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THE PERFECT STRANGER
by RUFUS KING

N NOVEMBER 7TH OF LAST YEAR,

in the small Gold Coast town
of Halcyon, Florida, the lives of
three casual friends were brought
to a focal point in a homicide case,
the aftermath of which was to shake
them to the foundation of their
beings. It would leave a question in
their lives to which none of them
could find a conclusive answer,

Perhapsit would be more accurate
to say that none of them dared to
to answer the question . . .

One of the three was Agncs
Cacherton (60, spinster, multimil-
lionaire) who stood observing the
flat coast of Florida’s southeastern
shore from the afterdeck of her yacht

Eastern Star. She felt mildly bilious
from, she thought, a slight attack of
indigestion. The stone crabs at
lunch? Possibly.

She said to Capeein Svensen, who
stood rocklike at the rail beside het,
“We shall lie at anchor, I suppose?”

“ch.,'

“When?”'

*“We will make Halcyon in about
an hour.”

Miss Cacherton turned from the
rail and her attention was held by
the southern sky, which rose as a
chiffon vault of Nile green over the
evening horizon. A single star looked
back at her, as hypnotic in its bril-
liance as a notable gem displayed in
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a jeweler’s window. Slowly, perhaps
under the star’s compelling influ-
ence, her sense of malaise increased.
It hovered beyond mere indigestion,
and subconsciously she compared it
with a sunilar experience which had
come over her in the Museum of
Antiquities at Bildg, a suburb of
Cairo, in the ycar that her father
had died—indeed, only a short while
before his dcath.

“Are yoe a superstitioss man?”’
she asked. “‘Omens, portents, such
things, Captain?”’

Svensen’s veoice held the gentle
lilt of his native country, ever sur-
prising from such a monolithic bulk
of muscle. “I like to think T am no,
but 1 am. Most sailors are. You can-
not help it when you find yourself
alone with all the empty sea.” His
eyes, which were of a distant blue,
studied her briefly. “‘Is there some-
thing that is bothering you?”

“A feeling—no more.”

He did not immediately question
her about it. He did not need to.
Since her father’s death, twenty
years ago, when she had offered him
the command of the Eastern Str,
they had come to be friends, and he
felt that he had at last begun 1o
understand her.

The Eastern Star was distinctly a
luxury yacht—Diesel-powered, 191
tons—of a breed rapidly approach-
ing the extinct. Old Mr. Cacherton
had had her built back in 1935,
shortly after the largest of his oil
strikes in Texas. Her fittings re-
flected a nostalgic longing of his
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youth when he had been tremen-
dously impressed by a boating maga-
zine's description of the luxuries
that had been installed (by a Cap-
tain Crowninshicld, one of Ame:-
ica’s pioneer yacht owners) in a
dreamboat which, aptly, had been
christened Cleopatra’s Barge.

Like the Eastern Star, Miss Cach-
erton was somewhat of an anachron-
ism—in the sense that she seemed to
belong to no fenced-in period in
time. Her interests lay largely in the
past, and her preoccupation with
archaeological rescarch had led her
to sponsor and accompany digs in
Egypt. Peru, and last spring—an
especially rewarding one—in Israel.
None of her finds and artifacts was
of any carth-shaking value, and the
governments involved had given
her permission to form them into a
personal collection—at, in most in-
stances, reasonable prices. This col-
lection she kept aboard the Easern
Star. It amounted to a hobby—to
lend this interesting but relatively
unimportant Collectanea Cacherton,
as she dubbed it, for exhibit at
occasional charity drives. It was a
harmless and well-meaning gesture
—ijust as she herself was a harmless
and well-meaning woman.

“This feeling,” Captain Svensen
said, “Is it like a premonition? Yes?
Then I will tell you this—you can-
not do all of those things that you
have done, this grubbing about in
the magics and the beliefs of the old-
est years, without some of it rubbing
off on you.”
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“I suppose it’s a form of archeo-
logical osmosis, and it’s not happen-
ing only to me. I think many people
are swinging back to it—back to the
unexplained, 1 mean. Not char-
latanism, you understand, but a
sound scientific approach. The ex-
periments at Duke University, for
example, in extrasensory percep-
tion.”

“Always it is so—or so it seems in
troubled times. Take that TV pro-
gram, The Twilight Zone. It is ac-
cepted by many viewers—by me—
with but the smallest grain of salt.”

All this was far afield from homi-
cide and could have gone on in-
definitely, purposelessly; but it was
to create a mood that would hang
like a vapor cver the coming trag-
edy, and to intensify into a strange
climax when the search, which fol-
lowed the shooting, came to an end.

Miss Cacherton tried to shake off
the disturbing humor. “There will
be,” she said, “two cases of the arti-
{acts. Possibly three. Dr. Llados is
packing them now.”

The man whose destiny it was to
fire the fatal shot was named Jermyn
Laffkin. His age, 33. Although of
excellent family and background,
his body and appearance suggested
the blear of a far-gone alcoholic. His
physique and brain were pitted with
the maggots of a virulent discon-
tent, the sum total of which was
focused against his older brother
Hillman. It was Hillman at whom
he planned to fire the gun.

PERFECT STRANGER

In an oblique and cntirely unin-
tentional fashion it was Hillman’s
fault that this was so. Both men had
been rcared in that economic and
social climate generally tagged with
the cliché of “being born to the
purple.” They had been orphaned
at an carly age, and the Laffkin
wealth placed for their later direct
control with the Agrarian Trust of
New York.

A more personal guardianship had
been deputized by the bank to a
well-meaning but totally incompe-
tent maiden aunt, a Miranda Laff-
kin, their late father’s sister. Nothing
much need be known about this
woman beyond her avid passion for
meringue glacés, a conviction that
music had died with Carri¢ Jacobs
Bond, and a justified reputation for
being the worst bridge plgcr m
Manhattan.

Fortunately, she had little to do
The Laffkin house in the East Six-
ties off Fifth Avenue was run by a
competent housekeeper, with all ex-
penditures being taken care of by
Agrarian, including ample allow-
ances to Miranda and the two heirs,

The brothers were enrolled in
Groton; Hillman went on to Har-
vard, and for his doctorate in sci-
ence, to M.I.T. Jermyn, however,
retired from his scholastic education
during his junior year at Groton.
By request of the school authorities,

There would be a strong tempta-
tion to draw a parallel between the
Laffkin brothers and those earlier
brothers, Cain and Abel; but to do
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so seems superficial. After the shoot-
ing, however, the nation’s news
media did not fail to play up that
angle. Actually, the one definite
point of similarity lay in Jermyn's
corroding, ever-strengthening, and
finally murderous jealousy of his
brother Hillman, who was always
the dominant and lauded one of the
a'.

In the simplest of terms, Hillman
had turned out to become a world-
acclaimed scientific genius and bene-
factor whereas Jermyn, with equally
smashing success, had turned out to
become a bum. Psychiatrists could
(and did) give lengthy analyses of
the causes for this—but these prob-
ings have nothing to do witﬁ the
true mystery of this strange case and
s0, thankfully, can be skipped.

On the 6th of November (the day
before the fateful 7th) Jermyn Laff-
kin flew from New York to Miami,
from where he taxied to Haleyon
and registered at The Surf—a beach
motel, located within easy walking
distance of the Halcyon Auditorium.
In the auditorium, on the following
evening, would take place the open-
ing night of a weck-long Festival of
the Arts. This affair was being spon-
sored by the combined church or-
ganizations of the state as the enter-
ing wedge in a drive to raise funds
for a nonsectarian children’s hospital
and clinic. The head of the commit-
tee for this drive was the Catholic
prelate, Monsignor Lavigny, whose
home was in Halcyon and whose sin-

cerity, benevolence, and general
good works were a legend.

Jermyn Laffkin's interest in the
arts or in the Festival was non-
existent. All that interested this
wretched psychopathic misfit was
the knowledge that his brother Hill-
man, an overnight guest of Mon-
signor Lavigny, would deliver a
brief specch at the first-night cere-
montes of the Festival.

Jermyn had decided to kill Hill-
man during that speech-—when his
brother would be standing on the
threshold of a high point in his bril-
liant career. This also had nothing
to do with the arts or with the Fest1-
val. Rather, it involved Hillman’s
going by Pan-Am jet on the follow-
ing day to Lisbon and thence to
Geneva where, later in the month,
he would disclose before a world
convocation of scientists the fruits of
his research with breeder reactors
and nuclear encrgy. This research
was strictly along nonmilitant lines
—a more practical and far cheaper
method, for example, of converting
salt water into fresh.

In his room at The Surf, Jermyn
assured himself that the door was
locked against the evening dusk,
that the jalousies were closed, and
the curtains drawn. tle unpacked.
From a meager assortment of travel
necessities he selected a black silk
scarf, already knotted to form a
sling, and a .38 Police Positive. Be-
fore a full-length mirror set in the
bath room door he adjusted the sling
around his neck and arranged its
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bottom fold around his right hand
and the gun.

It was a satisfactory device, ad-
mittedly hackneyed in its concep-
tion; but it would serve Jermyn’s
purpose.

He repacked the sling and the gun
in the suitcase and locked the bag.
At the motel ofhice he inquired as o
the location of the nearest tavern.
On his way to the tavern he disre-
garded the serene beauty of the
southern sky which still displayed,
in its vault of pale Nile green, the
single star . . .

The morning of the fateful 7th of
November broke with the custom-
aty Florida aplomb of enveloping
sunshine, with a fanning breeze by
courtesy of the trade wind, and,
lightly glittering over much of
Halcyon, with the general stir of
activity usually found in a town that
shortly would be celebrating a Fes-
tival of the Arts.

By 9 o’clock: Miss Cacherton, ac-
companied by her Colleczanca’s cu-
rator, Dr. Llados, was busy in the
auditorium arranging, in the An-
cient Arts Section, her assortment of
artifacts and discoveries. In addition
to groupings of Egyptian, Peruvian,
and Israeli potteries, there were ¢s-
pecnlly displaved an Egyptian ala-
baster vase of the sixth dyaasty
{circa 2600 B.C.), seme small args
of faience-making from the Middle
Kingdoni, and a Diorite bowl of the
fourth dynasty. Her malaisc of the
previeus evening had vanished and
she was looking forward pleasurably

to lunching at the home of her old
and dear friend, Monsignor Lavigny.
It had been at his request that she
had agreed to present her exhibit.

By 9 o'clock: Jermyn Laffkin, in
The Surf motel, sat breakfasting in
his room on straight bourbon over
ice, while gleaning from a column
covering the Festival—on Page 1 of
the Halcyon Sun—rchat his brother
Hillman, noted physicist and Nobel
prize-winner, would be among the
notables at the opening ceremony,
said Jist to include celebrated politi-
cal figures, important members of
the social colony, church dignitaries,
and, as the official ribbon-cutter,
Miss Agnes Cacherten, socialite and
amateur archeologist.

Jermyn's morning jitters were be-
ginning to calm down—after the
fourth drink—and he could now
raisc the glass to his lips without
spilling half its contents. He started
to feel the anodyne of an exquisite
peace that the plunk of a bullet into
Hillman’s hide would bring him. [t
can be accepted literally that what-
ever happened to him aftesrward,
Jermyn did net really care. His in-
fested brain had been caten to the
cxtent where it could embrace noth-
ing beyond one single overpowering
objcctive—and that was his elder
brothcr’s death. Beyond that end to
his jealous hatred his Jast shreds of
rcasoning refused to look.

He could scarcely wait for night to
fall.

By 9 o’clock: Monsignor Lavigny,
in the garden of his pleasant estate,
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sat at a mble bencath the fernlike
spread of a poincitana tree; he was
f{:lishing a breakfast of iced mango,
broiled lamb kidneys wirh bacon,
English muffins, and tea into which,
as a gesture to his gencral well-being,
he had introduced 2 dollop of
Jamaica rum. In appearance, the
prelate bore a startling resemblance
to Walter Hampden’s stage make-1ip
for the role of Cardinal Richelieu in,
let it hastily be said, the cardinal’s
more seraphic rather than more
Machiavellian mood.

A Cuban houseboy with liquid
horse-chestnut eyes and the move-
ments of an activated stee! spring
informed him that he was wanted
by long-distance telephonic com-
_munication from New York City
by a man who announced himself
as being a Senor Hillman Laffkin.

“l do hope, Hillman,” Monsignor
Lavigny said, when he had gone in-
side and picked up the recetver,
“that this doesn’t mean you can’t
come?"’

“No,” Hillman’s vaice said, “I’l}
be leaving from Idlewild shortly
after noon.”

“In that case, good morning to
you, and we can now indulge in
pleasantries. How are you, dear
friend? And what in the name of
your favorite saint are you calling
me about?”

“I’m worried about Jermyn."

“Ah, yes.” Monsignor Lavigny
was fully aware of that situation.
“Just what ishe up to now?”

“I'm not quite sure—but I don’t

think it's good. This Geneva clam-
bake seems to have got under his
skin more than usual, almost driviag
him straight off his rocker. I think
that's at the bottom of it—the
kudes, the éclae, big brother ali but
being canonized for his service to hu-
manity—you know what I mean.”

“I do. But outside of kidnaping
or murdering you, I don’t see what
Jermyn could do about it. Would
he?”

“Kill me?” Hillman’s Jaugh had
a sharp bite. “No, his mind does-
n't work that way. What's left
of it. Unpleasant practical jokes,
so-called pranks, and embarrassing
mie in public—those are more in his
line. Some of them were pretty un-
funny—one almost did me in, as a
matter of fact. Only last month he
managed to get inside the lab and
juggle a couple of clements in an
experiment 1 was working on. Al-
most blew the place up, and me
with it.”

Monsignor Lavigny exclaimed,
and felt, his grave concera, *‘Why,”
he asked, “didn’t it?”’

“Funny thing about that. My
assistant phoned me on the intercom
that a man was calling who had to
see mc immediately on a ‘matter of
gravest importance.” I went outside
and was just shaking hands with this
perfect stranger when the explosion
went off. In the confusion—and I
don’t blame him after that sort of
reception—the man must have de-
cided to get out of there and fast. |
never saw him again, and naturally
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never found out what the matter of
‘gravest importance’ was. I feel obti-
gated to the guy for at least a limb
or two, perhaps even for my life.”’

“And Jermyn?”

“Oh, he admitted it—went to
pieces, the way only he can, and
does. Claimed he had only wanted
to ‘spotl’ my experiment, hadn’t
cealized for 2 minute whae the re-
sults would be—so forgive, forgive,
forgive.”

“And you forgave.”

“He’s my brother,” Hillman said
flatly. “Morally, it was 1 who had
the responsibality of raising him, set-
ting his goals, being an example.”
His voice grew bitter with self-
distaste. “'I set them, all right. Too
bigh. 1 can see that now, not only
because of the results, but from a
better understanding of myself as 1
was then. Acting the proxy father,
principally by trying to be a shining
example. 1 guess what I really
seemed to Jermyn was a shiming ex-
ample of an overstuffed shire.”

“You must not blame yourself.
You did your best because you sin-
cerety believed it to be the best.
And now?"”

“As 1 satd, I don’t know. Jermyn
left here vesterday, taking a suitcase,
and one of the servants overheard
him tete phoning Idlewild for a
reservation for Miami. [t’s an even
chance he's holed in somewhere
around Miami right now.”

SlI Sef.,’

“Exactly. Cooking up heaven
knows what. Halcyon’s only a

stone’s throw away and I have the
feeling that Halcyon is just where he
is, It’s as much for your sake as for
mine that I'm worried. Whatever
Jermyn is planning, it will probably
be for the opening ceremony of your
Fesuval tonight. I'd bet on that.”

“Yes, you may be right.” (Mon-
stgnor Lavigny was later to rcflect,
with a chill, on how casual, how all
but academic, this conversatioa with
Hillman had seemed at the time.)
“Have you anything specific to
suggese?”’

“Yes. I know you’ve had several
dealings with the authorities, that
you have been of practical service
to themn on at least two occasions of
which you’'ve told me. Perhaps they
would reciprocate?”

“I'm sure of it. Especially one
friend, the chief criminal investiga-
tor for the Sherift’s Bureau. A young
man by the name of Stuff Driscoll.”

“Seuff? I hope the nickname isn’t
pertinent?”

“Anything but. He claims it
would take a psychiatrist to unearth
how he got it. Some terrible trauma
in his early childhood, no doubt, all
of which is beside the point. Just
what would you suggest we do, Hill-
man! Have Jermyn located and
picked u{;? It can be done, you
know. There’s a blanket charge
called vagrancy which covers almost
every formof human behavior in the
book.”

“No, not picked up. Decidedly
no. But I would like to have him
located.”



“And then?”’

“Wecll, watched, Just to havc an
eye kept on him unul 1 shove off
tomorrow by Pan-Am on the first
leg to Geneva.”

“Look bere, tell me this honestly,
Hillman. Do you feel there is some-
thing more to this than a practical
joke in bad taste. Something per-
haps more serious?”’

For a few moments Hillman did
not answer, and when he did spcak,
Monsignor Lavigny detected the
obvious strain in his voice. ““No,
there couldn’t be. Never intention-
ally. Not my own brother.”

Monsignor  Lavigny refrained
from pointing out the fallacy of such
fraternal confidence. Instead he said,
“l think I understand what you
want, and I'suggest, Hillman, that
you lcave the situation in our
hands.”

After the courtesies of goodbye,
Monsignor Lavigny called the Sher-
iff’s Burcau and was informed chat
most probably he could get in touch
with Stuff Driscoll at his home in
Fort Lauderdale.

Monsignor Lavigny did feach him
there.

The afternoon was approaching
the brief hour of evening that pre-
cedes the subtropic night. There had
been no difficulty on Stuff Driscoll's
part in locating the picd-&-wriv of
the potential practical joker—lor
such, and only such, was Jermyn
Laftkin still accepted 1o be.

Unfortunately, Jermyn remained
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an absentee so far as his person was
concerned. He was not at The Surf.
An inspection of his room disclosed
nothing beyond the suitcase and
personal effects, with the addition of
an cmpty bourben bottle in the
waste basket and one stilt half filled
on the dresser top. The suitcase was

- empty.

At Swuff’s suggestion, a Beputy
Sheriff was left at the motel to await
Jermyn's rcturn and, if he did ce-
turn, to keep him under surveil-

- lance. There was nothing cx-officio

about this arrangement—the suc-
cess and orderly conduct ef the
Festival, particularly with the crowd
of celebnties vulnerable to any un-
pleasant experiences from pickpock-
eting to a crank bomb scare, werc of
official concern. The surveillance. of
a possible prankster, of a scale for
which Jermyn was noted, sull re-
mained lirtle more than a precau-
tienary detail in the lurge protective
net with which official departments
were cuvering the event.

The reason the .38 Police Pesitive
and the scarf shng were not found in
the suitcase was sunply owing to the
fact that Jermyn had them with him
—the gun under his waistbaud,
sheltered by the overhang of an
Hawatian sports shirt, and the scarf
crumpled up i a pocket of his
Bermuda shorts.

Hc had passed the morning hours
since ten in an indifferent sampling
of th¢ more inconspicuous taverns,
and the process continued through-
out the afterncon. His preoccupa-
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boa with kis mua purpoe—the
lilling of bis brothermawas still up-
permest. Only on the surface of Iis
pexception was be aware of bis ap-
pearance 3san labinmal lush neppiag
along witlia bortomless capacity an
of the ghanging tavern seenc,

As 1o thr canscqueoms of his pro-
pascd action—in the setse that his
brathers death would bring an -
calculabletoss o the world—on this
saosc his perecprion conninued 1o e
a2 blank. e acither consdencd nor
cared abeut the work in which
Hillaua wes 30 dodiandly cegaged
—the diverting of the ppwer of the
atom {rom. a conceivable annihila-
tien of mankind inte peaceful und
stilitarian chianack for the benufic
of all inca.

None of dhese values teuched
fermnn’s conscrousness as the day-
flight hours muihodically passed by
and Wh.ilc;.liq}]or was added, ncgli~
gently, 10 his systen.

At § o’clock thar magle che seete
of the shoeting was sct.

The large and impresive lobby ol
the auditorum, with i Greek ar-
chitee el merif, bies e Glled with
aleisurely nyoving crewd ofnotables,
non-natables, and members of the
vavious news media, all en band for
the speeches and the ribbon-cutting
cereovony afwr which the amin
doors to the Txhibition Hall would
be swung open and dic Festival
of the Aets declured efbically in

RS,
A pertable dais, which in ecalivy

PERFLCY

BTRAMGLI

was [little i than an eversae
tootsteol, served o vaise the speaker
of the moment a head or 0. above
thc ceoswk Before it stosd e 10-
evitable micruphene to carzy the
speeches ta ap overflow of pesple
gatlired eutsideron the audioriun
grounds. Trained on the dais were
the usual. floodlights lor visual re-
cording, wirh enc diceet sporlight 1o
ginpemt the speaser’s (3ee.

The specches, mergifally, were
hnvted o three—Monsignor Far
vigny., for the combined chureh
organizstionss Iilman lafku, ber
the salue and need 0 belster sci-
entific cducnuonel facilives {or 1the
vouth of Flar'dzs; and Governes
Amgrree Hollingshorne, shose dul-
cet voice would genuralize on the
state’s greab present ancd  greater
future and, in passing, oa his ad-
puaisteation and bimsell..

Aghts Cacherton would then, with
1 dender puir of gotd-plated scissors,
cur 3 gdd satis ribben that steciched
its {ruil barvter accuss the dooes
the Exhi bition FLall.

Such. at laist, was the ayaugod

lan,

The plan proceeded on sclhedube
Uirough sad shonly following the
conddusion of Mansignor Lavign)’s
tulk. Buring the prehee’s opening
remacks Stufll Duiscall, from his
positions  buside Hillnwn  Lafllan,
caughta vicw in the attentive crowe
of thie Bepury Sheritf whose as
signed dury bad been w0 keep
Formyn Lafikin under sorveillance,

Bouh mencsughtvach wther'seye
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The Deputy nodded i affiemation,
and indicated 2 man who steod a
couple of cows belere him in the
crowd. So dat, Swufl realzcd, was
the practical joker, Jermyn La@kin.
tlis appearance resanbled thae of
his brather Hillnaan only in a man-
ner travestied by the consumption of
excessive dlcohol. His nght {orcarm
rested in a black sitk sling.

It was at this point that Swufl ex-
penenceda first seedling of alarm-—-
the dim notien Lhat somcthing more
than @ minor disturhsnce or a mo-
ment of public cxnbarrassment nught
be in the wind. The black sk shng?
ble tuled our pot shots through the
gently milling and at;ﬁntivnﬂy lis-
tening peeple, But how abour the
timc wheo Hillman Laffkin would
tount the dais and stand alone, a
target poiscd om a higher level with
an open atea in frent of the dais?

Unoberusively, Seuff closed in -
tl be stood oaly 1we persons ro-
moved from Jermyn’s side.

Monsignor Lavigny’s voice weat
wto the coda of his speech, dropped
10 sileace; and the prelate steod
smiling for a fuv moments, ac-
krowlexigiag applause: He then io-
trodueet. as the next speaker, M.
Hillman Laffkin. Mowsigner La-

vigny stepped dewn from the dais,

Hillman, amid & weclcomiag ripple
is.
There were two shots.
And two men fell dead.

Statement made by the Deputy

gg’hand clappiig, seeppcd onto the.

Sheriff on the scene: “Fivst | uetiwed
Stuff— [ mean, Mr. Driscoll—close
ing in on the nut's other side, so |
{igured we had him well covead.
Taen the sporhght éocused on 1Ef-
man Laffkin as he stepped onto the
dais and 1 guess it was impulsive to
look steaight ae hina {or just a mo-
ment, When my atteotion went
back 1o his nuc bsuther agin, the
guy hud cdged forward to the From
line of specrators, sa 1 teek aftcer
him. 1lc stepped out into the cleur
space and [ saw him whip a gun out
rom that amu sling and 2im smack
at his brother on the dais. Se 1 pulled
out my gun and shot him dead cea-
ter in the back just az Ae pulled the
trigger. 1t would sure as hell have
buen cartains for that Hiliman
Laffkinsf . . ™
Seuff Driscoll’'s statement: “‘As
soon #s Beputy Charles Hartland
identified Jermyn Laffkin to me [
moved over and ook 4 stand on the
oppusite side of Jermyn. As the
Beputy lias testified, the spotlighe
pinpointing Hillmun Laffkin also
distraceed iy | attehtion—to the
daisand away from Jermyn Laffkin's
edging tecward thinugh the aond.
Thece was such 2 suddennex about
the shooting thar it would have been
physically unpessible for cither the
Deputy oc myscll 1o have Jeaped on
Jeemyn Lafkm in tinc %0 prevent
him from ficing. Theee is 80 ques-
tion whitcver that 1€ it had net buen
fo g 'u
Hiltnan Taffkin's  statemqnt:
“There was 2 partially blinding of-
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Leet when 1hae spotlight was di-
rected [l at mae. [ svas conscious 6f
the open tloor spice 1 frunt of 1he

dais, backed by the senicieeicof -

specitors. [noneesd 4 nun aeppiig
oul wwatd thic cleating and recog-
mizgel him as_my brodier. Yo must
reali-2¢1 hat all O 11 happened withiy
a fow sceonds @t the anest. | Dad o
sese ot shock when o brother
u‘hippc{j out . and rased e guin
Where the-sccond man came from -
from what scetion of the crewd-
[ do not know. My atténtion was
riverad on the gun in g Drother's
hand. The ether ouin--the s rang
leaped beiween us at che aistant
my Lenther fred, wking, the huller
chat had beci meant foc me. Thie
Depury Shend fired his gun ubmaost
sialtanenud®. undd both vy broth-
er and e stranger droppeil dead.”

Roporter: s waface thint you
recogmited the man W

Hiltawin: "Yes, [ recognized lam
—freut any eapyri cace that veeuyrsd
a mantbiago 10 nwy laborory m
New: York. Bue o not Kaow him
—he & A ’)r_rf(\.t stranes. Even’
t}l()l‘!i:'l‘( [; ’(;Lon"t lu‘pu“’ ]1js :\t;mic’(z[
agvihaie 2bout him. tlus s the
sccomil iz T o nui.'t»n;_&'sa:]f I s debe
—and this e s a delw that 4
don’t knaty how | shall tver e able
w repay. Why il a perfocistranger
razke this sdcsifice fos s e
grca‘f5| MCfiIiC(‘ O)n':'J'hﬂfl Cildd l;\'CI'
make franother. Why?'*

Repoaters “Sliyhe: we'll find the
answer o that, Me. Lok, whei
his ideaning iz established."

it wus arnoune d over the public
address system  thar the TFestival
would remairt cluged for the rest ol
the cvening, bi weuldl be ppeoed
inforly o e public starting at
wn o' <doek e fullowing tnoming—
and. would theosv whe had pathered
i the Jobbye wid on whe grounds
please e goad erough te kave as

. qpickl:\; - pessible: There hid been

shock. and somc minor pandcking,
but 1s « whole the cowd bad re
matinied ordénly arad the phce was
sson cleared. ;

Yaious ofticials  (wlichical Ex-
amines, poliee, kab techimicians) then
wet through the fomality of aae-
cusing their scverd d fuitc tions. Thev
did wrwith c¢flicieticy, but racrely
for the record. Ofnuously thee cast:
was closcd. DNotdhing remained ex
cept to estabbish dac stanger's idon:
tiey and ‘thegnetiv ¢ for hivsaerifice,
bt questions beiag of litle more
thon scademic duterest 10 e au-
theriws, Photugraphs were  taken
of thic dend serangcr, and sts- ofhis
RRgeprints: Ware ragisiered

Ouc addity did puzzle the oficial
minds: a6 icdentication cotild be
foualin the dead man’s porkets——
no sceEap of;_'paj&'c". no letuers, no
cards of any kincl AlL Yalels had
been removed Trom o othing  that
wads abvisusly wew. No o laundry
marks weré¢ m evidency and -
visthle oncs, i U e uxi.sl_v_,r!, would
have v be brougln awt liret in
|:|b(rr;l'[t.-r)f Lests, .

N the Cverang | Wared ten o'clock
a gxall gEOU ma 11l(‘ﬂ_'d in the pati [4)
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of Monsignor Tavigny’s homc. It
compriscd the prelate, Hillman $aff -
kin, Mis Cacherton, her curdter
Dr. Llidos, and Stuff Driscoll. The
oight, the #ix en scne, offered an
oasis of deep calm safter the camo-
toaz] cruptivas follswing the twe
dexths, The aoir was soft with ¢be
pile fragrance of jasmiac, and oa
small tables besile the pat'w chairs
stood wvanous drinks which the
houscboy had served.

“You must nat regard me.” Hill-
mao said, "‘as being heavy with grief.
¥e would dbe hypocriteal 0 pretend
shat I am. I am zurc Monsignor
1avigny uadesstands. But | am ob-
sessed with the stranger. Who was
he? And why did he do it? [ under-
stand, Mr. Dnscoll, thar he carried
no identification whatever}"

“Nothing on his pcrson, Mr.

“Then where does thar lcave us?
What ¢an we dog™

“Publicity, for onc thing. You
must rcaliz that our local TV
cuneramen caught ai-the-scene
shoss. The 1apes are scnsutional
enough 0 be broadcast natisu-wide.
@ther nows media will certainly
carry the man’s picturc. Theee’s an
excellent chansc thet seae refetin:
or friend will cecognize the manand
let us know."™

*But if noee"

“His lingerprint: will be pro-
cessed.”

“ln whar way?"

*Locally herc, and alao telciyped
to tke Ceateal Buzeau Gles.”

~ {ilbman's voice held a wuch of
indignation. "But aren’t such rcc-
ords thase of criminalse Surely a
nan who did what that man did—"

“There i this to consider,” Stuff
intereupred gently. “Remoyal of all
zmeans of identification fram ope's
gema prosupposs that  there s
somethine ¢0 @vocal.”

“l don't believe it," Hiftman said
firmly.

“No, it's not imposible, Me
Laffkin. His action tonight could
casily be that of a fanatic—what the
Freoch with greascr definiaion labc!
‘the cxalted mind.’ As for the Wash-
mgton fles being ooly chose of
criminal records, that isn't so. There
are many other catcgories. We'll pue
this stranger’s printsthrough a cross
classification. Incidentally, on Chat
former occasion you speke about—
when he came 1o ywour lab in New
Yack—did he spezt iwith any sor cof
fareign accent?”

Hillmsa thought back. “He s2id
nothing, as [ rcmemlxr—the ox-
plosion came toe soon. As for uny
accent, I simply don't know. Why”

“Just another possible source of
idenufication, Alicus are registered
and fingerprinted.  Acd  finally,
there’s Interpod.”

There was an interrupt i ot Uiis
moment from an uncxpected quae-
ter—from Ur. Lladns who had been
listening intently while nursing a
Planter’s Punch and pufhng on a
agar. A Middle-Eucopean by birth,
he hud been trained in his closen
subject ac the Bextsh Arcbacologwal
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Sdwol in Athwas aed 24 led wiue
could be called aw 10-patroned ox-
istence unul (pnceting her a goud
many years wgo i Cairo)  Miss
Cacherton had 1akien bitn under licr
Gaanciol wing s ofpaniue of ber
sevcrul digs aid evenugilly as du-
ator «f the antiquities tha fornesd
her Cullextanea.

ln peesoo, Be. Llades wana parch:
mentskinned, chicely mae  who.
alchough cxpertly piofcient in Uw
field o) archeology, was mere imer-
estcl 10 the acquisiion of the jorc,
the wniques catlee thas in pure cer
search, He would, for example, huve
given his sall gersanal and excetlent
eycteeth (o an archeologicdd object
that lad been thought im possible
ever 1o fnd, b whoee at-one-tine
cxstace was an bissonal Ga. This
trant expliveg, w2 mxasece, his
nsCITUPtion.

“Fingerprints,” hewmid, in 2 v-oice
that stidl held 2 European Bavor,
‘Sre somewhat of a hobly of minc.
To a inap whose metier is iscavery
they offer a <hallcage. Bo vou not
think so, Mr. Ll kine™

" A challenge? [don't quite lolfaw
you. Dr. Liados: T hiad  alauys
thought thae di siener of finger-
PrinG was most exact.’”

3. bus 1 is, and tut s just
what | mcad.”

*7 am suill conlused.”

1 refer 16 the challenge of dis-
coveviy! twa  wlentcal seis—he
S4-billiotith odds of fieding identical
sets belong wg to ivaseparate indi-
vidu:\ls."%'lc turned ® Swdf widdt a

umile we, because of its obscesity,
verged en the Mona Lisa ] am
correct in wy figuses, Mr, Do
cellt™

“Accerding to Guaziles, Doctor,
quilc cerrecl."” . ,

““Hal Consider dwost odds, Mr.
Lafikin. BifZions, not inere millions.
Sixty-four of them. Greater dhan
the consue of sonumersbic gemers-
aans, alrmst waching back rowasd
the orgin of man.™

Hillown™s own <aife was patie.
*] can understand, Doctor, that
such identical scis would indeed be
a collcceor’s item, but bow dees it
toucls en our search right now?™

*1i dacan®t, Simply' that your dis-
cussion with Mr, Uriscwll wriggered
my hobby, auy desire, my fdée fixé,
10 dimnce upon an objent that lies
pasuanb by, in (he rcalin of the
imPpossible.”

Hillmtan retveaed his attentioa 10
Swil. “Will his procosing take
lomg, M r: Biiscoll?"

“1 think aol—becagse: of the

scar.
"‘Scar 'P'E‘

“UMerc’s a small sear on the hall
ul his rigkt thumb. and the line of
the scar 5 broken by theee micro-
womc gaps. Our Medical Lxaminer
says it’s 20 old one, and any pocs-
Liaritv ~vuch as thar v 3 priat is o
grewt help in bareying the job.™

“Tell mey™ Hilinag said vhought:
fuilby, “if publichy ufd fingerprints
fail in (dentificat ion, if o relatve or
&riend comes forward, what venus
wauld be open to us then”
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“Well, these are private: inquiry
agencics that speciglize in missin
perzons. You could cover the worl
i you dow't carc how long the
scarch takes, or how much it oosis,
You're scrous about thes?™

“Detenninsd 35 2 better wond,
Ms, Ddseoll. I owe thatstranger my
life. Somewhere he must have loved
ones. I want them, through estab-

dhing  his identry, found. | want to
be of any ser-26¢ 0 thon that 1 can,
I rouriue clansds @il ¥ dunk it
may be uscful topost a reward ef,
say, ten thousand dollars for evi
depce cstablishing the man's 1den-
tty. More than ten thousand, if you
wish—whatcver assoune veu sav.”

Six days pased without results,
Many clains of reengnitien cane in,
but all proved, on invesiigation,
fulse,

The Festival of the Aris closed,
aftr 2 five suas 1 the sum of
money rised for the childicr’s hos-
pital and clinic. Mus Cacherton
and Dr. Llacios, with the antiquitics
of the Collectanca Cachierten again
abeard, sailed off on the Ecgern Star
for the 1'2nasim Canal and Ssuthesu
Califormia

Hillmaa Laffkin had postponed
tis flighr to- L. isbon (his appearance
befere the canvocution in Geneva
was oot scheduled before the end of
the month) io order te have bis
brother’s bady placed in the Laflan
wmb n Woodlawn Cemetery. Hill-
man had thea returned o Halcyon,
8gaw0 as a guest of Monsigner La-

vigny, where he had foilowed tlw
progress of the ideotity-search
througt. consuint contact wath Stuff
Driscoll.

The body of the stranger re
tauxd waiting, hy Hliman’s in
structions, in a private chapel of
The H.al:yon Funeradl Homc, ft
waited for a pase.

Eveo the huge reward—increased
te $25.000—had failed to bring
piovable resuls. No avoouc bhad
been et unturned, and Hillman
finally decided 10 have the serang-
er's body Rown north by charcered
plave and also placed in the family
tomb—te ccst there until the search,
which e 20 «ase had bern called
off, might solse the mystery and a
final interment could be artanged in
whatever place the stranger had
called home, '

Hillman did not aceompony the
stranger’s coffin serth, but he hat
diseceed the Agrarian Trnst w0 whe
care of the cotombment at the New
York cad.

TFatg, agatn, might bave been re
sponsible—for the charkered plane
canymg the cofn north crash-

landed i flanws 04 2 madcente sca.-

The pilot cscaped and was pehed vp
by a fieigliter, in a state of shock
snd unable 10 relate what had hap-

encd. The plane, the coffin, and the
Eody of che stranger sagk icre
vocsbly bescardh the sea.

And twe months later the mys
tery was solved | . .

Or was it?

a6 4, ol
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At ten o'clock oa the night of
Jaauasy 15th, Stwif Onscoll cecet ved
an urgent call from Moasignor La-
vigny wking him te cone 10 the
ptelatc's home. lke was w please
biing with hitn 3 cechaical kat and
onc of the photosialic cepics of the
dead stranger's fingerprints.

Wh enushered 1nta the Libsary,
Stuff found ihe prefaie a sirangely
shaken man. with his skin draincd
to an unnatyeal pallor and his kind
dark cyes filkkd with the look that
blauks the vision only as the result
of shack.

“A lecer and this package were
here whett [ came huome from dusing
at Father Ainswerth's in Pompano,™
the pretate 2w without any pre
limisarcs. “] want you o camdse
wncfingroprints and eom part them
with those of the dead steanger: |
shall, T almost dare say nothing uncl
you have donec w0.”

Sa simig was the atmosphere of
tension under which the prelate
laboreel thut its effect was teans-
fereed to St as be accepled an
object which Monsignor lLavigny

removed frowm e cardbos ed con-’

taines e which it had  uaveled
through the mails. Under the strong
kght af a goostncek lamp oa thie
libtasy @ble, uding a mapuifying
glass of considerable pewrr. he
stud'wod M unprints of a thamb aad
taeee fingenips ol right hand, and
then cowjuired thein with those of
the strangeron the phatasi.anic copy.

A guarter of an hour later Swuff

placed 1he magnifying glass on the -

table and said, “The priets ace
identcal. There ean be ao gucstions
about their baving been keft by the
stzanger. The scar alone should be
eanvgh 16 prove it, apan from othes
idestical paints. There’s one odd
thing though: these ae  contact
prims and they were presseclinio the
cup, or bowl. or whatever ihis is,
while the clay was sull unglazed.
The glazing covered and praverved
them. Whea did he handle this?
Was he a potter? Who was he?™*
Mansignor - Liviguy, aulomati-

cally and «till undee the deadly calm

of shock. apened 2 letter the con-
tentsof which covered sveral pages.
*“After t nad yo an excerpt from
thie,” he saud, “you muse judge the
answers for yoursclf. !¢’ 1o Miss
Cacherton, from Semra Barbars in
California.”

Monsignor {avigny, in a voice
oddly impersonal, as though he pur-
posely did not wish 10 iflucnee his
listener i1 any way, read the ex-
cept: 't . L saYeu can intagine Dr.
Flados' = ahwost delvious surprase
when he «aw the scar with its three
infinicesiinal gaps. e iosisted that 1
send ‘it to you for venfication by
thae dcar Mr, Driscoll. T was only
by chmice that Dr. Llades noticed
the prints while we weee packing
the asufaces sfterthe Sancz Barpora
Acs Exiubition. He nas insemdy
steuck 1y the Gneastic b
thar the 64-billionth chance could
have come to poss—that 1he prow
on this pottery bow! thight be iden-
tical with those of e siranprer who
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was shot, that o setg of identical
prints of two scparate people corikd
emst] 1 underline ‘separace prople’
becnse the borl wat one of ouvr
finds last spring when we did ouvr dig
in fsr3d on the shores of Galiee,
and Br. Lidus. whose suchurity
sech matiers & uaquestioned, savs
the prints were pressed on e bowl
while it was still unglazed—some-
thing in the narure of 2000 years
ago ok ." :

Monsignor Lavigny dropped the
letter onte the rable, His ey held
distance and his voice was the sofr-

PER FECYT
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ncs; of swonder. “On the sheres of
Gatile” he sadd. “Quc sumamer
many yeats a20 1 went (o tlwemn and
I recall the Blise wacers. the dust-
covered Tk imd ¢Bilfs. § 100, then
wakad akopg thase shnres thar bad
ksowse the Step of ]L‘sll.\‘,, and the
sound of Fhs voice, and that had
witvessed e mwluheles that fol
lowed TIim wherever he weat”
The prelate’s hand wouched the
pottery bowl and then the photostat -
of the stranger’s prints with 4 curious
reverence “You can not kill 2 man,”
Te murmuored, Ywhbo dovs het dic.”

o
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or smueggting bees an exceedingly nei
worinkie an dewecting .. . .

KE WE READY?” SAID ]‘I:RRY nuxv
A kle.

-Mort Lisky: made a fast examina-
tios of his circuits. Ready-lights
gloweel on both tape recordlers. Mi.
crophmes were m p|.1ct, .lmpldlu:
pluggul n, his. monitor «arphones

"hot.” His long sensitive fingem
caressed  the switches [owingly. “
gucess s&, but 1 wish T cauld test thc
bh ¢t on an incoming call.”

“No time,” sad Jerry. “They're
got eoving to hersc around abeut
contacting us. T hey've got a 16t of
he3vy.sceitch riding en this caper.”

Mert gave him a piined leek.
“You were in that workshop origi-
nal abwut gangsters, swercm't you?
Kid, you gotia stop lewing fresh-
men write your lines!”

“Corny er not,” said Jesry, Vit
trucs And if yeu didn't try 10 mahe

22

fricnds ‘with cvenybody after (wo
beers. we wotlda't be 1a this fix.
You’re the genius who picked wp
ghese twa characverst™

“But you're the onc who loaned
TFox your camera, and that's. where
we found thejewels, said More, 1
still think we ought te call: the cops,
ot the custems agents, or some-
body with badges and guns.™

jerey shivered. "Net vet, Face 1,
Mort—until we can prmc the jew-
cls aren't ours, we ave the smug-
g‘lets. We did bring them'in, dor't
orget that!”

“Forget it? How cuo 17" Mert
said hollawiy. “All right, smaestso,
we'll da it your way. The script
gcts off to a fast'start—I1'll say that
ter it But are yeu surc you know
what your third-act curtain’s going
w bes”
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No answer come Leom Jerry, who
was a scfivus, bload  youeth of
LETRLY00C. 1 3CI0r ijonng
cheetes arts 2¢ Son Thego Stan e Cob
lege. Jesty did ot yeem © be am
acwor himself. Onee fe had, bot 2l
that hed been discarded wuh other
puspuseless yeurnings of his callow
yeas. Now Jerry wiwted 1o write,
direct, and' produce:, mampulating
playcrs as well qs s, to the great-
er glory of the modern uyearcer,

Mort Lisky eowersd over b by
six inches, bring a swarthy six feet
{or of boanes, <hin, nose, amd un-
gentle sarcasin, Fle too was o sen-
tor, but if Jersy fedr hinsell ready
for fife, Mort kuew s cduvesiteg
w5 80 more than scrnd. True, be
could make a living, and a
onc in any hranch of clectranics.

But neat year Mort would begin
postgraduate work at the Univer-
sity of Califoruiu, une of a pickedt
group ol seniars from all ever the
nation, on tomething called Inter-
planetary Communications Project
9-D. Singe timwe oncnenmerial, men
have projected their souls o the dis-
tant stars, secking w draw from
their constancyr some inkling of
their own fickle faees, To Mort, the
stars tatked hack.

Jerry and Mort had shared 2n
apainwst for three yars They
were tomally uplike s ambiteons. ae-
dtudes wowand lilc, aml polities—
wherefore they were dose fraends.
They had just returned from Ma-
zatldn,. Mexico, slong with a hen-

othtr  San Divga  Staters,
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whese they had cnjoved the surl-
bathing of Eastee Weck. They were
tawaed by the winter sun, escrcised
10 healthy exhansuon, and cscecd-
togly well nourished on the cheap
but delicious Mexican beer. -ﬂicy
should have @t very broindeed.

Thi:}‘ did nhet, :and al[ Letause of
a discovery Jurry had made just
after cresing the bordet in the cab
that took them fiom the Tijuana
airpert te cheir San 1Mcyo apart-
meat. Jerry had decided, at the last
minute, o have the cab stop vo that

he could leave the Glms of ‘his

Mvoddo outing a2 photo shop.
He remembered having leaned hes
ne, Germar-made rellex @mera @
Air. Willned “Bill"” Fox, atorney for
=t aice Ameriam uvestor, Mr.
Bamcy Cupp. 14 wac hardly hkely
that Mr, Fox would {eave any film
in the camera, b if he had. Terry
hgured he might a5 well have that
develeped too.

So tic openctd his suitcase which,
like all students' hnggugu. had been
given a ance-over-lightly by the
UL customs guan‘.{s. There was no
film 1 the camer, but it didn’t fecl
nght te Jerry sumehow. Tle opened
its back, and 2 spnll cloch bayg fell
sut. Call it a bumeh, but at the ame
tunc Jessy's heast Icll 0 many: il
kons of kght-yeurs that the mose
scnsitive i terplanctary cadso eovld
ncver have made someact wich it

“Ar AL AN sad Jeery.

“You sound lke a puppy that
had 1ts il rocked on.” =aid Nort.
“What's wrang? Speak, boy!”
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*Lovk whas 1 foted in my cc-
amcra,” Jurry gorgied Sk {441 ls
like beads mside.™

Mort 1001 thesmall cloth bag and
opcncd it. His futher was a jeweler
and Mort had geown up in the
shop, w0 lis was wo amatearich
guess, "‘Ne diatwonds, seven en-
cralds, ind fwo of the finest rutbies I
have éver seen,” he said, “Uneut
stones conwe in duty-fiees bui thew
bsve heen ot and ace subject
duty. I'd sav theyll swhobesde for
atound o hundred  thovsandd  dol
lars, Where did you pick wp these
baubles?”’

