It was about 6 o’clock when
he realized what it was that was
tormenting him, and the knowledge
sent him hareing back to the hotel.
He found Davidson in the bar.

“Have one on me,” the courier
offered. “Praise the pigs, that’s over.
Death by misadventure. Even Lon-
don can’t give me the sack with that
verdict.”

“Fine, if that’s what you want,”
said Crook absent-mindedly. “Seen
the Ameses anywhere?”

“They’'ve gone,” said Davidson.
“In asense, it's a relief . .

‘‘Gone? You mean, left the tour?”

“Yes. It seems some of the others
had an idea she was in some way re-
sponsible for Miss Farrer’s death —
on account of the macintosh, see? —
and were making it uncomfortable
for her. Anyhow, she told her hus-
band she'd rather they packed up,
and as he isn't a tour-minded sort of
chap at the best of times and wasn’t
going to make any trouble about a
refund — which the Company won’t
allow — | did what | could to help.”

“Know where they've gone?” asked
Crook.

“We.rang through to Innsbruck
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seats on a chartered plane going to
Zurich that they could have.”

“Why Zurich?” asked Crook.

“1 don’t think they cared. They
just wanted to-part brass-rags with
the gang.”

“And how!” said Crook, feelingly.
“No notion where they’ll be staying
at Zurich, | take it?”

“They shouldn’t have a lot of diffi-
culty getting accommodations, seeing
the sort of summer it’s been.

“How many hotels in Zurich?
Couple of hundred, | daresay. One
thing, those bright red suitcases your
benign company gives its clients "ull
mark 'em out anywhere. What'’s the
quickest way for me to get to Zurich?
No more chartered planes on tap, |
suppose?”

“What on earth do you want to go
to Zurich for? Is everyone going off
their nut?”

“1 don’t want to go,” explained
Crook, carefully, “but I've never yet
been accessory before the fact in a
murder case, and you can’t teach an
old dog new tricks.”

Davidson looked all at sea. “Who's
talking about murder?” _

“l am. Me, Arthur Crook. Don’t
forget the name, you might need me
some day. Unless | get there in time
— and the odds are about eighty to
one against—'there’s going to be
another Death by Accident, but this
time the victim’s name will be Ames."

For all his hustling propensities, it
was twenty-four hours before Crook

and by a mere chance there were two - arrivedTn Zurich, and by that time



ONCE IS

the birds had flown. When he asked
where, no one seemed to know. At
last he got wind of them through the
local office of the Travellers’ Joy
agency. A tormented clerk declared,
“The English, they are'impossible.
They want always to take the most
difficult journey in the quickest time.
It would be quicker to fly back to
England and proceed to Brittany by
boat, | told them, but . . .” The
clerk threw up his hands in despair.

Crook, who could, in his day, be
a credit -to Beelzebub, the father of
lies, persuaded them that he was an
official connected with Scotland Yard
on the trail of a dangerous criminal,
and thus enlisted their help. For two
days he knocked about hunting them
down, but 'though eventually he lo-
cated them, it was too late. The
little seaside resort was ringing with
the news of the tragedy.

“Poor lady!” they said, throwing
up their hands and going through a
perfect pantomime of gesture. “Mar-
ried less than a year. Quel dommage!"

There were plenty of English there,
-and Crook singled out a man who
seemed to have his head screwed on
properly, and inveigled him into a
bar.

“How was it?” he suggested.

“A hideous shock,” said the man.

“Not to me,” said Crook.

“You mean, you expected some-
thing of the sort?”

“It ain’t my idea of pleasure, gal-
livanting round the Continong, where
I don't speak a word of the lingo,
and the native's idea of breakfast is
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coffee and a sugar bun. Didn’t hap-
pen to see it yourself, 1 suppose?”

“We all saw it — all of us who
were on the beach, that is. They'd
only just arrived, and it seems Mr.
Ames suggested taking a boat out.
Well, it was calm enough near the
shore, though it was a bit choppy
farther out, but you don’t have to go
out far. They sat at the next table
to us in the cafe drinking coffee.
Mrs. Ames said, ‘Perhaps all the
boats, will be engaged.” But of course
they weren’t. Then she said, ‘Isn’t it
a bit cold?’ She’d want a wrap, she
said, and up he popped to fetch one.
A devoted couple, you know.”

“I'll say,” murmured Crook. “ Me,
| prefer the sort of devotion that
don’t wait till you're a nice way out
and then tip the boat. That’s about
the size of it, ain't it?”