*1 loaned Mr. Fox the caneta v
shoot  these girls water-skimg off”
Olas Altas,” Jerry quavered. “They
—~they nst be his.”

*Aad we're oy going to be a iz
susprived when hr earces  wfur
them, ure we® Mot smd wlily.
“Becaus: ke gor ovr addicss. and
phoar number from me, and he
and Mr. Cupp were on the s
plane with us!”

“They'nn  smupglers!”
moanl.

“Wtrong,™ sid Maort. “Nee e
smugglerse They ace qust a0 nics
Boveedy Hills investor aixl his vk
aosa-y, who kwe: boem having a
ne vacaion while mspeamg (e
vely oick Investnenl opporunitics
i Mazatlin. Jerry, we're in Vv eouble!
What are we gong w Jr oy
. T
“T think Il swallow peion-" sud
Jetey.

adon lufted the prauch ol jesibs.
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“There’s cvough here 1o kech us Sor
Bile, most of 1t m Leavenworth,™ he
atd “La’s hant vy the nearest
gendarax: and cop out, as our fel
fow cricnimls pul i

That expressions "cop sul,™" must
hise trigpered the eqeati ve e tona-
tuon i Jerry. To throw thensedves
on ofliceal mergy wis oo simple.
abo w0 kv, Bovawse they were,
s alli wougphers  unil  ahey
proved otherwise. In loeny, k-
presenation and the cremtive im-
pulze hath pl)il'ilt‘d 10 sumcthiog
mere derimatic, Mort wemt along
saostly because he had acess to the
ckeatorae gear, and because, s he
said, he wasa bori sclunoc

T have to see wvligh way the coin
drops, cven when s my coin and
somcboldy ehe wawe," ¢ wid. “That
» a schimoe’s funciior in lik-~w
call ‘beank’ st a5 & wis up @ils.
| have just aoe legpest o makel”

“What™™ wad Jovne,

“Choont sunwbody vl for your
cellmate, Ty sy ey ve g 2
poud Bibrucy at. Leuwenwarthe P
going 1 cch upoow all e eonde
books 1 miswee i enllgee, wd T
et Cwinnd ity pimere of Ao supid
)l’“(.'[f‘!pllﬂ‘ls.

Tha §s#l been theee Doues aga.
The combiaation living-dining soom
of their aparuneat now lookes! Like
sy other student’s combrination
li\iug-cliniug rogni— 8 nv. Bul
lllis mesy concealed sene of f!\_I(irt’s
(avorite wifcs which in perfect con-
cealine M Jvd theough theknchenetee
e the deiel end of a0 back seevive
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halk. There Mort had set up his tape
recordérs and contrel panel.
“Well," said Most. "1 hope it
works.”
“Of cotrse it will workl” coafs-
dently exclrimed Jerry. “They
won’t dreaint we booked @y the cam-

era, They'll give us time to unpack,.

but they wan't wair too— "

The phone rang.

Mosr clawed at his sseitehes, his
black cyes Lghting up as he beheld
the flickering of certain neceles.
“Give ic'time (¢ ring a fow tines.”
he yclied. “Bon't iwant 10 ket ‘cmm
duok we were siting here W2iting
for their call. Besides, [ want te
check my gain on the tinging sig-
nal befere you answer.”

Jeeey let it ring 2 &kw tumes, He
was a litle <orprised to hear the
va'ice of Mr. Fox, the attorvey, in-
stead of that of Mr. Cupp, the nice
invester.

“Jeszy-boy” Mr. Fox said gaily.
“Fit bex yov're serprised to hear
from me so soon!"”

“Nor emactly,” said Jerry.

Mr. Fox apparently mossed that.
“Got a favor {'d like o ask you,
keed! My sistes hore u San Dicge
hed 2 now while 1 sn i
Mexico, and I'd likc e shoot some
pictures,- 1 hate o use that cheap
camera of heis. 1 wonder, Jerry-
boy. wovld it be asking oo tuch
to borrosw yours again for a couple of
hours?*’

Mr.. Fox's voice recalicd his ua-
appctizing person, He was 3 small,
furtive, diriy-minded man  with

sanrfi; hair [reckles, and pale, ner-
vously blinking cyes. Witty bue net
funny, a tak-grabber who never let
Jerry or Mart pay foc anyrhing, Mx,
Tox had been colerated in Muzitlan
enly hecausc 1t wasnice Mt Cupp’s
money he was spending.

“Skip ke build-up. Mr. Tox,”
Jerry sasd, teying ro get the right
quaver of fwr into his voice It
came quite eastly. 1 hzve already
Jooked in the camera.”

“Ohy" said Mr. Tox. “@h, 1 sce.
You say you have already looked
in tlw cunera?"

“Yesand I wane 19 speak to Mr.
Cupp,”

“Why, may Jask?”

"That was a dirty wick yau
played oo me, Mr. Fox, and 1 just
don’t thank he'd stand for w. that’s
why!"

There was a  brief hesitation.
“Jetry-boy,"” Mr. Fox said, *'unfor-
tunaicly, Mr. Cupp was detained a
while by the customs officers. They
searched his boyopge again  and
again, and of coursc couldn't And
anything, But they were still trying
when 1 left, 90 it wil psobablyr‘ﬁ! a
litde white before we can scach Mr.
Cupp. Meanwhile, you understand
its urgent thrat you and I get te-
gether, Tl admiv frankly thay 1
played a dircy trick on you, but I'na
going t© make up for iL”

“Hows™

“lerey-bey, U'm going: o bring
you twe of the fattest lictle old hun-
drecl-dollar  bills you ever saw,
when 1 come out there to sce vou.,"”
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“Only you're not conung. (o see
1, smd Jerry. “Not without Mz,
Gupp.'

*Jerry-hoy, listen e reasen ™ Mr.
Fex cricd. *Barney Cupp 1 a rc-
specrable, honest hussacsseman and
I'm a dirty, rovten, deublc-crossing
heel: Now T've maede a matstake, a
serious mistake, perhaps. But ¥m
going (@ make up for it to yeu.
Why involve RBanwy in what |
didi

“All right then, I'm going 0 go
18 a-policeman 1 knew. He gave me
a traffic ricket once. but—"

“Terey-boy, think of Barpev
Cupp! Why bring in some cop who
is mot only an ighomat sloh, but a
thief besitfvs?" Mr. Fexs vaer il
half an octave. "L don’t like o
(righten vou, keed, but think! Are
JOU in. any position to go 1o 4 soh
ef a policeman? If you like M.
Cupp, aeul $ou valie vour own
well- beigg, Youre nat going 10 be
so lo#lish; are you?"

“Mr, Fox, either 1 see Mr. Cupp
or | gv to a peiceman.”

“Jetry-boy, I'm sure you con't
mean thay”" Mr. Fex said softlv.
“I'm sie you rézdize 1t would be
about ihe mest dangerous dhing
you coull o”

"I'll bet you wouldn't dhrearen
me if Mz, Cupp could hear vou!”
lerey almost shouted. Then iu a
\\‘1iimpcri1|g veice he wem  on,
“Let’s ¢ut this shiort, Mr. Fox. Pve
aever-heen in any trouble ke this
before, and % makes me nervous.
1 den't want to wilk te you uny

EBEELIEYVIMG

more uatil ['ve wen M. Cupp!”

“Barney isn'tavailable yet. Butif
[ knew him, he'll well yot fo take
my advice. Meaawlile, your have
every right to be nenvous. Suppose
I make n three bundred buckss”

Nl

“How ubxut five? Does five suit
vou, Jerry.boy?"”

“Nea. Listen, Mr. Fox, {'m getting
out of here right nowl!"

“Shut up and listen o e Mr.,
Fex's vince was suddenly ax frigad-
ly posonous as quick-frozen co-
bra venom.. “If you: mest st Bar-
ney, I'm osure we ean get topether
tater this .evening. Meanwhile, 1
wouldn't want anythiag to happen
10 this edne rapackagw and | dent t
believe you do eilher. Lo wouldn’t
be hC.’lh'lll\' for you, scey keal? S(‘p
being chitldish! Lesve thete? Wiere
weuld yeu go”

"1l quit school. I'll mail the jew-
cls o the police: and go to--to Ha-
wanl. Or Albasa,”

“Jerry-bay, there 500 place on
earth you <an hide if you double-
cross e, Baruey Cupp is a gentle-
man, but he can't stand a direy,
cowardly rat cther. Now, why
can’t you and ]} g together on a
fendly hasis, witheut hothering
hine™

“No, sir? Jerry shouted. “Listeq,
this is Anad. [l be here at cighs. thi
evening, with the package from the
camera, and you and Mr. Cugip can
both come then. Both of you, you
undersiand F Reerauser if s just you,
[ won't cven optn the door, jind
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shete’s no usé coming before then
because I'm leaving right now!”

He slaninted down the phone,
Almost snmediately, it began ring-
iog again. He ignored it to run to-
ward the back of the apartments.
When he reached the back service
ha#{, Mort Lisky was already dis-
mantling his recording equipment.

“Better get this insude, in case
they rry to kick in the back way,”

id Mort. "“Won't rakelong tosctit
up for this c¥cning again. Here, you
tske this tape and work from it
where you. can watch the front.
Pl keep an eye on the back—and
I've really got a job of rectifying to
dol 1 told you J sheuld have had
" more tme 1o check that phone in-
duction coil.”

“l was crefeadous, wasn't 177
said Jerry. “I really sounded scared,
didn’c 12 _

“You still do,” satd Mort. “To
work, bov, to work! But I still
think this is onc of those down-beat
scripts where the hern's huddy diesa
lingering, last-act ccath.”

Jerey toek the smaller of the two
wmpe rccordess to the living room
and plugged it in where he could
sit near the front door. He dragged
the coffce tabic over to use for a
desk, and stacked seme paper and
pensils on it. Fle put on the car-
phones and sat down. with his eye
neara crack in the broken old blind
that covered the glass in the front
dml’: 5

It svas hard to sce well enough to
write, with all the shades pulled

down. And as he exgected, through
the crack in the blind he shortly be.
held a cah stop at the eurby Nohe
other than Mc. Wilfred “Bill"”" Fex
got out and ran up the steps. Jerry
and Mort had a first-floor apartment
with a door facing the streee, Mr.
Fox pounded on the door again and
agam.

Jerry sat there just iaside it, with
the sweat pouring off in rivers.
Until this very moment, he ad
been quite surc that no one out
there in the bright sunlight could
make out anything iy the dark
apartment through that erack s
the blind, But when be beheld Mr,

Fox's pale, malevoleat eye au the

crack, he wwendered how he conld

have teen such a fool Mr, Fox was
staring straight at him

“Bamn?" they heard Mr, Fox cur
loose. “The little whelp did ran.
after all. Well, he'd better show up
tonight, that's al! I've got 1o say!”

The cye was withdrawn. Jerry
breathed again.

Ht ran the tape over and over,
scribbling and listening at the same
ume. A little lacer Mr. Fox made
two more atrempts te get wiothe
apartment. "The second time, 2 man
was waiting in the back seat of. the
cab. {t might nat bive been My
Barnq'v Cupp; on the orher hand,
it was about the same siee man as
Mc. Cupp, and he Olled the cab
with the same hlue, rich-looking
cigar sincke that continually sur-
rounded Mr. Cupp.

This time, Mr. Fex tried to get in
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the back door e, but the land by
caught him ancl threatened o ¢all
the police. Mr, Iiux beaw a hasty re
tréat.

Mcanwbilc, Mort remained busy
io the kitcheneue," rectifytog” the
tape, whatever cthat meant. 'ﬂtcy
finishee with thetr sepacate jobys
abour the sume time. Then came
the job of re-recarding. Their hisir
stoad on end while this was going
on, becawse Jersy had ta speak in
» normal wac of vo'we, aad some-
tines louder than normal. Bur it
did net take long and they werc
nat interrupted.

Frem about five thirty oa, they
duscovered; the phone rang regu-
tatly every ten munures. Fhe ¢alls
which they hsd te moakc they
spaced in between the calls from
the owtside. Several times, they had
to call their party back. se Mr. Pex
woult net ger @ husy signal when
he rang theit number. ir was im-
perative tlat he he convinced thar
lhcy woere away. and a busy signal
would have told him that they—
of i lecast someone—was using the
phonc in their apanment.

At eight o’cloek—not a minure
beforc and not a mioure after—
Mr. Baracy Cupp and Mr. Wilfred
Fey rang the front doscbell. Mort
lmd moved his electronic gear back
ra the service hajl; so Jerry admit-
ted the two guests.

Mr. Cupp wx impatiently afia-
ble. He was alo smoking a big,
dellyr cizar as usval. He id not wait
t0 be asked to M¢ down. He made

himself at home ia the only com-
fortable chair in the room, Jeaned
back, and crossee his Jegs.

“Bill tells me he pulled a silly
sort of seunt snd got you in trouble,
Jerry,” hesawl, “New. 1 don’t know
what T can du Lo lieip yuu our, but
ila [ew huncred bucks will do you
any good, You know Bill's not a
tightwad."

Mr. Fox smiled his pale-cyed
smile. s freckles seemad (0 be 2
Heele pate, too. “That’s what 1 teied
w tell Jerrysbay, Barney,” he said,
expesing most of his pale gums,
“Rut he seems to be greatly at-
tached ro Youand | can’t blame him
foc thar, can 1? The maia thing i
for eac to ger thar stuff from the
camera.”

“Exactl¥!" said Mr. Cupp. “Get
the stuff baek, give.our pal Jerry
a few hundred bucks w make bfe
plezsanter for him. and get onr of
his hair. ¢h? Exactlvl™

“Fust, Mr. Copp,” smd Jeery,
“there’s somcthing 1 think you
should know. My canversation witly:
Mr. Fox wus recorded (his after-
neon.”

“What? Why, wou idiot, vou
smart-aleckl” Mr. Cupp shouted,
He mose out of his chair. “Rull,
vouw’re @ worse idiot than he js*
he said, brandishing his cigar at
Mz, Fox. “"Flow mnach did you say
over thc phone?”

Mr. Pox blan ched a litsk-, tair he
satd, “Nuthing to waoery about,
Barney, They alrcady knew the
rocks weié coming throigh, didn’t
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they? That's swhy they held you so
fog this ufiernoon. 3ad theym't
we wiretap tvidence! The mucre
{act that a phonc canversation of
mie w1 recorded without a

er ankes & inadmissible
ecurt.”’

Slowly, M. Cupp setiled hack iy
his chair. Tk did not look happy—
only relieved, and not very much of
that, Belore lie had catirely assimi-
lited Mr Fox's legal advice, Jerry
addressed hiim again,

“Anyway, Mr. Cupp, T1 hink yen
ought te luar the recording 1t}
only take 3 couple of minutcs,” he
said. “Okay Jeery, wam it ont”

From the ix speakers of thewr bi-
fi sti the tvo voices, Jerry's 2od
Ms. Fox's, come booming aut cear-
ly. Mr. Fox lstened wich a con-
temptogus  Reide smale that soon
turned Lo an express on of frozen,
ineredulous horror. Tl rccopnized
his own voiee. He even recognized
sorme of the words, But these were
only fupitive, phantom rfecollec-
tons. of a cuil thut he could have
made only in his bad drcams:

Ms. Fox: 1 sef Yeu say you
already looked 0 the camera?

Jeany: Yis, and theress only half
asmuch as you said there wedd be,
Only four diemonds and feur em-
aalds, and hath rubis are mis-
g, What aiv you rymg o do—
cheat Mr. Cupp?

Ma. Fox: Jecry-boy, Mr. Cupp
was detained by the custems afhi-
cers, so it will probably be a lutle
while befure—

9

Jrrry: You mean arresict? You
turace hiow i1, Tike yron sl

Mz Fax: [l admit (@nkly ihae §
payud a3 dirty trck, but P goine
to make up for it e

jzery: o't you go off cring me
any of tdose hausand-dollur Ditls
again, to help double-ciess M,
Cupp!

Mxr. Fox: Jerry-boy, Fin poing to
bring you two of the fancst bills
YOU €VCT s1W,

Jearey: Mr. Cupp's thousand-elol-
far bilks, you mean. After you ratted
on him to the customs inspectors,
toel

Me. Fox: Jerry-Boy, Barney Cupp
is a dirty, roteen, demble-cassing
heel. an ignoraut sleb, a thief be-
sidos?

Jamse: IE Mr. Cupp s 10 trsuble,
I'm gowg to the customs inspec-
toss and tell them chat tve got the
jewels,

M=. Fox: Jeory-boy ir would bhe
about the most dangerous . diing
you can do.

Jexry: But it makes me nervous,
sicting here winh the jewels while
he’s under arrest, Why, 1 wouldn't
go through svith this far three thou-
sand dellars!

Mzr. T'ax; tlow about fixve? T'in
sure we cas g€t together foed, but
Batncy Cupp is a dirty, conandly
sat. Now, why cn’t you snd I pct
togerther cu a friendly basis, with-
out botheang fum!?

At dus peinnt, Mr. Fox fund his
voice. At iy rate, he found some-
body’s voice, because the strangled

BELIEVING
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scream ot dssued from his theoat
soueded tike no nose Yun he had
ever made before,

“I's a phonyl 1 didn’t say that
stuft, Ramey, " he shieked. "You've
gok o believe awl’

Mr. Cupp steod up. “So owly
four diumonds and four emcralds
arelefty, hey?' he saidd. “And both
of rhosc bovely rubics are gone! You
prich them and then turn me in 10
cusieny, do youl"

“Barncy, please, it's phony, 1 ell
youl”*

“Dao you ik ! con’t kuow yeur
own wvoiee? Hal Maybe they can'™
use a tape dn coitrt, but I'm not so
parricvlar, Se I'm a slob and a cow-
ard and a rat, 2 [? And you're
going 10 pay Jerty ofl vo shut wp
abour it with five theusand of my
mooseys, arc youd™

M. Cupp lumbered swifuly acraes
the small kiving dining room eward
Mr. 1Fox, whe leaped up on the
shabhy oll eouch. Therc he steod,
with s back 1o the wall, quaver-
ing, "Batney, if youll only listen!
Please, youw've got 1o helieve mel”

“Tl beleve avy own cors.” said
M. Cupp. He took Mr. Tox’s kac &
in onc of hes arms, “Tell me, Wil
fred, wheee you put my beautilul
dermumods and cmernkds and  rubees
that 1 brocghe all the way From
France to Mexico. Where e my
tewelss Where are they ™

For a flabby Bevurly Hills inves-
tor, Mr. Cupp was very strong in-
dead, Holding Me, Fox by the
koees with ene aren, Mr. Cupp
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teened  him upside  dewn  and
bomped s head  rhyzhmically

against the floor, Jerry waidied in-
teeestedly, ropeeltin® that he had
neglecied o have paper and pengil
hand¥, o he ceufd makc putcs.

Nething he had ever scon un the
stage equalcd Use scene before hm
fur sheer drama—cspecially  the
pat wheee dee M0 Sustors -
spectars stepped out and  placed
both Me. Cupp and Mr. Fex under:
arrest. Mr. Fex remembered that he
wis a lawyur. He began shouting,
“E.rapaeay, carapment! And you
can’e ose any of that vape! ln addi-
ten w- being au illegal wicctap,
there’s somethung phuay aboue 1.

Said eav of the aprats, *There's
e catrapment, M. Fox. You ¢une
here 1o get certain jowels. They're
all lxre. Even withour the docroned
tape, we have your own adm wsim
and thau of Mr. Cupp that they
were uswittingly smuggled m fer
you by chese boys. Se fung as we
don’t touch a phone, we have a
right o record anything on the
premmes with the written coisens
of the owners, 1mancs, or inhabi-
tauts theeeof.™”

“All this was cccorded teot™ said
M. Fox.

"Yes,” said Mort. “Got an exeel
lent n.'cnrt[. and all sorts of wit-
nesses that it wasn’t doctared, cecti-
fied, spliced, ol se-recorded like
the other onc. So I'm pretey susc
t will stand up in court.”

Mr. Fax twaned.

AMr. Cupp hit hbn en the jaw
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with a powetful right fis.. “What
a lawyer!” he 3aic. He held out his
hands, weist; tagithers to the cus-
pomis agents. He wried o siife as
dic handeiffs clicked home. ‘Do
you think maybe 'l deaw Atlanta
again?”’ he sasd. I always did casy
time there, Is thisa big caough rap
for Adanta?”

“I wouldnt be surprised,” said
the agent.

The agent rumied to Jerry and
Mort. “Yeu boys went to a ot of
unnecessaty irouble. We knew when
these jewels were stolen in France
and wc. knew when friend Cupp
eame into possession of them. We
knew he was in Mexico, and we
kpew he’d ury to bring them acres
to peddle them here. All you had
%o do was bring the jewels to us
and tefl your story! You'll probably

]|
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‘split a nice reward cn this, but why

do it the hard svay? il
“Ti's kind of difficult © expliin,”
said Juerry. “Yeu sce,we beth pur off
our term papers Al year, pll:'mning
to do them during Easter vacation,
Then we got this chance to go te.
Mazatlin for some surfing, and we
were really vp against it when we
got back! ‘Lhis gives us our themes
and our bachclor's degrecs, seer”
Jerry's poper was utled, Use of
Electronic Recording Tape and Sub-
stitvted Dialejuc in Stmulated or Re-
Created News Lvents—A Suggesicd
Dramatie  Techmgue. Moil's  was
called, Rectiding Inducten-Corl Sig-
nals by Varowus Melheds, lecludipy
Magnetic Resnnator and High ahd
Lew Frequency Tenal Scparations:
In addition tn splitting a $10,000
reward, both boys get A-Plus.

‘o
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contpsittcd 6y ane ofehe fire merlers of Mifamwty: and there weas m dowbt
as to the motive. Bur that aifl left thice of the dasae problin:: method,

epportiity, jdeastiy o . .

HOW?

WHEN?

WVHO?

by FLETCHIR FLUR.A

X P FIRST PULACE, THIS DR,

Wade Loos went (o see Detec-
tive-Lycetengat bose Riseil in the
scwond place, Detective: Licmtenant
Jesse Risen eame to see e, 1o the
third plhce. naturally, we augh:
the pemoner. My name, by tho
way, is Rescoe Fay.

It was a cold overcast aftcrnecn
id Novembee,  shortly  belore
Thaaksging, aod T had-a small fire
on the hearth far eieer. suppacied
by central heatag or comfort.
Licutenant Risen came into my
study, wosiing his deplorable hae
and wpcnst inte a chwair by the door,
and dropped heavily into ancther
chair whuch, anucipating him, I
had ptled vp before 1he M. It
wis apparcat that be was noag
ugly frame of mind, resulting from
a scvere case o frustesizon, aml 1
offceed  bima some bLnirbun and
waret as an allevianye, which he
acceproc.

1 had. of cousese, aniicipaced his
mood as well as his person. Risen
SDECs 9t me Os &0 AMAtCur Lni-
nofogi<t in fair wenbor. lan rvery
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time the weadher turns [oul, figura
tively gpeuking, be cames rurning
© ceasult mee. He somus, m buck
to pick my b, [ may as wal,
! think. be cand idd abwrie 3t

“Now” 1 <«ul. wlun be iad
swallowe! wrme of his botrchon and
water, 'what's the prohleny this
cuer”

He sconded a1t his glns. “Wha
savs there’s @ probien

“Oh, vae off iy, Risen. Let's not
dehy alw accemplishmicnr of yvome
mission. The only time you come-
o see e 8 when you ju bave a
peodlern, You hawe onc new, and
1 confess thar I'n cager o hear
about.”

“All nght. all nght. So T have
a preblem. Do you kappen te know
a De. Wade Loger" -

“1 don’t behive T've kad du

leasure,”

"Wl |okuows him, and i's 0o
pleasure, The damncd man  bas
made a pecfect nuisance of fimscll. "

“Is that 502 . whar wayi™

“He's the atending  physicion
of 3 Gimity nama? Colicr, iml he's
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aravineed that summae & slowly
isoning old Rufws Ceker, the
of the fasnily.”

I musc say I'm intrigued. I've
beard of old Rufus, of sourse. An
extremely wealthy man. He must
be seventy now, at least. What
evidence does Dr. Loos have that
theold mao is being posoned?"’

“That's the hell of it. He doesn't
have any genuing cvedowce at all
Old Rufus, hc says, is basically
sound physically, zot a thing wreng
with him, and yet he is chronically
ill and keeps failing with cvery day
that passes. He's slowly dying, no

uestion about it, and the docior is

oroughly convinced, after making
cvery effort to find a parural cause,
that 'he’s heing paisoned.”

“By somconc in the houses”

“Yes. Certainly. No ame else
woald have rhe opportunity.”

“Excepy, perbaps, Dr. Loes.”

“I've thosght of that, but it
won't wagdi. No one else in the
family has expressed any suspicions.
If the doctor were poisoning the old
man, why would hc deliberately
call the “attention of the police
toiec™

“You're perfec-dy nght, Risen.
[ was jusc eesnng to =ce if yeu bad
amde that simple and essential
climinadon.*

“Oh, ¥'m not so dull as you seem
to think, I can at [east see the
obvious.”

“Can you? Well, go on with your
seory, and we'll sec if you can really
m.a

*“Tdank yor. To gct on with je,
then, Dr. Loos sugeested that che
old man lcave the howsc—get away
irom the family long enough, at
least, to scc if his cendition im-
proves. But the old man was merely
carsged. He considers it ahsolutely
incredible that any member of his
family weuld wish to kill him, He
cven refused to submit o any tesw
thae night reveal powa, and he
berated the doceer for nywg w
disguise bis ewn incompetence in
farling Lo dragoose a natural aibneuc
of some kind."

“Perhaps you had bereer identify
the membess of- the houschold.”

“Right. I'm coming to it. There
ate, to begin with, the daughter of
old Rufus, and fier husband. Caro-
line, her pamc . She i, I'd gues,
between thirty-five and forty. The
husband 1s a bir younga—bitween
thirey and chirty-five. Hix name is
Wareen Townse: uband Hwe’s a doctor
(W-"

“Shades of Swope!”

“Swope? What's that supposed to
meap?”

“Sutely you've heard of the fa-
mouws Swope case? It happened out
n Kaasas City soon afier the wurn
of the ccutury. In Indepeadence 1o
be emact. O3 Colanel Swope was
a ucusndously wably mau, §e
lived in a Vicretan mansion with
scveral members of his family, in-
cluding a daughter with a husband
who was 2 doctor. An epidemic of
slow poisoning began to kill off the
family one by one, the Cotonel
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tnchuded. There is public park in
Kansas City wday that bears his
name. He donated the lund, as 1
recsll. Tr offurs, wnaag othwr dungs,
quite a nmicc lutle 709 and énc of
those open ar theaters in wlwch
il comedies are presented dure
ing the summer season.”

“That's very ntesoting. Fo
ater; bat who the devat was ihe
peisoncr?”

“"Didut | mention thut? Tt yas
the son-in-law. The doar. Fe was
alsa the famly physicis, [ wonder
why Dr. Townsesul sn?™

[ don't beliere ks consdered
good practice nowadays for a dectos
to uttend the nembers of his awn
family. Nevertheless, if there is any
paisaning gng on. he is centatnly
tn the best position o do it. I'm
keepring him in wind."”

“Good, ln the meanwlnle, please
telf mc about the others.”

“Thoere B a sister, Abon sy,
A spister, Thene is a gandson, the
naly clnld of anothicr daupiner, who
i dead. Name of Jack Riley. A
worthless fellow, | gather hut oo
withowt charm. Thesc s, ﬁnally. a
gsamhricce who & calfed Faowy.
Last vamv. Bumietr. A lovely gied,
alway.s cheesfut and vivacious. She's
the cmly onw, accurding to the
doctar and Ms. Wead, who ever
shaws any rcal afi cciaon for the ofd
man.”

“Mrs. Weed?”

“Thee houwseheeper. Besides her,
thercs are 4 cook, o maid, wud a };afd

maz. Mis. Weed has baen with okl

wnao?

Rulws for maidy vears. She hax
deveTopeda kind of possessive fecl:
ing abeut hiny and by apparently
ficreely proiceine of whas she too
saders hs ante ewrs. D, Loos ha
made an ally of ber an this business.
She watches over the old man like
a mather huwk and  personally
cheehs  evervebing he cats and
dsink..”

“Amd st be continues in suspi
civusty faiing fiealih:”

«.I_!cdm'.t

*Flat rather pans e good Mrs.
Word on g spot. doeza’t 163"

"[( dm..‘y

“The docor wouldn't be the
first to make a vustake in an aliy."

"¢ wouldn't.”

“Licutenant, ] 2m thosoughly
capuvated by your Lrde drama.
The cast of charucters offers Lascinat-
ing possiilities, Tell mc, what are
the pravisions of the old man's will?
1 suppasc, sinee a congideiabic {or-
e is involwad, tat aveece i a
possible niotive.”’

“1uis, and it applies 16 all of them..

There's nething levious or seerctive
alawt ot Rulus. Al five are- genes-
outh provhded fos, and they all
knewv it Afwr his death nose of
them will wed o worry  about
mowey, [ shoull say, for %5 loap
35 he s she Hes,

“Well, T dan't thiak we oced 0
pussue that any furthey ac the
momuit. Semwone, appgraatv. o

dmplv in a huery @ calleey, Whath

I would ke tis koow gew is what
micthod or technaque i suspecreds

]
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Hew!

Jo what way i the posea being
introduced tmo the old man's sys-
tem? Surely, if the doctor is right
in his conviction, it must be sume:-
thing quite clever 0 be sustajned
so eficctively i spice of all
vigilance "'

The Licutenant sat staring into
the small blaze, rolling his empry
glas between b palms. 1 relieved
him of the glass and Hilled i

“In the beginiing and for seme
time afterward,” he said, ““Dr. Loos
was eonvinced that the old nan
was taking the peison orally. That’s
when he came to me for help. With
his assistance. ad
Wecd, we sampied and analyzed.
Il swear, everything the ofd man
sook into his mouth—feod, lrink,
mouth wash, medicine, even the
solutisn hc puts his dentures in.
But vwe found nothing unusual—n ¢
the slightest trace of any peison.”

“*What kind cf paison, by the
way, does the doctor suspect?”

“The symptoms point 10 arcpic,
but he contends, and I agrec with
him, that it sheuld be a simple
matter to ‘rdetly the peson and
the posouner oace we determine
bow it is heing given."

*1 also agree with that. In this
case, a you have prosented i,
motive s obvimsly sesondasy to
method.”

“That brings me to Br. Loos’s
current <onviction, Fatling to {nd
the slightest evidence of eeal inges-
tion, hc #5 now convinced that the
poisgn is being absorbed.”

PP R [ | e PR, [t B P
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“Se2 Regulac exicrnal applies-
tions absorbed by the skin?™

**Samcthing like thac.”

“Have you also thoroughly wr
vestigated and anskyzed perimceat
Erenss soggested by this theoog?”

“Ch, of course. R ght down to the
old man’s shaving lather and lotion.
Evea the blade of the old strayght-
cdge maor be uses. e s confined 0
his bed now, and his physical.con-
tacts are casily keot under serict
olservation.” :

“De the membes of the bowse
hold visit him in Wisbedeaom?”

“Yes. He's g great family man, as
I said—he won't listens to a word
against any of them. Howtvee, M,
Weed usually managesto be present.
A devil of a lot depends on the
integrity of this wesnan, 1 know, buu
Dr. Jloos has complete coafidkence
in ber, and I have a foedding bis
conllidence is justified.”

Risen sighwd and drank frem lis
gass, ther leaned beck i his chaic
with the delinitc indication that
he had finished a weasisome account,
I waited quietly to wce if he would
take it up again, but he did sot.

“Is that all?" [ smid.

“That's all.”

“I must say dut you. have
brought me a rare p\tﬂK‘. Rises.”

“ls' thet all you havc to say?™"
He gave mc a sardonic sidewisy
glance. “You know all the char-
acters and you hawe all the facts.
Now lct’s bave the solution.: Fell
mc who is peisoning old Coker, and
hew.” '
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I had been waiting for the chal-
lenge. and ')l not deny there wus
ao elcesent of malice v my reply.

“As 10 the wlutien,” 1 said, “fam
not prepared to clum that much.
I have, however, formad a working
hypethesisy based steictdy on yeur
acconnt, which 1 think you shoulx!
at least puy to the eest.”

“Therlevil you have! What is ier™

“&s e must in mathematics, it
order 10 procecd at ally I've madc
certain assumptions. | assume that
Dr. Lo is a8 cotapeeent phyvsiam
and that hs evaluation of 1he sitva-
tion is therefore basically correct.
1 assume that veu are a ¢ompetent
policeman apd reporter, and have
given me a compiecely accurae
report. 1 do mer, howcever, assume
that Dr. Loos's aixorption theory
is necessarily valid, In my opinion,
ver have not cxhausted the pes-
sibilitit's o oral ingestion."”

“I'd fike to kaow what pmsihiliy
we've overlooked.”

“So you shall. [ suggest that
Rulus Coker is swalfowing niinuee
doses «f whitc arsenic. The doscs
woetld Fave to b musate. for 1we-
tenths uf one gam of whiic arsenic
can be fatl. Such a minuie dess
couldbc carried into the mouth by.a
swalldsy of foud ar tiquid, by any one
of inbunwrzble small and ordinary
actions—povided 1the minute dose
were afready on the lips.”

“What i God's name arc you
teving to say?"

“Iee ws clarify the matter by
cmpleying the Sovruc metlod.

wreN? wie’

Whoo by your secocat, s the one
person who shows afection for the
old nwn? How, berwecr ths sexcs,
is aftecian twadinensily demon-
straled ? Whad part of thie anmomy,
o the distaff sitfe, 1s eually coaced
with a kind ef perfumed and colored
sahve that could act both a3 protee-
tive dueld for i wearmr and an
adberont which vould hald o minuce
dase of deadly posder unnl it could
literally, with all the aspects of
innocenr affection, be rubbed off
one ihe eorrcpandisg parc of
someont. clse?

"Il 1 were youy Licueenant, |
would interrupt s litde demon-
stratiat the aext time it occurs, In
the aonds of the song so popular in
my yemh, A fiwle Kiss eash morning,
@ fitdde byss each mght . .

We sat for a whilc insilence. Then
Risen deliberately ser his empty
ghs on the wdge of the hearth
and dowly stood up.

“Obl" he wid. “Oh, my God!”

He wilked over to the doory and
taking up s hat and ot he went
our e the late gray ulreenoan.

1 &d aot se« him agam uaul
abour (orty-eight hours later whea
he returned to concede that T had

‘heen p(»criscl}' :i];}!t. Ile had two

long scrutches on has left check, bur
he wore thom with peide s the
narks of a triumphaat 2acounter.
It was tle st time to his knowl:
ledge, be said, that anyone in hug
precarious trade had cver wiped
P ;Lm tom the bips of a procy
3
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Welomne back, Sitnon Templar, the

%

Satnt—the: contentpurary i potheosis

Rafflesand-Luspin, tie nodern Robin Hoed, the brighter. pruccancer,
huppy higlwayaman, the ohitalrous crook, the somantic roguc—n

advewnrz of the Pk diamoud Xmown as the Swr of Mandalay . . .
When once the Sai at made up his mixd to bring off & cONp, itvas rmpeceble
to aigie with hm—cven if' it eous orie o flis snaddest smprdses . . .

THE SAINT TAKES @N A DARE
by LESLIE CHARTERIS

T WsS BEEX SAID TFIAY SCNMON
I Templar was a phiacdesce; bur
the cribicism was uot eatircly just.
A pretty face or the wrn of 8 shm
ankle, appealed e him no more—
and not 4 bit less—than they do to
tbe mox: man. Peclvaps bic was meee
honese abour it

1t istrue thatsometimes, (na par-
ticulacly boccaneering meed, as he
swungdown a broad highway leading
10 inliuite adventure, he would suwg
vac of his ewn inimitable song
againsy the pompeus dreariness of
civilization as he saw it, with a
chorus:

Bt if ved. blood runs tan with years,
By God! if 1 nwust dire,
Lilkiss ved lips aud driab red wine
And'fet the rest gn by,
My so0a,
And let #he rest go by

Bat there was a gosture in chat,

10 be taken with or without salt as

the audience pleasec; and a fat lot

the Saint cared. He was mederate
in nothing tlar he said or did. That
msurgent vitality which made him
an outlaw first and hse and in every-
thing rebelled perhaps too ﬂemer}'
agaist all woderation; and if at the
same tme it made himn, 1 those
who kneve lum best, the one glamor-
ous aid remantic figurc of his dav,
that was the judgment which he
himeclf would have asked fer.
These chronicles are concerned
ma uly with cpisodes iz which hc
provided himsell wich the bare e~
cessities of life by cunning and
strategy rather dwn by daring; but
even in those times there were ot-
castnns vwhea lus caceer Slung on the
thread of a ighming decisien. That
hoppeaed in che affair of M,
Bempseer-Craven's much -advertised
pink diameacd; and if e Sajnr
philwdcad then, e would have
told you that he had no regrets.
“The idea that such a2 wuman
should have a jewel that keeps me
awake at nights)” he complained.

Coprrght 2957 8 Kop-Samc Publicadiont, fne> aotgioally tied “Y%c Rie Vhonsoed Beunt Kits.”
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“Tve sof her twice. and she 5 3

I-hﬁ'

s was at dmner anc night.
Peter Qitentin was there: and s
was Fatricia Holm, who, when all
was said und dooe, was the lady who
held the Satnt’s reckless heset aucl
ke best hew to understand sl bis
misdeeds. The subjcet of the “Sear
of Mancalay™ bad cropped wp cisue
ally in 1he course of sonversiion;
and it wias vocth wentonng that
petler of Simon Templar’s guesis
bozhereyd 10 raise sany philoyophical
arguinedt agasist his, seomewliar hes
terodox doctnac against the nghts
of Hags. But it was left for Peter
Quentia Lo put his {oot in i,

Petet read behind the wistfulnes
of die Saint’s words, and said,
“Don’t be ar idiot. Simon. You
don’t med the noncy, and you
covhhie't pawch e Siar of Mau-
dzfay. The snman’s got a private
derccrive follewing her around wher-
cver she goey—""

“Couldir’t I pinch i, Peter?”
sud the Saint very softly.

Patricit saw vhe light in his eyes,
and ¢lutehed Peter's wrist.

“You as!” she gasped. ““Now
yau've donc it. He'd be fesl cnough
10 ty—"

“SWhy ‘tey’i” asked dic Saiat,
looking semnd mikily. “That souads
very much hke an zspersion un my
geuius, wlich I shall natucally have
ID_“-‘"

1 didu™t mean it like that'" prov
wsted dhe gir! frantically. ) mean
that after ull, when we don't need

A DARE

the moncy—=— You sid vou wec
thiaking of running over to Paris
fora aeck—"

“We can go vin Ansterdam and
sell the Stir of Mandalav en ranre,”
sad the Saimt cabhnly, “You b in
your tceth, my sweetheert, You
meant Lhat the Star of Mandalay
wis two much of a problcm {or me
and Fd only getina mess i( | tried
for it. Well, as & muter of fact, Fve
Leea dasting of huving a Jseu at i
foe somc time.”

Peter Quentin damk deeply of
the Chambertin 1w steady hits nerves.

“You hav-en't beea thinking any-
thing of the sort,” husaid. 1 with--
draw everydhing 1 said. You were
just taking on a dare.”

Simon ordered himself a sexond
shice of mclon, and lcaned back with
bis most seraphic amd ¢xasperating
stuile.

“Have L. ke inquired blandly,
“ever told you my celebrated sinty
about a hobtailed ptarmigan asned
Alphonis. whe lived in sin with a
coupte o duckbilied plaxypiin the
1undeas of Siberia? Alphonse. who
sufferedd from asthaia and was a
belicver in Christian Scienee . .7

He completed his ascrative at
preat length, refusing 00 b inter-
rupted; and thev knew thae the die
was cast. When emce Simon Templar
had made up his mind it was tm-
possible 1o argue with him. If he
didn’e preceed blandly to talk you
down with one of hs most fatuous
and irrelevant anecdotes, he would
listen politely te everything you
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had 1o say, agree with you thor-
oughly, and earry on exactly as he
had anoctinged his intentions from
the beginoing; which wasn’t helpful.

And he had obviously made up
bix mind, on ome of his mad im-
pulses; that the Star of Mandalay
was du¥ for a change of ewnership.
It was neta very large stone, but it
was reputed to be flawless: and it
was valued at £1 0,800. Simon reck-
oocd fhat it would be worth £5000
to him in Van Roeper's lictle shop in
Amsterdam, and £5000 svas a sumn
of money that he could (ind a home
for at any time.

But he said notbing abeut that to
Mrs. Dempster-Craven when he
saw her for the third time and spoke
to her for the firsc. He was extremely
polite and apslogetic. He had good
reason to be, for the rakish Hirondcl
which be was driving had collided
with Mits, Dempster-Craven's Rolfs
Royce n-Hyde Park, and the glossy
symmetry of the Rolls Royec's real
elevation had been considerably
1mvpaired.

“I'w- ternbly  sorry,” he said,
“Your chauffeur pulled up rather
suddenly, and my hand-brake cable
broke twhen 1 tricd tostop.”

His hand-brake cable had cer-
tainly divided itself in the middle,
and the frayed ends had been pro-
duced f{or the chauft cur's inspeetion;
but no onc was to know that Simon
had filediit through belore he starte-d
out.

“That isnot: my fault,” said Mrs.
Dempster-Craven coldly. She was

DARE 39

going Lo pay.a call on the wife of 2
minor baronet, and she svas patdona-
bly annoyed at the damage to hex
mpressive car, “Bagshawe, will you
please find e a 1axe.™

“The car'll take you there all
tight, ma’am,” said (he chanflcuy
incautieusly.

Mrs. Dempster-Craven froze him
through her lorgnettes.

"How," she required to know,
“can I possibly cill on Lady Wil-
tham i a car that looks as if I had
picked it up at a sccond-hand salc?
Kindly call me a taxi inuncdiately,
and don’t argue.”

“Yes, mz’am,” said the abashed
chautfeur, and departed on his
errand.

“I really don't ¥now how to
apologize,” said the Saint humbly:

“Tlen don't try,” said Mres,
Dempster-Craven discewnagingly.

The inevitable small crowd had
colleciedy and a paliceman  wasad-
vancing ponderously teward it frem
tlie distance. Mrs. Dervpster-Craven
liked to be starcd at as she crassed
the pavement to Drury Lane Thea-
Lre on aficst neght, but not when she
was sittingin a battcrud car in Hydc
PPark. But the Saint was not so sell-
COMSCIOUS.

“I'm afraid T can't ofier you a lilt.
at the moment; but if my other car
would be of any e 10 you for the
rece ption tenight—"'

*What teception?”’ asked M.
Pempster-Craven haughrily, having
overcome the temptution to retort
that she had three other Rolls
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dalay or her swelling bosom, set in
the genter of a pattern of square-cnt
sapphires in & plavintn  pendant
tat looted mnrebik< an itfum nated
sky-33'gn than any thing esc.

True, there was a large-footed
mian w badly fiting deess cliothes
who teaibed her areund like a der
vorot clacikhund; hut privaw &e-
cccaives of any prade the Saint felt
competcat to deal with, Profus-

sionals likewise, given a fair warning

——.Ellthijllg"l e was anticipating no
prefessivaul surveillance thar night.

But he had aoc been in the hawoc
rwenty -minuies befure he found
himsct £ confronting 2 Jdark sleuder
girl with merey brewn eyes whose
face appearce. hefore him like the
Nemess of v of his most inoecs +
tlirsetioos—und evea then he did
nol pucss what Fawe had in sturc tor
him.

Au his side e heard the: voice of
Mss. Dempster-Craven coowp hke
a2 evnualto dove, “This is Mes
Rovemuid Armisage—a cousin of
the Dukv of Teayall.” And then, as
sie saw rheir cyes fixed on cach
other, **Eut have you met befere?”

“Yus—we have mct!” sid the
Sasnt, tecuverinpg himsell  casity.,
“Wasnt ir that day when you weee

Jjust of” to Ostend?™

"1 thing so," said the girl gravely.

A plaineive baronct in scarch
of an intrxhectoom accosied Mss.
Dempstet-Craven {rom dlic other
stles and Simon toak the gilf m s
grms as the second-orchesira muted
its saxoPhones for a waltz,

SAINT TAKES ON A DARE

*“Tlis is a verv happy reunion,
Rate,” he murmered. | must con-
gratolare you."”

“Why™ she asked suspiciously.

“¥ien we last met—in that {a
mous little argunwat about the
Kellman necklicc—you weren't so
closely related o the Duke of
Travalt™

They made a circuit of the floor—
she danced pudectly, as he would
have cupectod—and then she said
blundly. “What are you doing here,
Saine?”

“Tresding st light fantastic—
drinking (rce  champagne— and
warching lietle monkeys scrambling
up the social ladder,”” he answeted
airily. “And you?”

“T'm here for veectly the same
30D zs 3au are—ay  old-uge
pension.”

T caw't imagine you getting old,
Rare."

“Let's sit owt somewhere,” she
said sudidenly.

They ldt the baliroom and went
in scarch of a sucluded corner of the
conservelory, where arechairs and
shettering palm trees provided dise
crect slooves for ropmntic couples.
Simon nofteed Ut the giel was
quite sure of her way around, and
said so.

“Of conese I've been here hefore,”
she said. “T expect vou have, t00.”

“®n the comrary—this is ny
firse vistr. I never take two bies at
a cherry”

“Not even a ten thousand pound
ones”
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"Not eyen that)”

She priwluced % packet of ciga-
rettes from hor haz and offered ham
age. Simon smiled, and shook his
head.

"There wre furny things about
your cigarcttes thar don't muke me

leugh - out loud. Kare,” he sud
eheerfully.  “Tlav: one of mine
instead.”

“Lowk here,” she said. Let’s put
our-cards o1 the table. You're after
that geadant, and s am 1. Lyvery-
thing un our side is planned out,
and you've just told me this 5 your
first v'ist. You can'r passibly gat in
tront.of us his vime. You ok the
Kellman necklace swuy under our
noscs, but yeu couldu’v do it again.
Wh¥ not cetite pracefully?”

He gased av her theughtfully for
a fow secands; ad she touched his
hand.

“Won't you de that—and sase
trouble?”

“You know, Kate”" sad the
Saint; "'y ou're a lovely child. Would
yay mind very much if 1 kissed
your"'

“J'eould make it worth a hundred
pouuds to yeu—iar nothing—if you
gave; us a clear Ied.”

Sinton wrinkled his nose.

"Are there forty-nine of your"
he drawled. *Tt seems a very small
shace to rpe.”

“l might be able to make it two
hundced. They swauleda't agree to
any more.”

The Saint blew smoke rings to-
ward the ceiling.
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“1f you could mike it two rhou-
sand | ‘dai’t think you'd he able v
buy me otl, darling. Bring boughe
oft is sn dull, So whats the alierna-
tive? Auin 1 slugged with avothee
sandbog  and  locked up o the
pantry™

Suddenly be Tound that she was
gripping his ann, looking suraght
into his Lice,

“Fm uot thinking aliout your
health, Saint,” she satd gnicdy. 1
awaat that pendant. I want it more
than ['d expuct vou te believe P've
never asked any other man a Livor i
my life. I know chat in owr racket
men don‘t do women (avors—ivith-
out petling paid tor it. Rut you're
supposed to be diffecent, aren’t
youur!

“This is a ncw azt, Kate,” mur-
mured the Saint intecestedly. e
go on—I want to hear what rhe
climusis.”

“*Du yeu think this is an ace?”

“1 doa’t want to be acrually rude,
darlings  especially  after all  the
dramatic fervor yeu put into ity
but—"

“¥ou've gt every right to think
0," she said; and he saw that the
merriment was gone from her great
brown eyes. T should think che
syme way if T were in your place,
Pl tey w keep dhe dramatic férvor
out of . Canl tell yeu—ihat that
pendant means the way eut of the
racket for me? P'm going straight
alter this.” She was twisting her
handkerchiel, turning away from
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hita gow, “I';my golug to gev married
-—on the Jevel Funny, 1sa't it

He glanced at her doubtéally,
with thit mockingenrve soll linger-
ing on his lips. For some reasen he
refrained from asking whether her
viher hushands had been informed
of thus plan; be kacw nothing about
ke pav re k. But cven wath the
st intentiens 2 medern Rohin
Heod must gev chat way; and he
did nov know why he was silent.

And thir, quite chearly, Lie Leard
the wead of kesnrely fect on the
other side of the clumps of b
ported  vegetation behind  which
they were concualed. lnstinctively
they glanced at one anether, listen-
ing, and heaed 2 man's fr chuckle
beyood the pabms.

They heard a vosee say, 1 guess
this new plan wakes it a lot casicr
than the way we were going to
werkit."”

Simen saw the gird half rising-from
the settee. In & flash he had flong
one army round her, pinaing her
down, and clapped his ather haad
over her mouth.

*“Maybe iUl e a little trauble,
anyway,” sl a second man. There
came the scratch of a match, and
then, “What are you doing abeut
the grl?”

“I don't keew ... She's a
pretey kictle thing, bur she’s getting
too wrwws. 111 hav ¢ o ditch her in
Paris.”

"*She'll be sore.”

“Well, she ought to know how
to tabe the breaks, | had to kueep hee

‘TAKE,$ ON &
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going to get w8 in here, but it ain't
my %‘mlt if she waats to malic it @
maeaency,”

“YWhar abww¢ her shwe?”

“Aw, I might sond her g couple
of hundied, just for conscience
moncy. She ain'v a bad kil Too
scatuncatal, that's all.”

A shost poux, and then the
scconl man again: “Well, thar's
your busiaess, It's qust & quarter
after cleven, Guess 1 better sce
Watkios and make sure w's ready
e fix ehese lights.”

The keisueed [eer rocoded agan,
and Simon rcleascel the girl slowly.
He saw that she swas as white as a
shices, and there were tears in ber
eyes. He Jighual a cigrretic method-
ically. 1t was a tough bike for women
—always had been. They hud o
knew how to take the breaks.

“Did you hear? she asked, and
he fooked at et again.

“1 couldn’t very well help it
I’'m sorry, kid . . . Tha wus your
prospuctive husband, [ suppnse?™

She nodded,

There was nothting he cnuld - say.
She stnod up, and be walked Leside
hec back v the iallsoom. She keft
him thewe, with a smile wthat never
wembled; and the Saint turned and
found Peer Quentin beside .

“Must you keep all the fun to
yowsci, old bos#™ pleaded Aoier

T

1
i

fortornly. “I've bvn tremding on-

the toes of 1he fatwest dowager in
the would. Who's your girl friend?
She loeks 1 stunner.”

“She stuaned me oace,” said the
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Saint feininiscently. “@r somwe pals
of hers did. She’s passing here as
Rosanwund Armiage; but the police
tnow her best as Rate Allfwld, and
bee aickianw is The Mag.”

Peter's cyes were following the

id yearnwgly across e toom.

*Thure ostght 10 be some hideous
punistment for  bestosving  names
tike that,” he decared: and the
Saint gvisned alsent-mindedly.

“1 ko, In a story bosk slx’d be
Isbellc de la 1iontaine but her
parents woerea't thinking about her
cateer when they chinstenved her.
That’s ical life in our low prufession
—and s is the aiclisame.”

“Docs that meun there’s com-
petition ia the field?”

“It means just that.” Simon's
gasc was sweeping systormat icafly
ever the other guests; and at that
mament he saw the men he was
looking fer. *You sec that dark beed
who losks us if he might be a gigolo?
Face fikoe 2 prewey buy, all you sec
it’s juat a mask cut in g(anitc 7z -
Mat’s Philip Caency.

“And the big fellow heside him—
just offecing the Dcmpster-Craven
a cigarcrte. That's George Runce.
They'te tvo of the slickest jewel
thieves in the busiovss, Mesdy chey
work the Rivicta—I den't think
they’ve cver hoen in Eagland be-
fosc. Kzt wos talking in the plural
all the time, and | wondered whao
she meant.”

Petcr’s mouth shuped a silent
whistle.

“What's going to happen?"

“ don’t know deldnitely; but I
should like to prophesy that at
apy womont the light wil go
oul—"

And as he spake, with a prompt-
ness that scemad almwst uncasny,
the three enorious cut-glass clhon-
defiers which illeminated the bal-
room simeltancously flicked out 2
if a magic wand had conjuced them
out of existence; and the ronm was
plmped into iaky blackncs.

The huzz of conversatien rose
louder, mingled with sporadic laugh-
ter. AMier trying valiantly w esay
on fer a couple of burs, the orchesira
faded out iercgulary, und the danc-
cis shufiled © 2 stancstill.

@ver in one osner A face-
tious party started swaging, “Where
—was— Mowe—whea—the—lighrs
—wente—ont?"

Aud then, cising above cvery
other sound, came Mrs. Dempsier-
Craven's hysterical shrick:

“Helpl”

There was a momenczey sikence,
broken by a few ungeriatn titters.
Aad Mrs, Demyprer-Craven’s voice
rang wildly through the room 2gain.

“My pendant! My pendant! Put
cn the lights!”

Then camwe the shazp vicwus
smash of a fisu against flesh and bene;
a coughing gruny, and the thud of
2 fall. Maer Queatin [elc arownd
hiny, but the Saint had gone, Peter
started atress the toom, plunging
bindly amang the crowdd tan vess
heaving helplessly in the darkness.

Then one or two matches (lwed
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onc of those. But for thar, he would
have played his hand faultlessly,
outbluffed and outmanecuvered the
Carney-Ruiice combination in a
fair field, and made as clean a job
of it as anything else he had ever
done.

But that single unexpected
factor had turned the scale just
enough to bring the bluff to a
showdown, as unexpected factors
always would. And yet Peter Quen-
tin saw that the Saint was smiling,

“I think that's a good idca,” said
the Saint.

Betweeen  Philip Carney  and
George Runce flashed one blank
- glance; but their mouths remained
closed.

“Perhaps there’s another room
we could go to,” said the detective,
almost genially; and Mrs. Dempster-
Craven inclined her head like a
qucen dismissing a distasteful odor,

“Watkins wiﬁ show you to the
library.”

Simon turned on his heel and led
the way toward the door, with Mr.
Watkins still gripping his arm; but
as his path brought him level with
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Kate he stopped and smiled at her,

“I think you'rc a swell kidi” he
said.

His voice sounded a trifle strange,
And then, before two hundred
shocked and startled eyes, including
those of Lord and Lady Bredon, the
Honourable Cclia Mallard, three
baronets, and the aspiring Mrs.
Dempster-Craven herself, he placed
his hands gently on her shoulders
and kissed her outrageously on the
mouth; and in the silence of appalled
aristocracy which followed that pei-
formance made his stately cxit.

“How the devil did you get awav
with it?” asked Peter Quentin
weakly, as they drove away in u
taxi an hour later. “I was fairly
sweating blood all the time you werc
being scarched.”

The Sainc’s face showed up in the
dull glow as he drewat his cigaretze.

“It was in my mouth,” he said.

“But they made you open your
mouth—"

“It was there when 1 kissed Kate,
anyway,"’ said the Saint, and sang to
himsclf all the rest of the way home.

Ebnrrors’ Nore: Now that you have
read the sories by Leshe Claneris
(aboue the Saint, a modern Robin
Hood) and by Flercher Flora (about
Roscoe Fay, a modern armchair de-
tectve), you see why we decided to

publish both storics, back to back, in
the same issue. The two stones are
completely diffevent in every concetva
ble wway—except one. The characters
are differens, the cvents, the settings,
the tone, the types they represent in the
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mystery gente—everything is different,
except one thing: the basic plot concept
is the same—in principle. But how
vasly different are the Charteris and
Flora variations (for one giddy mo-
menz we were tempted to say “as
different as Fauna and Flora”). How
vastly unlike the techniques, the plet
developments, the final revelations.
Ah, the ingenuity of the creative mind!

Age cannot wither, nor custom stale
its infinite variety . . .

For still another complesely different
variation, read Ellery Queen's "The
Three Widows,” published in the
January 1952 issue of EQMM, in
Q.B.I.: QUEEN'S BUREAU OF INVESTI-
GATION, and reprinted meest recently
{2 ELLERY QUEEN'S 1963 ANTHOL-
oGY.

‘0"

CURRENT MYSTERY AND SUSPENSE HARDCOVERS

AUTHOR TITLE PUSLISHER PRICE | ON SALE
Chaber, M. E. SIX WHO RAN Ho't, Rinehast $3.50 8/20
& Winston
Chortaris, Leslie VENDETTA FOR THE SAINT Doubieday 3.95 8/21
Cleeve, 8rion DEATit* OF A WICKED SERVANT | Random House 3.95 Aug.
Egon, Lesley MY NAME IS DEATH Harper & Row 3.95 8/12
Haggord, William | THE ANTAGOMNISTS Ives Washburn 3.50 8/24
Longley, lee OSIRIS DIED IN AUTUMN Doubleday 3.50 B/7
Montellhet, Hubert | THE ROAD TO HELL S'mon & Schuster 3.50 8/14
Morflock, Bill A PIANNED COINC{DENCE Mocmillon 3.95 Aug.
(rot Wm.|
O'Malley, Patrick THE AFFAIR OF JOKRN DONNE William Marrow 3.50 8/13
(min)
Phllips, Judson TIHE LAUGHTER TRAP Dodd, Meod 3.50 8/10
Procter, Mourice TWO MEN IN TWENTY Haorper & Row 3.95 8/26
Queen, Ellery ELLERY QUEEN'S DOUBLE Random House 4.95 Aug.
DOZEN {anthology)
Reagan, Thomas B. | BANK JOB Torquil Press 3.50 8/10
Stoone, Wiiliam THE RIM OF MORNING Dodd, Mead 5.00 8/10
Slmenon, Georges | FIVE TIMES MAIGRET Harcourt, Brace 5.95 8/26
& World
Stewart, Mary THIS ROUGH MAGIC Wil(lium Morrow 495 8/10
Mill)
von Gulik, Robert | THE EMPEROR'S PEARL Chos. Scribner's 3.50 8/28
Wilkinson, Burke NIGHT OF THE SHORT KNIVES | Chas. Scribrer’s 4,50 8/19
CURRENT MYSTERY AND SUSPENSE PAPERBACKS
AUTHOR ) TINLE PUBLISHER PRICE | ON SALE
Dean, Amber BULLET PROOF Populor Library 50¢ 8/4
Eherhoit,Mignon G. | DEADLY IS THE DIAMOND PopularLibrary 50¢ 8/18
Marlowe, Dan J. NEVER LIVE TWICE Gold Medal 40¢ 7/30
(Orig'inal)
Plper, Evelyn HANNO'S DOLL Crest Books 40¢ g/n
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EQMM,
24th year

“Ellery Queen's Mystery Maga-
2inc” is now bigger and better than
ever—32 extra pages in every issue,
at S0 cents per copy. These 32
added pages every month bring you
the highest possible quality of mys-
tery fiction—f{rom stories of pure
detection (amateur, armchair, and
official} and probing studies of
crime  (psychological, psychiatric,
and Robin Hoodish) to tours de
force of suspense, surprise, and even
the supernatural.

One of the new features of the
bigger-and-better EQMM s the
inclusion, in most issues, of a com-
plete shert novel—superlative works
by the Grand Masters of Mystery,
including such celebrated detective
writcts as these listed alangside.

Be sure not to miss a single wssue
—you will never forgive yourself!
Each year’s issues of EQMM now
offer nearly one-quarter of a8 million
words in short novels, and nearly
three-quarters of a millien” words ip
short stories-—-or alnwost one mil-
lion words every year of the best
reading this side of paradisel—a
veritable library of larceny--the
créme du crime—the diamonds of
detection . . . each worth a King’s
(or a Queen’s) ransom . , ,



BEST MYSTERIES

recommended by ANTHONY BOUCHER

The long-respected by-line of “‘Frances and Richard Lockridge” appears for
the last time on @UEST OF THE BOGEYMAN and THE prvious oNEs (Lippin-
cott, $3.50 each), both admirabty ingenious suspensc thrillers (without the
Norths or Captain Heimrich). Frances Lockridge was, as a versatile and
impeccable craftsman of mystery-making, one of the most devious ones.
You are invited 1o join me in grateful tribute to her memory—and in wish-
ing Richard Lockridge all success with his forthcoming solo efforts,

%% %% THE ENGLISH WIFE, by Chority Bloclsrock (Coward-McCunn, $3.95)

Violence, treachery and murder in the Highland Clearances of
1815 serve as background for one of Miss Blackstock’s powerful (and equalty
violent) love storics.

%% YHE HUNTING-GROUND, by Froncis Cltfford (Coward-McCann, $3.95)
Caribbean island republic is setting for quict tense pursuit story
reminiscent of Geoffrcy Household.

%%% TRAP FOR CINDERELLA, by Sébostien Joprisot (Simon & Schuster, $3.50)
Winner of Grand Prix de la Littérature Policiére, ably translated
by Helen Weaver, is odd provocative tale of subtle ambivaiences.

*%x A HANK OF HAIR, by Charlorte Jay (Harper & Row, $3.50)
Brief, intense, morbid story of murder and obsession, for fanciers
of Grand Guignol, Friedrich Buerrenmatt, or THE COLLECTOR.

x% FUNERAL OF FIGARO, by #llis Peters {Morrow, $3.50)
Last year’s Edgar-winner returns with murder in the opera house—
a charming novel, rich in understanding of Mozart and his interpretets.

%% YHE GRAVE-MAKER'S HOUSE, by Rubin Weber (Harper & Row, $3.50)
Short, strong and refreshing first novel of murder and the public
conscience, with vivid Pennsylvanta Dutch focale.

My own BEST DETECTIVE STORIES OF THE YEAR: 19TH ANNUAL COLLECTION
(Dutton, $3.50) contains 17 stories from the magazine year 1963—five from
EQMM ard one by EQ. I hope you'll find it a varied and stimulating
selection.
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ELLERY IN A

COUNTRY CHURCHYARD

by RICHARD M. GORDON

It shouldn't be the butler,
And it couldn’t be the vicar;
There are methods that are subtler
Than the cyanide in liquor.
And the poor distress{ul damsel

Who wails, “Had I but known . . .

Be she fraulcin, miss, or ma'mselie,
I can take or leave alone.

Save me from the author-iady
With her gentle, gentee! crime;

This reader is afraid he
Just hasn’t got the time

To explore the rector’s garden
Scarching [or a telling cluc,

Sc I beg the author’s pardon,
But { don’t mind telling you

That I like my action quicker.
Gad! It cetddn't be the vicar]




DOUU‘]M!I tecum .

A near “first story’—actually, the author's sccond stery; his first story
was published last year by “‘Atlantic Menthly.”

The author is 33 years old. In kis swdent days, he tells us, he “wrote
enough fiction o ruin a small library, but never had the coirage to subnat
any of it for publication” At 20 he began to make a living ghost-wiiting
peolitical speeches (in Michigan) and in the years since he has “churned
out a long-ton of publicity copy, press releases, theatrical blurbs, etc.’

About the muddle of last year Mr. Somerloit decided to take his life's
savngs and go 10 Mexico to write——=for himself. Result: his “first story”
lo “Atflantic,” his second story o EQMM . . .

“Fox in the Night” is a deceptively simple tale about a muerder that
occursin @ Mexican village whose culture hasn't changed in a hundred
years—*‘a hundred? more lihe five hundred”’—and about a dedective whio
believes ‘it swonld be foolesh ta allew murder o interrupt stesta” . .

FOX IN THE NIGHT
by ROBERT S@MERLOTT

EVEN BLACK-VEILED womMmEN old skinflint with vivid cosmetics.
knclt in the darkened room. His thin lips bloomed like jaca-
Flickering candles at the head and  randas. The dead man’s folded hands
feet of the corpse projected gro- grasped two lilies and for the frst
tesque shadows on the adobe walls  time in fifty ycurs were not clutch-
and multiplied the seven into a ing fora peso. The craftsmen [or the
legion of shapeless mourners who  dead had performed their work with
writhcd and swayed to a ceaseless great imagination. Quickly, too.
chant. “Are, Marra, gratia plena, Onuly the morning before the corpse
"B had been found in an ant-infested
The corpsc in its coffin rested on gutter. Considering this, Don Dicgo
four wooden sawhorscs. From a looked very good mdeed.

crack in the door to the patio a ray In a small room across the sun-
of sunlight seruck the cold forchead  drenched patio Detective Sargento
of Don Diego Hernandez. The voice  Vincente Lopez of Guadalajara sat
of the oldest woman rose in a keen-  at a rickety table. He silently cursed
ing wail, drowning out the cadence everything about this miserable,
of dvesand the click of rosary beads.  burro-haunted  suburb. Thrusting
The morticians had painted the out his strong lower jaw, he blew a
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mighty blast of air upward. His
fierce black mustachios trembled
like palms before a lhurricane.
“Caramba!”

The backroom of this little store
was hotrer than a torulla griddle.
The sergeant’s massive brown hand
toyed with a half-empty Coke bottle
whose warmth tempted only the
cloud of flies buzzing around it
Lopez longed for his comparatively
coot office in the city. But even
morc he longed tadelivera powerful
kick to the insolent backside of the
young police inspector from Mexico
City. This target was beautifully
displayed. The young know-it-all
was now bent over, his back to
Lopez, wiping dust from his fancy
Italian shoes. What a temptation!

This whelp had been passed oft as
“a graduate student observing police
methods.”” It had not taken Lopez
five scconds to spot him as some sort
sort of spy sent out by the political
meddlers in the Capital. The Whelp
would doubtless write a report show-
ing that the provincial police were
fools, with a certain Sargento Vin-
cente Lopez heading the list.

“It would seem at first glance that
you have a problem here,” the
Whelp said. “But perhaps the solu-
tion 1s not far to seek.” Stl!l bent
over, the Whelp brushed a fly {rom
his greased hair.

The toe of Lopez’ huge boot
ached with longing. Twenty-eight
years of police experience might
count for very little if he bungled in
the presence of this politically con-
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nected upstart. The Whelp would
scribble a few sentences to  his
bureaucrat employers, and Lopez’
incompetence would provide the
political ammunition they were
leoking for. He must move carcfully
asa cat.

“With your permission,” said
Lopez, I would like to hcar the
daughter’s story once more.” The.
Whelp acquiesced with weary im-
patience.

The girl Sofia cntered, bringing
fresh Cokes to replace the bottles an
the table. She apologized for their
warmth. Her father had not bought
ice his last day, and the Coke cooler
was now like an oven.

Sofia wore the funereal hlack that
would shroud her for the next year.
But the somber dress and jet man-
tilla only added to her wistful seven-
teen-year-old appeal. Her features
were fine—almost purely Spanish—
yet her skin was as warmlv coffee-
colored as Lopez’ own.

The sergeant was a very happily
married man with cleven children,
but he spent a long moment in ap-
preciation of the gir! beforc he
spoke. ““Sefiorita, a thoussnd par-
dons. I must intrude on your grief
once more and asl\ you to repeat
your tragic story.”

“It 15 all because of the evil re-
frigerator,” she said, two great rear-
drops forming in her soft brown
eyes. “Each night my father would
take a few pesos from the till and
save them to buy a great refrigerator
made bv the General Electric.”
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The refrigerator would chill the
Cokes and beer that were the best-
selling items in Don Diego's little
store. Although the home-built
shelves were stocked with American
soap flakes and cans of mackerel, the
liquid refreshments were the real
money makers—even outselling the
rice and frijoles that stood in dusty
kegs beside the door. The refrigera-
tor would represent a major com-
mercial triumph, since the store
across the street would sull rely on
an icebox, as Don Diego himself had
always had to do.

“And | understand that your hon-
ored father boasted of his inten-
tions,” Lopez said.

*Si. Sedior Avila has owned the
storc across the strect for many
years. They were in bitter competi-
tion, God forgive them. Last week
Sciior Avila told the whole strect
that my father’s scales were dis-
honest—that he cheated on the
frijoles. Ah, the quarrel that fol-
lowed! Que furioso! My father
struck Sefior Avila in the face with
a mop, and said he would spic on his
mother's grave. Sefior Avila threw a
pail of slops on my fatherand threat-
cned to get his pistol. It was then my
father shouied that very soon he
would buy the great refrigerator.
No onc would get Cokes from Sciior
Avila any more, since ours would be
colder. ‘Then Juanito, the hunchback
who scllsicc cream from a cart, came
betwcen them. But my father turned
on Juanito and screamed that the
new refrigerator would also have a
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Deep Froczing Compartment. We
would sell ice cream cheaper, and
soon Juanito the hunchback would
be out of busincss and starving. Ah,
God forgive them alll”

The rest of Soha’s story was the
same as before. Her father had saved
over cight thousand pesos—a fan-
tastic sum by the village standards,
for in Mexico a refrigerator is a pain-
fully expensive thing. For that
moncy one could buy a small house
of onc’s own, or live for more than a
year on the fat of the village.

Don Diego kept the money in a
safe, cemented in the tile loor under
the bed which he, a widower, occu-
pted alone. He had scen too much
of his uncertain world to trust banks,
checks, or credit. Only pesos under
the bed were sure.

The Whelp suddenly leaned into
their conversation. “You are pre-
pared to swear, Sefiorita. that no one
but yoursclf knew the cxact evening
when your father would go to
Guadalajara with eight thousand
pesos under his scrape?”

“Jesus, Mary, and Joseph are my
witnesses. No onc else knew. It could
have been next weck—even next
month. Do you think my fathes was
ool cnough to tell the whole streer
that on a certain night he would
stand alonc at the dark bus stop
with all that money?”

“No!” The Whelp’s voice rose
dramatically. “But I think his
daughter was fool enough to tdl a
certain young man who works in
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this store. A young man whose eyes
long fer her.”

“I did not tell Carlos anything.”

The Whelp spread his hands pat-
ronizingly. “Ab, Sefiorita, here is a
young man, handsome as he is poor.
All the street knows he wishes to
marry you. But your father laughed
at such an idea, and promised you to
Sefior Lima, the mechanic. And so,
one night—"

The Whelp’s small fist crashed on
the table. Sofia cried out and fung
hersclf upon Lopez, weeping.

“It is a lie, Sargento. A lie!”

After a2 moment Lopez gently
freed himself from the girl's trem-
bling arms. For al{ his strength and
roughness, he had a father’s tender-
ness. Under the bristling brows that
made him resemble a caricaturc of
Pancho Villa, his brown eyes were
kindly. How many crying children
had he comforted? He had lost
count.

The Whelp stared across the patio.
The door to the living quarters was
now open and sunlight streamed in
on the kneeling women, reflecting
brighdy from the clicking rosaries
and the silver buckles on the coffin.
Contempt for their ancient rite was
written on the Whelp's facc.

‘“Sergeant,” he sud. “An arrest
is in order. If the young mar Carlos
and the girl are innocent, they can
clear themselves later.”

Lopez shook his dark head firmly.
“We have much time, but no evi-
dence, my friend.”

“On the contrary, Sergeant, for-
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midable evidence has escaped you.
Early this morning, while you were
doubtless busy at home, I mysclf in-
vestigated. True, Bon Diego was
found near the bus stop and this girl
claims he was going to Guadalajara.
True, the money is missing from the
safc. But Don Dicge did not leave
this heusc alive! Seflora Victoria
Diaz was sitting by her window. She
saw Don Dicgo close his doors at
seven. She swears he did not come
out again.”’

“The Sefora Victeria Diaz is
cross-cyed.  Perhaps  she is mis
taken,” saud Lopez.

“T'wo other witnesses say the
same. There s onty onc door. Per-
haps you suggest that Don Diego
slipped between the iron bars of the
rear window? No! His skull was
crushed in this house—perhaps in
this room—and his body carried to
the bws stop when the street was
asleep.”

“No!" Sofia cried out. “That
night I weat to the promenade in
the plaza. My father had told Carlos
to stop work early. We walked home
together at ten. I thought my father
was adeep in his room, or had not
yet returned from the city.”

Lopez studied the tearful face of
the girl 2 momeat. “Gracias, Sefor-
ita. We will wait until tomorrow.
You may rerurn to your prayers.”

Sofia dropped a quick curtsy to
Lopez and left, ignoring the Whelp,
who stood aside in ill-conccaled
anger. Lopez adimired the smooth
way she walked—straight-backed,
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this store. A young man whose eycs
long for her.”

“I did not tell Carlos anything.”

The Whelp sprcad his hands pat-
ronizingly. **Ab, Sefiorita, here is a
young man, handsome as i is poor.
All the street knows he wishes to
marry you. But your father laughed
at such an idea, and promised you to
Sefior Lima, the mechanic. And so,
one night—"

The Whelp’s small fist crashed on
the tablc. Sofia cried out and flung
herself upon Lopez, weeping.

“It is a ke, Sargento. A lLel”

After 2 moment Lopez gently
freed himself from the girl’s trein-
bling arms. For all his strength and
toughness, he had a father’s tender-
ness. Under the bristling brows that
made him resemble a caricature of
Pancho Villa, his brown eyes were
kindly. How many crying children
had he comforted? He had lost
count.

The Whelp stared across the patio.
The door to the living quarters was
now open and sunlight streamed in
on the kneeling women, reflecting
brightly from the clicking rosaries
and the silver buckles on the caffin.
Contempt for their arcient rite was
written on the Whelp's face.

“Sergeant,” he said. “An arrest
is in ocder. If the young man Carlos
and the gicl are innocent, they can
clear themselves later.”

Lopez shook his dark head firmly.
“WVe have much time, but no cvi-
dence, my friend.”

“On the contrary, Sergeant, for-
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midable evidence has escaped you.
Early this morning, while you were
doubtless busy at home, 1 mysclf in-
vestigateel. True, Don Dicgo was
found near the bus stop and this girl
claims he was gomg 10 Guadalajara.
Truc, the moncey 1s missing from the
safe. But Don Dicgo did not leave
this housc alive! Seciiora Victoria
Diaz was sitciug by her window. She
saw Don Dicgo close his doors at
scven. She swears he did not come
eut again.”

“The Sefora Victoria Diaz is
cross-eycd. Perhaps she is mis-
taken,” said Lopez.

“Two other wilnesses say the
same. There is only onc door. Per-
haps you suggest that Doen Diego
slipped between Lhie iron bacs of the
rear window? No! [Ilis skull was
crushed in (his house—perhaps in
this room—and his body carried to
the bus stop when the strect was
asleep.”

“No!” Sofia cried out. “That
night T went (o the promenade in
the plaza. My father had told Carlos
to stop work early. We walked home
together at ten. I thought my father
was asleep in his room, or had not
yet retwened from the city.”

Lopez studied the tearful face of
the girl a moment. “Gracias, Sefior-
ita. We will wait until tomorrow,
You may return to your prayers.”’

Sofia dropped a quick curtsy to
Lopez and left, ignoring the Whelp,
who stood aside in ill-concealed
angcr. Lopez admired the smooth
way she walked—straight-hacked,
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like the Tarascan Indian women in
‘the viltage where Lopez was born,

The two men then went across the
stceet where Sciior Avila’s sun-
parched store hummed with busi-
ness and gossip. The beers they
bought were tepid, fer the village
iceman was just then making de-
livery from his two-wheeled cart.
The Whelp sulked in the coolest
corner, having nudged Avila’s flea-
devoured dog out of the shade with
the pointed toe of his shoe. Lopcz
tried to learn more about the la-
mented Don Diego.

Scitor Avila was a sleepless-looking
man. Like his starved dog, his bones
nearly pierced his sagging skin. He
would speak no evil of the dead, of
course. He would only say that his
former competitor had been a highly
honorable man who was so tight-
fisted he would snatch centavos from
the hands of beggar children.

The man who had dclivered ice to
Don Diego seven days a week for five
years was another who would speak
no evil. But he quickly added that
the deccased had always weighed
every piece of ice on his own dubious
scales. Further, on the only day in
the past five vears when delivery
failed, Don Dicgo autempted to
charge him for a quarter kilo of but-
ter that meclted. Apart from these
small foiblcs, he had been a “won-
derful person.”

“A truly noble sou!,” agreed hefty
Sefior Lima, the successful mechanic
swho had been selected for Sofia. “1
worked for him many times and usu-

ally he paid me. He would have been
a finc father-in-law. Qnly last week
I repaired the pump for him and he
paid me half what I asked with no
argument.” Sefior Lima tucked his
belly into his trousers, and sighed in
bereaveme nt.

The two policemen returned to
the street. Juanito, the huachback,
crouched ncar his ice cream wagon
in the shadow ef a tumble-down wall.
Had he known the late Don Diego?
The hunchback spat. Did he know
of any bandits in the neighborheod?
The hunchback raised a skeletal
hand in a vile gesture.

“It was the Devil that killed
him,” he said. “T myself made the
doll with garbage from his own
store. [ myself crushed ehe head with
pliers.”

The Whelplooked uncomfortable.
“This is pointless, Sergeant. I'll
meet you here tomorrow. If you
cannot be roused to action, perhaps
your supcriors can be.”

The Whelp scattered the ragged
children who had swarmed over his
sleck government car. He drove off
with the village dog pack in barking
pursuit, sending clouds of dust into
window's on both sides of the narrow
street.

Lopez climbed into his ancient
Ford. To come the few mules 20 this
village was to go back a hundred
years in time. Between the adobe
walls, from whose tops brown weeds
sprouted, the soulful burros ptodded
over ancient cobblestones. A hun-

dred years® More like five hundred.
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Back to a culture the Whelp woreld
never understand, but which was
part of Lopez’ blood.

Just as he started the motor, Solia
and the boy Carlos emecrged from
the store. They walked slowly hand
in band, wrning the corner toward
the bus stop. Was there a chance
they might lead him to a place where
Don Dicgo’s pesos were buried? It
scemed teo good to hope for—and
too tecrible to believe. The boy had
such a look of gentleness, and the
Sefiorita—ah, the Seforita!

Lopez followed the bus. Although
he ceuld not see its name en the
front, he knew from the direction
that it was going to the nearby town
of Zapopan, a dusty place with no
distinction except a huge cathedral
housing a tiny statue of the Virgin.
This miraculous statue, it was said,
bad once halted a raging Hood. Gen-
crarions later, she helped raise the
declining waters of Lake Chapala,
and performed countless other serv-
ices lor the pubtic goad. The Virgin
Ivacd been made a full general in the
army, and her extraordinary power
was venerated and feared.

Sofia and Catlos dismounted from
the bus, and still walking hand in
hand went up the broad steps of the
cathedral. Lopez gave a great sigh
ol relief and his mustachios trem-
bled. This settled it. The innocent
might well go to the Virgin to pray
for deliverance from suspicion. Bur
the guilty? Such audacity was be-
yond belief!

A short time later the boy and
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girl left the cathedral and walked
toward the plaza. [opez started his
car. The Whelp’s sneering face
loomed up i his mind, ten times
larger than life. The sergeant hesi-
tated, then tumed off the motor.
Leaving his ear, he went quickly
mto the church.

Fired with the determination of a
matador, Lopez drove back to the
village. He wallked slowly past the
murdered man’s house and turned
the corner, leaving the town’s single
street and moving toward the bus
stop.

The barren fields began immedi-
ately behind Don  Diego’s  store.
Three hundred meters away was the
highway and thc bus stop. FHere and
there clumps of scrub brush and
cactus broke the empty wasteland.
One small adobe crouched not far
from the rear of the store building,
nearly concealed in a thicker. An
ancient earth-colored woman sat in
the doorway, her worn hands cease-
lessly slapping tortilla deugh.

Lopez doffed his hat and ap-
proached her gallantly. “Good day,
Mother. I seck information about
the honored Don Diego Hernas-
dez.”

*A good man, my son. We all
mourn him.”

“A noble person,” Lopez agreed.
“But, of course, there are evil
tongues who say he had his faults,”

She crossed herselt. “What do the
people of the village know? Not one
has come here since the sickness car-
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tiect off my sons and their children.
And 1, who know all, say nothing of
Don Diego. For to spread scandal
is 12 cut open a pillow. The feathers
are quick tofly, but slow to gather.”

“Mother,” sat Lopez, “1 need
tryth. Not for myself, but for a
young boyand girl. Tell me, and the
saints will remember you.”

Her hands paused in their endless
thythm. “God will forgive Don
Diego,"” she said at lagt. “After all,
he was a widower and men will be
men, Even his own daughter did not
know how he used to steal away
secretly at night to visit the evil
sefioritas who live in Campo Seven.
In lfe he paid for them in pesos.
Now he pays in Purgatery.”

“Tell me, Mother, why did not
the whote strect know?”

“He was a clever fox in the night.
The first time 1 saw him come
through the bars of his window, I
thought it was the Devil himself.
But the following week the moon
was {ull, and I saw clearly.”

“A thousand thanks, Mother.”

“Go with God, my son.”’

Lopez strode to the rear window
of Don Diego’s house. Quickly he
tested the iron bars, but they did not
yield to bis pulling. Then he twisted
the last three bars on the right, and
Don Diego’s secret was revealed.
They were not welded but cleverly
threaded at the top and bottom to
unscrew silently and free the wid-
owcr for his nocturnal prowls. No
small amount of care and mechanical
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skill had gone into theit construc-
t:on.

Lopez glanced at his watch. He
started it running again by banging
his wrist twice against the building,
and then referred to the sun for the
time, Nearly three o’clock! At home
his wife was waiting dinncr. After
that the big bedrooin would be cool
for an hour’s nap. He had much
thinking to do, but it would be fool-
ish to allow murder to interrupt
siesta,

The next morning Lopez occupied
the seat of honor behind the table
in the backroom of the store. Actu-
ally, he was outranked by savage-
looking old Captain Valles, his im-’
mediate superior, who had “just
casually come by"” with two uni-
formed policemen. The Whelp stood
next to the captain, while Sofia and
Carlos sat on crates opposite Lopez,
who was just concluduig a raher
long speech.

“So we know the plan of the hon-
ored Don Diego. Trusting no one,
he sent his elerk away an hour early.
He locked the only door and. turned
out the lights. The street thought e
had gonc to bed. In truth, he lefc by
the rear window to go to Guadala-
jara where the stores were open late.
After his talk of a refrigerator, he
was afraid of alerting some thief if
he closed carly and was scen going
toward the highway. A sly fox—but
too sly for the murderer who was
already waiting near the bus stop.”

Captain Valles said, “This seems
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very probable. I think it is correct.”

“Admirable detection.” agreed
the Whelp smoothly. “‘Sergeant
Lopez has come necatly back to
where he was yesterday. But he
has still not explaincd the impor-
tant thing. Why this particular man
on this particular night? Someore
knew!” The Whelp's voice became
threatening. ‘“Who wore likely than
his daughter’s special friend?”

Caprain Valles looked sharply at
Loptz, demanding an answer.

opez  hesitated. The terrible
question had come—the guestion to
which he had no reply. He said, “In
a little time I will reveal this, too.
But I think we are all thirsty. By
.your leave, Sefiorita, may I bring
Cekes from the store?”

Softa, too weary to answer, nod-
ded. Lopez went to the next room
where the door to the street stood
open to entice an unexpected breeze.
Que terribic! What a situation!
With one hand he fumbled with the
bottles while with the other he
pounded the back of his head to
beat his brain to action. “Lady of
Zapopay, tell me the answer.”

Lopcz turned away {rom the
Coke box and glanced into the
strect where a familiar figure was
passing by. Suddenly a clear mes-
sage came to Jopez—perhaps from
the warm botales under his arm be-
fore they craslied to the floor. Leap-
ing through the doar, Lopez raced
across the street.

“Ayl” he bellowed. His eycs
blazed and his mustachios quivered
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with ferocity. “Ay!" he yelled and
seized the man with his great hands.

“Ladron! Did you think you
could escape me? Did you not knew
the money would be found in your
miserable house? Did you not know
the old Sefiora saw you in the
shadows? Pig and child of pigs!”

The man crumpled in Lopez’
grasp. ‘“The money was mine!” he
cried. “He cheated me penny by
penny. [ did not mean to kill him.
I did not mean to kil

The shouts brought the people
{rom the backraom and in a moment
the whole strect had gathered round.
Lopez thrust the guilty man into the
arms of the two policemen. “Take
the pig to Guadalajara. The case i
sobved.”

They dragged the murderer to-
ward the waiting car. Before its door
slammed, he gave one last wail
“My icel My cart of ice. The sun
will melt it?”” But he nced not have
worried, for even then Scfior Avila
was carrying the cold blocks into
his store to chill beer for the celebra-
tion that would surely follow.

For a second Lopez stood wonder-
ing how it had alt happencd. Then
he drew hinself up to full height and
spoke. “It was clear o me from the
beginning. Don Diego, rest hissweet
soul, was a miscr. Would he order
icec when he knew he would have a
relrigerator the unext day? And
when, for the first tune in years, he
does nof order it—Caramba! A burro
could sec it.”

Captain Valles shook Lopez’ hand.
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“A remarkable job, Sargento. A re-
markable job!” The Whelp mum-
bled congratulations, which Lopez
accepted magnanimously. But Sdha
stood © one side, her widc cyes fixed
on some distant point. Expanding
his chest to the maximum, Lopez
approached her. She smiled very
gently.

“Carlos and I asked Our Lady’s

help at Zapopan yesterday,” she
said. “Afterward, wesat in the plaza
and saw yeu go into the church. Qur
Lady is quite wonderful to have
found the murderer, is she not?”

Lopez’ chest deflated a bit. He
glanced areund quickly, but no one
had heard.

“Yes, Sefiorita,” he whispered. “A
remarkable job.”




Eight times John Smith successfally myrdered his unsuspecting bride; but
when he tried to make it Number Nine, John Smith learncd that something

new had been added . .

. G wicked and urtty story.

NINE.FINGER JACK
by ANTH®NY BOUCHER

OHN SMITH IS AN UNEXCITING
J name to possess, and there was

of course no way for him to
konow until the end of his career that
he would be forever famous among
connoisseurs of murder as Nine-
Funger Jack. But he did not mind
the drabness of Smith; he felt that
what was good cnough for the great
George Joseph Smith was good
enough for him.

Not only did John Smith happily
share his surname with George
Joseph, he was proud to foliow the
celebrated G.J. in profession and
cven in method. For an attractivc
and plausible man of a certain age,
there are few more sausfactory
sources of income than frequent and
systematic widowerhood; and of all
the practitioners who have acted on
this practical principle, none has
improved on George Joseph Smith’s
scnsible and unpatented Brides-in-
the-Bath mcthed.

John Smith's marriage to his
ninth bride, Hester Pringle, took
phce on the morning of May the
thirty-first. On the evening of May
the thirty-first John Smith, having

spent much of the afternoon point-
ing out to fricnds how much the
wedding had excited Hester and
how much he feared the effect on
her notoriously weak heart, entered
the bathroom andé with the careless
ease of the practiced professional,
employed five of his fingers to seize
Hester’s ankles and jeck her legs out
of the tub while with the other five
fngers he gently pressed her face
just below water level.

So far all had proceeded in the
conventional manner of any other
Smithian wedding night; but the
ensuing departure from ritual was
such as to upset even John Smith’s
professional bathside manner. The
moment Hester's face and neck
were submerged below water, she
opened her gills.

In his amazement John released
his grasp on both ends of his bride.
Her legs descended into the water
and her facc rose above it. As she
passed from the element of water to
that of air, her gills closed and her
mouth opened.

“T suppose,” she observed, “that
in the intimacy of a long marriage
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i you would eventually have discov-
ered in any case that I am a Venu-
sian. It is perhaps as well that the
knowledge came early, so that we
may lay a solid basis for under-
standing.”

“Do you mean,” Joha asked, for
lie was a precisc man, “that you are a
native of the planet Venus?”

“I do,” she said. “You would be
astonished to know how many of us
there arc already among you.”

“[ am sufficiently astonished,”
said John, “‘to learn of one. Would
you mind convincing me that I did
indeed see what I thought I saw?”

Obligingly Hester lowered her
bead beneath the water. Her gills

. opened and her breath bubbled
i merrily.
" “The nature of our planet,” she
~ explained when she emerged, “has
: bred as its dominant race our spccies
§ of amphibian mammals, in all other
. respects superficially identical with
y homo sapiens. You will find it all
but impossible 1o recognize any of
us, save perhaps by noticing those
who, to avoid accidental opening of
the gills, rcfuse to swim. Such con-
cealment will of course be unneces-
sary soon when we take over com-
plete control of your planet.”

. “And what do you propose to do
with the race that already controls
3

“Kill most of them, I suppose,”
saild Hester; “and mighe I trouble
you for that towel?”

“That,” pronounced John, with
any handcraftsman’s abhorrence of

mass production, ‘‘is monstrous. I
sce my duty to my race: I must
reveal all.”

“I am afraid,” Hester observed
as she dried herself, “that you will
not, In the first place, no one will
believe you. In the second place, 1
shall then be forced to present to the
authorities the complete dossier
which I have gathered on the cumw
latively interesting deaths of your
first eight wives, together with my
direct evidence as to your attempt
this evening.”

John Smmith, being a reasonable
man, pressed the point no further.
“In view of this attempt,” he said,
“1 imagine you would like either a
divorce or an annulment.”

“Indeed I should not,” said Hes-
ter. “There is no better cover for
my activities than marriage to a
member of the native race. In fact,
should you se much as mention
divorce again, I shall be forced to
return to the topic of that dossier.
And now, if you will hand me that
robe, I intend to do a little tele-
phoning. Some of my better-placed
colleagues will need to know my
new name and address.”

As John Smith heard her ask the
long-distance operator for Washing-
ton, D. C,, he realized with regretful
resignation that he would be forced
to depart from the methods of the
immortal George Joseph.

Through the fatlure of the knife,
John Smith learned that Venusian
blood has cxtraordinary quick-clot-
ting powers and Venusian organs
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possess an amazingly rapid system
of scif-regencration.

The bullet taught him a further
peculiarity of the blood: that it dis-
salves lead—in fact, thrives on lead.

His skill as a cook was quite suf-
ficient to disguisc any of the com-
moner poisons from human taste;
but the Venusian palate net only
detected but relished most of them.
Hester was parncularly taken with
his tomato aspic « larsénque and
insisted on his preparing it in quan-
tity for a dinner of her friends, along
with his sole amandine to which the
prussic acid lent so distinctively in-
tensified a flavor and aroma.

While the feintest murmur of di-
voree, cveh aftcr a year of marriage,
evoked from Hester a frowning mur-
mur of “Deossier . . .” the attempts
at murder seemed merely to amuse
her; so that Gnally John Smith was
dsiven to seek out Professor Gillings-
worth at the State University, rec-
ognized as the ultimate authority
(on this planct) on life on other
planets.

The professor found the query of
much theoretical interest. “From
what we are able to hypothesize of
the nature of Venusian organisms,”
he announced, “1 can almost assure
you of their destruction by the
torced ingestion of the best Beluga
caviar, in doses of no less than onc-
half pound per diem.”

Threc weeks of the suggested
treatment found John Smith’s bank
account seriously depleted and his
wife still in perfect health,

“That dear Gilly!” she laughed
ont cvening. It was so nice of him
to tell you how to kill me; it’s the
first tme Y've had enough caviar
since I came to earth. [t's so drcad-
fully expcusive.”

“You mean,” jJohn demanded,
“that Professor  Gillingsworth i
also . . ."

She nodded.

“Aud ali that moncy!” John
protested. “You do not realize,
Hester, how unjust you are. You
have deprived me of my income
and T have no other source.”

“Dessicr,” satd Hester through «
mouthful of caviar.