“He seemed to come over faint
suddenly,” said the other. “ Annie —
my wife — did say they were going
a good way from shore, but the chap
seemed to know how to handle his
oars. It all happened in a split-second;
he stopped rowing and sort of
drooped, and | suppose she leaned
forward to help him — anyway, the
next minute they were both in the
water. We could see their heads
bobbing, and we thought they’'d try
and right the boat, but — | suppose
it was cramp-or something. Anyway,
in about thirty seconds one of the
heads disappeared. And it didn’t come
up again.”

“And the other?” asked Crook.

“There was a second boat not too
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far off, and that went to the rescue.
Poor Mrs. Ames! Shakes you, doesn’t
it? Mrs. Parks and me were thinking
of going for a row tomorrow, but
now — well, Pm not so sure.”

Crook went to the hotel where the
Ameses had been staying, and showed
his card.

“Just say Pm here,” he said. “I
fancy PIl be seen.”

Maud Ames came into the hall of
the hotel, looking ashy-pale.

“Mr. Crook! I never dreamed of
finding you here.’”:

“You didn’t,” said Crook. “ | found
you. Too late, as it happens. You're
a fast mover, Mrs. Ames. | have to
hand it to you.”

Maud Ames sat down. “You told
me there wouldn’'t be a second at-
tempt this side of the Channel,” she
said, accusingly.

Crook nodded his big red head.
“So | did, sugar. And | was wrong.
Had for a mug, good an’ proper.
Waltzing up the garden path like a
goldarned old Mathilda. Like to tell
me how it happened?”

“Hasn’t everyone in the place done
that already?”

“Oh, sure. | just thought your
version might be more interesting.
Dear Paul couldn’'t swim, could he?”

“ He must have knocked his head on .

the boat or something . . .

“Or-had it knocked for him. Body
been recovered?”

“Not" yet. They say it 'may be
days ...”

“It may be tomorrow, it may be
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forever,” chanted Crook. “Either way
the effect will have worn off— the
effect of whatever it was you dunked
in his coffee while he went up to get
you a wrap. Planned it-very neat,
didn’tyou? — chuckingdust in every-
one’s eyes, even mine. Well, there
ain’t many dames can say they out-
foxed Arthur Crook, but you've
joined the minority.”

“Are you drunk?” demanded Maud
Adams.

“1 wish | was, lady. But Pm stone-
cold sober. Y 'see, while you were on
your way to Zurich | was tunnelin’
like a mole — after the truth, | mean.
I knew you’d given me a clue, but
I didn’t know what it was. It puzzled
me all along —.dear Paul not knowin’
the difference between you and Meg
Farrer when he was closer to- her
than me to you. And there was no
sense him pushing her overboard.
She wasn’t his wife, not yet.”

“Of course -he never meant to
murder her,” agreed Maud. “He
thought it was me.”

“Though he knew you couldn’'t
stand heights. You'd never even been
near the edge of the ravine, had
you?”

“1 didn’t go within twenty yards
ofit.”,

“So you said. But you knew the
rocks at the bottom "looked like
broken glass on the top of a wall.
Oh, it was a good simile — | couldn’t
have put it half so neat myself—
only, how come, jf you hadn’t been
near the edge, you knew there were
any rocks ‘down there at all? Well,
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Mrs. Ames? Come on, you're the
one who knows all the answers.”

“1 was just repeating what someone
else said,” Maud Ames whispered.

“Not you, sugar. You told me that
off your own. bat. Besides, no one
else knew. By the time Hubby
reached the spot the mist had come
down again. That leaves only David-
son and me. | wouldn’t have thought
of anything so poetic, and Davidson
didn’t talk about it to anyone. Let’s
have the truth for a change, Mrs. A.?
You pushed her,-didn’t you?”

“1f you're not drunk you’'re mad,”
cried Mrs. Ames. “What possible
motive had | for wanting Meg Farrer
out of the way?”

“Barrin’ the fact you thought dear
Paul was plannin’ to make her the
next Mrs. A., you thought it 'ud be
a surefire way of convincin’ me dear
Paul was out for your blood. Then
when p heard of another accident, it
'ud all be part of the pattern, and it
'ud be your guardian angel doin’ over-
time that made a corpse of Hubby
instead of you. You were never in
any danger. But he put his head on
the block the minute he signed his
own will. I've met the Professional
Husband before today, but this is
my first get-together with the Pro-
fessional Wife.”

“1 suppose you realize,” said Maud
Ames, “you haven’t a grain of evi-
dence to support your tale?”