America's greatest  physiologst
took an interest in John Smith's
problem. “I should advise,” he
said, “the usc of crystallized car-
bon placed directly in contact with
the sensitive gill arca.™

“In other woeds, a diamond
necklace?”" John Smith asked. He
seized a water carafe, hurled its
contents at the physiologist's neck
and warched his gills open.

The next day John purchascd a
lapel flower through which water
may be squirted—an article which
he thenceforth found  mvaluable
for purposes of identification.

The usc of this flower proved to
be a somewhat awkwaré mecthod
of starting a conversation and often
led the conversation into unin-
tended paths; but it did cstablish
a certain clarity in relations.

It was after John had observed
the opening of the gills of a leading
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' criminal psychiateist that he realized
swherc he might find the pcople
"who could really help him.

From then on, whenever he could
find time to be unobserved while
Hester was engaged tn her activities
preparatory to world conquest, he
visited insane asylums, announced
that he was a free-lance featuze
wntcr, and asked if they had any
inmates who believed that there
were Venusians at large on Earth
and planning to take it over.

In this manner he met many
interesting and attractive people,
all of whom wished him godspeed
in his venture, but pointed out
that they would hardly be swhere
they were if all their own plans for
+ killing Venusians had not miscarried

as hopelessly as his.

From one of these friends, who
" had. learned more than most be-
cause his Venusian wife had made
the error of falling in love with
him (an error which led to her
eventual removal from human so-
c1ety), John Smith ascertained that
enusians may indeed be harmed
and cven killed by many substances
on their own planct, but seemingly
by nothing on ours—though his
wife had once dropped a hint that
onc thing alone on earth could prove
fatal to the Venusian system.

At last John Smith visited an
asylum whose director announced
that they had an inmate who
thought he was a Venusian.

When the director had left them,

a squirt of the lapel flower verified
the claimant’s identity.

“l am a member of the Con-
ciliationist Party,” he explained,
“the only member who has ever
reached this earth. We believe that
Earthmen and Venusians can live
at peace as all men should, and 1 shall
be glad to help you destroy all
members of the opposition party.

“There is one substance on this
earth which is deadly poison to
any Venusian. Since m preparing
and serving the dish best suited to
its administration you must be
careful to wear gloves, you should
begin your campaign by wearing
gloves at all meals . . .

This mannerism Hester seemed
willing to tolerate for the security
afforded her by her marriage and
even more particularly for the
delights of Joha'’s skilled preparation
of such dishes as spaghetti a/l'aglin
ed all arsenico which is so rarely to
be had in the average restaurant.

Two weeks later John finally
prepared the indicated dish: ox-
tail according to the richly imagina-
tive recipe of Simon Templar, with
a dash of deadly nightshade added
to the other herbs specified by The
Saint. Hester had praised the recipe,
devoured two helpings, expressed
some wonder as to the possibility
of gills in its creator, whom she
had never met, and was just nibbling
at the smallest bones when, as had
been foretold, she ‘roppcd dead.

Intent on accomplishing his ob-
jective, John had forgotten the
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dossier, nor ever suspected that it
was in the hands of a gilled lawyer
vwho had instructions to pass it on
in the event of Hester's death.

Even though thac death was
certified as matural, John rapidly
found bimself facing trial for mur-
der, with eight other states vying
for the privilege of the next op-
portunity should this wial fail to
end in a conviction.

With no prospect in sight of a
quiet resumption of his accustomed
profession, John Smith bared his
knowledge and acquired his immor-
tal nickmame. The result was a
period of intense prosperity among
manufacturers  of squirting  lapel
flowers, bringing about the identifi-
cation and exposure of the gilled
masqueraders.

But inducing them, even by
force, to ingest the one substance
poisonots to them was more diffi-

cult. The problem of supply and
demand was an acute one, in view
of the large number of the Venu-
sians and the small proportion of
members of the human race willing
to perform the sacrifice made by
Nince-Finger Jack.

It was that great professional
widower and amateur chef himsclf
who solved the preblem by pro-
claiming in his death cell his inten-
tion to bcqucath his bod)' to the
eradication of Venusians, thereby
pursuing after death the race which
bad ruined his carecr.

The noteworthy propertion of
human brings who promptly fol-
lowed his exaruple i their  willy
has assurcd us of permancnt protec-
tion against future invasions, since
so small a quantity of the poison i
necessary in each individual casc;
after all, ene finger sufficed for
Hestcr.




a LORD PETER WIMSEY necelet

It all started for Lerd Peter when the hittle man twith the cosvlick and the red
hair told Lord Peter a harrewing story. Was it a fourth dimensional
mystery? Or wwas 1t a modern tale of the Devil and Mr. Deuckevorihy?
Whatever it was, Mr. Duckworthy's striange adventares—especially in his
dreams—sent  Lerel Peter Wimsey. monocle i tght, a-checkin® and

a-huntin’ . .

SOMETIIING QUEER ABOUT MIRRORS
by DOROTHY I.. SAYERS

HE LITTLE M.AN WITR THE COW-

lick seemcd so absorbed in the
book that Lord Peter Wimsey had
not the heart to claim his property;
but drawing up the other armchair
and placing hss donk within easy
reach, he did his best to catertain
himself with the Dunlop Book,
which graced, as usual, onc of the
tables in the lounge.

The little man read on, his elbows
squared upon the arms of his chair,
his ruffled red head bent anxiously
over the text. He breathed heavily,
and when he came to the turn of
the page, he sct che thick volume
down on his knee and used both
hands for his task. Not what is called
“a great reader,” Wimsey deciclud.

When he reached the end of the
'story, he turned laboriously back,
and rcad one passage over again with
attention. Then he taid the book,
still open, on the table, and in so
doing caug]u \Vimscy's cyc.

“I beg vour pardon, sir,” he said
m his rather thin Cackney voice
“is this your book?"”

“It docsn’t matter at all.” said
Wimsey graciously, “I know it by
heart. I oaly brought it along with
me becausc iUs handy for rcading a
few pages when you're stuck in a
place like this for the night. Youcan
always take 1t up and lind something,
cntertamning.”

“This chap H. G. Wells,” pursucd
the red-haired man, “he's what
you'd call a very clever writer, isn't
he? 1t's wonderful hew he makes it
al so real, and yet some of the things
he says, you wouldn’t hardly think
they could be really possible. Take
this story now; would you say, sir,
a thing like that could actually
happen 1o a persen, as it might be
you—or me’"’

Wimsey twisted his head round to
get a view of the page.

“The Plattner  Expertment,”  he

Copyesyht 1933 by Dorathy L. Nawrs; remeveed; oripmaily titlcd “The Drsige in the Mirror”
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said. “That’s the one about the
schoolmaster who was blown into
the fourth dimension and came back
with his right and lcft sides reversed.
Well, no, 1 don't suppose such a
thing would really occur in real life
—though of coursc it’s very fascinat-
ing to play with the idca of a fourth
dimension.”

“Well—" He paused and looked
up shyly at Wimsey. "l don’t
rightly understand about this fourth
dimension. | didn’t know there was
such a2 placc—but he makes it all
very clear no doubt to them that
know science. But this right-and-
left business, now, I know that’s a
fact. By expericence, if you'll believe
me’

Wimscy cxtended his cigarette
casc. The licde man made an in-
stinctive motion toward it with his
left hand and then seemed to check
himsclf and stretched his right
across.

“There, you sce. I'm always lefe-
handed whea T don't think about
it. Same as this Platmer in the
story. I fight against it, but it
doesn’t scem any use. But Twouldn't
mind that—it's a small thing and
plenty of people are left-handed
and think nothing of it. No. It’s the
dretful anxicty of not knowing
what I mayn’t be doing when I'm
in this fourth dumension or what-
ever it ss.”

He sighed deeply. “I'm worried,
that’s what I am, worried to death.”
“Suppose you tell me about it,”

said Wimscy.

N
B ‘
1
y
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I don’t like telling people abou
it, because they might think I hac
a slate loose. But it’s fairly getting
on my nerves. Every morning when'
[ wake- up [ wonder what I've been
doing in the night and whether it's
the day of the month it eught to be.
I can't get any peacc ull I see the
morning paper, and cven thea [
can’t besure . . .

“Well, Tll tcll you, if you won't
take it as a bore or a liberty. [t all
began—" He broke off and glanced
nervously about the room, “There's
nobody to see. If you wouldn't
mind, sir, puttmg your hand just
here a minute—"'

He unbuttoned his rather regret-
1able double-breasted waistcoat, and
laid a hand on the part of his anat-
omy usually considered to indicate
the site of the heart.

“By all means,” said Wimsey,
doing as he was requested.

“Do you feel anything?”

*I don’t think I do,” said Wim-
sey. “What ought T to feel? A swell-
ing or anything? If you mcan your
pulsc, the wrist is a better place.”

“Oh, you can fecl it there, all
right,” said the little man. “Just try
the other side of the chest, sic.”

Wimsey obedicntly moved his
hand across.

“I seem to deteer a litde flutter,”
he said after a pausc.

“You do? Well, you wouldn't ex-
pect to find it that side and not the
other, would you? Well, that's
where it is. I've got my heart on the
right side—I mecan, on the wrong

-
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side. That’s what 1 wanted you to
feel for yoursclf.”

“Did it get displaced in an ill-
ness?” asked Wimsey sympatheti-
cally.

“In a manner of speaking. But
that's not all. My liver’s got round
the wrong side, too, and my orgars.
Pve had a doctor sec it, and he told
me | was all reversed. I've got my
appendix on my left side—that is,
¥ had till they took it away. ¥ we
was private, now, 1 could show you
the scar. It was a great surprise to
the surgeon when they told him
about me. He said afterwards it
made it quitc awkward for him—
coming [eft-handed to the opera-
tion, as you might say.”

“It’s unusual, certainly,” said
Wimscy, “but I believe such cases
do occur sometimes.”

“Not the way it occurred to rug,
It bappened in an air raid.”

“In an air raid?” said Wimsey,
aghast.

“Yes—and 1f that was all it had
done to me I'd put up with it and
be thank{ul. Eighteen I was then,
and I'd just been called up. Previ-
ous to that I'd been working in the
packing department at Crichton's—
you've heard of them, 1 expect—
Crichton’s for Admirable Adverus-
ing, with offices in Holborn. My
mother was living in Brixton, and
I'd come up to town on leave {rom
the training camp. I'd becn sceing
one or two of my old pals, and 1
thought I'd finish the cvening by
going to sce a film at the Stoll.
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“It was after supper—! had just
time to get in to the last house, so
I cut across from Leicester Square
through Covent Garden Market.
Well, I was getting along when wal-
lopl—a bomb came down it seemed
to me right under my feet, and
everything went black for a bit.”

“That was the raid that blew up
Odham’s, I suppose.”

“Yes, it was January 28¢ch, 1918.
Well, as I say, everything went right
out. Next thing as I knew, I was
walking in some place in broad day-
light, with green grass all round me,
and trces, and water to the stde of
me, and knowing no more about
how 1 got there than the man in the
moon.”

“Good Lord!" said Wimsey. “And
was it the fourth dimension, do you
think?”’

“Well, no, it wasn't. It was Hyde
Park, as | come to see when 1 had
iny wits about me. 1 was along the
bank of the Serpentine and there
was a seat with some women sitting
on ir, and children playing about.”

“Had the explosion damaged
you?”

“Nothing to scc or feel, except
that | had a big bruise on one hip
and shoulder as if I'd been chucked
up against somecthing. 1 was faisly
staggered. The air raid had gone
right out of my mind, don’t you
sce, and | couldn’t imagine how 1
came there, and why | wasn't at
Crichton's.

“I looked at my watch, but that
had stopped. T was fecling hungry.
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I felt in my pocket and found some
money there, but it wasn’t as much
as | should have had-—not by a long
way. But [ felt I must have a bit of
something, so I got out of the Park
by the Marble Arch gate, and went
into a Lyons. ordered two poached
on toast and a pot of tea, and while
I was waiting I took up a paper that
somebody had left on the seat.

“Well, that finished me. The last
thing I membered was starting off
to see that film on the 28th—and
here was the date on the paper—
January 30th! I'd lost a whole day
and two nights somewherel”’

“Shock,” suggested Wimscy. The
little man took the suggestion and
put his own meaning on 1.

“Shock? 1 should think it was. 1
was scared out of my life. The girl
who brought my eggs must have
thought I was barmy. I asked her
what day of the week 1t was, and
she said ‘Friday.” There wasn’t any
mistake.

“Well, I don’t want to make this
bit too long, because that’s not the
end by a leng chalk. I got my meal
down somehow, and went to see a
doctor. He asked me what I re-
membered doing last, and 1 told
him about the film, and he asked
whether I was out in the air raid.
Well, then it came back to me, and
I remembered the bomb falling, but
nothing more.

“He said I'd had a nervous shock
and lost my memory fer a bit, that
it often happened and I wasn’c to
worry. And then he said he'd look
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me over to sec if I'd got hurt at all.
So he started in with his stetho-
scope, and all ol 2 sudden he said to
me, ‘Why, your heart is on the
wrong side, my ladl’

“‘Tr is? said L. ‘That’s the frst
I've heard of it

“Well, he looked me over pretty
thoroughly, and then he told me
what I've told you—that I was all
reversed inside—and he asked a lot
of questions about my family. [ told
him 1 was an only child and my
father was dcad—killed by a motor-
lorry, he was, when I was a kid of
ten—and | lived with my mother
in Brixton and all that. And he said
I was an unusual case, but there was
nothing to worry about. Bar being
wrong side round I was sound as a
bell, and he told me to go home
and take things quictly for a day or
two.

“Well, I did, and I felt all right,
and I theught that was the cnd of
it, though I'd overstayed my leave
and had a bit of a job explainin
myselt to the RT.O. It wasn't tiﬁ
several months afterwards the draft
was called up, and I went along for
my {arewell leave. 1 was having a
cup of coffee in the Micror Hall at
the Strand Corner House—you
know it, down the steps?”’

Wimsey nodded.

“All the big looking glasses all
round. | huppened to look into the
one ncar me, and J saw a young lady
smiling at me as if she knew me,
That s, I saw her reflection, if you
understand me. Well, T couldn’t
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make it out, for I had never seen
her before, and I didn’t take any
notice, thinking she’d mistoek me
for somebody else. Besides, though
I wasn't so very old then, | thought
I knew her sort, and my mother
had always brought me up strict.

“I looked away and went on with
my coffec, and all of a sudden a
voice said quite close to me, ‘Hullo,
Ginger—aren’t you going to say
good evening?’

“I looked up and there she was.
Pretty, too, if she hadn’t been
painted up so much.

““I'm afraid,’ | said, rather stlf,
‘vou have the advantage of me,
miss.”

“*Oh, Ginger, says she, ‘M.
Duckworthy, and after Wednesday
night!” A kind of mocking way she
had of speaking.

“] hadn’t theught so much of her
calling me Ginger, because that’s
what any girl would say to a fellow
with my sort of hair, but when she
got my name off so pat, [ tell you
it did give mc a turn.

““You secm to think we're ac-
quainted, miss,’ said I.

“‘Well, 1 should rather say so,
shouldn’t you?' said she.

“Therel 1 needn’t go info it all.
From what she smid | found out she
thought she'd met me one night
and taken mec home with her. And
what frightencd me most of all, she
said it had happened on the night
of the big air caid.

“Tt was you,' she said, staring
mto my face a little puzzled-like.
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‘Of course it was you. | knew you
in a minute when [ saw yous face
in the glass.’

“Of course, | couldn’t say that it
hadn’t been. | knew no more of
what I'd been and done that night
than the babe unborn. But it upset
me cruelly, because I was an inno-
cent sort of lad in these days and
hadn’t ever gone with girls, and it
seemed to me if I'd denc a thing
like that I eught to know about it.
It sccmed to me T'd been doing
wrong and not getting full value for

my money either.

“l made some excuse to get rid
of her, and I wondered what else
I'd been doing. She couldn’t tell
me farther than the morning of the
25th, and it worried me a bit won-
dering if I'd done any other queer
things.”

“Ic must have,” said Wimsey,
and put his finger on the bell. When
the waiter arrived, he ordered drinks
for two and disposed himself to
listen to the rest of Mr. Duck-
worthy’s adventures.

“l dide’t think much about it,
though,” went on the little man,
“We went abroad, and | saw my
first corpse and dodged my first
shell and had my first dose of the
trenches, and | hadn’t much time
for what they call introspection.

“The next queer thing that bap-
pened was in the C.CS. at Ypres.
I'd got a blighty one near Caudry
in September during the advance
from Cambrai—lalf buried, I was,
in 2 mine explosion and laid out un-
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conscious near twenty-four hours it
must have been.

“When [ came to, I was wander-
ing about somewhere bchind the
lines with a nasty hole in my shoul-
der. Somebody had bandaged it up
for me, but I hadn’t any recollec-
tion of that. 1 walked a long way,
not knowing where I was, till at last
1 fetched up in an aid post. They
fixed me up and sent me down the
fine to a base hospital.

“l was pretty fevesish, and the
pext thing I knew 1 was in bed with
a nurse looking after me. The bloke
in the next bed to mine was asleep.
I got talking to a chap in the bed
beyond him, and he told me where
1 was, when al! of a sudden the other
man woke up and says, My God,’
he says, ‘you dirty ginger-haired
swine, 1t's you, 1s it? What have you
done with them vallables?”’

“I tell yeu, I was struck all of a
hecap. Never scen the man in my
life. But he wenton at me and made
such a row, the nurse came running
in to see what was up. All the men
were sitting up in bed listening—
you never saw anything ke it.

“The upshot was, as soon as |
could understand what this fcllow
was driving at, that he’d been shar-
ing'a shell fiole with a chap that he
said was me, and that this chap and
he had tatked together a bit, and
then, when he was weak and help-
less, the chap had looted his money
and watch and revolver and whamot
and gonc off with them. A nasty,
dirty trick. and 1 couldn’t blame
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him for making a row about it, if
true.

“But I said and stood to it, it
wasn’t me, but some other fellow of
the same name. Fle said he recog-
nized me—said he and this other
chap had leecn together a whole
day, and he kncw every feature in
his face and couldn't be mistaken.
However, it seemed this bloke had
said he belonged to the Blankshires,
and | was ablc 10 show my papers
and prove I belonged to the Buff's,and
eventually the bloke apologized and
said he must have made a mistake.

“He died, anyhow, a few days
after, and we all agrced he must
have been wandering a bit. The
two divistons were fighting side by
side in that dust-up and it was pos-
sible for them to ger mixed up. |
tried afterwards to %nd out whether
by any chance I had a double in the
Blankshires, but they sent me back
home, and before I was fit again the
Armistice was signed, and I didn’t
take any more trouble.

“T went back to my old job after
the war, and things scemed to set-
tle down a bit. I got engaged when
[ was twenty-one to a regular good
girly and T thought everything in
the garden was levely. And then,
one day—up 1t alf went! My mother
was decad then, and 1 was living by
myself in lodgings.

“Well, one day I got a letter from
my intended, saying that she had
seen me down at Southend on the
Sunday, and that was cnough for
her. All was over between us.,
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“Now, it was most unfortunate
that I'd had to put off sceing her
that week-end, owing to@ an atrack
of influenz.a. It’s a cruel thing to be
ill all alonc in lodgings, and nobody
to look after you. You might die
there all on your own and nobedy
the wiser. fust an unfurnished room
I had, you see. and no attendance,
and not a soul came near me,
though I was pretty bad,

“But my young lady, she said as
she had seen me down at Scuthend
with another young woman, and
she would take no excuse. Of course,
I said. what was she doing down at
Sauthend without me, anyhow, and
that tore it. She sent me back the
ring, and the cpisode, as they say,
was closed.

“But the thing that troubled me
was, [ was getting that shaky in my
mund. how did I know 1 Aedi's been
to Southend without knowing it?
I thought I'd been half sick and
half asleep in my lodgings, but it
was misty-like to me, And knowtng
the things I had done other times—
well, there!

“T hadn't any clear recollection
one way or another, except fcver
dreams. I had a vague recollection
of wandering and walking some-
where for hours together. Delirious,
I thought | was, but it might have
been sleepwalking for all 1 knew.

“T hadn’t a leg to stand on by
way of evidence. 1 felt it very hard,
losing my intended like thae, but
I could have got over that if it
hadn’v been for the fear of myself

and my brain giving way or some-
thing.

“You may think this is all foolish-
ness and | was just being mixed up
with some other fellow of the same
name that happened to be very
like me. But now I'll tell you some-
thing.

“Terrible dreams I got to having
about that time. There was one
thing as always haunted mc—a
ching that had frightencd me as a
little chap. My mother, though she
was a good strict woman, liked to
go to a cinema now and again. Of
course, in thase days tlicy weren't
like what they are pow, and | ex-
pect we should think those old
picturcs pretty crude if we was to
see them, but we thought a lot of
them at that time.

“Well, when I was aboaut seven or
eight { should think, she took me
with her to sce a thing—I1 remember
the name now—The Student of
Prague, it was called. I've forgotten
the story, but it was a costume
piece—about a young fellow at the
university who sold himself to the
devil. and one day bhis reflection
camc stalking out of the mirror on
its own, and went about commiitting
dreadful crimes, so that everybody
thoughe it was him. At least, I think
it was that. hut I {orget the details,
it's so long 2go.

“But what 1 shan’t forget in a
hurry is the fright 1t gave me to see
that dretful figure come out of the
mirror. 1t was that ghastly to see it,
I cried and yelied, and after a time
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mother had to take me out. For
months and years after that I used
to dream of it. I'd dreams | was
looking i a great long glass, same
as the student in the picture, and
after a bic I'd see my reflection
smifing at me and I'd walk up to
the mirror holding out my left hand,
it might be, and seeing mysell walk-
ing to meet me with its right hand
out.

“And just as it came up to me, it
would suddenly—that was the awful
moment—turn its back on me and
walk away into the mirror again,
grinning over its shoulder, and sud-
denly I'd know that # was the real
person and / was only the reflection,
and I’d make a dash after it into the
micror. And then everything would
go gray and misty round me and
with the horror of it I'd wake up
all of a perspiration.”

“Uncommonly disagreeable,” sad
Wimsey. “That legead of the Dep-
pelginger, it’s one of the oldest and
the most widespread and never fails
o terily me. When / was a kid,
my nurse had a trick that [right-
ened me. If we'd been out, and she
was asked if we’d met anybody, she
used to say, ‘@h, no—we saw no-
body nicer than ourselves’ 1 used
to toddle after her in rterror of
coming round a corner and sceing a
horrid and similar pair pouncing out
at us. Of course, I'd have rather
died than tell a soul how the thing
terrificd me, Rum little beasts, kids.”

The little man nodded thought-
fulty.

“Well,” he went on, ‘“‘about that
time the nightmare came back. At
first it was only at intervals, you
know, but it grew on me. At last it
started coming every night. I hadn’t
hardly closed my eyes before there
was the long mirror and the thing
coming grinning along, always with
its hand out as if it meant to catch
hold of me and pull me through
the glass.

“Somctimes I'd wake up with the
shock, but sometimes the dream
went on, and [d be scumbling for
hours threugh a queer sort of world
—all mist and half lights, and the
walls would be all crooked, like they
are 1n that picture of Dr. Caligari.
Lunatic, that's what it was. Many’s
the time I've sat up all night for
fear of going 1o sleep. § didn’t know,
you see. { used to lack the bedroom
door and hide the key for fecar—you
sce, 1 didn’t know what 1 might be
doing.

“But then | read in a book that
slecpwalkers can  remember  the
places where they’ve hidden things
when they were awake. So that was
no use.”

“Why didn't you get someone to
share the room with you”

“Well, 1 did.” He hesitated. 1
gol a woman—shec was a good kid.
The dream went away then. 1 had
blessed peace for three years. I was
fond of that girl. Damned fond of
her. Then she died.”

He gulped down'the last of his
whiskey and blinked.

“Pneumonta, it was.

Kind of
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broke me up. Pretty she was, too
. .. After that, I was alone agaia.
I felt bad about it, and then the
dreamseame back. Worse. 1 dreamed
about doing things—welll That
doesn’t matter now.

“And one day it came in broad
daylight . . .

“l was going along Holbora at
lunchtime. T was still at Crichton’s.
Head of the packing department I
was then, and doing pretty well. It
was a wet beast of a day, ] remem-
bet—dark and drizzling. I wanted
a haircut. Therc’s a barber shop on
the south side, about halfway aleng
—one of those places where you go
down a passage and there’s a door
at the ead with a mirror and the
name written across it in gold let-
ters. You knew what 1 mean.

“l went in there. There was a
light in the passage, so I could sce
quite plainly. As 1 got up to the
mirror I could sce my reflection
coming to meet me, and all of a
sudden the awful dream feeling
came over me. | told myself it was
all nonsense and put my hand out
to the door handle—my left hand,
because thc handlc was that side
and I was still apt to be left-handed
when [ didn’t think about it.

“The reflection, of course, put
out its right hand—that was all
right, of course—and I saw my own
figure in my old squash hat and
burberry—but the face—oh, my
God! It was grinning at me—and
then just like in the dream, it sud-
denly tumed its back and walked

away from me, looking over its
shoulder—

“I had my hand on the door, and
it opened, and I felt myself stum-
bling and falling over the threshold.

“After that, T don't remember
anything more. 1 woke up in my
own bed and there was a doctor
with me. He told mc I had fainted
in the street, and they’d found some
letters on me with my address and
taken me home.

“I told the doctor all about it,
and he said I was in a highly nervous
condition and ought to fad a
change of work and get out (n the
open air more.

“They were very decent to me
at Crichton’s. They put me on o0
inspecting their outdoor publicity.
You know. Onc goes round from
town to town inspecting the hoard-
ings and secing what posters are
damaged or badly placed and re-
porting on them. They gave me a
Morgan to run about in. U'm on
that job now.

“The dreams are better. But I
still have them. Oaly a few nights
ago it came to mc. One of the worst
U've ever had. Fighting and stran-
gling in a black misty place. I'd
tracked the devil—my other self—
and got him dowa. I can fed my
fingers on his throat now—killing
mysclf.

“That was in London. I'm always
worse in London. Then I came up
here: -5

“You see why that book inter-
ested me. The fourth dimension—
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it's not a thing | ever heard of, but
this man Wells scems to know all
about it. You're cducated now.
Dare say you've been to college and
all that. What do you think about
it, ch?”

“I should think, you know,” said
Wimscy, “it was morc likely your
doctorjwvas right. Nervesandall that.”

“Yes, but that doesn't account
for me having got twisted round

the way I am, now, does it? Leg-
cnds, you talked of. Well, there’s
some people think those medeeval
johnnies knew quite a lot. I don’t
say 1 belicve in devils and all that.
But maybe some of them may have
been afflicted, same as me. It stands
to rcason they wouldn't talk such
a lot about it if they hadn’t fele i,
if you see what I mean. But what
I'd like to know is, can’t I get back
any way? 1 tell you, it’s a2 weight
. on my mind. I never know, you see.”

“1 shouldn’t worry too much, if
I were you,” said Wimsey. “I'd
stick to the fresh-air life. And I'd
get married. Then you'd have 2
check on ‘your movements, don’t
you sec. And the dreams mighe go
away again.”

“Yes. Yes. I've thought of that.
But—did you rcad about that man
the other day? Strangled his wife
in his sleep, that’s what he did.
Now, suppesing I—that would be a
terrible thing to happen to a man,
wouldn’t it? Those dreams . . "

He shaok his head and stared
thoughtfully into the fire. Wimsey,

after u short interval of silence, got

up and went out into the bar. The”
landlady and the watter and the
barmaid were there, their heads
close together over the evening
paper. They were talking animat-
edly, but stopped abruptly at the
sound of Wimsey's footsteps.

Ten minutes later, Wimsey re-
turned te the lounge. The little
man had gone. Taking up his motor-
ing coat, which he had Aung on a
chair, Wimscy went upstairs to his
bedroom. He undressed slowly and
thoughtfully, put on his pajamas
and dressing gown, and then, pull-
ing a copy of the Evening News from
his motoring-coat pocket, he stud-
ied a front-page item attentively for
some time.

Presently he appeared to come to
some decision, for he got up and
opened his door cautiously. The
passage was empty and dark. Wim-
sey switched on a torch and walked
quictly along, watching the floor.
Opposite one of the doors he
stopped, contemplating a pair of
shoes which stoed watting o be
cleancd. Thea he softly tried the
door. It was locked. He tapped
cautiously.

A red head emerged.

“May [ come in a moment ' said
Wimsey in a whisper.

The liette maa stepped back, and
Wimsey followed him 1n.

“What’s up?’ said Mr. Duck-
worthy.

“1T want to talk to you,” said
Wimsey. “Get back into bed, be-
cause 1t may take some time.”
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The little man looked at him,
scared, but did as he was told. Wim-
sey gathercd the folds of his dress-
ing gown closely about him, sc-~wed
his monocle more hrmly into his
cye. and sat down on the cdge of
the bed.

He looked at Mr. Duckworthy a
few minutes without speaking, and
then said, “Look here. You've told
me a quecrish scory tonight. For
some reasnn | believe you. Possibly
it only shows whar a slly ass [ am,
but 1 was born like that, so it’s past
praying for. Nice trusting nature
and so on. Have you scen the paper
this ¢cvening?”

He pushed the Evening News into
Mr. Duckworthy's hand and bent
the monock: on him more glassily
thau ever.

On the front page was a photo-
graph. Underneath was a panel in
bold type, boxed for greater em-
pbhasis:

“The police at Scotland Yard
are anxious to get into touch with
the original of this photograph,
which was found in the handbag
of Miss Jessie Haynes, whose dead
body was found strangled on
Barnes Common last Thursday
morning. The photograph bears
on the back the words J.H. wath
tove frem R.D. Anybody recog-
oizing the photogeaph is asked to
communicate immediately with
Scotland Yard or any police

station.”

Mr. Duckworthy looked, and

grew so white that Wimscy thought
he was going to faiat.

“Well?” said Wimsey.

“Oh, God, sit! Oh, God! It’s
come at last.” Fle whimpered and
pushed the paper away, shuddering.
“I've always known something of
this would happen. But as sure as
I'm born [ knew nothing about it.”

“It’s you all right, 1 suppose?”

“The photograph’s me: all right.
Though how it came there 1 don't
know. 1 haven't had onc 1aken for
donkcy’s years, an my oath I haven't
—texcept once in o stalf group at
Crichton’s. But I telf you, sir, hon-
est to God, there’s times when [
don’t know what I'm doing, and
that's a fact.”

Wimsey cxamined the pertraic
feature by featurc.

“Your nose, now—it has a slight
twst to the right, and so it has in
the photograph. The left eyelid
droops a little. ‘That’s correct, too.
The forehcad here seems 10 have a
distinct  bulge on the left side—
ualess that’s an accident in the

cinting.”

“Nol” Mr. Duckworthy swept
his tousled cowlick aside. “It’s very
conspicuous—unsightly, 1 always
think, so [ wear the hair over it.”

With the glager lock pushed back,
his resemblance to the photograph
was more startling than before.

“My mouth’s crookad, 1wo.”

“So it is. Stants up to the lefe.
Very attractive, a one-sided wmile,
I always think—on a tace of your
type, that is. Although 1 have
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koown such things wlook pesitively
simseer.”’

Mr. Duckworahy smiled 2 faine
crooked soule.

"Be you know chis girl, Jessic
Hayaes?™

“Nat in my right senses, 1 den't,
sit, Never beard of her—exceps, of
coursy. that I rad abour the mar-
der W the papess. Stangled—ah,
my Gll™

He pushed his hancds ont v frone
of him and stared woefully av vhem.

“What can [ da? 11 was 1o get
away—"

“You cun’'t. They'wt recogniz.cd
you down in the bae. ‘The police wil)

robably he bere in o few niinu tes.
EJG”—:: Duckwurityys oiade m ar
tenpt 10 et out of hiod—"don'r do
dat. It's no good, and it would
only gt you imte wome trouble
Keep ¢uiet and mswer ane o wo
guestions. Tirst of-all, dv you know
who 1 am? No, hew should voup
My pame’s AVinsey—Lord  Perer
Wiy ——"

*The detective?”

YU you fhe o «aldl it that. Now,
listen, Wiese was iz you lived st
Brixtoni”

The little man gave the addnss.

“Your metlier's dead Any other
relaayes

*There was an aunt. She came
[com somewhere in Surrey, 1 think.
Auat Susan, 1 vsed to call bey, J
haven't scen hee since T was a kid.”

“Narricd?”

“Yes—eoh,
Brown.™

yes—Mis,  Susam

“Right. Were you lefe-baaded
as a chuld?”

*Well, yes, ¥ was, at fiust, But
morher broke me of it.”

“And the tendency came back
afecr the asr raid. /And were you
ever ill as a child? To have the doc-
ver, 1 nycan?”

“1 hud measies once, when I ws
aboat bor”

“Remember the doctors iemes®

“They took me tu the hospitall”

“Oh, af cowrse. Do you remem-
ber the namce of the barber in Hol
born?*’

This question came s> unexpect-
edly rhat it swggered the wits of
Mr. Duckworthy, but afier 2 while
he said he thought [t was Biggsor
Braags.

r:{?im sat choughtfully for a
moment, and shen seid, °1 think
that's 2. Except~oh, yes. What
is yeur Christian name?”’

“Robert.”

“And you assare me that, so far
as you know, you had ne hand in
this business?” )

“That,"” said the litde man, “that
I swear to. As fac as [ knaw, you
know. @h, my Lord) If anly it was
gosible to prove an shbil That's
my oply chance, But I'm so afraid,
ym sce, that 1 may huve doue it.
De you think—de you think they
would hang me for thaw”

"Not if yeu conld prove you
fwarew nothing about 1" said Wim-
sey. He did not add thar, cven so,
his acquaintance nught probably
gxs che rest of his i at Booad moar.

-
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“ud yau knew.” wid Mr. 1nck-
wurthy, "l 'm w goacbout afl my
Life killng people withour keswing
n. & voull & nish berter that
they sleshl hanz ene ard e tone
wsth te. 105 3 teredsl leing to dunk
||!.-.‘

Yoo, bt Wit may no bave
dune "

"I hope nov, Ui siee,”™ sand M
Buckwordiv, T ~what's that?”

“[he polone, 1 faney.” said Wame
Wy highty. B stowld np as o knogk
came at the daos, ind said heaenly,
“Come in!”

The {andlecd, whi crtered s,
wemed watdier taken aluck by Win-
NES IO

“Cogrr nght in." ad Wmer
tospeeably, Come . Serpeant.
Whaecan we dn fie vou®™

“Don'.” and e Fandford, “doa’t
make a ow if You cat hedp v

The pelice sergearnt pand no ac-
ation 1o eithir of  them,  but
stadked acrnss 10 the bed andd can-
fronted the shruking Mro Duck-
worthy:.

“RCs the man Wl nght.” he said.
*Now. Mr. Duackwarths:. voull ox-
cus¢ this lawe visit. but as don rnay
have scen by the papiens, we've been
Joaking far 3 peron mewering vour
descrapiion, and rhere’s o wme
kks the presens, e want-- 7

*1 dilw’t cho it cred Mr. Thed
wonthy wildly. "1 know nething
abour € -

The athcer ywha hid come we with
the serteant pulhcd vut his nos chook
iand wrate: “He said bofore ans

UURER
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GUESEDR Wi a<ked lamn. 1 dida’c
rinat”

“You scem 10 knowall alwait at,”
said the « rpeam

@t coarrwe be v sad Wome
ay. “Welve buen hnmg o bule
in?ﬁtmul chrat ahowt fe.”

“You have, live vou? And whe
smught vou be—s1r' The luw wnrd
appearcd 10 be screwed awt of the
wrgeant lurcibly bw the action of
Lhe monecle,

“Um so wery,” satd Wimses, 1
Busen's o mrdynn me it the mo-
ment. Tam Loed eter Winwe s ™

"Oh. andezed.” winl iz setgeant.
“And oy [ ask, my Joed. wlat Yo
luzow aluvar this 13-

Yo emav. ed | oonav amvur i
I e | koow aothing 2t 2l oz
the ewmnler. About Mr. P hwoc-
Lhe ¥ ks what be has mfd me nd
o more 1 dare sn he will el vou.
100, 1F you ask hun oicels. Mt no
third degsee, you kivow, Sergeant.”

Baulked by this painful semincler.
the efptint satd, & voice mf au-
noyance, IS m{' duty w sk him
whar ke knows aboun this.”

"1 quie agrve”” wid Winsey
“N\s a good citizen, 'y s iy 0
amswer You, But i 1 gleemy tine
of mght don’t veu think? Why nut
uwag nll e marag® Mo k-
m—m!x\‘ wesh 't fuD awav.

“I'm nm o0 suse ik thae.”

“Oh. hue | 2300 | will onbrtake
16t prowfuice Rim whenves o wint
. Won't that da® Yaue- not
charguy him with ;c,uyl.lui.ng. I osep-
pose’
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the {inw hod alrcarh: been nis-en.
amoumesl 10 very hinle. The phow-
Beaph had becn taken a awupde af
vears prevsousty, and aothmg pas-
tacbae wis empescnebecod shuvse the
sitter, howws a simalb ostalficlimens,
deing a capnd businen wr chieep poc
traits, and with 1o prefennoes to
actstic rebinements,

Wimsey asked 1o seer the original
negative, whigh, altet some acarch,
was prixiuced,

Winney looked it over, fuid ¢
dowa, and pulled fram hu pocke
the copy ol the fiemng News i
which the privi Dad appearc.

“Lood at this" he said.

The propriciee  leoked. ths
loohd tck at il negritse.
“Wdl. {m dabad” he saed

“Thae's luany.”

"It wis donc n 1ke <nlargmg
lantem. | wke i, vaid Winery-

“"Yos. bt must bive been i in
the wiows way found. XNow. fancy
tFat happening. You know. o, we
offen hine to work agains Lime.
add | osuppase—but it’s very eare
fess. [shalt have w lnguire mtn v

“Get nw a pant of T eghe way
round,” said Wimnt';‘.

"Yex. sir, certamly, sie. A ostece™

"Aunl o id 0s2 \wSeotlamd Yard™

“Yeu, ar. Queat v should fave
becw just this pactecular ong, oa
i, sar? | wonder the gty Jednt
notice. B we gencralls rake theec
o1 forr prstions, and b migln aet
seienbwer, you ko,

“"Youd Letter ser of you've got

QUEER ABOIT MINKONS

anx athor pwstimus and et me have
theq 1on.”

“1Tve done that sleeady, s, dut
thare are mone. Sa slouht this ane
axs sdecied and the others de-
soy b, We don'e brep all e ce-
grcted acpuives, v kaow. sir. We
Gaven't e space 40 Mle thea. But
Uli get punts off a onee”

Do siid Winsey. “'Fie sooner
the detter, Quick dry them. And
don’t do any wark on 1le prints.”

"N, sire You shull have them in
an houter ewo. alr, Bac it's Jaamche
Eng tw ane. that Ui Frarty Jidn't
complaa.”

“It's neL aston ishiag,” said \Wim-
sev. e probubly thought i1 dhe
bat blcocs of b lot, A\nd w0 1t
would br—10 him. Pun’t you sce—
tivat’s the anly view he eoukl cver
take of hix own luce. That phacg-
praph. wath the ket and nighe sudes
weaersed, 15 the fvw be sees 1o the
nirtor cvery day- (e only tace he
can really recogmize as fus. Wad
the gods the gfne @ie ws' and all
that”

“Well shat's uite tree, sir. And
I'ta mach oblige) 10 You for praunt-
{irg the muaake ot

Winney reiteeated the need [for
haste. amid departedd. N brict ot to
Sorcreret Hanse  judlnwel:  aftes
which he called @ a day and weat
hunne.

Inquiry: tn Beixtan, in and.ataut
the addeess tneatoned hy  Mr,
Duekvactdy, eventuaily put Wim-
¢y 09 to the ach of persons who
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bad kwown hima and his mother.
Ap aged lady who had kepr a seuall
pracary i the samic strece for the
last forty yeass remembered  all
aboue them. She bad the encyclo-
pedic memory of the almost lyer-
gte, and was positive = te Lhe date
of their arrival,

“Thirty-two ycacs ago, if we Lives
another menth,” she said. “Michael-
mas it was they cone: She wa a
picc-lonking  youny wamn, w0,
and my Jiughter. as was cxpecting
her fiesr, tonk a lou of imterest ¢
the sweed Litile boy.”

“L'he boy wss net born here?”

“Why, ao. <r. Born semewher-s
on. the south side, he was, but Tree
membesr she never rightly  said
wherc—only that it was round
about the Naw Cut. She was eae
of tbe quict sort and kep® howelf to
berself. Never onc o Lk, she
wasa’t. \Why evea to my danghtcr,
28 might "ave good reason fer beim'
intcrestod, she welldn't say much
about "ow she got threugh 'vc bad
time. Chlovryform she said she *ad,
I koow, and she disrcmemberetd
dbeur it, bur it's my beliefl it *ad
gone 'acd with ‘er and she didn’t
care to think overmuch absut w.

“"Er ‘usband—3 nice r.an ‘¢
way, 100—’¢ says to 5o, et re-
mind ‘cr of i, Mys. "Arbottle, don't
remunl ‘er of it” Whether she was
frightened ar whedher she svas Turt
by it [ don't know, but she dida't
‘ave no more chddren. ‘Lorl T says
to ‘er time and agam, ‘you'll get
used to ity my dear, when you'we
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‘ad nioc of ‘em same g5 mc,’ and
she smiled. bur she never ‘ad ao
more, noac the more for chat.”

"l suppeee it doss vake samc gee-
ting used o, said Winwey, “bue
ine of then den’t scem to have
Bt yore, Mes. Harbottle, if [ may
say sa. Youloek exeremely Hourish-
ing:‘ 3
“I keeps may "ealth, sir, ] am glad
1o say, theush stovter than [ uscd
to be. Nine of them duess ave a
kind of spseadmg action on the fg-
ure. You woulda't bulieve, sir, (o
look 3t me now, a1 ad ae ighrecn—
inch waist when [ was a girl. Many’s
the time me pore mother broke the
laces on e, with 'er knee in me
baclk and me ‘oldin’ on 1w the hed-

Ly

“@emiss suffer to be beautifol,”
said Wimcy pélicely. “How old
was the baby, then, when Mrs
Duckworthy camse te hve in Bris-
toun?”

“Threr weeks old, ‘e was) sit—a
arling desr—and a lot of 'air en
s *ead. Black ’air i1t was then, but
it turncd inte rhe Lrightese red you
ever see—like them carrots there,
It wasa'L se pretty as 'is ma's,
theugh much the same coles. Hc
didn 't S Cer i the face, ncither,
nor yor s dad. She sed ‘¢ took
after some of or stfe of the fumily.?”

“Did yon cver see any of the rest
of the family?"

“@nly er sstes, Mrs. Susan
Brown. A big, stwern, "srd-faced
woman she wis—nest like 'er sister.
Lived at Evesham she did, as well
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I remembers. Stiff, she was, with a
small "cad, very like astick o grass.™

Wimsey thanked Mes. Hacbocile
i a saitable manncr and ook the
ucxt uain w Eveslean. He was ber
ginaunp to wander whese the chase
might lead him, but discevered,
much to his rehicf, that Mrs. Susan
Browu was well known in the tewn,
being a pillee of the Methodist
Chapel and u purson well wespected.

Shewas upright still, with smooth,
dark hair paried in the-middic and
drawn tighuly back--a woman broad
in the base and narrow in the sbou!-
der—-not, indeed, unlike the stick
of asparagus t0 which Me., Har
bottle lnad compared iwr.

She ccecived Winney with sterm
civility, but disclaimied all koowi-
edge of bhor nephew's movemens.
The hmt that he was in a pesitien
of ssmc cmbarrassmient, and cvex
danger, did not appear to surprs
her

“There was bad bleod in him,”
she said. “My sista Hetry was
softer by hall than she ought w
have been.”

“Ah” sald Wimsey. “Well, we
can’tall hc people of strong charac-
ter, theugh it must be a sousce of
great satisfaction o thase that are.
Tdon't want w be 3 weubic to you,
madam, and | koow I'm givea te
twaddlieg rather, beng a wnifle oe
the soft sidc mysclf—<o Tl gee v
the poill!. ! see b) the rf:gistct at
Somessct Haase that your nephew,
Rebert Buckworthy, was born inn
Southwark, the son of Albed and

Hester Duckworthy. Wenderfulsys-
tea they have there, But of course
—bemg ouly humaa—it  brcaks
dows now and again, doesn’t it?"™

She wided her wiinkkd hands
aver one Rviher oo the cdge of the
1able, 2rd he sow a kind of shadow
fFecker over her sharp dark cyes.

“If I'm not bethering yeu too
much—n what name wwas the other
registered?" »

The hands trembled o little, but
she said steadily, 'l do not under-
stand you.”

“I'an Znightfull y sveey, Never was
rood at explaining myself. There
were twaboys bora, weren't there?
Under vhar name did they register
dse otha? I'm so sorry to be 2 oui-
smaoc, dut it’s really sather ungor-
tant.”

“What makes vou suppose there
wxre (w.ns?”

“Oh, Idon't suppose it. I would-
n't have buthered you about a sup-
position. I frew there was a twan
brether. What twcamc—at {east, |
do know more or less swhac became
ofhim—"

“ltdied,” she sdid hurriediy.

“1 hate to scemn contaadictoiy,”
saiid Wimsey. “Most unattractive
brhavies. But it didnt dwc, you
koow. I lact, it's alive now. If's
only the name 1 want ¢o koow."”

“And why should { 1clf you any-
thing, yoauny man?”

“Because,” ssid Wimscy, *if youn
will perdon the mention of any-
thing so disagreeable to a refimed
taste, there's been 2 mutder com-
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mitted and your nephew Rabert s
sespecicil. As 2 satres of facr, |
happen 19 know thaz the mueder
was done by ihe twim bother.
Thats why [ avart to get hold of
‘him. din't vou sec.