1 “Not one,” agreed Crook. “You've
only got to deny telling me those
rocks were like glass on the top of a
wall, and where am 1? Mind you,
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I ain’t shedding tears for dear Paul.
If it hadn’t been you, it 'ud have
been the next designing female. Any
chap who's fool enough to answer a
matrimonial ad. has got it coming to
him, anyway. But there’s one more
thing 1'd like to know before we part
— | hope, forever. Flow many other
husbands have you put underground?
No answer? Well, just remember
this, Mrs. A. Me and little elephants
never forget and any time | see a
para, in the paper headed Honeymoon
Tragedy or Ten Weeks' Husband Falls
to His Death, you'll find me right
beside you, looking out for the bride.”

It was almost a year later that he
did, in fact, see just such a paragraph.
It read:

Mrs. Maud Williams, a bride of a
month, was killed by falling from
a window in a block of London
. flats yesterday afternoon. Her hus-
band, John Williams, said she had
recently consulted a doctor for
giddiness. A verdict of accidental
death was recorded.

Crook threw the paper across to
Bill Parsons. “Epilogue to the Ames
case,” he observed. “They all make
one error, Bill. The fact is, they get
careless and forget that murder’s a
game two can play. Oh, yes, it’s our

Mrs. Ames all right — 1 couldn’t
forget that face. No picture of Hubby,
| see.” He brooded. “Makes you

wonder how many funeral wreaths
he's bought for ever-lovings in his
time, don’t it, Bill?”
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One Night To Be Dead Sure Of. .Dec.
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111
13

81
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.to a thrilling Christmas

ELLERY QUEEN S
MYSTERY MAGAZINE

Here's a mystery you can solve in just
four words: What Christmas gift lives long,
costs little, pleases greatly, and can be bought
from the comfort of your easy.chair? Of
course you know the answer — a gift
subscription to ELLERY QUEEN'S MYS-
TERY MAGAZINE*

When you give EQMM you give the best
stories of the world's most famous crime
authors—John Dickson Carr, Agatha
Christie, Erie Stanley Gardner, Charlotte
Armstrong, and many, many others. You
give tomorrow’s masters, too — the "dis-

at Special, Low
Holiday Rates

coveries” that enable EQMM readers to
be the first to enjoy new ’'tec talents. And
you give the little-known mystery master-
pieces of those who have won fame in other
writing fields — such authors as 1949
Nobel Prize-winner William Faulkner, W.
Somerset Maugham, Sinclair Lewis, James
Hilton, and Ernest

Hemingway. Yes,

you give a great

deal — yet pay

little — when you

give EQMM for

‘Christmas.

TURN PACE FOR SPECIAL XMAS GIFT RATES



(Cenlinutd from prtetding page)

SPECIAL
GIFT
RATES*

Gitioyau..

~ HIRY QULIN

At this time of the year only, you may buy ELLERY
QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE at these special
Christmas Gilt Rates: $4 for the first subscription, and
$3 for each additional subscription. You save $1 on
each gift after the first! And by entering or renewing
your own subscription now, you save $1 on that one,
too.

Send EQMM to everyone who enjoys a good mystery
story — and don’tforget to treat yourself] Mail the Gift
Order Form today, so that we can send you a handsome
gift card to mail to each person on your list before
Christmas.

One Subscription— $4.00 Two Subscriptions— $7.00 Each Additional Subscription — $3.00

--CHRISTMAS GIFT ORDER FORM -

ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE, 471 Park Avonuo, Now York 22, N. Y.
Please send a year's subscription as my gift to each of the following:

AAAreSS ..ot et e e e -

City, Zone, State-—-

Address

AdAress.....cocovveeeieeiee s et e et e e+ eeaenaeas

City, Zone, Slot*__

Address___ ...

City, Zone, Stats -

City, Zone, Stats-—-—-—-—

Your own tubterlpllon may bs included of the special gift rates. P/sais check below,

ALSO ENTER MY OWN SUBSCRIPTION— O New O Renewal O Do Nat

Donor's Nam
Address.___-

City

D | Enclose $---------mmnmommmmmmemeee O Bill me.

Spodot GHI Rates  One Subscription— $4,00

Q-D-5

Two Subscriptions— $7.00 Each Additions! Subscription— $3.00

No additional postage for U, S. possessions, or countries in the fan Amorican Union) other
‘foreign subscriptions 51.00 additional per year. No charge for mailing to service men oversees.



YES' YOU GET *15* WORTH OF NEW MYSTERIES AT ONCE-FREE!

— Canfinvad trmm Back Cover

Including 3 of the Latest Hits by
ERLE STANLEY GARDNER

HAT a magnificent FEAST of reading

for mystery fans! You get SIX big mys-
tery hits, including three sizzlers by Erie
Stanley Gardner, the “Undisputed King of
Mystery Writers”! Each is a full size, full
length book, absolutely complete. A $15.00
value —but yours FREE on this sensational
offer!