“It would be such 2 relicl 10 my
mind - | an satoraily nice-myaded
—if you would hclp me o hnd hu,
Beciune, if nor. I shal) have to go
to the police, and then yeau mighe
be subpwenad as 2 wiacs. and |
shoubdnt like- | reefy shioulda 't
like—-tcr sce yote i the witsees box
at a mulrefee teind S0 mush uapleas-
ant publicity, dont you know.
Whercas, if we ean lav bands on the
brozhier quiwckly. you and Robert
‘need never come ato it at all”?

Mo, Brown sar in oo thought
for a fow Minutes.

“Veeg well,” she wsd, “1 will wll
yoll‘..

“Of gouese,” mmd  Wwwey 1w
Chicf Faspectoe Parker a [cw days
later, "the whole thing was quite
obvions when one had heard aboul
the resvesol of fricod Wuckavorthy's
Anterur cicuneny.”

“No doubt, no doubt,” said Par-
ker. “Nowhing cauld be sirnpler
Bux all the same. you ane schng W
tell e how you dhoduc!) it and |
am willing © he instsucied. Arc all
wins  weong-siderdk?  And are  alt
wenp vided peonle wweiasT”

"Yeo, No, Or rather, wa, yes
Dissimilue or Irecrnal twvins and
some Kinds of flenticsit s ma
beth he quite normak Bur the i

QUELR aszOUT
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of wleancal rovias that result fram
the splicing of a single ocld may
eome om s fooking-glas twins. It
depends on the tine nf ssion in the
ovigin:x' all Yau cam ey i artifi-
cially widy vadpoles and o bit of
horsehair. ™

I will make a note ta do it at
once,” said Parker pravely,

“In fact. J've read sotmeshere
that a prvon wath a reversed isiclx
practeclly always turns nur te be
ooe of 2 pair of ikot” waltwins. So
vou we. while poor ofd RV, wae
burbling on aberwt the Studen: of
Progre and the founth dimension, 1
wae eypecting the identicat twin
brother.

“Appacently what happened was
this: ticrc wire three sisis of the
aame of Dart—Susan, Hewer. and
Emsly. Susan miatfied 2 man called
Brown: Hester martied a man callexd
Duckwariby; Fmily was wtaarried.
By on- of these cheery bt ironties
of which hife w550 full. the aaly sister
who bl 3 haby. or who was ap-
paremity: eapable of having babies,
wis Ute ammarricd Eodv, By way
of com prirsation. she overdid a and
hadiwins,

“Wiyen tais catastrophe was ahout
W  wear;  Fnulv—desesied,  of
courst. by e fwther—contiddd
her sk vse the parents eing dead.
Susan  wus a  tarar—besides,  she
hiad memicd above hee station aod
wis clitnling stealily on 3 kideer of
gorud warks. She delivered tiersell
of & few cextsaned sushd liee hands
aof the brsiness
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“Hestet was a kiod-heaied souf.
She ofivied to udept hic inSsar,
when P!‘O('uud. aud hring it up
as her own, Welb. the baby camc.
and, a< | snd bebuee, it v i,

“That was 2 bit oo mcd: for Ms.
Puckwurshy, He fad ageecd wnone
b;ib)j. but Iwine werc sheore shan
e bad lagavted dor. Hesor was
allowed to pick hier nwin, and, Lxing
a kindly <wul, she picked il weak-
Lee-fonking 6w which  wis eur
Rohere—the  nurrorimoge  mwin,
Emily had w keep the other. aad,
as woh v she wi stroog emough,
decampral with him to Nnsalia,
after which sl wix no o Dieand
of.

“Emily's win was reziswred W
her own narue s f Dt andl hapeized
Richard. Robat was regesicscd as
Hester Duchuortin’s ewss cltitd—
there were no iesome ks 0
those days requiring notification of
births by doctors and midsvives, so
onccaulid do asune bked about these
martess, The Duckworthys”, com-
plete with buby moved 10 13rixton
where Rebert was looked wpon ax
bewng a perfeeily  wenuine  lrede
Duckworthy.

“Appacentty Emily dicd in Ans-
1ralia. and Richard. then a boy of
fifteen, worked hiy pasage bote 1o
London. Il¢ does not . W have
been 2 axe hinde oy, Two vaan
alrermacds. he path cromed tat of
Brother Ruobert and producal the
“epivede of the air rakl wight.

“Hester may have known abeout
the wrongadedness of Robert, or
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she may not. Aayway, Robert
wasn't wodd, | imagine (hat the
shock of dhe explesion cawad hina
10 el more oagly 10 his
setwisl belrdandel wemioney, Ie
alse scems 10 have: inducud a rew
icnadeney o amaesiv under similar
stk condiians. The whele thing
preyed en his mil, jnd he became
toure atd inore sompambulant.

“Rivhard, of counse, discovered
tHic existence of his double and
wracy it to account, That explaing
Ure central iocident of the mirror.
I think Robert must have mistaken
the glass donr of the tea shop for
the dove of the barber shop. 1t
really s Richard whe cme 0
meet Bim, and wlo retired again
s huanedly for fear of being seen
and noted. Cranwtances phyed
inta Richard’s hands, of ewrse—
but these meetings tkd take place,
md the fact chat (hey sweie both
wearing soft hat and  burberries
is not astopishing on datk wet day.

“And then there is the phe-
greph. No doubt the original mis-
take was the plhotogtaphers, but 1
shouldm’t be supreed i Richard
wedcomied it ancd chose that partacn-
br print on that account Thuugh
tsat would meaus. of course. that he
knew ghout the wrang-sadednes of
Robest. 1don’t kowy how le could
have darc that, bt he auy bave
had opgporenitivs for inguiry. ft
was known i the Army , and ramors
say have got rovnl. But { won't
press thvat })Oinl,

“There'song rather queee thing—
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that Robert should have bad that
dream ubout strangling on the very
night, as far as one coold make eut,
thar Richard was cengaged in dowg
away with Jessic Haynes, They say
that identical Gwins are alwavs in
ose sympathy with oac anuthier—
that each knows what the other is
thinking about, fos imstunce: and
conteacts the same illness oa the
same day and all that sort of thing.
Riehaud was the strenget twin of
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the wo, and ao doubt dominaied
Robert, The paint is, yeu've found
him all right.”

“Yes. Onee we'd ol the clue
there was vo dificuhy.”

“Well, let's roddle round to cthe
Gsi and bave e

\Wimeey pot up angd fixed his tie
befocre tln g!ass.

“All the same” he saied, ‘there's
somcthing queer  about  mirrors,
Uncanoy a Dbir, don® you think?”

NEXT MONTH...

a brilliant new spy nevclet

HOLLY ROTIs The Spy Wi Wias So @b reus

a crime short novel — completc!
¥ECTUOR CANNIENG’s Love sod Lasczy on the Ririere

au unusoal Lthriller

CORNELL WOOLRICINS Adveneurcs of « Fountain Een

and 6 new delective short slsries

The Oetoher 1961 issuc wvill be an sale September 3. 1964
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by JANE SPEED

T OCUAN MEACH, LARGEST @F VHE
A_ summer commuuisies that lie
saettcred the lemgth of Fire slused
the most popuiac beach spost by Ser
ts Bikmi-watching. And of e devat-
ing the hetrer pase of two weeks ©
this ahsorbmg activity, Arnie Can-
trell, hon vivant, philosopher, and
junior cepywriter, had come te
what he felt were ceresin definitive
conclusiens en the subject.

It was mo1, he'd clecicled, merely
the scantiness of te costume that
canght and held the male eye.
After all, girds’ bathing suits, what-
ever the per sguarce inch of expasurc
ey allocdud, tiad  pever within
Amic’s somory [ much w0 G
avajrnation. No, tlse hypwex zp-
pct of the Biking ly rather n g
uvecrestinegy  pressibabity, real or ap-
parene. thae it might atany mesnwent
dsop eff.

Granted he lied noe yet had the
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pood forrunc © witness such a lively
spectacle, ¢ven on Lhooe @i axa-
sans when girls were peranitted to
stow dewn the votley ball game foe-
cwer in pragress on the beach; bat—
there™s a first tinw for evcrything,

Aroic cast an appraising glance
now at a patsley ang a bsce-tmme
white wiulking by to his left, lin-
gered a hopeful mement over a
low-slung madras just behind the
other two, and then came to what:
was very nearly a whisde stop on a
breathtakingly brief and simple
biack that was mo more than [ifteen
fact ahead of him.

She was stanching at alwur a three-
qeearter urn away froms b, doukiag
down the beach e <omerhing ar
sacocone. A\raie 1an his cye gppee-
gatvely feom a likmly plentcet shn
brown faor right up to the wind-
blown hair that a coaibinateon of
sun and sale water had given the
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color aadl texture of pale straw.
And the whole was aot anly cqual
10 thr «im of its ¢nchantwg razs,
it was ieclcfinably more and Duites.
There wes smuthong acresting just
in the seiee she stowxl. Like the Nope
goddese Feoya was the best svoue
could came up with—the [neva of
Fire Island.

But there was somcthing ohse, Lo,
Was ir—could ir posaibly be—a
hint of loncliness? O&, rrch i
Amie Doy, scawh it waned  his
tousty Innet cYnict far's not full inte
fhe ofil mule vationgle that wiy ap-
petizing  feannate fs {w) louncly, (6)
missdrenod and/or (¢} hastosing
on i8keras brain under thar flsgfy
cotffure.

Sall. not 10 be cauglt vnpee-
peved. Arnie vapully rehcassd a
variation of his moss wcccssfut gam-
bit and was just xtetting e rase
Hurnself from bes hieach towet when
sbe suddenly faoed araund and stood
-gaziag out over his head. Aruic sat
weakly hack on lix heals,

She was seanning the (ar reaches
of the beach with determined con-

centration atel  guite  ancenscious
of his starc. But even if sl had
lveked full at him h eauldn't have
takea bis eyesoff that face.

Real. "Thae was the aaly weal fos
it Tt was so real 11 ook lus beadh
. Nat mercly straight and pure
of Ime Iwnt scraight of intent. Fler
focc, heows, lashes were all (he some
dark-honey color 45 the rese of her
bedy. There wasn't a whisper of
make-up to disernet (rom chc burn-
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ing forthrightness of those blue,
biue eves. Arnis coufn't remembes
when he'd seea anvdhing as uncom-
smply genaiie as that fxec.

p[‘;"‘Itc\ wag nfm:\mv all of a sbden
with a wrt of tchewiboy shame at
the very-ordinariness of the thoughts -
Jw'd beco entertuining abont her.
But wha could have preparcd him
for thiy’ Thae blaantly phony hair,
even the Bikini . .. Not. God
krows, thnt he hid o thing in the
world agant the Wearing of the
Bikini. Bur suill, it did indicate a
certain cay willinguess to display
rhat didn's go at all with this -
tedlar faec. He (el disencared
smehow, as thungh he'd examined
a perfectly ordinacy brass nng and
found it 106 be sulid gold.

Shc weoed then aod stzaed for
the woklen steps «t the far ond of
the beach and, quice unhiddeo,
Arnie’'s land went out tossard her
w a van gestore. Then he dropped
it with 3 shrug and a sigh, Lveo
he could have caught her attention,
what chen? How do you go about
addressing a wisitor from  Mount
{}I}'mplk5$ “Pray tcll me, dear god-
dess, what cver pegsuaded you to
get yourscll up in these geoss mortal
teppngs

He stouxl up aheayuiy and steode
{oto the water 0 wxh off |.xh the
sad ood his moal e divid vao
the nseny wave awl came op in the
soothiny «am beyond the broskers.
Afwer @ tew minute: things began to
slide inwo pespective again, And
they clicked firmly into the greeve
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of husincss-as-vsual when, as he
came back on the beach. he caught
sight.of Flilda Vashburn descending
the wooden steps.

Hilda Washbura was ong of thic
most steadily employce. supporting
actresses in the thearét—a therough-
going prefessienal according to her
admirers, an usinspired workhorsc
ir the cyes of her detractass. But
taken cither way, there was ne ¢s-
caping the fact that fuw Breadway
scasens had ceme ind genc an the
past 25 vicars without Hikla en the
beards.

She and her husband, PRhil YWash-
buen, a highly successful dahbler in
the peripherad arcas of theater and
television, were celehritivs-ineresi-
dencc of leng standing at @tcan
Beach. ®@her, brglwer names
flashed in and eut fer a weck-end ar
cven a seasen of twe, but Hilda and
Phil endurcd, ®cean Beach’s own,
Their pik cettage, the Hi-Phi,
stand.ing on us fragile-looking poles
beyond the crest ofa dune and pa-
tiently restored afiesr the ravages of
evcry hureicane, svas a local land-
mark.

Arnic  walched now, withour
secming to, as Hilda and a friend
plaared their hrach umbrella. and
arranged thes lew folding chairs
benerth . Then, rubl)iug at his
svet hair with his toweh be strolicd
in their directian, Just as te ame
up Leside thern he pulled the towel
away from his face.

“Fhl-dal” he satd, gixingit i real
Iong- time- no-sez 6 tg.
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“Why—hclle there." Shc smoth-
ered her puzzled surprise in 2 bril-
kanivall-purpose smile.

She couldn't possihly remember
bim. Anie liad met laor cxactly
once in & hastily mumbled group
intyeduction when she’d stopped
around at a rehcarsl for z televion
cornmercial that PEL was producing
for Argic’s advertiung agency. But
Arnic was countingen Hilda's repu-
tatien 2s a devout anti-snob. Speak
fiest, get acqunnted later was the
line she bacl long agn scrtled on and
she was sald Lo hew to it niswerv-
ingly.

She didn’e fail hiny. “Faye.” she
_bcgan, turoing to aer {riend, “this
=T

“Arnic  Cantrell,” he put in
smoothly wind cxeended bis hand to
the tall, beny brunetre, "I'm with
the Couleer-Geodstein  Agency.
Worked with Phil ea the PPlistilkkosl
aeccount’” He was treated 10 3 little
boous of warmth i Hilda's glance
for picking up his cue so deftly,

“Aniie, Faye Lecaard.”

“Hi, Arae,” said Traye, switching
her luxuriant penytail at him.

{laving thus csuablshed himsdlf
in thelr company, he stectched out
on his tewel a presentable enoitgh
feet-loose male preaarcd to pay wni-
ebtrusive court te them lof the noxt
heur er se by his mece resence and
by = eccasional quictly Ppithy
remnark. ¥

“Yeu geing in?' Faye asked
Hilda, nedding ceward the ocean.

"“Not today. T've got te save my
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aeength. It's geing to be a very
large cvening.”’
“Do yot: think The Grear Man

will reaily shew up

“He'd just better. Phil's Liven
wrning himself dnside out to Fake
sure it comces oll. He gave his werd
to half a dezen people that Mort
will positively put in an appearance
at. ovr phce tonight"”

They were talking aboue pro-
ducer Mort Sabin whe was week-
eoding i Occad Peach wath lds
curent wife. It was Arpic’s Hirm
intention 1o meet thi man befere
the. week-end was ovet.

“YWell,” Fuye was saymg, “at
least they’re 1o Ocean Beach. That's
something. Which s this—his third
ar (ourth wifez”
~"Mmm, let me see . . . feurth.
Yes, his fevurth. But unless I miszead
the. signs, she’s alrgady on her way
out, [ can’l imag'we why she came
sut he ecwvith um. [e just igneres
her completely.™

“But whit a shame: Shc’s really
rather lovely.”

“Thew've all lheen lovely, Amé
ccazy abeut him. Resmember Karen
Ashley? She was the sne betose last.
Such o weepiog and wailimg went on
when she got her walking papess”
Hida sighed. “Posr things. They
might as well save vtheir breach,
When Morr's finished with them—
that’s iv.”

“There ouglit o be alaw,” grim-
bled Faye, fashing in Ler beach bag
Or 3 Cigarctie.

Hilde swddealy remembered Ar
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nic. “Hlane you cver met Mocl
Sabin, Arnie?”

“Nope. I've never had the—
what should 1 call it—pleasure?”

““That’s a good question,” said
Fayc with a laugh.

iﬁlda nodded. “You meet him
fur the iirst time prepared to fnd
this monster you've always heard
heis. And yet, | swear, m the course
of {lve minutes’ conversation, he'll
makc some point so—o dcvastat-
ingly #ghe that vou'rs completely
disarmed. You kaow, you (céf there
must he depthe ta this man ne one’s
ever told you abeot. And then—
just when you're practically wen
over, he'll do oz say semething so
outrageously ccass you're right back
where you stacted., k's madde ming.
You |t can’t scem te pia the guy
down.”™

“A kind of hastard weth heart?™
Arnie offered imodestly.

Hilda and Tays looked at each
ether and then at Amic in amused
astenishinent,

“But that’s exactly #,” gosped
Filyc.

“Nail en the hcad” marveled
1ilela; “Come o1 now,’” she chided
Arpicy “you hae emet him.”

“Never. | swear!” Araic lifted his
right land in mack eash.

“Well, afwer that one you've got
to,” Hilda sud. *Come by ouc place
anytime aflter nane Lonight. 1 gnarc-
ar we you'll be amazed ar how right
you were.”

“J radghit just do that.” said Arnde,
as iodolently casual as thoupgh hix
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iavitation hadn’t been the precise
objective of }ns circuitous angling.

“I suppose,” Faye conceded
grudgingly, “what he does with his
personal bife is his business. What 1
can’t take is the way he operates
professionally. Look atall the people
he’s wrampled on just to make sure
his darling investments come out
ahead. Because that’s all they are
o him, Hilda—investments. Don't
try to tell me there’s any love of the
theater going there. That brute
hasn’t a scruple to his name.”

“Oh, Lord, dont 1 know,~
groaned Hilda. “Still—think how
many plays he's done i the last ten,
cleven years—and hardly a flop
among them. You may hate his guts,
Faye, but how can you argue with
success? [t represents a lot of work
for 4 lot of actors. And the play-
wrights! Even most of the cstab-
lished ones, no matter what they
say, would give their eyetecth to
have Mort Sabin behind them.
Then, # you count all the would-
be's, why it’s enough to keep Mort
in demand for the next hundred
years.' She laughed. “There must
be millions of them. Mert's always
saying he'd enjoy the novelty some-
time of meeting someone who didn't
have an idea for the Great American
Play.”

Well, Mort baby, mused Arnic
to himself, F aim to oblige. Oh, he
had an idea for a play all right. But
with one significant difference.

Some sage along Arnie’s path had
said that the story you talk about is
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the story you never write. And
how true that was. Arnie had lost
count of all the noble themes and
sure-fite plots he’d heard talked
into thin aic in the wee hours at
some bar. None of that for him,
thanks. Arnie had no intention of
telling Mort Sabin or anyone else
about 4és play until it was down on
paper to the last polished word.

Meanwhile, though, no harm in
doing a little oiling of the wheels
within wheels. He was going to
meet Mort Sabin tonight. And he’d
meet him again as many times and
as many places as he could arrange
in the next year or two that it would
take him to finsh the play. All he
wanted. all he hoped fot out of this
was that when the time was ripe,
he'd be no stranger to Mort Sabin.

“Sorry,” Faye said, “you'll never
sell me on that chasactes. But I
hope for Phil’s sake he shows up
tonight.”

Hilda smiled complacently.
“Somehow I have a feeling he will.
Phil has some real live bait on the
hook this time.”

“What do you mean?”’

“We have a housc guest.”

“I didn’t know you had anyone
staying with you this week-end.”

“Well, T hope not. It’s been very
hush-hush. Phal just smuggled her
and her agent in last night.”

“But who is it?”

“Someone,” Hilda went on tan-
talizingly, “Mort Sabin is /wid to
mect. le’s determined to sign her
for the play he’s doing in the fall.”
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“Oh, Hida!” said Faye in cxas-
peration. “Stop being so mysternious.
Who 75 112"

But Hilda wasn’t going to be
rushed ou of playing this revelation
to -the hill. She leaned forward
slightlv.  hooked  her  deep-greean
beach towel onte one linger and
pulled it just over a shoulder, pro-
viding. as she well knew, a steiking
background for her sull levely au-
burn hair. Then, enuaciating cach
syllable with distinct delicacy, she
said, “Diana Dalwyn.”

The effcct of her announcement
left nothing to be desiced. Faye fell
back in her chair in limp amazement
and Arie, with an inveluncary “I'll
be damnecd,” sat bolt upright.

Diana Dalwyn, according to the
cestatic reviews of her first flm, still
unreleased n the United States, was
the British find of the century. A
combination, if you c¢ould believe
the advance notices, of the cream of
the qualitics of every Lop glamor
queen i the world.

“But,” l'ave tinally managed to
splutter, I didn’t know she was
even in the country.”

“Just lew in last night wich
Manny Stern. Phil met them at the
airport and brought them right cut
herc. Mannv and Phil are old
friends. That’s how he got all this
cooked up.™

“Well, what's she like®” Faye
asked eagerly.

“Well,” said Hilda, “we went to a
private showing of her film in Lon-
don last mench. And. vou know,
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P've got to admit i, shc is really as
good as they say.”

“Gorgceous, [ suppose:”

“Oh, that, naturally. But much
more-—kind of clectrifying. And on
top of it all, the girl can act!”

“Sounds,” said Faye, “as though
nothing could stop her. But what I
meant was, what's she like per-
sonally?”

Hilda hesitated a moment, then
replicd. “‘Like what vou said. Noth-
ing can stop hee”” Her voice had
become se sharply subdued that
Faye and Arnic both look-ed at her
in surprise. “God knows,” Hilda
went on, “Pve seen hundreds of
ambition-ridden actresses over the
years. But none quite like thus. T
have really never before looked
dircetly on such undisguised, cold-
blooded drive. Well,” she added
with an attempt to shrug off the
chill of her words, “you’ll sce what |
mean when you meet her tonight.”
She began busily getting her things
together. “PPoor Manny though. He
really has bimself a ugress by the
tail this ttme. [I'm alraidl the poor
slob’s going to get caten alive.”

Behind  his heavy-lidded  gaze
Arnie had been listening., tenscly
alert. And widh I'ilda’s every word
he had grown morc sinkingly certain
that she was talking about the girl
he had seen on the beach this after-
noon. So much for his “goddess,”
he thought bitictly as he rose to

help Hilda  pull up the beach
umbrella.
“T  wondur,”  speculmed  Faye,
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*do you suppose Moart bas Diana
Dalw.ya i mmd for Mrs, Sabin
Number Fiver

Hitda gave a knowing smule.
“Could  bey'’ she said, edding.
“Could well ke, After all, s the
unasuainable thac always attracis
him. ¥Flc'd pwbably ¢tousider the
fact that he hasnt cven met her
vet a meee echnieality?” She folded
up her chair. “*Bug 111 tell you ong
thing, he's going w meet his mawch
in dus soung Amazon. 1t is 2b-
soluwly imposible o imagine fier
reduced © a weeping, pleading
shambls. 1f there’s any casting
asidle 1o be dane in that cotnhinatien,
she’ll be the one to do i€

I-ilda put lice hand. out t6 Arnte
as she and Fawe wmureed o po.
“Den’t forgec tonighs, sweetie. As
yOlE can S€q, W have ﬁmw‘orks
scheduled.™

Aroie grinned. *T wouldn’t miss
it. Thanks, Hilda. 'Byes Fave.

But as he picked wp s towel and
stacicd dewn to the steps at the
other end of the beach, the grin
fadcd, and he couldn’t scem te re-
capture the little glow of satistac-
tion he shauld havie heen feeling at
“mission accomplished.”

He weat back to the cottage he
sharcd with six other voung men,
ook a bow! af tepid water our on
ehe sen deck, and while he waited
his uwnn at the shower, shaved i
ftont of a ¢racked mirrere pmppeg
ona chait.

Through it afl the black meod
sayed. wirh him, Impatiently he
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vanked on a clean sweatshirt over
bis shorts, left the covage, and
walked up roward the bay. What
the hell? Soa blonde who'd cauaght
liis eye for a fesv minutes on rthe
beich trned aut to be like all che
rest—worse. if Hilda was right
shout her. Se vhat? But the bleak
theught stabbad ar him without
warniniR: was that really all those
cyes haclhcd—nakced ambition?

He amided glundy along the bay
walk trying t& make up his mind
where to cat. He wasa't particularly
hungry, so he fpally pushed inte
‘Tina’s cad settled for a piza and a
glass of haer. 1e still had a ceuple
of haurs 1o #ilt belere e wasbue at
Hilda's and Phal’s, and be took his
time, exshanging the ustal inanctics
with tche: vswl crowd.

Whep he came out, the ferey had
just dacked and peaplc hegan pous-
ing 1n frem die slip. He threaded
his way for a while through the new
arrivals with  their  huggage-pilesd
wagaus, and considercd smopping in
snniewhere for a drink. Then he de-
ided agwnse it, and trned back
teward the ocean.

At the vepof the sepaden sieps he
stonr] for 3 mement losking at the
nearly deseeted beach. Then slaswly
he wenr ddswn asd sar o th e bottom
plank of the stairs:

Tt wus not quite dark but a chill
wind had sprusg up, sending even

the hatdiest of the kite Ayers back

to their cottages. Amic pulled up
the liodd of his 5Wc;tshiﬂ: and sat
morscly  watching the Dvconing
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Tde car Us way in huge, menstred
bites up the broad expanse of sand,
He picked up a stnk and wraped
incfl ecrudlly st sonw: 1ar oe tlic box-
tom of his Jowr. Then le threw ihe
stick auav in dispust and looked up.

Aad thacs whent he e her
agaion standding down where  dhe
waves [upped over her feer

St hinil bice bk 9 hian and she
avas enveloped now in g great beach
capes hur fre yuaet lad 2 moment's
doubt abown who she was. There
was that anguliar wav Jhe stosd. and
the  beaves, hrig Tt hatr. And even
now, afwer ol he'd heard abom her,
lic found ihe sight t{ hor incFably
touchmg.

Well. du: lecll wuth that? He stoed
up anprity and stanted down teavaid
the water. A eonple of minsites’
talk with o chibly wuccoss wuchine
{ike Ter ouple e break shis idotic
spell st hadd easy wver hien.

“Hellod” lie said bnsquedy as be
cam2 up heside her.

She wirned her bicad ealmby, nor
wtall stusrtded hive you cone for
e she cbal.

“Why- un” said Amie, thrown
off bakmee, *F s habpened e be
down hire”

“Oh.” Stk loakd back at the
occan. 1 iwugln porlagss they'd
sent vou ts hnk far me.*

Then- dein’t cam w be ary 20-
swer g0 that s he pist scoak besede
fier and ared ewm ot the brerbass.
The st one casye in doser, cutling
frothily- aranad Wieir ankles.

“We'tse zang w gee more then

our feet wet if we sty down here,”
be said.

Hre dhought xx firse che haxia’t
teard hsin, bue thea she euracd and
fotlosad himx slowly back 10 the
steps Hhe nwrionel bee to a scat va
¢he bortam oRe.

“fust for a mtewte,” she said.
"They'll he cominge for me soon”

Amie sa cown beside her, con
founded. What hid happencd
him? Arnabe articulate, Old Never-
a-a-Less Amie, conldn't think of a
Blasted l!ling PO sav 1) th4s creanture:
wlo scaed contean w sit selenely

templying the  1acles ocein.
Well, dhere was alwavs e direge
appoozcie.

*1 don't thaek 1 sreduced -
sclf. My namc’s \rone Cantncfl,™

Ske lowkvd at hon dwen. “Howe
do you do. Arate” <he and grasely.
"My name’s Eve < Eve Sabm.”
Then, befuse he had fully assimilaeed
s skmning  upset, she caddued
“F'm Most Sabu's wife”

AU the mument she started gcak-
ting he'd nlready had his mowutt open
and ready with the expected reply,
I wasquite @ strugRe just getunggit
closcd. Then he had 1o open and
clese 1t several pves, kke a damned
fish. before fic could gt any words
o, Aod whes l’x‘)’ ciune, (bc}'
couldnt huve boon worse, “1'm ~
KRy —"

ac soracs ofher enrvsth ewitehod.
“Eser your've Ieaal abous mee

“Ng—n—"" kv usmmeeed in
desperation. T didivt mesn 0 ahat
way: L—von see. |- 1 thougln thae
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you were someone else altogether.”

“No.” She spoke with finality.
“I'm still—Mort Sabin’s wife.”

Her manner, as direct as her
glance, demoralized Arnie utterly.
He found his voice at last and the
words came out with a rush—any-
thing, everything, complete irrele-
vancies. He could no more have
turned them off than he could have
stopped the tide coming in. To his
horror he even heard himself telling
her every last detail about his play,
about his hopes for Mort’s eventual
interest in it,

Not that it mattered. She wasn't
even listening; she was juststaring out
‘at the occan again. Then she turned
and spoke quietly, ‘Pleasc . . .”

The single word stopped Arnie’s
babbling instantly. Her eyes seemed
to burn through his skull, reading
accurately everything there. “You
needn’t be so embarrassed on my
behaif,” she said.

“1 knew what he was like when I
met him,” she continued slowly, as
though sorting things out in her own
mind as she went along. “But he
was so—insistent, so persuasive. He
swore the others had meant nothing
to him, that with me he had finally
come home. He said 1 would be the
last Mrs. Sabin. And 1 believed him
—becausc for me it was true. For
me, it still is. But net for Mort, not
for a long time now. I tried—to
change myself, to be something else
so that he might look at me again.
1 even did this clown’s thing with
my hair, It made no difference,

of course. Nothing could.” She
shrugged. “It's an old, old story.
Not even very interesting.”’

A light flashed down at them
suddenly from the top of the steps.
Annie, looking up, was blinded by
the glare. It was only when one of
the figures moved down a couple of
steps that he saw it was one of the
village police.

“Beg parden,” he said, “but have
you seen—"

“I think you’re looking for me,”
said Eve, rising.

“Are you Mrs. Mortimer Sabin?”

“Yes.”

“Oh--well.” The man seemed
momentarily flustered at having the
search end so abruptly. “Uh-—Mrs.
Sabin—I’m afraid your husband—"

“Yes, | know,” Eve said gently.
She moved up toward himand draw-
ing her arm out from beneath her
robe, handed him a gun. “I shot
him. I'll go with you now.”

She paused a moment at the rail-
ing and looked down.

“Goodbye, Arnie,” she said. “I'm
sorry I’ve upset your plans. But if
your play is goed, you'll find some-
one else to produce it.”

Arnie could only nod dumbly.
He watched her go up the steps and
disappear with the two men.

He turned back to the sound of
the acean and sat there in the gath-
ering darkness clenchiing and un-
clenching his fist. Suddenly he
brought it down on the wood step
with a crash. It hurt him so much
he wept.



A litde known episade from one of the world’s great classics

SANCHO PANZA, DETECTIVE

by MIGUEL DE CERVANTES

themsclves befure Sancho
Panza, Onc of themn carried a cane
in his hand fer a staff; the other,
who had no staff, said to Sancho,
“My lord, some time age I lent this
man ten crowns of gold to oblige
and serve him, upon condition that
“he should return them on demand.
I let some time pass without asking
for them, being loath to put him to
a greater strait than he was in when
I lent them.

“But at length, thinking it full
time to be repaid, T asked him for
my money more than once, but to
no purpuse: he not only refuses
payment, but denies the debt, and
says I never lent him any such sum,
ory it [ did, that he had already paid
me.

“I have no witnesses ta the loan,
nor has be of the payment which he
pretends to have made, but which I
deny; yer if he will swear before
your wership that he has returned
the money, 1 from this minute ac-
quit him before God and the
world.”

“What say you to this, eld gentle-
man?” quoth Sancho.

“l confess, my lord,” replied the
old fellowv, “that he did lend me the

TAVO OLD NEN NEXT PRESENTED
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mroney, and if your worship pleases
© hold down your wand of justice,
since he leaves it to my oath, [ will
swear 1 have really and truly re-
turned it to him.” _

Sancho Panza accerdingly held
down his wand, and the old fellow,
seeming encumbered with his staff,
gave it to his creditor to hold while
he was swearing; and then taking
hold of the cross of the wand, he
said it was true indeed the other
had lent him ten crowns, but that he
had restored them to him into his
own hand; but having, he sup-
posed, forgotten it, the other was
continuzlly dunning him for them.

Upon which his lordship the gov-
ernor demanded of the creditor
what he had te say in reply to the
solemn declaration he had heard.

The man said he could not doubt
but that his dchtor had sworn the
truth, for he believed him to be an
honest 1man and a good Christian;
and that, as the fanlt must have
heen in his vwn memory, he would
thenceforward ask no mere for his
money.

The debtor now tock his staff
again, and bowing to the governor,
went out of the court.

Sancho then began 10 meditate,
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and laying the forefinger of his
right hand upon his ferchead, he
continued a short time full of
thought; and then raising his head,
he ordered the old man with the
staff te be called back.

“Honest friend,” said the gover-
nor, “give me that staff, for 1 have
occasien for it.”

“With all my heart,” answered the
old fellew, and delivered it to him.

Sancho teok it, and immediately
giving it to the ether old man, he
said, “There, take that, and go
about your business in Ged's name,
for yeu are new paid.”

“T paid, my lord!” answered the
old mar. “What, is this staf worth
ten gelden crowns?”

“Yes,” quoth the governor, “or I
am the greatest duncein the warld;
and it shall now appear whether or
not | have a head to govern a whole
kingdom.”

Sancho Panza then ordered the
stalif to be broken in court; which
being dene, ten crowns of gold were
found within it,

All the spectaters were struck
tvith admiration, and began to look
upon their new governer as a second
Selomon. They asked him how he
had discevered that the ten crowns
were in the staff.

Sancho Panza rold them that, hav-
ing observed the defendant give it to
the phaintiff to hold, while he took
his oath chat he had truly restered
the money 1110 his own hands, and
that being dene he took his staff
again, it came into his head that the
money in dispute must be inclosed
within the staff. From this, he add-
ed, they might see that it sometimes
pleased God te direct the judgments
of those whe govern, though other-
wise they were bttle better than
blockheads.
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This is the 268th *first story’ 1o be published by Edlery Queen’s Mystery
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5O THAT HE COULD DIE
by VAUGHAN GREENE

IEY FUKNED 7THE LICHT ON.

So he kncw night was here,
Clanks and rattles, and the sounds
of thuir fect, so that things ht up
and got darkes.

He reckoned he had until morn-
ing if, all of a sudden, thue hadn’t
gotten mixed up n him.  They
would come in and tell him, tell
him the time.

Seward thought he could hear
cain  somewhcere, skittering and
chilly-ike, and remunding him of
dark blue marnings.

In his lifetime he had often waked
up long before morning, just o lie
there listening to himsell breathe,
just listening and watching,
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By the time morming come, he'd
be long gone out to the cows.
ilis cows that the ncighbors said
he liked to shoot buckshot at,

What they-all said must be en
those there sheets of paper the cops
and doctars had.

Seward was sane. That's how
come he was here. And tomorres,
like as not, he'd wake long before,
maybe make the motien of getting
up off this here strange bed—
“a bunk,” they call it, like on aship
—as if he was still going o the cows.

Cows are warm and sweet ac
morning, but Seward never did
like their udders and eyes. This can
make you right mad.
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Sometime he had to take dcep
breaths to keep from throwing up
the ssvectaess.

Crazy-like, he sudden wendered
if the throwing up always leads to
cops and doctors—therc’d been a
whole string of both.

- Mostly Seward could recollcot
the cop that sm lled of Juicy Frui:
chewing gum, and the doctor with
the rimless eyeglasses.

Short, kind of funny-looking fel-
low, this doctor, with a way of
talking that was even more different
than doctor-talk, and not like the
doctor he’d once gone to, the day
the tractor turned over on his leg.
~ That dector talked imore natural-
like.

Though, even natural, he must be
-1n those there sheets of paper, too.
Which said how Seward had dreve
himself into town with his foot so
bad Droke that it hung almost
screwed off and around, heel froot-
wards, crawled up the steps to the
doctor’s office, said hurry up fix it
*cause I got to get back 1o work.

Work, because it wen’t do to go
cryin’ out and be a bother to people
with your trouble.

“I have mever seen a man with
such an inhuman contempt for pain
as this F. W. Seward,” the local
doctor had said—‘‘testificd,”” they
call it, which did make him sound
same’s the foreign doctor.

SO

“What 15 the F.W.?” the doctor
that leads to this place here, the

THAT HE
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fellow with the rimless eyeglasses,
had wanted to know.

“It don’t mean nothing.”

“What?"

“Nothing.”

“Now, attentiont, when I ask you
aquestion, I expect—""

“It just. means what it says, sir,
Just them two letters are my first
name. 1 call myself Seward.”

“Everyone around your [farm
states that you have been called
F.W. since yeu were born.”

“Then what the hell you askin’
me for?™

“Now, attention, when [—"

“Sorry. They do call me that,
yes. Well, but, [ call myself Seward.”

“I have never hcard of naming a
person merely two letters of the
alphabet. You are certain?”’ The
doctor had glare for twe eyes, maybe
on account of the light and the
glasses. Light off the fingernails teo,
which looked polished but with a
no-color polish. The rest of the
hands remindcd Seward of his wife.
Thedifference being that she bites—
bit—btt her nails.

“You . . . are vou a doetor of
medicine, could I ask?”

The doctor’s plump hand dis-
missed the question, while the face
got hard like the hand wasn't.

“Hes a doctor in psychology,
that’s Ph.D.,” the cop of the ]u1cy
Fruit chewm' gum had been nice
enough to answer. “From some
German university” —the cop’s gum
squeaked—“noless.”

e
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The doctor not of medicine but
from some German university asked
lots of questions tike all the other
doctors of just before this here place:.
Or maybec it's just thae all the ques-
tions sound alike.

Fellow didn't know farm equip-
ment from nothing, and his face
would get that hardness—~maybe it's
brainy-looking, so Seward went
slow, runniug ahcad of his own self
to take owt any farm-cquipment
words before he got to ‘em.

But this was hard to do.

“Plow points, Doctor. P-l-o-w,
and then ‘points’ is what I weighted
her l)ody down with, yes, sir”’

"*Before this, F.W.—"

“Sewa—"

“—you brought her puppy into
the kitchen.”

“Yes,sir.”

“Writhing on a prong of the
fork.”

““Pitchfork. But the recason ]
usc] buckshot on my cows is be-
causc to train 'cm. So’s they won't
keep strayin’ over outta the field.
It don't wake ’em long to learn to
cut down my fencin’ costs.”

Seward felt wrung, the way trying
to talk always did make him feel.
“It may be just is that | ain’t never
liked the sight of fences much.”

The doactor from the German
university went or and on, some-
tumes saying wards you couldn’
for the lite of you make out. Othes
times, the doctor would stand up,
wilk over 1o the barred window—

IHHE COULD DIJE
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maybe to show he wasu't afraid to
tura his back?

He didn’t need to worry hisself—
he wasn’e my wifc.

And my wife wasn't stuck up like
that ncither. Can say one thing fur
her, she never put on atrs and acted
high and muighty, Lord no.

Maybe il she hadn’t hit me on
the cuts I'd gotwen on my hand fool-
in’ round with the doggoned tractor
-—oh, I'd take this off most anyenc
else, 1 reckon, but not off the person
I spent my whole life looking for.
And hadn't really never found, 1
suddenty knew.

[t was just all of a sudden, and [
went outta the kitchen. 1 stood in
the hall waitipg for lier to come after
me. And I said to myself, since the
sun was scttin’, and there was a
swatch of light on the floor with
what looked like pale gray ants
floatin’ in it, [ said to mysclf:
Seward, if by the time that light
docs move ofl your foot, if by then
she ain’t come to you, she is dead.

Ants’ll run in something dcad if
vou leave it out loag cnough. Bur
them kind ain't no-color ants.
They're bright and livin’.

So, Seward sometimes sought at
these that he killed. Tt was just—
well, just looking. What is it like
to be dead? What is the meaning of
—of this-all?

Scward remembered the puppy
most. His wife wus all the time lov:
ing it. She called it cute baby names,
lisping and cuddling it to her ke
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if she was "bout to nurse it for real.
Madc Scward nght sick.

The doctor from the German
university was saying something,
but Seward had trouble, real true
trouble, listening. It all sounded
somchow like the little noise of
“How ate you?—! am finc,” that
people all the time say to each
other.

“Do you like music, F.W.?"

“Beg pardon, sic?”

“Music. Do you—"

“Oh, no, sir.”

“None at allf”’

The doctor sounded like you
ought to like music or else you're
a lunatic for sure, so Seward said,
“Well, my mother had a radio.
[ think what she liked was ‘Black-
_bettom.” Or 'bout like that. But
the radio got smashed.”

Scward’s father smashed it, be-
cause Seward’s mother forgot to
feed his hound deg.

*Black-what?” the doctor was
asking, but Seward didn’t want to
talk any more, please,

“What he is doing is called
‘psy-ce-anal-isis’,” the cop of the
Jutcy Fruit chewing gum had kind-
ly replied to Sceward’s aching be-
witderment.  “Or  somerhin’ like
that, no less.”

Seward was not sure what-alf
that might be, and it didn't matter
enough for the pain of speech. He
just knew one thing: he was.going
to dic right soon, and he didn’t
want to go sloppy-ike to the end.

S0 THAT HE COULD DIE

The cop gave Seward a stick of
gum, and Seward was mighty grate-
ful, but felt right embarrassed by
having nothing to offer him back.

The cop wasa't like those other
folks, that'd been in the courtroom,
yelling right out at Seward. Seward
had kept still, head up, but not
sassy at their yell: “Hanging's too
good for him!”

Qun account ef his having hurt
animals.

Seems they were members of that
Society they’ve got for Prevention
of Crucity to anything but humans.

Seward would've liked to keep
the cep's gum te case him and stop
his throat from drying out so with
the docter. But it’s bad manners to
chew like that in front of fefks.

The cop said he maybe could get
Seward a radio, but Seward said,
0o, thank you kindly.

No, not music, but if only you
could get me the dark blue morn-
ings. But things like that, you don't
never tell nobody. They are yours,
and yours alone, secret and magical-
like and—alone.

The doctor frem the German
university asked Seward what he
read.

“Why—why, maybe ouce in 2
while the papess.”

“Papers?”

“The newspapers, siv. Mostly the
funnies. Funnies ase the little bright
pictures.”

“No books, 1°.W.”"”

“Well, I—" Seward looked to-
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ward his shocs which he wished were
cither on the ficld again or soles up.
“The Scars and Rocbuck Catalogue
and—and like that. [t’s a store.”

“You play no musiesl instrument,
F.W.so

“No, sir. 1 ain’t never played or
nothin® hke that. Had 10 work all
my life. T don't take o time off fram
my land. I'm a goeod [areuer, 1t ] do
say so mysclf. T think my neigh-
bors'd say that much fer me, least
wise. Doctor—"

Sceward did not hear the doctor
interrupting hun. “Now, now, let
us not have any of this evasive
chatter, F.AV.”

“—it do take a bt of brains to
farm. 1 mean, maybe there’s differ-
ent kind of brains and their people.
There's brains for playin® and brains
for workin’. The last’s me.”

Seward’s throat felt hke if 1t was
rowing scratchy whiskers inside.
ust words words words! Hc was
having a hard time kceping his
eyes open. These days and nights,
he seemed to himsell aslcep—awake
and awake—asleep. Like if night's
the same as day.

The doctor kept harping on the
pitchfork. And on the little puppy
that was on it wriggling.

Seward’s father had long ago
talked to his hound dog like
Seward’s wifc to that puppy. Land
of goshen, how Pa had loved that
hound dog!

When Seward had been trying to
o fix the shack’s roof, and fell and
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broke his leg, bis father had fussed
and hollered “bour how much it
would cost to fix that leg, saxd he'd
fix it hissell, and started pullin’ on
it somethmg terrible, and shoutin’,
I W FAY. you damn no-count—
if you wasnt so dumb, just plain
dwnb . . .7

So Seward had dectded then and
th(’l’l_' Nol 1o ever l.‘)i\'. Cl’)’il!:\' n]ﬂ.k(‘s
you look stoppy.

Seward's leg had been a mite
crooked since that day, but net
so buny thas he couldn’t run feech
the veterinanan {or the hound deg.

One day Sceward had got hold of
that dog, perred it careful-like,
then buried it alive.

Dared if Pa didn’t nearly go
mad, runnin’ round like a chicken
with s head cur off, here. there,
cverywhere, when I done told him
to hurry up and try to {ind out
where, Tore it died of no air.

And [ said to Pa, [ said, “T'll keep
tellin® you when you're gettin® hot
and when you're geuin’ cold. A
regular treasure hunt, I declare!™

So then Pa did try to kill me.
He was like that, though. It was
just his nature, and, really, all in all,
I didn’t tao much mind him— he
was big and strong and right good
to fook at. And you won't never
catch me complaining.

We always stuck together, him
and me and Ma, any time any
stranger comce round trying to poke
his nosc into our business. You let
"em do thatand you finish up lookin’

sloppy.

cer’l.D> DIE
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So the crooked leg was in those
there doctor-papers too, but just
only straight off about falling on
account of the roof he’d been trying
to hix for his family.

The doctor had looked sharp
through his rimless eyeglasses at
Seward to make Seward think he
knew something. And all that
malacky. But Seward tried to an-
swer intelligent-like so'’s not to bore
him stifl. This here doctor had real
ele-gant careful manners, always
rememberin’ to make Jike he was
leanin’ his chin on his hand when
he leanied his mouth to yawn.

Though 1t wasn't of no interest
to [olks, Seward had once upon a
time thought how maybc he could
get it all oft his chest when he {ound
_ himsclf a2 good wife some day. And
so h¢'d run away, fellowed the sea
instead of the land fer a number of
years—gotten himsell a tattoo on
the back of his right hand, so that
now he kept it palm up, seeing
from the doctor’s eyes that it wasn't
the right thing, exactly, this blue
eagle. Seward had thought it looked
proud. but maybe it didn’t ceally.

Seward had come back from the
sea, having found nothing there but
water. He sctled down on the farm
he made payments on till 1t was his
very own. And then, one day, a
wife.

Shc’d had him hauled into court
for cruelty. Not to her—oh, ne,
never, but o animals. He'd tried to
reason \eith her, to tell her he didn’t
never hunt or fish like other fellows
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do, but that just off and on, he had
to—well, sort of loosen up 2 bic.

“Looscn up what!” she yelled.

“Just—just somecthin’. I don’t
know—semethin’ 2 me."”

But she kept shouting and stomp-
ing around, and he was scared with
cverything tightening up in him,
so he went on out to the barn.

Couldn't talk st/ hicr, like he
thought and dreamed he was going
to be able to. the day he'd asked
for her hand. It aw’t just the hand
you ask for.

But she didn’c help him nowise
to figger out how and what to
say. NMavbe later, maybe some day.

He'd prayed it'd be at night,
after loving. when you lic tuckered
outside by side, touching close—this
should be like dark blue morning,
only now together; like what's
pretty to look at but can't be put
rightly into words, dark Dlue and
all. Bur she would fall to sleep right
off. She wasn’t like her hair, all
gold and light and shining. Seward
would hear her snoring, and look
towards the windosw.

Oftentimes, he'd get up, go out
for a smoke, maybe go through a
whole pack of sinokes. Somcthing
like when is your turn to stand
watch on a ship at sea, only then
sometimes you have to hide your
smekes, make like if there's no light
there. And listen for the bells—time
is bells for the sea. He didn’t mind
the bells so mueh, the way they
have of sounding, even if they did
mean getting up for the cold.

SO THAT HE COULD DIE
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Oue time, on the land that his
housc and marriage bed was on,
one timc in the might's moon, he
saw a chicken snake once. “Probably
for my chickens, ch, you damn no-
count,” Seward had chuckled soft.
“If you wasn't so dumb, just plain
dumb . .

And he caught the snake and put
his cigareties out on it, holding it
and smaking.

A snake can’t as much fecl 1
don't think, really.

“FW. F.W. But why your par-
ents give you no first namc?” the
doctor from the German univensity
kept on asking, like if it was real
strange.

That time in the daylight, when
his wife had seen him fooling with
a blacksnake, she had just only
laughed, though staying a way off.

“You come here, fady,” Seward
sdid soft, *and takce cace of this
hete poor creature like you do your
puppy.”

Then she started running. Fast,

Seward ran after her, and caughe

ker, too. He held the snake in one
hand, her in the other, only her,
gentle-like. And he bent his head,
frowning blind at the earth, bocause
he wanted this time, {or once in
his lifc, o say just the right words,
~ Her and the snake was wnthing,
the both. Seward fclt onl'y the snak ¢,
because it was in rcal terrible pain,
.from the look of it,

HEL COULD DIE
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So Seward said, “You listen to
me, yau don’t love this here snalce
like you love that puppy, just
because this poor snake don’t please
you. Se you don't really Zese that
puppy ncither! Because if you did
really love that puppy, you would
love this snake. And that's a fact,
yes, ma’am!”

“You—you're crazy DP.W. Let
mc go!” )

“No, ma'am, [ aio’t crazy, no,
maam. [ am truthfull But vou—
you're the lar, yes, lady. You're a
liar about—abort life!”

“What did you do afterwards,
FEW.a» '

“After what, sir?™

“Why, after you—"

“Oh. that. Weli, [ went out in the
hall, en out of the house, and fed
the chickens. Then I sat a spell
on the verandah.”

“You sturted worrying?”’

“Yes, sir. See, she'd gained a lot
of waght by now. She must of
been close to two hundred jwunds.
[ wasn't altogether sure 1 could
make it. Also the marter of the plow
points. [ didn’t want to use the
brand-new ones. So that meant [
had to change the points to get the
old ones.”

“To weight her body down when
you threw her in the river, F.W.2”

“To weight her body down when
| thtew ber in the river,” Seward
sad, so that he could die.

They turned the light off.

Morning.
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Mewrizecather wing the front deerbell . . .

. HAT MORNING MAKRY CLEANED
Tthe kitchen, and after lunch she
went shopping. It was a beautiful
sunny day, but getting hot; the
lawns and curbs and ranch-style

“houscs of Pleasant Park Estates
gleamed and sparkled in the sun-
light, and in the distance the black-
top strect shonc like glittering
water.

Mary had lived here barely five
wecks now, but one development
was very like another, and in her
seven years of marriage to Geoff
she’d seen plenty of them. Geolf
transferred frequently, spending six
months here, cight months there,
never as much as a year in any ene
location. It was a gypsyish life, but
Mary didn’t mind: we're just pare
of the ncw mobile generation, she
told herself, and let it go at that.

All the stores in the shopping cen-
ter were air-cenditioned, but that
onfy made it worse when Mary
finally walked back aeross the grid-
dle of a parking lot to the car. She
thought of poor Geoff, werking out-
doors 'way ever at Rolling Ran-
cheros, and she vowed to make him
an extra-special  dinmer  tenight:
London broil, a huge green salad,
and ieed eoffee. In fact, she’d make
up a big pot of iced coffee as soon as
she got heme.

But she didn’t get the chance.
She'd barcly fnished putting the
groccrics away when the [ront doot-
bell sounded. She went to the living
room, opencd the door, and the
man smiled, made a small bow, and
said, “Murs. Peters?”’

He was about forty, very dis
tinguished-looking, with a tiny Errol
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Flynn mustache and faint traces of
gray at his temples. His dark swit
seted perfectly, and his black at-
taché casc gleamed of expensive
leather. He said, T wonder sf you
cotild spare five minutes, er should
I call back I‘ucr?"

x\I.xry frowned. m sorry,”
said, "I don’t under—"’

“Oh! You think I'm a salcsmanl”
He laughed, but as though the joke
were on himself, not on Mary. I
should have shown vou oy identifi-
cation,”’ he said, and from his inside
coat packet rook a long flat waller of
black leather. From it he plucked
a card, and extended it to Mary,
saying, “Merriweather. Universal
Electric.”

The card was in laminated plastic,
the printing in two colors. There
was a photo of Mr. Merriweather,
full face, and his signature under-
neath. The reverse side gave the
office locations of Universal Flectric
in major citics.

Mr. Mereiweather said, smiling,
“You hare heard of Universal Elec-
tric, | hope.”

“Oh, of course, I've seen your ads
on television.”

M:. Moerriveather accepted his
card back. “If you don’t have time
pow—""

“Obh, I have time. Come on in.”

“Thank you.” IHe wiped his feet
on the mat, and entered. “What a
lovely hame!™

“Oh, not reall
in last month an
mess.”’

she

. We just moved
1s stll an awful
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“Not at all, not ac all! You have
charming 1aste.”

They sat down, Mary in the arm-
chair and Mr. Mcrriweather on the
sofa, his attaché case beside him. He
said, “May I ask what make of
refrigerator yeu now have in your
heme+”

“It's a Untversal."

“Wonderful.” He smiled again.
“And how old 1s it?"

“l really don't know—it came
with the house.”

“I sce. And a home freezer unit,
do you have one of those?”

“No, [ don’t.”

“Well, finc. You may be just the
lady we're looking for.” Taking his
attaché case ento his lap, he opened
it and began removing brightly
colored sheets of glossy paper. A
part of our advertising campaign
for—"

Now she was sure, “lxcuse me,”
she said, and got to ber fect. Trving
to smile normally and naturaily, she
said, “My grocerics. I just got home
from 1he store and nothing's put
away yet. Your talking about the
refrigerator reminded me.”

“If you'd prefer that | come back
la"_"

“Oh, no.” No. she didn't want o
frighten him away. “This won’t
take a minute,” she assured him.
I just put the penslnbles away,
and I'll be right back.”

He got to his feet and smiled and
bowed as she left the room.

Her heart was pounding furiously
and her legs didn’t scem to want to
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work right. In the kitchen she went
straight to the wall phonc and dialed
Operater, her hand trembling as
she held the recciver to her ear,
When the opcrator came on, Mary
said, keeping her voice low, “I waat
the police, please. Hurry!”’

It scemed to take forever, but
finally a gruff male voice spoke, and
Mary said, “My name is Mrs. Mary
Peters, two-twelve Magnolia Court,
Pleasant Park Estates. There’s a
confidence man in my house.”

“A whae’”

Dido't this policeman watch tele-
vision? “AA confidence man,” she
said. “He’s trying to gct moncy
from me under false pretenses. I'li
try to keep him here until yvou send
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somebody, but youll have to
hurry.”

“In five minutes,” the policeman
promised.

Maty hung up, wishing there was
some way to call Geoff. Well, she'd
just have to handle it herself. Gea-
crally speaking, confidence men
avoided violence whencver they
could, so she prohably wasn't in any
direct  physical danger; but you
could never be sure. This one might
be wanted for other mere serious
crimes as well, and in that easc he
might be very dangerous indecd.

Well, she'd started it, so she
might as well sce it through to the
end. She took a deep breath, and
went back to the living room.

Mr. Merriwcather rose again,
polite as ever. He now had the coffee
table completely covered with glossy
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sheets of paper. She said, “I’m sorry
[ took so long, but 1didn’t want any
of the foed to spoil.”

“Perfectly all right.” He secttled
himself on the sofa again and said,
“‘As I was saying, Universal Electric
is about to mntroduce a revolution-
ary new type of refrigerator-{reezer,
with an advertising campaign built
around the concept of the satisfied
user. We are placing this refngera-
tor-freezer in specially selected
homes for a six-months’ trial peried,
absolutely free, asking only that the
housewife, #f she loves this new
product as much as we arc convinced
she will, give us an endorsement at
the cnd of that time and permit us
to use her statement and name and
photograph in our advertising, both
tn magazines and on television.”

What would a housewife say who
hadn’t seen through this fraud?
Mary strove for a suitably aston-
ished expression and said, “And you
picked me?”

“Yes, we did. Now, here—" he
pointed to onc of the papers on the
coffee tablz “—is the product. On
the outside it laoks like an ordinary
refrigerator, but—"

“But how did you happen to pick
me?”" She kncw it was a dangerous
question to ask, but she coulda’t
rcswt secing how he would handle
it. Besides, if she acted sufficiently
naive, there wouldn't be any reason
for him to get suspicious.

He smiled again, not at all sus-
picious, and said, “Actually, I didn’t
pick you, Mrs. Peters. The names
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werc chosen by an electronic com-
puter at our home office. We are
trying for a siatistical cross-scction
of America.”

It was time to feave that, and be-
come gullibly enthusiastic. She said,
“And you really want to gire me a
refrigerator for six months?”

“Six months is the triat period.
After that, you can cither keep the
unit in payment for your endorse:
ment, or return it and take cash
instead.”

“Well, it sounds absolutely fan-
tastic! A brand-ncw refrigerator for
nothing at all.”’

“1 assure you, Mrs. Peters,” he
said, smiling, “we don't expect to
lose on this propesition. Adveriising
based on satished cuscomers is far
morc cfective than any other sort
of campaign.” He flipped open a
notebovk. “May I pur yeu down
as wilbing?™

“Yes, of course. Who woulda't
be willing?" And where in the world
were the police?

He started to write, then sud-
denly ¢ricd, “Oh!” and lovked
stricken. “I'm so sorry, therc’s
somcthing [ forgot, something 1
should havc told vou beforc. As ¥
explained, you have the option
either to keep the unit or rcturn at.
Now, we want to be surc our trial
users won't harm the units iy any
way, so we do request a small damn-
age deposit before delivery. The
deposit is awtomatically refunded
after the six months, unless vou
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wish to return the unit and we find
that it has been mistreated.”

Would the unsuspicious housc-
wife become suspicious at this point?
Mary wasn't sure. But if she secmed
oo gullible. that might be just as
bad = scerning ton wary. So she said,
guardedly, "I sec.”

“Ilil give you a reccipt for the
depesit now.” he weat on glibly,
“and you show it when the unit is
delivered. Itsjust as simple as that.”

“How much is this damage
deposit?™

“Ten dollars.” He smiled, saying,
“You can sce it's merely an expres-
ston of goed faith on your part. If
the unit 7s mistrcated, ten dollars
will hardly cover s repuir.”

“I'm not sure,” she said doubt-
fully. She had to act more wary
now, if only to stall until the police
got here. “Maybe T ought to ralk i
over with my husband Dirst.”

“Certainly. Could vou phone him
at work? 1 do have to have your
answer today. JE you clect not to
take the umzt, I'll have to contact
our sccond choice in this area.”

“No, my husband works out-
doors. [ wish [ could phone him.”
There was nothing 10 do now hut
pay him the money and pray that
the police woull arrive in time.
“All right.” she sad. “I'll do it.”

SPel’

“I'll just get myv purse.”

Mary went back to the kitchen
and looked longingly at the tele-
phouc. Call the: police agam’ No.
they were surcly on the way by
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new. She got her purse and returned
to the living room.

It seémed to take no time at all
to give him the money and get the
receipt. Then he was nsing, saying,
“The unit should be delivered
within three weeks.”

Desperately, she said, “Wouldn’t
you like a glass of iced coffee before
you go? It's so hot out today.”

He was moving toward the door.
“Thank you, but I'd better be get-
ting back to the office. There’s
still—""

‘The doorbell chimed.

Mary opencd the door, and Mr,
Merriweather walked into the arms
of two uniformed policemen.

The next five minutes were hec-
tic. Merriwcather blustered and
bluffed, but the policemen would
have none of it. When Mary told
them his line, they recognized it at
once: complants had been ceming
in from swindled housewives in the
area” for over a month. “There’s
always a couple of these short-con
artists working the suburbs,” one of
the policemen said.

But Mr. Merriweather didn’t
give up until one of the [solicemen
suggested that they phonc the local
officce of Universal Elcctric and

JUST

WE'RE LODKING FOR

venfy his identification. At shar,
he collapsed like a deflated balluog.
Turning to Mary, he sard, “How?
How did vou know?”

“Women's intuition,” she told
him. “Yeu just didn’t scem right to
me."”

“That's impossible,” he said.
“What did 1 de wrong? How did
you tumble to it3"”

“Tust women's
said.

The policemen took him away,
shaking his head, and Mary went
hack to the kitchen and got started
on dinner. She could hardly wait for
Geoff to get home—to tell him
ahout her day.

Geoff came in a little after five,
his suit and white shirt limp and
wrinkled. “What a scorcher,” he
said. “If it keeps up like this, we'd
better move north again.”

He pulled a handful of bills from
his pockets, fives and tens, and
dumped them on the dining-room
table. As he counted them, he said,
“How was your day?"

“Got rid of some of the competi-
tion,” she told him. “Guy working
the Free Home Demonstration
dodge. Get that grift off the table, I

have to set it for dinner.”

she

intuition,”

!<:>G



There are certain tradstional gambits whicli we always find appealing. For
example: two characters meet at g bar, or on a rain, or in a club, and
enurely through their dialogue we see the firll story unfold—ike past, the

present, and sometimes the fuzure,

Case in point: mect the Professor and the Physican, playing chess befere
a glowing, crackling log fire, fortifying themselves with nine and tobacco—
and hear the whole stary, pase, present, and ﬁ{a{re 5

Tlas is te first publication of “End Game” in the United States.

END GAME
oy POLLY PODOLSKY

HE PROFESSOR'S BEEP ¥LUE EYES
Iwcre steadily fixed on his guest.
¢ Physician, younger of the two,
stubbed his cigarctte among a pile
of twisted butts in the ashtray. His
hand hovered like a hawk, then
swooped down to move a black
pawn one square.

“Gardez!”

“AhP’ sighed the Prolessor. “*My
queen . . . Bold move, my friend—
as usual.”

The Physician’s face was averted
—toward the third unoccupicd
chair; his brown eyes shifted to the
piano, then back to the chess.

“So you miss Elizabeth, roo,”
murmured the Professor as he care-
fully placed his queen out of the
aggressive pawn’s rcach.

The Physician did not reply.
With chin cupped he studied the
board.

The Professor grinned boyisbly,
raised his shoulders to adjust his

smoking jacket, and huted his big
body cemfortably into the padded
tapestry of the chair. “Tch! Such
concentration . . .

With sudden decision the Physi-
cian oved his black king one
square toward the center of the
board. He looked up.

“l beg your pardon. You were
saying?”’

“Oh, nothing. 1 had just forgot-
ten how seriously you play. When
you want something you rcally go
afier it. Eh?”

The Physician smiled. “T would-
n'tsay that . , J*

“Then why do 1 lose to you se
oftens” interposed the Professor
quickly.

“Luck,” the
smoothly.

“Bah!” laughed the Professor as
he pulled a browned meerschaum
from his sagging pocket. He nibbled
pensively en the stemn., As an after-

said Physician

Cupyre oht 1963 by Polly Podol+k x
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thought, “Unless my Bad woves are
your luck.”

“T'o admit shat,™ smiled the
Physician, “‘would ncgate my skill
Let us say vanntng is a habit with
s of us.” The smile left his &ce,
rlie thin nmouth hardemed. “lc's
almost a eompulsion when you've
had w claw your way—from the
beginning, Haed for you w undes-
stand, no deubt, with all this—"

‘He wsved his hand w encirsle
the s0om with 115 casper, masave
bookcuses, is ebfits dan carclessly
scateered, He caughe his lip with his
tecth, as f in herce restraimt.

The Profesor’s chesubic cxpees-
sion faded as his ¢3S narfowed.
“You w¢ wrong, my fricnd. Dead
wrung. I do understand—aere than
you think.” He pauwsed as if care-
fully weighing the next words,
“You koow the joy of winning. 1—
[ know the agony of lesing, That's
the differesscc—you siart with nodhs-
g and win, 1 swunt with everything
and lese. I'd give yeun—er snyone
~" he added hastily, “everything
{ own for the one pussession | have
f:;t. But it's vmpossible. I'm fool

The Professor smiled sadly 2ad
fingeved his white quoen. *“Bur yoo
are mot goiag w win tenipht—I
promise.”” He meved the queen.
“'Clexkl”

'n\cy plzyad in Sikncc, a si[cngc
marked off by the ticking clock
with its eld unconceried face They
exchiinged picce for gicce, a bishop
{or a behop. 2 knighe for 2 kuishs,
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2 ruok for a rook. Fipally they were
reduced 10 kings, querns, and pawas,
but the Physcia was ahead one
pawa.

“A lintlc paws,” owikred the
Professor. “A liule pawa, who
might grow up to be a mighty
queen. 1 must be cureful.” He stood
up to stretch his lacge bedy. “Let's
stop a while. Weil continue Jater.
A glass of winer”

Witheut waiting b moved ¢asly
in alippered fect thrsugh sthe high
pile of the carpet. From a decanter
on the Sheraton eabinet he peurcd
o glasses of port. “Net the eld-
st but pood wimmge . . J°

*Thank you,' sauf the Physiician.

“What shalt we drink to?” asked
the Professes, kolding his glase to
the light. “To Elzabedi?

The Physician fecused his gaae
on the chessinen, as though phote-
graphueg them in s memory, thea
scttied backe “Yes, to Elizaberh.”
He raiscd bis gluss, “By the way,
where is Elizabseth?”

The Profewsor stared at the Physi-
ciag, his brows drawa. “Don’t you
know?" he asked soltly.

“Kswow whaes"

“Elimbeth has left me,” sad e
Professor flatly.

The Physwian stareed, but al-
mest instantly regdned cemposrc.
Straiginening the knet of his te,
he obseeved bis friend’s paincd ex-
pression with steady brown cyes.
“Fmsorey . . ."

“Seaey?" satd the Prokssor and
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laughed daly. *Yeo Ve smight be
more than you bt gancd fo.™

“1 hal no idea.”

“Didw't your T thought usually
the hushaud swas dw last, . .7

“Bur skewill b ek woptianed
the Phywuian.

“T am not sure of that,”™ e
sponded the Professor. “Yae see—"
kaping (omward as if te racal a
seeecis - there oty be— there 5
asothcr maa™ Ie paused o watch
the cficet of bix words. Thea hw
mobilc e wemed 10 relw. Dok
upl”

They rased 1her glassee The
dhock ticked va dispassiontteln.

The Physiciaa was the Lirst 10
break the ateace, “\What niakss yau
think . . . perhapy ) should ot ask
who the man s, |, "

For a Yong moment the Professor
dud net answers his eyes wached
the wikie ghass ac hus wirked it slowly.
**Man® dd souayiT The Prols-
sor laughed. " Skunkt weuld be
morc apprapriate. o\ friend le called
himnself, and-all dw yme-—"'

*But are you steed Dod Knaw

“Of course vou ke bim.™ the
Profcssr chuckded. “As fur Ieing
sure~well, levs ¢all it an vdacarcd
guess. Bun [ mean (0 be sure - dead
suré— veause . . L

The Profeassr paused, lios eves
very blie. The words asme dey,
matter ol -fact. T tend o kil
bim."”

"What?' cricd  the  Phyaician.
“Yeu cnor mem what you are

L3

suving! You are not yourscll. You
—vou—"" He leuned toward the
Protessor, examirung his face with
professional iRrest. The  Physt-
cnan’s ke wak puk, tase. A mscle
twitehast wee bis high checkbone;
rhen <lawly the LX{I5SS70D sufteacd,
thic 1lun li]}s stuledd.

“Yu) had me worried for a mo-
nwne” e pudied the seek black
lack teom b torchead. “"You are
10k, arci¢ yon?™

The Protesor shook his head.
“¥No.”

B sedoisly now —* the vther
contimen] camiesdyy “—ihere arc
many ‘scrpretations of 3 wonan's
behavien - cspecinily 3 woman Lke
Elimbeti”

“And o could pessibly nter-
pret bet bebavtor bower dwn 137
inicernpted ¢he Praofessor,

“Tes, vos Bt subposing, yust for
tie Glkeof s resnming. G ppos:
ing 11 is % ~the what® Whin could
you gain by this- this foolish threat
o kil the man’ Revenger Come
now, whar goenl would that do?
Only e would yuy the conse-
queners=-**

“Nu iy woukd convia s ot
warst, grison for u tuaee, muvbe.le
would be well warth the price. Bur
Walt, You ag¢ putuing werds in my
mouth. You say ‘revengs —you mis-
judge ax”

“Then whati”

“Lhsuabeth—1 must prawed her.
This man could not make hee happy.
He aaty waited 1he conquest—ycu
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“You hove alcady guestioncd
my santiy—let's not go ino thae
apaun,” remarker] ihe Vrofcsser dealy.
"As for reoluy—Filvaledi has left
. that'sa face. Evervehiny points
to dnotleer au—and vhy nat? She
IS voung, 1 am fkors de combeat—
alrost iwny man would bave had an
opporinns.” He plaeed bis cold
pipe eurefully m the Jarge sheeay.

“You arc a sentist,” Sid the
Physicii n. “Yeu knew that a good
theory must agiee with $acre—it
sems youdon's have crongh faets.”

“Facs ace experimemally wven-
fable phenemeng-—aml tha & pre-
axly what 1stend o do-veniy!”

“Thae is not = side. You are
dealing with complex persoualitics,
withhuttan emotiuns. Aayiway. bew
dees Flezaberk hevsell explaine vour
accussations? ™

" Accusations? She docs apt knoty
what 1 suspest. She sud she musc
get  away—anvwhere—het  nrerves
were i bad s;\:)p& —on the VCIEC of
brezkdown, How: could 1 sy ‘nes”
The Professor pauscd o ciiress the
arere of the vacam hawe. VI fullowed
her aroumd winle she packed—that
grocn dress, sniow boots, such absued
things—we Lougli than in Switser-
{snd."

T'he Phyvsician's cves were brigrht.
He swiled. "There—veou have a
siple cxplinavon, Why sok (-
ther? Eluabetll’s noves gre in bad
shape.  it's  underscaw bl shic's
gone thraugh an ordeal. Listen—
why don't we persuade her 10 sec @
ps}'rhi:lulst, while she 5w New

END

GAME

York? [ can recommend an excel-
lewt zman. @ very feend—"

He broke off suddenly, as his ani--
mined cyes met the stareng cyes of
the Professar,

The Profusor'z face paled. He la-
bored to speak hetween shallow
breaths,  “In—New—York—c¢lill—
I\'o(t—m)‘f"" Ue brvathed drcp]}’. A
pubs: bt it alunce the loase col-
lar of hug share. He sured bevond
the padded shoulder of the Pliva-
cyan. “ARY hie exhaled finally, He
begar m kivzh, queetly, then lowder.
the Aesihe an his e sliaking, “Than
was funayl” He wiped his eves on
the back of bis band,

‘The Phvscite warchnd hiea cluse-
ly, bands clenched,

“Well” wid dw Protesoer, swd-
deniy 06y, “enough of that, Ter's
finish th qame.”

‘The Physician tose, glanced at the
clack. > Sorty.” he said, “1 have an
unpartant cagsigesactn o dx mora-
ng.” He sumpghtened hic long bivck
and brushed bis shoulder with lus
fingerups.

“Then {fiwst. anoither denk—for
T road--" wsticd the Profossor.

The Pliysician stood before the
dying e, hisarrus strerches | befire
him.

A lighe seriech elicked and glasss
tinkled. The Physician spun around,
alert, The Professr e rped {rom
the adjesning reom sarrying a silver
teay. The thvscian locked and
ewisted bis hands,

“Sometliing special,” e Profis-
yor was sa¥mg. “Opono 1930
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Curefully he pliced a glass at the
Physician’s place. “Sit down, man,
make yourself comfortable.”

The Physician scawxd hitrosclf
slowly, his eyes on the Prolcsor,
who sipped fram his brimming glass
before placing it en the table.

The Professor threw some logs on
the glowing embess and raked che
ashes to norse 3 flame.

The Physticiag, warching the Pro-
fessor’s rounded back, wiped his
brow with his handkerchief. Swifely
bis bands shor fernard—anc to cach
glaw. He sank back in his chair,
white, breathing €mst. The [egs
crackled and hissed and the flames
cast waving shalows.

The Prefessor rubbed his hands
as he resurncd w the B A tridide
of saweat vhstened from hus temple
to his dhity like the tril of 3 snail.
Scobning the table, he @id, "We
mught as well firush—it won't wake
lpag. Your owve, ofd chap.” As he
spoﬁ: he wiped away a drop of
spilled wine wath g ilick of his finger.

The Pliysiciuy scemed te consider
his meve.

"Drink your wine—it’s superh,”
u:%-ad the Professor between sips.

“he Physscian raisedt bis glass, his
€Y¢s an the beard, He drank slowly,
The dock ticked off (he sceonds of

C.

Finally the Professer spoke. “You
miy think [ an an old foel, that
70 Weraan is worth so much—"’

. A vague smile softeacd 1the Phy-
sictan’s arouth. M wyed with his
tmpey gjass.

11

The P ofessor sveartly drained his
own glass and centinued; *But with-
out her, life ts meaningless. I coulil
a0t {ct you take hor frem me—"
He paused.

The Physiian said quictly, "{ew
did yeu lenow?”

“Simple,' sald the Professos.
“Yeu gave youncif away. You said
"New York." I wos wondering why
she took snuw boors to I-‘lurigﬂ."

The Pbysician started, Wut re-
coveccd, “Wo matter now. Sé you
thought yeu'd get rid of nx?”

“Yes,” answcred the Professos,
gazing at his empty glass, “Slow-
actin and—no antidote.” The Pre-
fessor cupped his chin and examined
the chess buard. He id, povduring,
“My move, [ befieve.”

‘The Physidan grinned astriag-
corly. “Ne” he said “"Yeu hase
already m dc your last meve~and
lost—cverything” He stopped to
chaindighs a cigarcrie quiverag be
tween campressed [ips.

“$ui” ‘The Professor raised his
brows,

“Yes” said the Physican. ‘]
sanched the drnks.”

“Clevern,” murmured the Profes
sor. *'But, ou second thoughy, a bit
silly, How will you cxplaio is "

“Very ey, smilcd the Physi-
cian. 1 shall sign your death cer-
tficate—osonary fadure. Not so
silly, $ou see. But Elzobeth was
stupid-—she: should have told me
about Flerada.”

“Elizabeth is not stupd,” re-
vorted the Prefcssor. “Perhaps she

GAaME
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15 a0t astute—wherwise she'd have
seen theough @ cowplete charjav
fike vou,”

“Your taning dues ot sagter
any nwre,” <d the  Physicao.
“Face it--Elizabeth s in love wiih
me!f We arrangied (@ meet o Now
York.” thie fiigers dug decp o
the brocade of the vacant chair. The
Professor way silents be picked «n
the inlay af the Gl e

The Physician continued, his dask
eyes shiudng, hig face alive, “Wihen
she plved the plano it was {og el
For me, do vou verdurstand? Each
wine | bed you i chess, it was Tike
winuing her all aver againl”

“You cheap tashyoun chuap
sepstari—"'

“Yes, e upseart. But [ wuk her
frons yvn—the prssession vou valuerd
moet. You and vour cemspicuous
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incllect, your superior s, yow
pase vt a connoisseur—"

“Yes, vos, 1 can gues all dhoe,”
inkceenpted  (he  Prolwr  imia-
teady. ST have uwdctsied yau
froan 1the bepinming. But wll me
oac thing,” he wid softy. "Beynnd
the sawsBzciional winning, of what
value 5 Elzabab w0 you?

The Physiciin waved lis hand
:liri|-}" “Sher latiees mis; she amnicen
me. For the preseent 1 find her o
lighef uf—"

“For the preseat? And the fu
torc?”

“Who kowsvs 1 waid dee Playsiciun
with ashrug,

“Tethaps I do,’ saud the et
sor, fently Picking up the whitk
gueen. “Yau sce—" he spoke very
showly, very quielly—"both dnaks
werr poisoned . , .
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R NEW detective SHORT NOVEL by
MICHARL GILRERT

Neorly ervryone—the police, the caiors (e 0 Baitey and the Court of
4 Ppt'{l[,},, the people ot lovge—nearly eveyone was eonvinced ehat flarry
Garden icis u cofd-Glevded hiller, that fic fudmnadered o fanons actress.
Yet Harry Gerdon lad frionds—unfnowy frends fn gecuiiorly “hgh”

placcs, “alt happy o work i e raise of justice’ . .

A fuseinating

short woset of police-cunrfegal procedire, packed with siespense and @
feelozy of dan GeRArS, fnsenmmate Soacklihe moves ane' desperate cgunter-

moLes . . .

STAY ®F EXECUTION
by MICHAEL GILBERT

TUMBTR ONE COURT 4T PHE OLD
N Bailev was full. And yeo at
that solcmn mement there seemed
w beonly two people ther.
The presiding Judge were long-
sleeved, full-skirted red robe=s and a
zzlpct wig. A duep eleft started
tom the corner of cach nesteil, ran
out atanangle, and Uien dtopped, s
that kismouth lay bC‘l'\Vl‘ACﬂ,gOﬂ[pDi‘.S.
Over aguinst Him, scparated by
the well of the conct, Harry Gordon
stood in the dock. Fe looked batlled.
Not fcarfial, Bur dumb, and vwor ricd,
852 man may Jook when the (orces of
the warld conspire o bludgean him.
At seventy, Mr. Jusuer Enright
W33 {hn eld to awclcame change. So
he §ignaled to the hevering Chaplain
‘ﬂpla‘ce the black sejuare of silk en
5 wig. T'his was optienal, but he

thought it alded an cxta solemnity
to the momcnt. He weuld have pre-
ferred the old words, too, now de
nied to higy.

“That you b taken. from this
place to a lawful prison and thence
to 2 place of exceution and that yan
suffer death by hanging-—"'

They weee term ble words. But not
inappsopriate, he thewghe, for a
maa feund gty of a horoble
crinec—a man who had: actempted,
repeatedly, to seduce agirl, and fait
ing, hed shot her, later trving to
dj_\'i}x;sc of tody and weapon.

“The sntenee of thisceurt,” he
sated, *is thie vou shall suffer deals,
in 2 manner authorized by law.”

On the wersl, the reporters, who
had worked theie way close e the
ssving doors, jumped through them

) T3 Sy Mol (3 r
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and clattered down the passage to
the row of tclephone booths. Re-
ceivers were off the hook, and their
voices were breathing into the
mouthpieces, before Harry Gordon
had left the dock.

Sertence on Highgate Killer said
the posters in blood-red, which
matched Mr. Justice Enright’s robes.
Death they said, And again,and again
—Death. The old beast of capital
punishment had opened 1ts mouth
once morc. It had breathed fire from
its throat. A man was to be put to
death. People could no longer watch
it, but they could think about it,
they could imagine it, as they made
their way home, that evening, to
their snug villas and their semi-
detached existences.

A few cranks would protest, but
not the snug, semi-detached oncs.
No, no. To them the sentence was
right and fieting, Harry Gordon was
a cold-blooded killer. In a few

wecks he, too, would die.

STAY

To Harry Gordon himself, the
realization had come slowly; not in
one piecc, but in several pieces. He
was living two lives at once. Onc in
the present, in a brick-wwalled, steel-
barred room in Pentenvilie Prison;
the other in the past.

Somctimes it was the distant past.
Childhood, with dimly remembered,
conventional, middle-class parents;
left-wing friends at London Uni-
versity; his short and undistin-
quished career as a Natienal Service
man. The resolve. taken on the top
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of a bus going west down Kings
Road, Chelsea, to become an archi-
tect. The fight to qualify, the anti-
climax when he had qualified and
could get no work.

Then the day he had met Janine.

Likc a camera tracking suddenly
into a close-up, his mind focused on
Janine.

He could remember every detail
of the meeting.

In his wanderings round North
London he had spotted a tumble-
down box of bricks called Sandpit
Cottags. His architect’s eye had
seen possibilities in it, as living quar-
ters, office, and studio. He had got
hold of the details from the agent,
and had hurried down to talk to his
solicitor, Mr. Becding, at his office
in New Square.

While he was in the waiting room,
Mr. Henry, the old litigation clerk,
had poked his head round the door
and said, in his rich, comedian’s
voice, “Come along, come along.
You can make yourself uscful, Mr.
Gordon. There’s a signature w0 he
witnessed.”

Janine was sitting in a chair beside
Mr. Beeding’s desk, pen poised.

“Can 1 start now?” she said. As
soon as she spoke, he had recognized
her. Hc had seen her in two plays
and half a dozen films. Hc watched,
fascinated. as she wrote her name
Jamne Mann. So that was her real
name, as well as her srage name. He
and Mr. Henry witnessed the signa-
ture. Mr. Beeding introduced him.

“A rising young architect.”
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“Not true,” he had said. ‘Plan-
ning to rise if you like, but I have
not yet left the runway.”

“A lot of people 1 know,” she
had given a sideways glance at Mr.
Beeding as she spoke, “would be
glad to be safe back on the runway.”

And that was the beginning of it.
How long had it been, after that,
before she was first in his arms?

She was ten ycars older thau he
was. Away from footlights and
camera and make-up artists, she was
not particularly beautiful. It was
her body which had fascinated him.
Like all actresses, models, and
courtesans, she was conscious of it,
but never self-conscious about it,
that extraordinary putting together
of flesh and muscle and skin and
bone which made her a woman in a
thousand.

“I am an architect,” he had told
her, stroking her bare shoulder.
“And I know that what pleases the
eye is proportion—and the proper
assembly of parts into a whole.”
And she had laughed at him.

She was always laughing at him.
He sometimes wondered why she
bothered with him at all. He had no
moncy, and money was one of her
preoccupations. She had not been in
a big film or a successful play for
some time, and he gucssed that, like
most stage folk, she was finding it
hatd to pay the tax on the years of
Success. Probably that accounted for
her frequent visits to Mr. Beeding.
. Maybe it was his youth, and his
1ntolerance, that she found refresh-
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ing. She liked talking. She would
spend long afternoons lying on a
sofa in his drawing office (Sandpit
Cottage had turned out to be all he
hoped); she would talk about life,
about plays (with plenty of detail),
about men (but with less detail),
about religion and politics, hope and
fear, lifc and death.

She had never given him any-
thing. Not her money, nor her body
—that sensuous, sensitive body, an
artist’s pleasure, a sculptor’s delighe,
thrown down like a discarded toy on
his shabby sof2; not even when, one
afternoon, provoked beyond endur-
ing, he had tried to take it by force,
and she had astonished him with the
strength in her thin wrists.

But though she would give him
nothing, she had borrowed some-
thing. Once. :

The camera jerked forward again,

She had arrived unusually late,
out of the murk and the drizzle of a
November night. 1t must have been
nearly eight o'clock when be heard
her red Aston-Martin draw up, with
the distinctive squeal of its un-
adjusted bsakes, in the courtyard
behind his housc.

The moment she came in, he saw
that she was frightened. He tried,
for nearly an hour, to find out what
was wrong. And all he had learned
was that she was meeting a man,
later on that evening, at his home,
which she would get to by driving
down the Great West Road, and
that she was terrified of him.

The first part might have been
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true or untrue. She licd often, and
easily. But of the second part there
was no doubt. Her voice said it, her
eyes said it, her hands said it.

All the samec, he had been sui-
prised at her request.

“I konow you’ve got a rcvolver
somewhere,” she said. “You told
me you brought one back from Ger-
many. I want to borrow ir.”

“It's not a rcvolver,” he said,
playing for time. “'1t’s an automatic.
And it’s a dangerous weapen.”

“It's got a safcty catch—some-
thing like that. You could show me
how it works, [ only want to frighten
him.”

“Frighten whor

“Ican’t tell you.”

*“Tfyou won't tell me. I won't lend
you the gun.”

But ef course he had, first carc-
fully removing every bullet from
the magazine. And just before nine
she had driven away. And five min-
utes later he had followed her,

He could pick her up easily
enough, cven on such a vile night
If she was going down the Great
West Road, she would take the
North Circular. She had the faster
car, but he was the better driver.
He picked up the Asten-Martin
near {aling, and fell in behind hes.

He had no firm idea of what he
wanted to do. It seemed unhbkely
that there was anything he could
do. But he was infatuated with her.
And she was going to meet another
maun. He had to be there.

At the road juaction beforc Lon-

1
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don Airport he lost her. He got
caught, for a moment, behind a
block of airport trafhe. She slipped
through, and was gone,

It was the worst of all possible
places for it to happen. She might
have turned righe, dewn the Slough
Road, gone straight ahead, to
Staines, or even forked left, through
Hounslow.

With no clue to help him, he had
chosen the middle road. After a cou-
ple of miles that, toe, forked—Ilcft
to Laleham and Chertsey, right to
Stainges.

It was the beginning of an hour
of fruitless searching, casting round,
questioning pedestrians who, hurry-
ing heme, their heads dewn against
the driving rain, had seen no Aston-
Martin and wouldn’t have recog-
nized one if they had—and good
night to you.

At about half-past ten, he had
stopped at a big roadhouse, drunk
two double whiskics and catcn a
sandwich in the crowded saloon bar.
At midnight, with the rain casing up
a little as the wind dropped, he had
got back te Sandpit Cottage.

The red Aston-Martin was stand-
ing in the yard. Janine was on the
back seat, crouching down, as
though hiding from him. He knew
she was dead before his hand felt the
bload, caked but stll sticky, en the
front of her coat. His gun was on the
floor of the car.

Why didn’t I send for the police
at once, he thought. While my car
was still warm, and the mud on 1t
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was wet, and the roadhouse might
stilf have had my whiskey glass, un-
washed, with my fngcrprints on 1t,
and the girl who served me might
stitl have remembered me, and one
-of the prople P'd stopped—just
one of them—might really have re-
membered it, if asked abwout ir
straight away.

Tnstead of which, his onc idea had
been to get rid ,of everything—
body, gun, and car. Epping Forest
seemed to him to be the best place.
In the lonelier parts of the Forest
a body might lie undiscovered for
weeks or months; then drive the car
back to within a milc or two of
Highgate, und walk the rest of the
way home. The gun could go down
a drain. And the bullets, which he
bad so carefully removed from the
magazinc. Fe must take care not
besecn driving away from the house.
He must wear gloves the whole
time. He must not Jose his hcad.

It imight have worked, too, Iif,
turning off the main road into the
Forest, he hadn’t bogged the low-
slung Aston-Martin in a mud patch.
And if, while accelerating desperate-
ly to get out of it, a police car had
not slid up behind him, and a
maddeningly polite voice inquired,
“Can we help you, sir . . . 7

That stout, cempctent, middle-
aged solicitor Alfred Beeding, of
Bailey & Becding, drove down to
Pentonville Prison i1 a taxi, with
Hargest Macrea, Q.C., and Bridget
Avery. Mr. Macrca had a leng thin
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face, smiled rarely and enjoyed
classical music and the wines of the
Medoe. Bridget was pretty and
nermally laughed a good deal, but
that morning she, too, sat under 2
black cloud.

The silence in the taxi was broken
only once. by Macrea, who said
suddenly, “Ifonly it had been a finc
oight. When 1it's ramnng, people
notice nothing, except their wet
trouser Jegs.”

Mr. Beeding nedded. Tt had been
one of the most puzzling things
about the case. Gordon swore (hat
he had spoken to at least four pedes-
ertans, but in spite of an appeal
splashed i all the ncwspapers, only
Mr. Keun had come forward, and he
had been a2 most unsatisfactory wit-
ness, vague abeut Limes, uncertain
about details, contradictory.

At the door of the interview reom
Mr. Betding, noticing Bridget's
white face, had said, "“If you'd rather
not come in, [ could manage—"

“I'll be alt right,” she said in a
shaky voice.

“I'll Le a great help if you can
get down everything he says. Don'’t
worry about Macrea and me. But
anything Ae lets drop. Anything at
all. [t might be useful.”

It was a long intervicw, and
Bridget's wrist was aching before 1t
was finished. He talked too fast. It
was as if he realized that there was a
time limit [or talking, as for every-
thing clse.

“Slow,” she wanted to say. “Go
slower. Stop for a moment, stop and

EXECUTION
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think.” Bue the words came faster
and faster; repeating the story she
had heard so many times before,
picking it up, putting it down,
wringing the last stale drop of fact
out of it.

Mr. Beeding prodded with an oc-
casional question, Macrea sat un-
moving, and apparently unmoved.

It was when they rose to go that
Harry Gordon locked at Bridget.
He scemed to be noticing her for
the first time, to be taking in her
pleasant face, her whitc skin under
her reddish hair.

She looked at him, too, and saw
what lay behind his eyes, She saw
that realization had begun to creep
back into him, like feeling into a
frozen limb. She saw that he was
desperate and alone. And she hated
herself, and everyone else, bitterly,
for shat they werc doing to him.

“Do you think he’s got achance?”
She asked the question as they were
driving back, and it was Hargest
Macrea who answered, in his dry
Lowland voice.

“A let depends,” he said, “‘on
who we get. Some of the younger
judges are not teo happy about the
Homicide Act. It won’t affect their
fegal judgment, of course, but if we
could get any new cvidence—of any
sort—I think they'd be happy to
listen to it.”

“How fong have we got?”’

“About three weeks . . .

At the same moment, two very
differcnt men were talking about the
case.
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Chief Superintendent Lacey, who
had a healthy red face and white
hair cut very short, was the head of
the C.I.D. in Number 3 District.
Anderson, the man he was tatking to,
had the look of a barrister. He had,
in fact, abandoncd a career at the
Bar to come to New Scotland Yard
of which he was now the Assistant
Couwnissioner in  charge of the
C.ID.

"It was lucky for us,” said Lacey,
“that nene of the three defense
witnesses really stood up to cross-
examination.”

“No,” said the Assistant Commis-
sioner. ‘It docsn't mean, of course,
that they weren'’t telling the truth—
to the best of their ability.”

“I'hey may have been truthful.
They were pretty muddled, though,
And che old girl, I'd say, was defi-
nirely cracked.”

“Yes. The Assistant Commis-
sioner turned the pages of the report.
There had been nothing wrong with
the case. Harry Gordon had killed
the girl. No doubt about ir, And
yet standing, as he did, a little fur-
ther from the case than the Super-
mendent, he had a feeling—some-
thing too indchnite to be called
doubt—a feeling of a loose end,
somewhere, which nceded tying up
before the case could be docketed
and put away.

He said, “The garage hand—
Walters—svas their best witness. He
knew the girl's Aston-Martin well,
and had serviced it that morning.
He had noted the speedo reading on
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§ his own service log as 16733. When

the car was found in Epping Forest,
it showed 16814. Eighty-onc miles.
It isn't more than ten {rom High-
gate to where Gordon was picked up.
How do you account for that?"

“She could have driven it seventy
miles that day hersclf.”

“No one cemembers her doing it.”

“Or the garage hand got it
wrong. He could ewily have writ-
ten ‘33 when it was really ‘83
Easy rodo.”

“He might have. Garage hands
aren't accountants. Then we have
André Keun, formerly of Paris, naww
of Lalcham, who says that he was
walking home, in the rain, at about
ten o'clock when a young man, who
might have been the prisoner, driv-
ing a car which might have been an
Ausuin, or might have been a Ford,
stopped him and asked if he'd seen a
red car. His English wasat very
good, was it?”’

“T thought we'd have o bring in
an interpreter, sir. Lucky we didn’t
have 10. No onc really likes inter-
preters.”

“Finally, there was Miss Huck-
step, of Muswclt Hill, who was
passing the north cnd of Highgate
Waod, at a point where the cul-de-
sac from Sundpit Cottage runs out
into the main road, and saw a sinis-
ter man come out of the cul-de-sac,
at exactly half-past cleven. How did

“she know it was halfpast eleven?
She lycard the church cock strike.
How did she know he was sinister?
He reminded her of an uncle, a
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most unpleasant 1man. He had this
same habit of swinging his rolled
umbrella frem side te side, bchind
his back—swishing 1t, as if it was a
tail.”

“She’s quite a local character,”
said Lacey. “Always bothering the
police to give evidence. They know
her well down at the station.”