Why do we make such a liberal offer? Simply
to introduce you to the many advantages of
membership in the famous Detective Book Club
—the only Club that brings you the very latest
NEW mysteries at one third the usual cost’

The Cream of the Best NEW Mysteries

Out of the 300 or more new detective books
that come out every year, the Club selects the
very “cream of the crop”—by top-notch authors
like Erie Stanley Gardner, Agatha Christie,
Manning Coles, Mignon Eberhart, Anthony Gil-
bert, and Leslie Ford. ALL THESE, and many
other famous authors have had their books
selected by the Club. Many are members of the
Club themselves!

Club selections are ALL newly published
books. As a member, you get THREE of them
complete in one handsome volume (a $6.00 to
$7.50 value) for only $1.89.

Take ONLY The Books You Want
You do NOT have to take a volume every month.
You receive a free copy of the Club’s “Preview”,
which will fully describe all com-
ing selections and you may reject
any volume in advance You need
NOT take any specific number of

SEND

books —only the ones you want. NO money in ad-
vance, NO membership fees You may cancel mem-
bership any time you please.
You Enjoy These Five Advantages

(1) You get the cream of the finest BRAND-
NEW detective books—by the best authors. (2) You
save TWO THIRDS the usual cost. (3) You taka
ONLY the books you want. (4) The volumes are
fresh and clean—delivered right to your door. (5)
They are so well printed and bound that they grow
into"a library you’ll be proud to own.

Mail Postcard for Six FREE Books

SEND NO MONEY Simply mail
postcard promptly, and we will send
you at once—FREE—the six complete
mystery thrillers, described here, to-
gether with the current triple volume
containing three other complete new
detective books

DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB

Itoslyn, L. 1., New York

NO MONEY-JUST MAIL POSTCARD
45

Walter J. Black, President XM
DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB

Roslyn, L. I, New York
Please enroll me as a member and send me FREE, in regular publisher’s edi-

MAIL THIS tions, the SIX new full-length mystery novels pictured on other side. In addition
POSTCARD send me the current triple-volume, which contains three complete detective books.
I am not obligated to take any specific number of volumes. | am to receive an
NOW advance description of all forthcoming selections and | may reject any book before
or after | receive it | may cancel membership whenever | wish.
FOR YOUR | need send no money now, but for each volume I decide to keep | will send
SIX \ou only $1.89 plus a few cents mailing charges as complete payment within one
week after | receive it (Books shipped in U. S. A only.)
FREE BOOKS
Mr.
. Mrs.
Miss (PLEASE PRINT PLAINLY)
NO POSTAGE
NEEDED

Zone No

City (if any) State



Including 3 of the Latest Perry Mason Mysteries by

All Full-Length, Full-Size Books— A $15 Value

THE CASE OF THE 0 THE CASE OF THE 0 THE CASE OF THE
SV A RESTLESS REDHEAD RUNAWAY CORPSE FUGITIVE NURSE

First, Mason's gorgeous Myrna Davenport hires Perry sneaks into an
red-headed client is ac- Mason to ret a letter ac- apartment, finds an

cused of stealing $40,000 in cusing her of planning to empty sale Then a
iewels Then te$ accuse pmso% her hupsband gEd blorﬁ)dg slams the safe

er of MURDERt Perry (He has just died of poil- shut Not sinister
must save her from the soning O ‘All Perry finds Is except that the tenant
chair —though he susEects —blank paperl The police had been MURDERED 1

she may be GUILTY say Perry hid the REAL
letter © MAN MISSING
By Mignon G.
Eberharf

Sarah Kent noticed
odd things at the hos-

FIRST CLASS pitatlh A smell olf etheAr\

in the wron ace
PERMIT No. 47 door closin%gbgl_itse_lf
(Sac. 34.9, PI1.&R)) And ther%ht ebstdlll pg
ure on the be e
Roslyrt, N.Y. chief suspect, A MAN
DEAD FOR 3 YEARS/

© THE THIRD
BUSINESS REPLY CARD BULLET

_ _ _ _ By John Dickson Carr
No Postage Stamp Necessary if Mailed in the United States Vicky Adams disap-

peared from a cotta%e
even though all the
doors and windows
were still locked from

44 POSTAGE WILL BE PAID BY fhe " insidet She 1sn1

DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB © TILL HER
IT'S MURDER

By Helen Reilll
ROSLYN, I— I Youryname IS JimyAn—
drufc, ?:ou ?ttend ﬁ
arty, have too muc
NEW YORK l?o rink You "black
out ” Next mornin

f ou’re accused o
URDER'

. — SEE OTHER SIDE

I *

TV