“I sce.” said the Assistant Com-
missioncr. \Vith his barrister’s eye
he was picturing the three witnesses,
cstimating  the effcct they might
have had on a jury. Walters: solid,
but possibly mistaken. Keun: vague,
and a foreigner. Miss Huckstep: if
not mad, cccentric.

“It didn’t carry a lot of weight
agamnst the sott of stuff’ we could
produce.” said Lacey. “Those let-
ters - 1'd hardly call them love let-
ters. More threats than love. The
bullet in the giel's body, fired {rom
his own gun. No doubt about the
ballistic cvidence. The way he tried
to get rid of the bady.”

“If he was guilty,” said the As-
sistant Commussioner, “it was the
ouly thing he could do. If he was
innacant, it was the biggest mistake
he cver made.”

The words *“if he was innocent™
hung in the air, twisting round on
thensclves like cigarette smoke.

“Yewe don’t think he's innocent,
do you, sir?”

“The thing I can’t quite {it in,”
said the Assistant Commissioncr,
“is the bullets. You found eight of
them in his handkecchief drawer,
didn't you?™
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“That’s right, sir.”

“And the magazine holds nine.”

“That’s right.”

“So to that extent, it fis in with
his story. That he emptied the maga-
zine, and forgot that there might be
onc up the spout. A lot of people
who know more about guns than
Gordon farget that cvery year.”

“lagrec, sir,” said Lacey, “but—"

“If he shot her, can you think of
any reason why he'd then empty the
magazine into his handkerchicf
drawer?”

“To support his story, sir.”

“le wasn’t thinking about stories
—not then. He was going to dump
the body and throw the gun down a
drain. Why not take the bullets
with him—2”

The Superintendent shook his
head. He waated to say that there
was no accounting for what murder-
ers did. There was often no logic
about it. They just lost their heads.

Instcad, he sail, “Do you think
he’ll appeals”

“Certainly he’ll appeal,” said the
Assistant Commissioner. “This is one
sentence they can’t increase.”

Macrea knew, almost as soon as
he rose, that the Court of Criminal
appcal was against him.

Ranged on the bench, in the
most attractive of the many curious
. Courts in the Royal Courts of Jus-
tice, Strand, the burly figure of the
Lord Chicf Justice looked down at
him, flanked on the right by Mr.
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Justice Jerrold, and on the left by
Mr. Justice Rymer.

“Couldn't have been a  worse
Caurt,” sud Macrea to himscell. And
alond, I should cow like @ draw
vour Lordships” attention to a pas-
sage in the summing up which, it
seems to me, scnously misstates the
position as to onus of praof.”

The dack was much smaller than
the one it the Old Bailey. Uarry
Gordon's white. tightly  clunched
face showed just above rhe edge of
the woodwork. and below the iron
raill which crowned it. Beside him,
on his left, a warder sat on the cdge
of his chair and wied to take an
interest,

Cunously, in this Court, the pris-
oner seemed much less important.
Ye was a lay figure, propped up in
one corner, while the legal argu-
ment occupied the center of the
stage.

Admissibility of Evidence, Weight
of Evidence, Onus of Proof.

They might, c¢hought Bridget,
from her seat on the solicitors’
bench, have been talking about a
bale of hay. Had any of them a
single thought for the animal be-
hind the bars?

It was apparent, when the Lord
Chicf Justice started to sum up in his
deep voice, that he was teying his
hardest to find seme merit in the
appeal. He was trying so hard that
Macrca made a face, scribbled Appeal
dismissed on a piece of paper, and
handed it back to Mr. Beeding, who
looked at it and nodded. Tiny drops
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..of sweat were standing on his fore-

bead. He was not as tough as
Macrea.

On-the floor below the Court, Mr.
Arbuthnot, Q.C., who knew noth-
ing at all of Harry Gordon and his
aﬂgairs‘,\ chose this moment to enter
the story.

Mr. Arbuthnot was engaged in the
case which was due to come on next
in the Court of Crimimal Appeal
His client, a previously convicted
receiver of stolen goods, was waiting,
as he knew, in a small room at the
foot of the winding stone stairs which
lead up to the interior of the dock.
He therefore knocked at the door
which guarded the foot of the stairs,
and peered through the thick glass
spy-hole to see if one of the warders
had heard him.

At this moment the Lord Chief
Justice, swiveling his bulk round
in his seat, and looking directly at
the prisoner, had started a sentence
with the words, “In all the circum-
stances, and having regard to every
possible Coritention so ably put for-
ward by Counsel on your behalf,
this Court_has come to the unani-
tnous coaclusion—" when Harry
Gordon rose in-his chair; hit the sit-
wng warder very hard in the lower
part of his stomach, and dived down
the winding staircase. ;

Atthe foot of the stairs the second
warder had the door open, and was
explaining to Mr. Arbuthnot, Q.C;,
that the preceding case would very
shortly be concluded.

He was right. Harry, taking the
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last threc stairs with a jump, landed
in the middle of his back. The
warder fell forward on to his hands
and knces, hitting his head against
the door post. R

Harry picked himself wp, said,
“Excusc me” te the astounded Mr.
Arbuthnot, and disappeared in the
direction of the Main Hall.

As he did so, an electric alarm bell
began to sing . . .

“He did whar?” said Chief Su-
perntendent Lacey.

The telephanestuttered at him.

“Did yeu get the entrances
sealed? Within thirty or forty sec-
onds? A desperatc man can go along
way in forty seconds. Yes, I'm sure
you did your best.”

In ten minutes Lacey was listen-
ing te the Superintendent of the
Royal Courts of Justice, Mr. Bread-
well.

“We have to cope with quite a
few bad bats,’ said Breadwell.
“Criminals, defaulters, lunatics, all
sorts. And we've got quite an effi-
cient alarm system. It’s operated by
a bell relay. As saon as it starts,
Court officials and police officers
close all the exits except the front
door, and that’s guarded. It should
be effective inside sixty seconds.”

Lacey considered the matter. He
knew cxactly where the Court of
Appeal stood. There was a long
passage from the point where Gor-
don had brokes out to the Main
Hall, and the Main Hall itself was
over eighty yards long. Besides
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which, once in the Main Hall, a
fugitive wouldn’t want to attract
attention to himself by running.

“I think you're right," he said.
“He's still in the building.”

e was right. Harry was still in-
side the building.

Sceing the othcials spring into ac-
rion at the main doors when the
alarm sounded, he had veered off, up
a spiral stairway which led off half-
way down the left-hand side of the
hall.

This took him up to the third
{loor, where he came out into a Jong,
gloomy, but deserted passage. From
two stories below, muffled by the
thick walls and floors, the sounds of
alarm and puarsnit came faintly up.

The passage seemed to be occupied
by offices. Harry walked along slow-
ly. His hcart was beating at an
alanning rate and he thought, once,
that he might pass out. He put a
hand on the wall to steady himself,
and then moved on.

At the end of the passage was an-
other stairway, leading down, broad-
cr than the one he had come up.
At the foot of this, voices were
shouting orders. The alarm bell had
stopped.

Beyond the stairhead, the passage
ran on into a dead end, serving only
one room. It must, he thought, be a
turret room. 1fby any chance it was
unoccupied he might be able o hide
himself away in it. It would, at
least, offer a respite.

A notice, painted on the wall out-
side the door, said Deap FiLes.
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Harry turned the handle and ;
walked in.

It was an octagonal room, almost
full of filing cabinets and closets. At
a desk in the middle, almost over-
borne by the forest of surrounding
furniture, sat a call, thin, untidy-
looking man with gray hair and
thick-lensed glasses.

He looked inquiringly av Harry
whese mind was on what was hap-
pening outside. Harry could think
of nothing te say.

There was no doubt about it.
There were scveral sets of feet com-
ing up the stairs, and they sounded
heavy.

The thin man rosc from his desk,
took 1 couple of steps toward Harry,
as if bringing him into focus, and
said urgently, “You inust be Harry
Gordon. I gather that your appeal
was unsuaccessful.”

"I dida't wait to see,” said Harry,
His mouth was dry, and he could
hardly get the words out.

“T suggest you gect into that
closet,” said the man. ““[t's only got
my coat 1 it. And [ suggest you get
into it pretty damn quick.” Tt was
a long, thin closct made of very in-
{erior wood. The door failed 10 6t
by nearly half an inch at the top,
and Harry could not only hcar, he
could see everything that happened.

There was a knock, the gray-
haired man said, “Come in,”’ in a
commendably steady voice, and a
police constable entered, followed
by « court attendant.

The attendant sad, “Oh, Mr.
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Harbord, there’s a man cscaped
fram the L.CJ.s court. We think
he’s somewhere in the building.”

“I hope he's not dangerous,” said
Mr. Harbord.

“It’s Gordon—appcal for capital
murder.”’

“I remember it. Killed a young
won:an.”

The constable said impatiently,
“1 take it, sir, you've been in here
somé little time.”

“All morning,” said Mr. Harbord.

*Then if you wouldn’t oind let-
ting us know if yeu sec anyone—
you'll recognize him. He's gat a
beard.”

*“If I see anyone with a beard whe
looksiikea murderer, " said Mr. Har-
bord, “I'li shout so loud you'll hear
it in the Bear Garden.”

The end part of the sentence was
said to himself, for the deputation
had departed. As soon as the noise
of their footsteps had died away
Mr. Harbord came across and o pened
the closet door,

“All right for the moment,” he
said.

“I think,” said Harry indis-
tincely, “bit dizzy. May be going
to pass ouz.”

“Hold on,” said Mr. Harberd,

He got an arm under Harry's
shoulders and half carzied him across
into the far corner of the room.
Here stood a mountainous stack of
files. “Have to shift them out a bit.
Squat there. Get vour head down
between your legs.”

Five minutes fater Harry was un-
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det cover. His back was propped
against the angle of the wall; he was
sitting on a folded garment of thick
black silk which Mr. Harbord had
produced frem a cabinet labeled
Obsolete Forms, and to his right and
in front of him rose a protective
rampart, five feet high, of what he
assumed to be Dead Files. His head
stopped swimming and he was rea-
sonably comfortable.

Mr. Harbord did not seem to have
a great many visitors. At one o’clock
he departed, locking his door, rc-
turning an hour later with a paper
bag containing a slice of veal and
ham pie, three tomatoes, a packet of
potato crisps, and a can of beer
which he punctured with a paper
knife,

“Rough tack,” he said, handing it
down to Harry, “but it’ll keep the
wol{ from the door.”

“Fve no cemplaints,” said Harry,
He ate every scrap of the {ood, tak-
ing carc not to scatter the ¢rumbs
about, and finished the can of beer.
His appetite had returned.

At about three o'clock the police-
man came back. He was alonc this
time and in less of a hurry.

*“Odd sort of sctup you've got
here,” he observed.

“In what way? inquired Mr.
Harbord politely.

“Ruddy great place, like a castle,
Never seen so many passages. Stair-
cases inside one another. Wonder
people don’t get lost.”

“Oh, they do,” said Mr. Har-
bord. “Only the other day the
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Queen’s Bench Number 9 was sit-
ling late, an old Jady went to sleep
in the public gallery—came out in
the dark—wandered for hours. One
of the night portess heard her
screaming."

“Spooky sort of place,” agreed the
constable. “I'l] be getting on.”

“Have you caught your man?”

“If you ask me,” said the con-
stable, “hefsn’t in the building at ail.
Got out before they shut the doors.
Never mind. He won’t get far, 1
promuse ysu.”

“I'm surc I hope not,” said Mr.
Harbord.

Harry found that he was able to
listen o all this with detachment.
The bulwark of Bead Files gave
him a sense of absolute security.

In the latter part of the afternoon
he dozed, waking with a start to find
Mr. Harbord gazing down at him.

“It’s half-past five,” said Mr. Har-
borel. “In a quarter of an hour 1
shall be oft.”

“I don'tknow how to thaok you,”
said Harry. “Give me five minutes
start, then follow me out.”

“Out?"said Mr. Harbord, *'Don’t
b silly. You'll be picked up before
vou get past the door' Harry
stared at him. “There’s only one
place in England, they won't be
looking for you tonight and that’s
right here.”

“But—"

“There’ll be a cleaner along be-
tween six and seven. She'll be no
1rouble. Indeed, judging from the
amount of cleaning she does, she
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won’t be hese more than five min-
utes. After that, your bedroom is
entirely at your disposal. There’s a
wash basin—cold water, I'm afraid—
and a lavatory along the corridor on
the lefe. I've got hold of those—"
he indicated a pair of dusty dark-
grccn baize eurtains. “Qut of Master

terngold’s room—he’s on vacation.
They're a bit dusty but they'll kcep
you warm. Tomorrow we'll think
about your future. I've got some
ideas about that which I'd like to
put o you.”

Harry sad, “Look. So far I
baven't dared to ask. But I've got
to know. Why arc you doing it?”

“The trouble is,” said Mr. Har-
bord, “I'm not sure just at this
moment that 'm allowed 1o tell
you anything at all. That’s one of
the things I'm going to find out
tonight. For the moment you'll
have to take me on trust.”

“All right,” said Harry, “{'ll do
that.”

“Slecp well.”

When the cleaner had come and
gone, Harry made up his bed as
best he could in the dark and stood
for a few moments in the doorway
listening to the Royal Courts of
Justice composing itsclf for the
night.

1>oors were slammed shut, foot-
steps sattled down stonce corridoss,
bells rang, elevators whined. Grad-
vally the intervals betwcen such
sounds grew longer and longer.
Later still, he hcard the dull thud of
heavy doors  coming  together—
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safety doors somewhcre down in the
vaults. Then silencc.

1t was a silence broken by a multi-
tude of small noiscs unheard by day.
There was a tapping, which he traced
to a loose cable in the old-fashioned
clevator housing. Boards and doer
frames creaked. Hot water pipes
giggled. As he stood looking down
into the darkness of the stairwdll, a
piece of stone detached itself from
the roof above him and lmded with
a tiny clear tinkle on the tiles three
floors belows.

The whale building was settling
down like a man to sleep. Harry re-
tired to his owa narrow couch. The
curtains, as Mr. Harbord had said,
were dusty, but they were warm.
From the Strand, the Court clock
boomed out the hours, echoed more
faintly by St. Clemens Danc and
St. Bride’s Fleet Street. In a sur-
prisingly short space of time, Harry
was fast aslecp . . .

Superinteadent Lacey got no
sleep that night. He sat ia the room
that had been assigned vo him at
Scotland Yard. In front of him was
the blie-covered file which con-
tained Harry Gordon's private par-
ticulars.

It was an astonishingly compre-
hensive dossicr. It contained details
of his private address, of his club, of
every hotel he was known to have
stayed ai; the addresses of his rela-
l:iycs, friends, and acquaintances;

solicitor, accountant, banker, and
other professional contacts; of cvery
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place to which he might resort for
help, for meney, for advice, or for
somewhere to lay his head. And toall
thosc places patient mea were di-
rected with instructions to inquire
and observe.

A description and a warning vwent
to all hotels and boarding houscs in
the metropolis. Railways, coach sta-
tions, and Air Terminals were
alerted. A special call went out to
port and customs authorities, ticket
ofhices and travel agencies.

“There’s onc advantage of living
on an island,” said Superintendent
Lacey to Scrgeant Knight. “It's
dantnably difheult to get out of. Do
you realize that in two World Wars
only one prisoner has succeeded in
doing 1e?”

“Supposing he doesn’t try to es-
capce?”

“If he leaves London we'll pick
him up beforc morning. If he keeps
his head and lies low in London it
may take longer. Maybe twenty-
{our hours. Maybe forty-cight. He's
not a professional crock. He's got no
contacts.”

“I hope you'rc right, sir,” said
Sergeant Knight.

It was three o'clock vy the morn-
ing and not the best time for opti-
mism. @utside it started to rain.

At half-past eight the next day
Mr. Harbord entcred his room.
There were lines of strain on his face
but his voice sounded reassuringly

level. T hope you slept well” he
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said. He didn’t look asif he had slept
too well himself.

“Wonderfully,” said Harry.

“This next bit is going to be a bit
trrcky We've got to get you out.
I can't see any way round this.
We've got to take a chance.”

“Look,” said Harry, “before we
start. I've cleared up all the mess
behind therc, so therc’s nothing to
associate me with this room. If we
hit troublc I'm going to run for it,
and you're not to get involved.”

“Then let's hope we don’t hit
trouble,”” said Mr. Harbord. “Fol-
low a few yards behind me and don’t
hurry.” ,

He led the way along the corridor
and down a spiral staircase into the
basement. Twice when people ap-
proached, Mr. Harbord managed to
switch his course into a side passage
before any encounter could take
place. The basement was a labyrinth
without logic or symmetry. Harry
soon lost all sense of dircction.

“Close up now,” said Mr. Har-
bord. Ahead of them was a small
door at the top of half a dozen steps.
*“It's neck or nothing now.”

He opened thc door. They were
ina back yard filled with coke. Therc
was no one in sight. They crossed
the yard, climbed a few mere steps,
and found themselves in a passage-
way. At the end of it was a main
road, across which they dived into
another passageway. At one end of it
was a short alley full of small shops.

“In hcre,” said Mr. Harbord.

It was a barber’s shop. The blinds
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were down and it appeared to be
closed, but Mr. Harbord turned the
handle confidently and the door
opened. There were three chairs, all
empty. A large man with black hair
and a flat, white face was standing
beside the end one.

“Is this the job?” he said.

“Thisisthejob,” said Mr. Harbord.
“Tom Cox, Harry Gordon.”

“Plcased to meet you, Harry,”
said Mr. Cox. “Hop in that chatr.”
And to Mr. Harbord, “He’s all right
for height. Bit narrower in the
shoulders than I'd been led to
expect.”

“You canpad them.”

“I'll fix them, don’t you fuss.”

“Pll see you in about an hour's
time, then,” satd Mr. Harbord to
Harry.

When he had gone, Tom locked
the door.

“Don’t open up till hal§-past nine.
Should give us plenty of time. We'll
have that beaver off, for a start.
Then give you a nice close shave.
Trim the hair up short. Suntan lo-
tion all over. A military man on
leave. That's how 1 see you.

While Mr. Cox talked, his nimble
fingers were moving.

First he snipped away the trim
black beard which had been Harry's
pride, and his protest against con-
formity, for the past three years.
Then he shaved him and started on
his hair, cutting the sides hack,
thinning out the top and moving
Harry’s parting a couple of inches to
the left. After that, he got out a
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bottle which smclled of resin and
dabbed the contents on to the newly
bared areas of Harry's face.

“It’ll sting you a bit,” said Tom,
“but don’t worry. You've no idea
how smart it makcs you look. All
handsome men are slightly bronzed
this season. While we're waiting for
it to dry off, we'll get you togged
out.”

He opened a cleset in which a
number of suits were arranged on
hangers. None of them were new,
but they looked as if they had come
from a good taler. After a critical
scrutiny, Mr. Cox selected one of
decent, dark-gray flannel with a
faint chalk stripc.

“I’ll fit you where it touches,” he
s2id. “I only got the word late last
night, ot I'd have found you some
more to choosc from.”

In fact, it was quite a good fit.
The ceatr was the right length, but
too ample in the waist. Mr. Cox
got out a needle and thread and ran
a few stitches into the lining.

“It’ll do fer today. Get you seme-
thing a bit better tomorrow. Goes
quite well with your brown shoes,
which is 2 bic of luck because shocs
mightn't have been too casy. l{ave
to change the tie.”

“What's wrong with it¢”

“A bit Chelsea for the character
we had in mind. 1 gor an MC.C.
one for you. Lovely color—but too
risky. Unless you happen to be a
member.”

“I'm afraid rot,” sald Harry. He
settled for a Royal Artillery tie and
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wandered across to the looking glass
to tie it.

“Good lord!” he said.

“It’s the haircut that makes the
differcnce,” said Tom., ‘“You’d be
surprised. I had a youngster in here
the other day. Regular young teas-
about. Bow wave, sideboards, and
all. Wanted a job in a solicitor’s
oflice, When I'd finished with him,
he might have come straight out of
the celestial choie. Got the job, too.
You'd better pop outand get break-
fast, new. F've got to open up.”

Three-quarters of an hour later,
fortified by an excellent breakfast,
Harry reported back to Dead Files,

Mr. Harbord examined him crit-
ically.

“Not bad,” he said. “An inch of
white handkerchief in the top

ocket, and a brief case.”

“Why the brief case?”

“Most C}Jeoplc here carry brief
cases,” said Mr. Harbord. “You can
borrow ths one for the time being
New, let me think. You're a regular
soldier, but you're thinking of leav-
ing the army and taking up the law.
A surprising number of them do
that. You've decided to listen to a
few cases in Court. When the courts
shut down at four o'clock, go out
and have a good high tea, and come
back here as near to half-past five
as you can make it."

“T'll do that,” said Harty, “but
on one condition.”

Mr. Harbord looked faintly sur-
prised. “Condition?”

“That you tcll me why you and
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Tom Cox, and other friends of
yours, too, I gather, arc breaking the
law, taking fantastic risks, for a
complete stranger.”

Mr. Harbord considered the mat-
ter. “All right,” he said. “I've got
permission to tell you a certain
amount. Now'sas good a timeas any.
If somecone comes in you can be
nquiring for a file.”

“My aunt,” said Harry, “‘was en-
gaged in litigation twenty years
ago. Her namc was Smith”" He sat
down oa the chair beside Mr. Har-
bord's desk and waited.

“The fact of the matter is,” said
Mr. Harbord at last, “that you're
the King’s horse.”

“I"m what?"’

“The King’s liorse in the Derby.
Do you remember Emily Davison?
She threw herself in front of the
King’s horse in the 1913 Derby, and
was killed. That was the moment
when people started-to take the
suffragettes seriously.”

“l think [ begin to sce,” said
Harry.

“We're all members of a Society
which has no name, no rules, no
ollicers, and no subscription. And it
has only one object——the abolition
of capital punishment. There are a
number of reputable and well-known
bodies who are campaigning for the
same object. We have no connection
with any of them. We are unknown,
and disreputable. And the difference
between us and what 1 mighe call
the official bodics is a very simple
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one. We are prepared to break the
law. They are not.”

Harry said, “‘It’s quite an impor-
tant distinction, tsp't ite”

“It's a vital distinction. No one
has ever forced the government to
change its mind without resorting
to violence and illegality—unofhcial
strikes, public nuisance, assault, boy-
cotting, terrorism.”

Harry was fascinated by the gentle
bu¢ inflexible obstinacy in the face
op posite him.

“If you've got no central orgaai-
2ation,” he said, “how do you
fuaction?”’

“Mostly we work on our own,
seizing our own opportunities, as
they occur. We are, for instance,
quite prepared to commit perjury if
the need arises. Do you remember
the truck driver who turned up at
the last moment and destroyed the
Crown cagse against Annetts? He was
a member.”

“But if you want hel p—or guid-
ance?”

“There is a telephone number 1
can ring. It is manned night and
day. And in an extreme emergency
there is a man [ can see. You won't
expect me to tell you his name. I saw
him last night. It's with his per-
mission that I've told you as much
as | have. He is making arrangements
to get you out of the country. There
are still one or two places in the globe
which havea’t signed extradition
treaties with us.”

“And until then?”

“Until then, we suggest you stay
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exactly where you are. It is, I think,
the very last place that anyone will
come looking for you.”

“Damn and blast it,” said Super-
intendent Lacey. “He must be
somewhere.”

“Hotel reports negative. Board-
ing houscs ditto. Casualty wards,
doss houses, and hospitals ditto.
Brothels ditto.”

“All right, all right, I've read
them. What [ want is a suggestion,
not a list of dittos.”

Sergeant Knight was on the point
of saying, ‘Tt isn’t my place to make
suggestions,” but reflected that nei-
ther of them had had any sleep for
nearly. forty-cight hours. ‘I think,
sir,”” he said, “that we ought to work
“on the assumption that he’s got out
of London.”

“Spread the search, you mean?”

The Superintendent considered. A
spread fmeant involving the Borough
and County Forces; and it meant a
lot of coordination and papérwork.
But it also meant that he could go
to bed.
. “Fm beginning to believe you're
right,” he said. “I he'd bcen in
London, we’d have him by now.
Particularly with his picrure in
every papcr.”

“With and witheut beard,” said
Sergeant Knight. “That was a good
idea of ‘yours, sir.”

“It’ll be a good idea if it works.
Allright. We'll spread the net . . .

It is astonishing how quickly the
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power of rautinc, even an outlandish
routine, will establish itself. Harry
left the Court every morning, soon
after the doors were opencd, sli pping
out by the Carey Street entrance;
he was shaved and touched up by
Tom Cox, had a leisurcly breakfast,
and was back in Court by ten
o’clock. He spent itimeless hours
drifting round the corridors resting,
from time to time, in the public
gallery of oncor other of the Courts.
He listened to Mr. Justice Neville
rcading out a loag and complicated
judgment on the ownership of chat:
tels in transit. He took his midday
meal in the dining room on the
ground floor which was full of bar-
tisters cating mixed grills and re-
assuring anxious clients. At half-past
four he went eut and had a large tea,
By six he was tucked into his bed.
This was the part he found most
difficule. Mr. Harbord had re-
arranged the rampart of files so that
Harry’s hiding place was now en-
tirely roofed over, and proof from
all but a very therough scarch. The
difficulty was that once inside this
narrow cefl1n, be had nothing to do.
®n the feurth night he devised a
palliative. There was e five-amp wall
socket in the skirting board just
outside his hiding place and he
plugged one of Mr. Harbord’s tabie
lamps into it. A few experiments
convinced him thatnot a glimmer of
light could be seen from the outside,
The &les which walled him in
were arsanged alphabetically with
their titles toward him. He decided
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to start with Aarvold vs. The Ran-
dom Window Cleaning Company.
The file contained what he guessed
to be copies of the documents re-
tained by the Court at the con-
clusion of the case. It started with a
Statement of Claim.

Harry was fascinated to observe
the varicty and unexpectedoess of
matters in which litigants had secn
fit to invoke the assistance of the
High Court. Neighbors had cut
down trees or refused to cut down
trees, had played radios too loud or
cards too well, had refused to speak
to cach other or spoken too point-
edly.

Toward midnight he had reached
Baker vs. Lovegrove. Mr. Love-
grove had rashly contracted to sup-
ply Mr. Baker with as much whiskey
as he could consume “untl Hell
froze.” Finding this an onerous un-
dertaking, the defendant had in-
geniously argued that “Hell” was
the name of a pond in his localiry.
(“Settled on agreed terms,” the file
concluded.) As he was replacing it,
Harry spotted a name which made
his heart give a little jump.

“Barkef vs. Mana.”

“Stop imagining things,” he said
aloud, “‘it's a common enough
name.”

But it was Janine all right.

She had been sued by Stewart
Barker, her agent, for breach of con-
tract, and had counterclaimed to
have her agency agreement set
aside. The case had lasted five days
and Janine had wen.
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Two o'clock was boommg out
from the Strand before Huury laid
the papers aside and fell into a
troubled sleep.

The next momming he placed the
file on Mr. Harbord’s desk.

“I don’t remember it, particu-
laely,” said Mr. Harbord. “My job's
to see they're in order and put away.
What's interesting about 1t?”

“Anything about Janine’s past tn-
terests nmic,” said Harry. “Because
it might lcad to thc man she was
going to visit that night.”

“It sounds like a long shot to me,”
said Mr. Harbord doubtfully. *“When
did all this happen? Seven years
ago?”’

“What happened,” said Harry,
“was that she had a contract with
this agent, Stewvart Barker. She was
a rising young star then—in fact,
she had risen. It was after her hrst
big success. Barker was taking
twenty-five per ceat of all her earn-
ings. She thought it was teo much,
and rcfused to pay him. He sucd het
for breach of contract. Her defense
was that she had actually been under
age when she signed the contract.
and that Barker had altered the date
onit.”

“What happened?”

“That’s the maddening part about
your files. Like a serial. They break
off just when things get exciting. 1
know she won. But that’s all.”

“Her solicitors, 1 scc, were Bailey
and Beeding.”

“That’s right. It's a one-man
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show now. Alfred Beeding. He's my
solicitor too.”

“Is somecne taking my boss’
name in vain?”’

Two heads jerked round. A girl
had come into the room. Harry rec-
ognized her at once. It was Bridget
Avery. And it was perfectly clear
that Bridget had recognized him.

For a terrible moment he thought
she was going to scream. Harry
measured the distance to the door.
He could reach it before she coutd.
He might have to knock her down

to gain the necessary start. {t was:

not a pleasant thought,

“What are you doing here!” She
spoke softly, as if frightened of being
overheard. Her eyes shuttled from
him to Mr. Harhord. There was no
hostility in them. Shock, perhaps,
and fear; but fear for him, not for
herself. “1 thought—why aren’t you
a long way off?”

Harry was thinking furiously. She
wasn’t going to give him away. He
was certain of that. Perhaps she was
on his side. But hc mustn't give his
friends away.

Mr, Harbord made the decision
for himy as calmly as he had taken
the one four days carlier.

“It was safer for him to stay here,”
he said.

“Then you're—2”

“Yes, I'm helping him. Are you
gotng to give us away?"”

“As if I would.” The scorn in her
voice startled Harry.

Mr. Harbord looked at her
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shrewdly. “We haven’t had time,”
he said, *“to find out who you are.”

“I'm Bridget Avery.” ‘

“You’re Mr. Beeding's secretary,
aren’t you?’ said Harry. “ saw you
in Court. And you came, once, with
Beeding and Hargest Macrea to see
me 1o Pentonvitle.”

“I was in the whole case from be-
ginning to end. I've never been
more miserable in my life. When you
hit that warder and disappeared
from the box [ nearly stood up and
screamed—Go on. Go on. Get
away, quick.' I didn’t think you had
halfa chance, really.”

“P’m not sure I've got more than
three-quarters of onc now. And
anything I have got is due to this
gentleman.”

“1 was originally going to sug-
gest,” said Mr. Harbord, “that you .
went away and forgot all abourt us.
{f you work in Mr. Beeding’s office,
though, I'm not so sure now.”

“You don’t think I'd tell him do
you?”’

“I'm confident you wouldn’t.
What I meant was that yeu might
be able to get hold of sotne informa-
tion for us.” He indicated the open
file. “There was a case about seven
years ago involving the murdered
girl and her agent—"

“A man called Stewart Barkert”

“You rcmember it?”’

“No, but that’s the reason I've
come to see you.” They starcd at
her. *“That’s the file I was sent over
to find."”

There was a long moment of
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silence in the turret room. Remem-
bering it later, Harry thought it
was like the moment of stillness
when the orchestra had finished one
theme, and the first soft, enigmatic
note is struck which heralds the in-
troduction of a new motif. He real-
ized that something of the utmost
importance had been said. The
difficuley was grasping it.

“Who sent your™

“Mr. Henry—he’s our litigation
clerk.”

“An clderly man,” said Mr. Has-
bord, “with a face likc a clown—a
sad one.”

“That’s the one.”

“But why docs he want it?” sad
Harry.

“Because out file on the case
seems 10 have disappeared.”

“Disappeared:”

“I can’t understand it. You koow
how carefully papes are looked
after in Jawyers' offices. They're all
docketed, and indexed, and put
away. When Mr. Henry went to
look for this one, it wasn't there. It
seems somconc must have taken it
without recording it and not put it
back.”

“But why did he want to look at
it, particularly?”

“He’s been behaving very oddly
lately. Hc keeps talking about
Janine, He had some idea that there
was a connection between that other
casc and—and what happened to
Lo

“And that's why he wanted to
Yook at the old filc?”
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“That’s right.”

“And it wasn’t there?”

((No.')

“Have you any idea who could
have taken it?”

“It must have been someone in
the office, I should imagine. It
could hardly have been a burglar
fromoutside.”

“No," said Mr. Harbord. “No,
indeed. Most intcresting. Mr. Hen-
vy, if I remember rightly, is some-
thing of a drinker.”

“He’s been drinking a lot lately.”

“Has he indeed?”’ said Mr. Har-
bord. *‘It sounds as if he has some-
thing on his mind. J wonder what
it could be?™ i

Harry spent the rest of the morn-
ing in Chancery Court Number 2
listening to an interesting casc
about a disputed will. He was some-
whar distracted by the attempts of
his neighbor, a middle-aged lady ina
daffodil-yellow hat, to draw him into
conversation, but he was feeling so
cheerful that morning that he was
tolerant cven of her chatter,

In the luncheon interval Mr.
Harbord locked up his office and
descended to the bufet.

His first objective was a corner
table where he found an untdy,
aggressive man with the look of a
wire-haired fox terrier, catled Mr.
Tarragon. Since Mr. Tarragon had a
second glass of beer ready on the
table, it was clear that he was ex-
pecting Ms. Harbord. They talked
quietly for some time, Mr. Harberd
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scribbled an address on a piece of
paper, and pushed it across the
table. Mr, Tarragon finished his beer
and went out.

At the other end of the crowded
L-shaped bar, Mr. Henry was stand-
ing by himself, drinking whiskey.
His long, red, heavy facc lightened
a fraction as he saw Mr. Harbord
elbowing his way toward him.

“How are the files, Charlie?”’

“They're dead, but they won't lie
down.” said Mr. Harbord. “What's
that? Scotch?™

“With water,” said Mr. Henry.
“Soda water’s too strong for mc
these days.”

*Double Scotch and water, miss.”

“You want something out of me,”
said Mr. Henry. “You've never
stood me a double Scotch before.”

“I want some advice,” said M.
Harbord. He slid casily into a tech-
nical discussion . , .

The wire-haired Mr. Tarragon
was plodding up a flight of stairs ina
tall building in Denmark Street.
The pcbble-glass door on the third
landing said Stewart Barker, Theatri-
caf and Musical Agent.

Mr. Tarragon knocked and went
in. The fat girl wedged behind the
desk in the cormer said that Mr.
Barker was out to lunch. She wasn’t
sure when he’d be back. He didn't
usually get back from lunch before
three.

Mr. Tarragon said that, in that
case, he’d get some lunch himself,
and call back, and why didn’t they
have an clevator put in? The fat
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girl said that it was because the
building was due to be pulled down,
and as far as she was concerned it
couldn’t happen too scen .

By a quarter to three the aumo-
sphere in the Law Courts bar was
thick; thick with talk, thick with
smoke, thick with the exhalation
of alcoholic confidence.

A tear had gathered in the outer
corner of Mr. Henry's right eye.
Mr. Harbord had watched it filing
and swelling. Any moment now it
was going to fall. Any moment now
Mr. Henry was going (o talk,

Twice he had come to the brink.
There was a heavy weight of un-
shared secrets in the old man’s
mind; a load of oppression which it
longed to shed, yet dared not; a
damaed-up flow of suspicion and
guilt which wanted to burst frec,
but was held back by a liletime of
professional reticence.

“Time for one more,” said Mr.
Harbord.

Mr. Henry said, “Look, Charlie.
I'm not going back to the office this
aftermoon. I don't think 1 could
stand it. There’s a little place 1 know
round the corner—a sort of club.”

Mr. Harbord thought quickly.
His door was locked. He rarely had
visitors in the afternoon. “Fine,”

ke said.

“It was all a long time ago,” said
Stewart Barker. ‘‘And I don'’t scc a
lot of point in digging it up again.
If that bitch had still been alive I'd
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have moved htaven and eatth to get
even with her, but as itis—"

“If you could tell me exactdy
what happened, ” ssid Mr, Tarragan,
*4 might bc able to tell you whar
use we could make of the informa-
tion. Until [ knew that, fme asmuch
in. the dark as you arc.”

Stewart Rarker tried to work this
enut, but get lost ahout halfway
through it and wad, “F'm quite pre-
pared to tell you about it. Jive got
nothing to be ashamed of. Janiae
Mann fArst came to me when she
was eightcen, She’d been (o drama
scheol, but she hada’t any ohwious
talent, cxcept a cast-iren determi-
naticn Lo get on—avhich is the only
thing that really muatters in the long
run. 1 got her a few parts—provin-
cial tours, pizr shows in the sumumer,
pantomime in the winter. I doubt
ifshe made two huadred a yeair the
first two years. I taok a quarter of i,
and was eut of mocket by the
bargain.” _

Mr. Tacragon nodded. It wasa't
clcar to him. bow Stewart Barker
could have twice received £50 and
beemout of pecket when all he had
10 do was make a few relephone
calls, but he was well aware of che
convension that ageats always lost
money premot g hopelul clients.

““Soon after that she got ber first
chance in the West End. d#d she
teok it, with both hands. § grant her
that. One thing led to anotlier—
stage, {tlms, televisien. Nothing stre-
ceeds like succass—in the world of
entertainment, anyway. She made
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a lot of money. And what stitck in
Ler dear little throat was that she
had to pay a quarter of it overro me.
A month after she came of ag she
signed a regular agency cootract—as
werertight as my lawyets conld make
it—Buxford & Timmis. I cxpect
yon know 3hem?™

Mr. Tarragon smilod thinly and
said that he did; indeed, know
Messrs. Duxtord and Timmis.

“Immagine my surprise when the
little so-and-so came along, cool as
vou like, to my office onc morning
and said, ‘I'm not payiag yeu
tweaty-five per cent any ctere,
Stewart. Yeu can have teu, of I'll
change my agent. [ said, you can’t
do that. I've gov a centract. She
said, ‘Wc'll sce about that—pgood
meming.’ Just like thar.”

“1 imaginc you rookher te cnwrt,”

“Cernainly | 10ok her 10 court. I'ad
got rothing ta bc ashamed of, had
i

“Aad T imaginc you woa the
m.ﬁv
“Then $eu fmagine wreng,” <aid
M. Barker. “Her story—or rather
her Jawyed's story—a man called
Beed'ing was trying the case for her
—was that she signcd the contract
before her twenty-first birthday;
and 'd pud the date in afrerwards.’”

“A bit difficult to prove, surely.”

“She proved 1t all right. She pro-
duced a letrer on my office nete-
paper, signed by me; dated a fort-
mighe before her swenty-first birth-
da)", saying, Come ta my oﬁ‘kf 20~
morros and sign allihe papers: | san'c
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rementber the exact wordmg. That
was the effect it

“And did yer write—>"

$Of ceurst 1 dwn't, Tf T'd laen
wsying anythiog like that, do yau
imagine Fd have writven? 1'd have
ruag her wp.”

“Flow didrshic werk ite™

“Pinched a bit of not-paper frar
my oflicc—she might evea have
twped it on my pirl's machine—she
was alone m the osre:r ofhce e a
quarter of an hour ooe marning.
Then forzed nvy signatuze™

“She 100k a few yisks," said Mr,
Tarragen.

Harry spent the afermom in
Queen’s Beach 3, lixtemig to a pes
sonal injury case. Hle was aggrieved
to find rhar the lady in the daffadil
hat l1ad fellewed hisng but his tnind
was nnt really ot hiey, er oa the casc.
He was rhinking what an esteannti
vadly nice gl Bridpet was.

At six o'dock M. Becding st
aloge in his office i Now Sy ue,
Lincoln's Inn. He was considering
the problen of tus hitigation cleck,
Mz:. Hensy.

Firse, there was the probibem of
his drinking, which had grewa worse
btely, Scooodly, rhefe was the
" question of his tnamiability which
had developat nvo definise trucu-
leace, Thirdly. anl mwist disreshing,
weie the hines he D] stacted
dropping.

Mr. Becding was an extremely
methodical man, Attntion to detail

14t

was one of the keys to his sticcoss.
Planniag ahead was another.

A simple solution wasdd be te
sack Mr. Toy, Mot there weee
Argumemis againss st To svart
with, he was 2 very expenenced) bu-
gation cleck, And if he was sacked.
he wauld suxt making wild aceuss-
tions. And hawaver wdd an accusa-
tiom nught he. in Mr Beeding's
expegences if it was repeated often
cnough, poiple would start belivying
ir
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His train of thought was Juter-
nupied BY theseund of o doorslam-
ming, followed by a scufle of fect
down the passage.

Mr. Boading got up aud epuencd
bis ewn door.

“Came in heee,” he said
to tatk tn you."

Mr. Henry shambled in and sat
dowwn, uninvited, in the chaic he-
side the desk.

“Have you lecn drruking alf
afternconr”’

“I'vie een with an allicial of the
cotart.

“Drinkingr"

“We might tave bod a driak or
.’

“TI'm afand i's et siop)”

M. Flenry leoked ae lam. The
freclight gleamed oa NMr. Reoding's,
round, polished glasses. Flis face was
stronth and comymsed. The moutls
pucssd up in a eight snile which hid
the tceeh. Ik was a face caccfully
compesed t conceal the thoughts
Lehind it.

“Why the lell should T stop™

“T wani
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sad Mr. Henry suddenly, “If 1
want aidrmk, l'ﬁ have ic.” .

“Yuncan drink yourscl{ t pesdi-
Gon. Biat you'lt & st o your cwo
ume. Not wx the fin’s.”

Mr. licory keasied ferwand m us
chair. lic scamed w be trying te
pesictrate the sezecin 10 see whan }ay
behand e vosy light swhich hid Me.
Bee ding's vyes.

He szidl, “T'll tabe na erders feom
you.”

“In that easey 1 prosume you'll
be leating us.”

“No. You're not sacking mc,
either.”

Baded,™ said Mr.  Reoding.
“Lhar wild produce catbes a Julicalz
sitmativn. won'1 «F Why shauld |
apree 10 haviag you huwe if yvou'ee
not goingt © do whik youaee ol

“FH tefl vou whyl™ st Afr

Henry. “IU's because | stayel here
late one night- -uhout four 1wivths
agn.”
M. Beading shified in hiv chair.
U Mr. Heory had chanced o be
tooking he cqull have scen intg his
€yes. oW,

“It's not a hwh wall betwcen
your toem wd mine, | heard seme-
one come i throuph that door.” He
adscoted the private dwor uhich
led from the otlice dicoet w the
stweer. ] woadercd who would b
vsiting: you altee office hoess zad
isoon bund out. Stc dxdn’t tzouble
to lkeep heer voice down”

“Ivwms alady, then?'

“luwas Jantne M, Andshewas
asking (or moncy."

STAY OF

CRECYTION

“ladecd,” said Mr, Beeding. He
bad moved agsin awd the red Light
wxs badk in his eves. “indeed. Agd
&d | ghv heranyi”

“Kot thise awl then. You told
lir to eote duwa thiat aight e your
heuse at Staimes. You swd you'd let
Ler have wo bundred ponnds in
cash. Youe told her it'd be the tast
pay ment she'd get. And.” said Mr.
thr)’ g(:nd)’. “it was thc last,
wasi't i

T'mi ot o0 sure,” ssid Mr
Beediny, “that T voderstand vou.™

“You undesstaml nwall right,”
said Mr. Henry. “Baa if o want it
plain, ' give it 10 you plain.
faamie Mann canie i hese akiv g for
swoncy and, fom what 1 heord, it
waser't 1he frst tie either: You
sad, [ haven't ot ansy moa ey here—
which was a blowdy lie, because
there was nearly seven lrindred
pounds 1 there e indiccl the
green and gold door af the big wall
ke, almost a small  stoengroem,
Lehind the desk, “I'd pud it there
mysclf thar morning. However. sec'll
pass that up, You tokl her she could
have woe hupdred pounds if she
carne down to yoor lwuse thac eve
ning, which happuns w be the 2ve
ning si: wa jound dead in hex
By
“lu Hagry Gurdin's back yard
Feeh a balict from Vfaery Gordag's
pistol 1h hee”

“Ohy, it cameout ver) nice for you
in the cad”

“It seems ta me." waid Mr. Beed-
g, “that you mua havie been tell-
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ing yourself some story about all
this—some story which involves me,
Suppose yeou sllew me to hear it.”

Ashespoke, heshifted very light-
ly in his chair. If Mr. Heoty had
been warching bim  closely, he
might lave notixd it. Jt was the
sort of cosurolfled premeditated
move which a domestic cat makes
a it works inte posiien for the
pounce.

Mr. Heary sakl, “its  plain
enough. She had something on you.
And it's not hard to guess what it
was, Because I've been looking at
the Stewsrt Backer papers. You
piached our offic: file, but you for
got thece’s a second set of papess
over in the Covre. And T was ralking
to one of thar men about it this
afternoon. Curious case, wasa't it?"

“ldon't remernber it particularly,
You must remind me."”

“She wasn't getting anyswhee—
oot untii de produced dhss lettzr oa
Stcwart Barker's norepaper, typed
in his effice, with what lookes like
his sgnature on the bortom ofit.”

“And are yeu suggesting that
Janine typed that leeter hessclf?
And lorged his siznature? Rather an
daborarc plot for a youny gid to
have (hought o, susely.”

"I don’t suppse shc thought it
out for bersclf,” said Mr. Henry,
“My idca was that ya put her up te
3t, and won her eese for hce, 3o thra
you coubd get—vwdiatever it was you
wanted. Which was very niec for
yow. Tor a time. Qaly you hadn't
theught things out quite as clearly
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as she hiad. Because what you hadn't
realized was that it put you in Jer
pewcr, not Aer in yors. Any time
she chose to epen lier prety little
mouth she eonld Jand you up © your
neck ip the dirt. Al she had 10 say
was, T was only 2 grl. He vold me
what to do. 1 dida’t realiae hew
wrong it was." People might have
been serry for her—Wbut they would-
n't have been sorry for you. Noton
your life, they wouldot. What a
le¥cly blotvvug, What a gocgeous
meal for the papers. Middle-aged
solicltor seduces giel clicnt. Forgery
and fraud. Law Socicty acts, It'd
have been as good as a Cup Final,”

*“{ soe :‘1.a'n:|g ] shet her that night
3t my &owee 1o present her squdez-
g any mere money out of me?”

““That’s aboutig,” sard Mr. Henry.
“lt was a bit ofluck for vou she had
her boy friends gun with ler.
Maybc that's what put you in mind
w drop her back in his yard. Mind
you, § don'L expect you to admit
any of this.”

“@h, but 1 do,"” sad Mr. Beed-
ng."“You'reabsolutely mght. That's
dmost cxactly what hoppened. Exs
cept that dhe actual shooting was an
acodent. “The gun wene off wien |
Was tr¥ing to el il zway from her,”™

Mr. Henry kaed up sharply. He
seenaed to Bucome aware of the stills
ness in the office. It was silent in the
square qutside, ton. The last car had
drsven away: no morc voes, 1O
more featsteps on the pavement; 2
fow scattered lightsin the windo\ys
op posite.
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For the fisz time the ez of
danger penctrated Me.,  Henfy's
drink dulled brain,

“Why are vou velling me- this?
e pulled himeelf vat of the chair,
wyd swayed wohis fecr. Mr, Beeding
had wmoted, o, and was standmng
side hia.

“Em edling vou” he sud, “‘be-
cause I'm sute thet Yeu'll cespect
the canlidence.”

Mr. [Heary smd. *Cermids.”

Apdie wasall e had tme w say—
{or Mr. Beeding’s Band whipped
round {mim bedind him, graspaug a
heavy black ovlindrical ruler. He
tiz M r Tlenry ece, on the sake of
the forchead. The souned was [ike
billiszel  balls, kessing gomle, Mr.
Henny folded forvard om ro it
Koces.

" Moving widh surpoising speed, ¥
Beeding ot round behind the wld
wan axl. chsping s arms arow nd
his chuse, habf carricd, half deagged
him te the wll safc. Heolding the
timp bLutly in he ceonk of his ledt
arm, and supporring it widh his knce,
Mr. Beuding ifted Use llaccil right
lund and clasped it found 1hctﬁg
beas sefc handle. Korping Mr.
Henev's hand camcfully under luis
asn, e tureed and pulled. The door
openeel,

Theee were shelves en cach side,
sracked withy docuanents, and at the
back & number of lockedl drawess.
o the mildic there vas just chough
clear space {or 7 mon 0 stand
upright.
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Me. Henry bod strted groaning
softly and shaking his head.

Mr. Beeding hoisted him forwaect,
until his feet were inside the thresh-
sld, ehen he rekased him, stepped
back, and slamuued the door shut.
Using W ruler, hie 1appcd the brass
landle, very gendy, wnol he felz 3¢
engage .

“lt was horoble,” said Brdget.
“He was dead. 1 nover liked him,
but [ wax nearly sick when § heard.”

They wore siteing in Mr, Hut-
Leccl's rowus, and Mo, Harbord hav-
g Jdeparted ea wae of his rue,
oldicizl errands, they were slonc.

She lovked se wkite and shaken
that Harry fobt an absurd impulse w
stroke her on the side of the neck.
He resisied the impulye.

“No wender it upset you,” he
wid “'Wag the safe shut?”

T don't think so. Ar least —ot
propudy. They secm 2o think it wus
an accident.”

“The police dhunk thar?"

“Yos, At least, chat’s what Mr.
Beedling told us.”

“He Jdid, did he™ said Tiarry.
‘Theee was 2 peoblem which fiad 0
_bc w kled soencr or Jvee. He said,
“Deo yms think we oaght to let M,
Beeding m ou this? He is my sadci-
Lor. He ought 1o be on my side
He couldl feel her risistance to the
idea O don't youu think that's a
sood idead®

“I don't loow,” she said un-
happly.

“You dum’t bike him, do your*

33
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“He's all righe. He's perfectly
easy v work for, } mean.”

“He doesa’t ask yeu to mke dic-
tata sitnag oa his knce™*

*Don't be silly."

“The poin: is’” sa¢ Harry, “do
we trux hm or don't we? Yen
koow him a lot beuer than [ do.
That’s why I'm asking yeu.

“It’s chat fle—the ont that dis-
appeared.”

“Do you think Beeding took jc?"

“Either it's a comncidence—if so,
a gretey big coinciderce—or dse,
well, 1 mcan—ivho clsecould it have
been? [le and Mr. Henry were ehe
ooly two peaple who ceuld have
bad any intezest in it. They were the
oarly two who were m the affice
when the Stewarr Batker cve was
an. The rest of us ate all aew. Any-
way, why shawld a typist or 2 mad-
room boy bother 1o steal a wwen-
yeat-old filet"

As she was ralking, Harry was
waxhing herface. Hethought: she's
got brains as well. She # a nice girk.

“It's a thought,” he said. “But I
dop't quite sce where it gets us.
What you'll have ta do is keep your
eyes and cori wide apen. Fal suse
there 55 a connection between the
tvo cases. B've folt ir zH along. But
I'm darmned if [ can sex just ohat it

L SET)

“Acconding w0 our pachalogist’s
report,” satd Seperimtendent Lazey,
“he didn't dic of smiueation, He
died of shock. Ifiw'd kept his head,

there was enough atr w the streng-
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room ¢o bave ksted him
moeing.’’

“What & thousand pitics,” said
MNr. Becding “Have you any idea
bov—any (urther cvidcose to sbow
swhat actnally happeoed >

“He could have come in 10
put away same papers. [he door
slarumed shut behind lim. That
could shift the handle——it was cnly
bar2ly engaged. Enough to stop him
opening the door, though. You've
na idea what time he came back?”

“The whole thing's a mystery,”
sai¢ Mr. Beeding, “He went over
to the Cousts au about half-past
eleven. He had an appoinement in
front ef the Master. It shouldn'c
bave taken him moce chan fifeecn
minuns But no one sw him cone
back 0 the ofice. He ccaamdy
hadn"t got back by the time I kir,
which was wdl after ax.”

“We knew how be spent some
of that rime"” said Lhe Superin-
tendeut. “‘His stomach was still full
of whiskey. Did you know that he
drank?"”

“Trm al raid so. Yes."

“Wasa't it a little Jangerers—
keeping an employee like thar?”

"Tt's omly very reeendy tha: it
got had. As 2 mateer of fce, I'd
made my mind up (0 wlk o him
ahout it. fs o important —now?”

*It could have huwn one: of the
subsidiary causes of death. ¥ he
cme i 90 [Wl of drink he didn'e
koo what he was dning—blun-
dered about in fhat srrongreom.
There was quire a bru'sse on his ore-
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head. It loeks & if hie fell forvard—
tripped @ver one of those boxes on
the floar, perhaps—and hit his
head”” L i

“But surcly if— Mr, Beeding
stoppod, got u pabruptly, and ealked
acress to the window,

“Yes, sive"

STAY

“L was goiog to szy, & don't sup-

posc v shall cver know oxacdy
what b appencd.”

“Prabably not,” said de Super-
imendent politely. “By the way,"
he added, “enquitca ditferent topac.
We've fovnd some property of yaurs.
If you'd like to come ronind 1o Can-
non Row and sign for it vou ean
have it.”

“Of mine?”

“Unfess theres another Alfred
Beeding in the Law Lise?”

“What sert of preperiy?”

“In's a silvet cigarexte box, With
your namie n if, glft from a
seaccfid clienc®”

“Good hcavens! Where on earth
did it tum up?”’

“At a pawnbreket’s. An honest
one, luckily. He was a bir suspicieus
about the cusromer who handed &
in, alonz with seme other items.
Thought he recognized hiva as a
man weth a record. So he gave us
details of the stulk.”

“Pli ccrtainiy b g[ad 1o gel 1t
back.”

“Bid you report the lows, siee™

*Tt disappeared from my desk in
this roem about a month ago. |
d8n't wish 20 cast suspicion en o
thee my saaff or my clionts, so ¥
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kept quiet about it. —Not now, Miss
Avery. We're busy.” ,

“I'm serry,” said Bridget. *1
thought the Supeneteadent lod

Im just going,” said Superin-
tendent Lacey. “And thank your for
being so hclpful."

“Ir was g hic,” said Bridger, YA
compleeg, absolute, duwaright Lie.”

“How do you mcan?* asked Mr.
Harbord.

“He said that chis siiver cigaretie
box was sealen from the desk ia his
office—and vhat be didn’t say any-
thing about it because he dida’e
wanl te upset his ste and his ch-
ents. All tees.”

Hacce sid, “Calin dawn, Bridget.
Take a «déiep breath. Explain.”’

“Fisst, he never hiad a silver ciga-
tctte bes in the effice—not'in the
fast Lwer years.”

“You're surc?”

“I'm his secrctary. I ought to
laow.”

“Right.”

“Apd if he Aad had one, and it
had been stoben, he’d have raised the
oof. Geuvd heavens, [ remember
about six menths ago, wdhen & liver
cdisappeared from petty cash, we
practicalty had to turn our pockets
‘wr.‘.

“The imponant point,” saxd Mr.
Harbord, “is not that he's lying.
Low of people du that. The impor-
tant point i, ahy is be lying?’

“He's wertied about something.”

“*Mr. Heary?”
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“No, something before that. He's
been worried for manthz. And more
than woreed. He's scared.”

“1f we kncw what he svas scared
af.” said Harry, V1 beliece we inght
be gecting someahere.”

“He cottdd be telling the truch,”
said Supcrintendent Laacey to Andet-
son, the Assistant Commiss oner. Tt
could have happosed emarly as he
say). We've traxd Heory's move-
ments. He'd been duioking ot the
T.aw Cowres bar at Isachume, and
after that i a pavate elub. He st
have had half te thrce-quariers of a
bottte of whiskey tnside him by the
time he got back to the office. He
could have want=d (o put something
away in the safe—hc and Beedin

* both had keys—und the door coul

have slannved shut. He might have
got into a pank and wmbled for
ward and hit bis head. The shock
and the blaw contd easily bave
ssopped his heart.”

“Yes i satd he Assistant Caim:
mzssionty,

“We fingerprinted the safe hane
dle. There are old prims of Beod-
mg's and & thumbprint of bis secre-
tary. But quite clearly superim-
paxd on all of diemi—and obvi-
oudy e acwvest—s 2 st of grints
from Henn's highe haat. Thomb
and all four fingees.™

YAnd yﬂhh said the Assistant
Commissioner, “you don’t seem very
ha?p}r ahout it."

‘It was ¢ tiny thing, sir. But it
occutred o me that if Henry had

gone intothe strong:vom~either ©
pu¢ something 2eesy or rake sovre:
thing oui—uwoukdn't he have temed
the lrght on 2

“Is there a lights”

“@h, ycs, sir. The swireh ix just
ousside the door”

“And the Tght waan't en when he
was feund "

“Appaarily aet, sir,"

“Somesnc might have turned it
off afrerwards. The deancer™

“They might” agreed Superin-
tendent Lacey. “/‘nd it wasa't seally
the fuct of the I'ghe being oif that
was odd. What was stcange was Lhat
Becdingsuddenly thought of it him-
selb—it was when | way wlkiag
abiout Mr. Henty tripping over
sutethio on the o Te stunted
tsay, ‘Fut surcly £ the light wason,
he'd have szea itf Something like
that, apyway. Thm he suddenly
chauged his mund and tuened it,
tilstbcr clammly, toto  something
= e.VV

The Assistaut Commiss'woer con-
sideved the matrer. He respected
Lacey’s instinct, >ut it hardly
ssunded likc conctete cvidenee o
wiopgdaing.

"Auy{hiﬂg ncsv on the [arry
CGnrton case ™

“We've lad an <usrimons numbes
ol sports from poodbe who've scon
bim i dift czent places, £rom Gretna
Green to the Isfe of Wight, We
check ‘em if they fook at all promis-
ing.” The Super:ntendent chuckled.
‘““Ihere’s.one 1 meant teshow you.
It was from a middle-aged lady with
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a rather eccentric style of writing.
Apparently she sat next to him on
two occasions in the public gallery of
the Law Courts.”

The Assistant Commissioner
laughed too. “He hasn’t got very
far, has he? Could there be any
connection?”’

“Connection betwecen what, sir?"’

“The two cases—Harry Gordon
and Mr. Henry.”

The Superintendent was used to
cccentric suggestions from his chief,
but he felt that this one went a bit
far.

“How could there be, sir?”’

“Beeding’s a common factor. He
was Gordon’s solicitor, wasn't he?”

“He was,sir. But even so—"

“I know. It’s mad. All the same—
would you leave the files on both
cases here for an hour. Fll browse
through them. Something might
strike me.”

“I'll have them sent up straight
away,” said the Superintendent, and
made his escape,

Ten minutes later the Assistant
Commissioner  suddenly stopped
turning the papers in the folder
which dealt with the death of Mr.
Henry. What he was reading was a
report from Detective Sergeant
Knight, who had been looking into
the question of how Mr. Henry had
spent the last afternoon of his life.
Inquiries had led the Sergeant to a
senior employee of the Royal Courts
of Justice, who had admitted drink-
ing with Mr. Henry both at lunch-
time and afterward in a private club.
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The cmployee’s name was Harbord.

“Harbord,” said the Assistant
Commissioner softly to himself. “It’s
not a common name. I'm absolutely
certain 've heard it before. But
where? And when? And in what
connection?”

He was still sitting in the dusk,
thinking, when his secretary came in
to turn the light on . . .

It was on the following morning,
the sixth of his liberty, that Harry
had an odd experience. He was walk-
ing along a dimly lit corridor on the
second story of the West Wing of
the Courts, rendered even dimmer
by the fact that a rainstorm was
blackening the summer sky outside.
He was planning to look in on Ap-
peal Court 3, where an interesting
Divorce Appeal was in its third day.

At the far end of the passage,
silhouetted against the light from
the staichcad, a man was standing.
He was facing away from Harry,
and he was holding his umbreila be-
hind his back, swinging it from side
to side. The similarity to a squat
animal, threshing its wil, was quite
remarkable,

He suddenly remembered Miss
Huckstep, who had given cvidence,
though meffectively, on his behalf.
Had she not described to the Court
how she had passed the entrance to
Sandpit Cottage at eleven o’clock
on the fatcful night and scen a man
—a sinister-looking man—standing
there, swinging his umbrella “like
a great tail”?
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A conviction gripped him that the
murderer of Janine Mana was stand-
ing in front of him.

As the thought passed through his
mind, the man swung on his heel
and walked briskly away, Deter-
mined not to lose him. Harry brok ¢
inta a run.

This was a mistake. Startled by
the sound of somcone runnming after
him, the man swung round.

Harry found himsclf face to face
with Mr. Beediay.

The recognitien was immediate,
and mutual.

There was an instant in which
neither man moved or spoke. Then
Harry turned on his heel and ran ofl
in one direction. After @ momeat's
hesitation, Mr. Becding doubled
away in the epposite dircction.

“You're sure?” said Superin-
tendent Lacey.

“Absolutely certain. He'd shaved
off his beard and dyed his face
brown. And done semecthing to his
hatr. But it was him, all right. And
he recogmzed me.”

“How de you know?"’

“Because he ran away.”

“How long ago was that:"

“Five minutes, I'm afraid. Per-
haps more. The tclephone 1 went to
first was being used. I'm speaking
from a box in Carcy Street.

“Allright,” said the Superintend-
ent. He spoke on the oiTice lin¢, and
two carloads of men were moving in
a matter of seconds, They would be
too late. But he couldn’t aftord to
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take any chances. Evenif they didn’t
catch Gordon in the Court building,
he mighe be somewhere in the sereets
outside. He picked up the telephone
again, and spokc to A" Duivision
headquarters.

Chief  Superintendent
sounded skeptical.

"Il that's right,” he said, “he

hasn't got very [ar in six days.”

Mace

“Lxactly what the A.C. said
yesterday, " said Lacey. “Butl don't
think this onc's a false alarm. The

man whe tpped us ofl was his own
selichor.”

“Queer sort of solicitor. Give
away his own client.”

The same thought had, in fact,
occurred to Lacey. “Perhaps he
thought his duty to the public came
before his duty o his ¢clieat.”

“It’d be anicechange,” said Mace,
“if more solicitors thought that.
Yes. of ceurse I'lt help. I'll put men
on to combing all the sircets and
shops and restaurants in that area.
All the same, [ don’t imagine he'll
hang round now.”

“We thought that last time," said
Laccy. “Remember?”

When he reported the develop-
ment to the Assistant Commissioner,
which he did at the fiust opportu-
nity, the ‘\ssmant Commissioner
said, “Ah, that's it,” as i[ an clusive
memory bad come home to roost.
He approved, though abscat-mind-
edly, the precautions which Lacey
had raken, and as soon s he had de-
parted, rang the bell for his scere-
Lary.
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“It was a capital case,” he said.
“At the Bedfordshire Assizes. Bell-
amy took it. Almost his fast big
trial. That would make it 1936, or
pcrllaps ear]y *37."" He added cer-
tain further derails. “Sec if you can
unearth the file. And hurry, there’s
a good chap . ..”
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When Mr. Harbord got back
from lunch he found somcone wait-
ing outside the locked door of his
room. [t was a thick-set man, in his
middle fifties, with a prow of a nose
dominating a strong, clean-shaven
face. Mr. Harbord, as he opened the
door and ushered him in, thought
that the face was familiar to him.
A solicitor or a barrister, possibly.

*“What can I do for you?" he said.
“Do sit down.”

“You are Mr. Harbord ?”

“Yes.”
“Was
brother?”

Mr. Harbord looked at his visitor
in blank astonishment.

“Jt"s an impertinent question, [
agree. But the name isn't a wery
commononc.”

Mr. Harbord said, “Before I an-
swer any questions at 2ll I should
like to know who you are.”

“Very reasonable, My name &5
Anderson. 1 was junior counsel for
the delensc 1n the case m which
your brother was convicted of mur-
der. | have never ceased to helieve
that he was wrongly convicted.”

“It's a quarter of a cemtury too

late,” said Mr. Harbord, “to do any-

Charles Harbord your
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thing about it, isn’t it?”* The words
were spoken gently, but there was a
hard core to them.

“That’s true,” agreed his visitor.
As he spoke his gray cyes were
quartering the room. They lighted
on the great stack of files in the
corner. Yes, that would be the place.
Obvious, if you knew, but an cx-
cellent hideout iIf you didm’t. He
added, “But all the same, the lesson
1 learned there has stood me in good
stead since.”

Mr. Harbord nodded. He seemed,
thought his visitor, perfectly re-
laxed and absolutely at case. He
wasn’t acting, either. Of course he
would leng stnce have cleared away
any trace of Harry Gordon's pres-
cnce. There would now be nothing
at all to connect him with the
matter,

“Particularly,”” the visitor weat
on, rising to his feet, “‘in my present
job. I have never allowed myself to
feel complacent about a capital con-
viction. I have never allowed a
charge to be preferred unless I was
con vinced——personally cenvinced, 1
mean, not lcgally—that the man
was guilty.”

“And werc you convinced in the
case of Harry Gordon?”’

“Yes, 1 was,”

“Are yousull?”

“That is a very leading question.”

“So long as your mind isn’t closed
on the subject,” said Mr. Harbord.
“Sa long as it’s open to honest con-
viction, then I should say that he
still had a chance.”

rr
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the desk. M, Beeding picked them
up.

Do they mean anything to you,
sre

“Nice links,” said Mr, Breding,
"Solid gold. I'll buy them mysell,
if they're for sale,”

“Then [ wke it they’se net your
proprrey

“Never seen them before in my
life. Why?"

“If you losk closely,™ said the
Superintendrny, “youll see there’s
a monogrim, Twe [ectess, sort of
tavisted topether. it leeks like AR,
And sceing that vour Cheistian
namme’s Alfred it did eccur o ps—"

“Bo you think its AB? It looks
mote like BR to me. Or it might be
Le”

“Tt's not very clear,” ageeed the
Superintcndent, wrapping up the
links and dropping them bick 20 hus
pocket. ““It clagsn’t signif y. We shall
locate 1he owner as soon as wé've
found o who taok "em."

“WHT you be abli: to do tha?”

“The pawnbroker gave us » good
description. In fact, he thought he
recognized the man. That's why he
was se careful, A characrer called
Pakey Barsett. One leg sharier thag
the other. Anothcr thing, Pokcy's
disappeared foom Dis useral bautes
latelv; which could be connccied
with a houscbreaking at Laleham.
1f we pick him vp for thar job we
can soon sort out the rest.”

As soon 45 she could ger away
Bridger harricd acress to the Courts,
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She told Mr. Harbord what she had
lieand,

“Tt stuck out a miley”” she said,
“that there’s something {ishy ahout
it Firsg, M. Beedkng sny's the ciga-
rette box was in the office and )
know 1L wasn't. Now he says those
cuff dinks don"t bdong to himy and
I'm pretty corin I've seen him
wearing them. nd when the Super-
intendent mewioned Pokey - Bar-
sote and the burglary ar Laleham—
well, you ought to have scen his
i (<=
~ “Even if you're right,” said Mr.
Harbord, “shat comnection has: it
got with the Harry Gordon case?”

‘T thought you'd he abl: © work
that out.”’

“You flatter mn,” said Mr. Har-
bord. "Howeser, | can sce oni: thing
quite clearly. If there 75 a connce-
tien, only 1w pesple are likely
koew what it & Your employes and
Pokey Barretr. [ den't suppose it's
any- good asking Mr. Beeding. \nd
Pokey's swanted by the police, and
on the run.”

"It does scem hopeless.” agreed
Bridget, 3

“Not hopeless. Ditfscult. @ur cr-
ganization has peculinr but effi-ciive
methods of getung  informarion,
particubady  in  connéctien  with
criminals and legal marteges: T oshall
have o make a telephone ¢atl, Not
from herc. Prem a puliic call bok."
He leoked av his swatch. “Four o'-
cleck. If the informatiens’s available
it wen't rake more than an hour o
twve to collect. The treuble is that 1
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daren’t wke the retiro all cither
here or at hamne, I'm under a cet-
tain degree of suspicion.”

“Under suspicion? How do vou
kngwe* o !

“lImmeciiately alter funch § had a
visit from no less a prrson than the
Assistant Cemmissioncr m charge of
the C.LI). 1Iis tme is Andersen,
We had an interesting diseussion—
about old times.”

“It ;s too tate for Bim w0 find
anything—""

“He dido‘t comc o leok for
things. He came 10 coniiema privare
suspacion that this was where [Harry
Gordon ‘lisd been hiding, And he
confirmed it. He's not a foul.”

Biidger sid, 1 could take the
returd meesage, When I sy late
at the ofice to finish off some worlk,
1 get ihe cxchange to leave a. line
through to my rocw. I'll do that to-
night.” She scribbled:down the tele-
phoac numher. “*When Pyve got the
reply. Il meet yore--where?"

“Outside  the ticket ofiice in
Leicester Squarc Under grounsd Sta-
tion.”

“Al) right. Then we can think
whar to (lo next.” v

She sounded so f rlora as she said
it that Mr. Harbord was impelled
to smile. 'I've knoan ware tangles
sort themsclves out.”” But pat maay,
he added to Limsel(, as he mrde tds
way donn to the toephonc.

Bridg ¢t had ro dificulty in per-
suailing M. Beediy that stie would
bave tn stay {ate, “lhe cvents of the

OF  EXRECUTION

153

“last few diivs had so distracted the

ufice thit mest of vhe rattine wodk
was behind. o

At halfpast five she sculed down
n ber szoctum and started 6o ty.pe
out a lang lense. Ouly half her mnd
was on the keys of the typewriters
vhe ethee lalf was waiting for the
tcleplione (o ring, wonderug what
the mvesage would be, wondering
whar Thirey Gordon was dey.

At six u'clock she heard M.
Beoding's door slant, Ae half-past six
the ckaning womdn arcived, poked
her head into Brdged’s raom, and
said, *Stil] here, deatie? Tl do you
tordorrow, ™

Brdget fnished the leases el
three ivtters which she had in hee
bogk. Hulf-past seven boomwd out
distantly fem the Iaw Cournts’
clock. Badget decided to wait-live
mere minutes. The silence in the
othes was eomyplete.

The shrilling of the wlephane
made Bridgets licate socket. She
steadied hierself and Efeed the re-
eciver.

“Becdinng's,"slic @vd ““Mr, Beed-
ing’s secrctary, Miss Avery, speak-
ing.”

There was a moment's silence,
and then a very gentle voice with a
slight Ndcth Country burr said.
“Gwod eveiring, Miss Avery. [ hada
message for you. 190 afeaid it')l be a
disappeintmcac. Pokey Barectt was
picked up by the police this aftes-
noen—{9¢ a job he did at Lalcham.
[1c’s 1n~.iu_g held ot Cannon Row
police station.™
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"1 gee said  ridgec. “Well.
Thatk yeu very much.”

The voiew saul, '1*'m sorry.”" There
was a click and the line wone dead.

As Bridget replaced the recciver,
the door epencd and M. Beeding
came . He seemed to I smil;ng.
“I didn’s bow that you weie k-
terested in Pebicy Rarrett.” he said.

"] don't know whit you're tafk-
ing about. That was—" she stopped.
No convincing lie came to her.

“I happeacd tn be i my rom.
1 eouldn’t imagine who wwuld be
tingiog us up at this ziwue of agx,
so | Bfied the recciveer.”

Briciget said nothing. Her onc 1ekea
was Lo get eut of the room, out of
the office, into the apen, where there
weould be other people. She jumped
for the deor. Mr. Beeding's hand
caught her by the arm and spun her
vound.

Bridpct apcocd  lee mouth te
sctean. bat the seund wasstill-bom.

Iarry Gore.on had come quiedy
into the roem. He conk a cuuple of
sicps forward, flung ab am round
Mr. Beedings nedk, and dragpi-d
him tackward. Mi. Beeding mvd,
molfectually, w tom. The amn
round his !lCCk wis liblnlﬂ;ng Kim.
He gave a cheked scream,

arty droppesl hes arm and stood
back. As Mr. Beediug spun round,
he hie him. Tt was a fliling, un-
scientific blow. It landed Aat in the
middle of Mr. Buding's face,
knncleed his glasscs off, and seat bim
spuaing.

Harsy jumped after him and gave
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him 3 push. Mr. Beeding tripped-
over the wastepapet basker and hit
his head againgt the desk.

Ttyvas unskillful, undigeifiel, 20d
deeply satsfying to Harry who now
picked np Mr. Beeding by the arms
and propped him ia his chair.

“What arc you guing w0 do2” seid
Bridget,

Mt. Beeding blinked and pased 2
hand across his ey es. Bloeg] was trick-
lng from oae cernver of Lits mouth.,

“T'm goi ngro dowhae § came here
for,”" said Harey. 'Iin gning to have
the truth out of bam, if 1 have w0 kill
him in the process They can’t hang
me twice.” He tusmed te Mr, Beed-
ing and slapped him hard in the face
with his open hand. “It's up o you.
Do you tell us the truelr, or do |
break ¢very bone in your boclyt™

“Neither,” sad  Saperintendent
{aecy, He was blocking rhe door
way, and there axre vnifbsimed
pohicemeu in e passage.

M vy lucky seaally,” sl I,,'.u;t.:y.
“One of nsy men happened to see
Gordon actually going into Bued-
ing"s uffice. He didn't ceoogoize him,
burs e dida't thnk he had any
businese slipping ioto rhe otficc at
thatr time of night, %o tld his
Sergeant wha happened to he talking
to me, As soon a&s | heard it was
Beeding's oflice, T thought wed
better tavestigate.”

The Assieaat Commissioner said,
“Most of our best resulis asc hack.
But you have to do the hard work as

webt,"
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“What are we going to do new?"

“Legally, it's a bit tricky. The
. hearing io the Appeat Court was con-

cluded. Thcy'll probubly have to
statt it a)l over again.”

*We'll have two men on the door
this Gimic,"” said Lacey.

Mr.1farpest Macrea, Q.C. lcaned
back in bis chair and regarded his
visttors with some  astonishmentt,
One he'recognized ac the etractive
secretary of Mr. Beeding—Bridget
Somcrhing-or-other. A gid  with
brawns as wall as leoks. The odher,
who had introduced himsell
Harbord, was apparently un atheial
of the Royal Courts of Justice.

“Ies all quite Brepulac.” Mr
Maccea maid. "L dewt know what
my clerk was thinking of, lctting
you in.”

“You must blamc me,” said M.
Hacbord. “Mr. Taccagon is an old
friend of mine. I'm afcald 1 per-
snaded luim.”

“Rtique.tte lays down that { can-
not discuss the case with yau with-
out a sofwcitor being presear.”

“T'mafcaid Mr. Boading isn't feed-
iog very well this meroing.”’

T read something io the papers:
He was ussauited by Gordon, was he
aot, just before Gorden swas appre-
hendod?”

“He was cestaioly assaulrod,” said
Brudpet,

Mr. Muaercr looked up sharply.
He thought be detected a nete of
sarisfaceion in her voice.

Mr. Horbwed sawd, “Could we get
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over the difficuley by preteading chis
1sn’t a conference? All we want (sdo
i 10 i you a stery. If; when
you've heard it, you cheose to thhow
us out, we'll go quictly.”

Well,” sad Mr. Macrea, “‘on
that understanding—-""

Mr. IHarbosd tekd the siory welt.
te stareed with the Sewsret Barkeer
case. At the end of it Mr, Macrea
interrupted him, “Your suggestion
is that a respectable solicitor forged
aq imvpertant picee af cvidence fora
female dicnr, and thereby nduced
bher 1o bacome hits mistrass. But that
she (urned an him. Whys”

“¥ should think very likely she
got ticed of him. And she tan shost
of muncy. Those would be two very
good reasoms”

“And you sermise that the liis-
gation clerk, Mr, Henry, got to.
know of [t?*

“It's & bit marc than susmse,”
saig Mr. Flarbord. T spent che
altcrnoon with lim. He as good as
told me that My, Bevding was up to
samerhing. He wouldo't say what,
but he imphcd thar it bad to do
with the Harey Gorcdon case, and
that Janine was Ruxed up in it.”

“Drunken ramblings,” said Ma-
crea. *Net very reliable evidence.”

“All right,” said Mr. Harbord. "1
agree. But \be last thieg he sl o
me was, ‘T'm going to have it out
with that old sorand-so Beeding. fle
won't push me around any more,
And be fnished wp dead in che safe
in Mr. Boaling’s room. Coincidence,
1 imaginc.”
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Mr. Macrea teok a pinch of snuff.

“So new,” le said, “we have a
solicitet who is not only a forger, a
purjurct, and a seducer, but also a
souederer. And not just 2 murdecey
bt a double mderer. Fee | sup-
pose It & part of your story that hie
was the man Janine was gowy o see
thit nigln—and who shor her with
the gun she had o conveuienily
broupht along with hee?”

“1hac’s Apht.” sad Ae, Har-
bond. “It’s comslniive, ef cobme.
One thing led 1o e other”

“Wheredses be five, by the way??

“Staines—on tie outskins. It's a
big villa, swanding hack in its own
grounds about wwo hundead yards
uloag the Chertsey Road ®

Mr. Nacrea had extracred a mo-
toring map from the drawier of his
desk aud was making a fes calculz-
tions.

“ft fis in. songbly, with the mile-
ages,” he sul “T'wenty-five mikes
from Highgate via the Nerch Circu.
lar, Thut makes Wty for the rernrn
journcy. Add a bit for the tip 10
Epping. Tull me his: whea he had
abandoned the cac in Hamry Gor:
dost’s vard—f he aleadaoed it, T
mean, of course—"

*Of course,” sanl Mr. Tlathord.

“Tlow do you suggest he got
bome?”

“Tlere™s no difficulty about that.
He would catch the 11:30 Jrem
Waterlos 1o Staines, fle'd prohahly
gk out at Ashferd, so as el o al-
tractattention. He could then walk
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home, by scwusndary roads'and paths,
in tunder fifty minutes.”

Me. Macrea said, “l'm puzzied,
Mr. Harbordl. You sprak of times -
and places. How do yeu know all
thisi™

A& friend of munc™s said Mr.
Harbord, “caught the 11:50 last
night and ger uutar AAshford, Eight
other people alighted there, He
walked 0 Mr. Wxng’s hnuse ia
Rory-cight ninuses. And he met
nabocty at all on the way.”

“A very devoted (riend,”

"Oh, very," said Mr. Harbord,
“I've got a pumber of friendls. Al
happy to work in the case of
Jsuce.”

Afc. Macrea Jooked ar him euri-
owly, shifted his gaz to Rriclget
who was sitting beside him, her eves
aliglir,and then gor ubiopily 1w his
{ret

“1 mant w0 be cancful not 10 dis-
appomt you,” he said. “But I've
got (e say this, You've just told me
a story. It cauld be rrye. There's
nathing in the facts, so far as I can
ste, Lo disprove your version. In one
o7 e paiticulars it lis a0 very
ncady. Boc the Caon has a story,
too. %ad, at the moment, trs their
vetsion tlrat holds the dicld. It con-
vingedk a jusy at the Ol Bailey.
And very nearly gained the approval
of three judges in the Court of Ap-
pcal. lodead. . Hareyr Gordon
leedn’e taken the faw sote his own
hands it would have done so. Whae
are you gong 10 st against it? What
concicte evicince have you got—
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new evidenoe, that wasn't available
beibic-— w muke your versea more.
convinciang than theirs?™ Sccing the
ook on Bricget's face he added, ™I
ceally am sarry @ say that, but it's
better I should point iv out s you
no‘v“a

M:. Harbord siud, “There is ong
person who might bélp us. He's a
convicted ariminal called Pokey
Barrets, who ceiaes uwp romprrow
moming at the Sewh ‘1hames
Stipendary Magistrates Couct feor «
burglary at Llalchani. A burglagy
whoch he can’t really deny. since
must of die proceeds were found an-
dec 2 loose board i hic bedreom.”

“I'IO‘V—?“

“l cant explain the connection,
But 1t’s clear that he had semcthing
on Mr. Beeding. At vast, that's the
only solution [ can think ef which
squares with the faces e had un-
doubredly stolent v silaer cigarette
box—"

“Which Mr. Beeding says he kepe
in his oflice,” said Brilget, “out 1
kaow he didn'e.”

“—and a pair of gold cufl [wnks.
And posidly other thiags a wdl
M. Beeding neither ropunied their
loss te the pelice nos made auy at-
tempt to get them back. When
quessonad: he cven wunk w By as
to deny that the cuff links bdenged
tobim.”

“It's odd,"” san] Macres, mbbing
the tip ol his indcx foger dowen hes
leathery chin, *“bant [ suill den't quite
see how 1t7s going to hielp us™

“Jo eccuread to me that if OV
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offcedd your services, 45 Ceunsil, o
Barreu—hc'd be enormously far-
tered, of course, ro have a famous
Q.C. appeartng for him—then the
police woukd bave o allow you to
ralk o hum. I you cnuld enly put
out of lism whar he has on Mr.
Beeding—"

“The whole suggestion,” said M.
Maeres, “35 scandilowsly inegular.
Nevertheles— He touched fus bell
and Mr. Torragon appeaned.

“Am [ deing nn}‘]l-'?:img tomorraty
merting, Carragon?”

Mt ‘Farmmgen siid, “Ycs, sir.
You'rc appearing for 3 man called
Barrett, at the South Thanes Court.
I've just fixed it with hisgolicitors.”

WXLCLUTION

Latc that evening Mr. Horbord
was sununened to Macrea’s heuse 1o
St. John's Wood. The Q.C. apolo-
gized couneously for dragging him
out and oifcred hima glass of port.

Theee was a fee of dogs in the
grade, siill necessury on that carly
summer evening, andl Maceea stared
for a few mateats e its depths
bcfore ssving, “Well— ¥'ve sxcen
Barrete. We nd a long talk. There's
oo doubt wc'n: on e somerling,
It’s going to be devilish diflicull to
haodle. Legally, nac of the wrickiest
siantiuts | cas remember. And 'm
not going into it hiindfold.”

*“No," said Mr. Focbord. “What
lov-ely port this is.”

o credit w ame. My father fud
it dewa, ! just drink t—with rever-
cnt appreciation. [ want to koew
where vou come inta this. And my
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clerk. He’s clearly hand-in-glove
with you. And that girl. The whole
story.”

“Very well,” said Mr. Harbord.

A quarter of an hour later Macrea
said, “T've never heard anything like
it in my life. 'm half sorry 1 made
you tcll me. It makes the thing even
merc explosive.”
~ “Do you believe,” said Mr. Har-
bord, “that llarry Gordon killed
Janine Mann?”’

“No," said Macrea. “I don’t.’

“Do you believe that Beeding d1d
kiliher?™

“I'm beginning to think it’s very
likely.”

“Then your duty in the matter
is clear.”

Macrea sighed He reflected that
It was a rarity nowadays to find a
mian with clear, hard, uncompromis-
ing ideas of right and wrong. Once
upon a time there had been more of
them about, They had founded em-
pires, started new religions, and
exccuted evil Kings. He sighed once
again.

“It’s lucky we’ve got old Holland
sitting tomorrow,” he said. “He's
pretty broad-minded. I'll have to
tell him, in outline, what I plan to
- do. And we’d better tip off the press.
This is a case where publicity is
going to be a great help.”

Regulars at the South Londen
Court were astounded. Apart from
those professionally engaged, the
morning attendance rarely exceeded
a dozen in the public part of the
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court, and a couple of reporters. On
this particular merning they found
some difhculty in getting in at all,
Latecomers were actually excluded
from the Court.

Those who did get in observed
that the press benches were full to
overflowing; and that a number of
men whom they had never seen
before, and who appearcd somewhat
out of their clement in those sur-
roundings, were scated on the
benches normally reserved for solict-
tors and counscl.

“What’s it all about?” said Bur-
roughs, of the Mormng News to his
neighbor.

“No idca. We were told there
was some tic-up with the Gordon
case. Might be nothing in it, but we
couldn’t risk missing anything.”

Burroughs nodded. The escape
and recapture had clevated Harry
Gordon to a position above Prime
Ministers or pop singers.

“Isn’t that old Macrea coming
ins”

“That’s right. It is. That’s Su-
perintendent Lacey—in the bowler
hat--and isn’t that Beeding the
solicitor? There 75 sommething 1n it
then.” _

Mr. Holland entered. The Court
rese, and subsided. Mr. Holland,
who looked like an intelligent par-
rot and had a croaking voice to
match, said, “I undccstand, Mr.
Macrea, that you have an applica-
tion to make.”

“I'm obliged,” said Macrca, climb-
ing 10 his feet. “I appear for Sidney
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_Arthur Barrett, charged with bur-
El::}r at Lalehas os March 15th

t. Mr. Pellow is with ne.”

“Yes, Mr. Macrea.”

“T have an application t® make,
and I understand foecn the clerktiat
itwill be convenient re take it firse.”

“Certainly, Mr. Marcaca. Wherc i
theaccvsed?”

The paliceman nearest the door
shouted, “Barrett.” The deer was
opened, and the prisoner came tn.
He was a scruffy, choerful, inssgnifi-
caar hivle man whe appearcl geati-
fied by the ptiblic atzention {ocused
en him. He grinnced av a frienc! in the
public benches end was hosted into
the doek.

“Thr position,” said Macrea, “'is
somentat unusial 1 was instrucsed
a7 a late hour yestcrday, and I have
unly had an opportunity of ¢nc con-
ference with my clieng—"

Mt. Basrett smided in a gratifesd
tvay.

“INevertheless, my  instructions
are quite clears e has indicated
that he is prepared te plead guiky
to the offeurse o chaiged—on con-
ditics that three ether offenses ace
taken 1nto censiderarion at the samic
time.”

“If he wishes te plead guilty, the
plea should be made to the Assizes
when the sasc comes up.”

“T apprectate that,'” said Macrea
“But if he withdraws his plea, then
prefliminacy procoedngs will haveto
take place herey will they not?”

“I don't ik he can bargain with
the Coust.”
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“Tri the normal way,” said Mac-
rea, “l sheuld respectfully agree.
The wumc for conssdering ovhes
offcnses is after seutence has been
passed. But thete is a further com-
plication berc. Onc of the offenses
which my client particulaclly wishes
to have taken inio considersation is
alleged by the poliee oover 10 have
laken place.”

There was a mement’ssilence. Mr,
Holland looked at the golice solicitor
who half ros: to bis ferr. Before he
coukd spmk, Macres intervened.

“1f you would allow me,” Ke said,
“to indicate, very bricfly the navare,
of the dispute betvveen my client
and the police-"

For a breathless momeat by, Hol-
Yand sonsidkceed the matter, He
knew that what was being suggested
w3s completcly irrtgu]ar—-gut hige.
also kncw Maceed.

He sad, * Very well, Mr. Mac-
rea”

“My client,”™ said Macrea, “tells
me—indeed, he mssts—rhat he
carricd eut a burglmy at a house
outside Stames on the night ef
November 161h. e is quite clear
about dae daze. which lappeas to be
both his birthdny and his sedkding
anniveesary.'”

“Married twenty-two ycars,” said
Barrctt, “aad sever 2 hard word.”

“You'll have an epportenity ef
addiesing the Caurt later,” said
Mr, [Helland. “Go en, Mr. Magrea.”

“Tt also stuck in his nvemory be-
cavse the ewner of the housc, as he
found out afterwards, was onc of
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the persons invalved—intlircctly in-
volved—un the Harry Gondon -inte-
der case., A murder alleged
laave been cemmitted enNovenber
FSeh”

‘The heads on the press benches
jerked, 1 in unisvu. On the other
side of the Courr, Mr. Becoding
toined as ed as 2l a spothight bad
spened on him. Thea che color
drainéd slowlv out of his face, leav.
g it whiter than bhufor.

“I1was the howse ofa Me. Alfred
Becting, the solicior appearing n
that case. My clicnt de:scribed to me
s soe detail how he seatchesd iy
parstcular house from  nine o'cleck
mnwards. 1t was nol a very com-
fortable vigil since 1T was caindng
haud, but bie was aliaid w enwer cle
house since Mr, Beeding was appar-
entlyenvertaining a visitor who, he
{taved, might :merge at any me-
meit. The visitor's cur, a red Aston-
Martin,  was purkcd outside  ghe
froar door.”

The reportess” pencils ] waked
and seurried,

Macrea, who could seasc. that the
‘sands of M, Flolland's patience were
running out last, hurried on. ikt
aboat a quarter past ten, howeaer,
my client saw Mr. Beeding cinergen
Flis visitor—a {ad'y—uppeared o be

~in the fast stages of drink, susce ke
l:ad to drag her 10 Lhe ear—"

“Recally, My, Macres,” sitd oy,
Holland. [ hardly think this is the
time: and place—"

Our of the cerser of hLis eye
Macrea 9w Mr. Beedliog get to his
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it and push bis way 1# the door. ...

The reporters saviit, tos. With one
accord they rose to their feet and
stanpeded towand die €xite

Burroughs had die lead by a shore
head. He got through che front deor
ot the Ceurt as Mr. Becding reached
bis car. He rcan across, “Woold
yau cate: to make any eemeent ' he
said, and this was us far as he got,

Mr. Beetling shook hint off,
jumped into the car, and started the
cugine, The car shot aweay,

Butroughs scatopered 1o slie near-
est tt}ephumr.

“Bo you thwmk it was an acci-
rlea?” said the Assistant Coniniss-
teucr. ;

"t diflieudt saosay,” saidl Tacey,
“"He was evidently making for Ius.
house . By ali aceouats he was driviug
much tes quickly. It was pouring
rain and U road was greasy. He
cauldn't curn the comer just short
vl lits house. Went ovee the bank
and into the river.”

“Yes," smd the Assistaat Com-
wissioner. He was thinking wlat a
curious part cam bad played in the
whule seory, 1€ it hadn't beca a vide
night en November 16th, when
Harry Gordon started out alter
Javine—if he lacdn’t bogged his
car in Epyping Forest-—if the toud
ontside Mr. Beeding's house hadn’t
buen slippery—

“One thing’s certain,” said the
Assistant Ceaumissioner. “No one’s
gping o helicve Hairy Gerdon did

it. INot now.”
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“What puzzles mae, { said Lacey,
“is how they got Pokey to help
them. Witheur money they would-
't have got far.”

“He badn't rnuch 10 lose," said
the Assistant Commissioncr. “The
Lalebam jeb was open and shut
He was going down an that for a
certaiaty. And Lie knew we weee on
to the others. So it was sensible to
bring them in. Of course, he might
have had other rcasons, teo. He
might have had strong ethical ob-
jections to capital pumshment.”

One of the dificuhies wih the
A.C., Superintendent Lacey had
found, was to laow when he was
joking. On this accasion he felt quite
sife in Jaughing.

The Lord Cbief Justice addressod
the figure in the dock.
“In all the eircumstances,” he
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sadd, “and having regard to every
prssible contentien so ably put for»
ward by Couosel on your behalf and
having considered the new evidence
news brought forward—"

Haery glanced at the policeman
beside him. He was, he noticed, a
pacticularly large and wide-awake
policeman. :

“_we have come to the ujani-
mous c¢onclusion that the conviction
and sentence in Lhis case cannot
stand.”

The policeman was grinaing,

“We thercfore direct that . the
prisonce b set at liberty. Ushes,
kindly restrain thoase people in the
public gallery. This is net a cheatni-
cal perfermance.”

@utside the door, at the foot of
the stairs, Harry found Biidget
tvaiting for him.

NEXT MONTH...

den’t neiax

_a brillia nt new spy aeveley

HOLLY ROTH s Th:Spy Who WasSo @bvions



Box Score for 1964

In editng bis «coond =olume of she Brst Derective Srories
ot vire Yean (published tn Jagy 1964 by E, P Dution & Co.,
Inc.), Anthuny Bouwder sckvuad |7 storices as the best, and
iswed 99 otbers 1 his Hoaor Rolt of 1963—a roeat of 136 dis-
liugu‘ishtd sfuries of which ose nppc'arcd anly In bovk form.
Here is the boxscore for the 115 bust detective: staries publ'shed

in Anrican magazines during 1263:

nane of magasine FHomor Ralk stories

Ellery Queen's Mysiery Magazine b
The Saine Mystery Maguone ¢
Alfred Hitcheock's Mystery Magazine
Rogie

Playboy

Manhunt

Sawsrday Evening Post

Cesmepudiian

Mike Shavne Mystery Magazioe
Monadle

New Yorker

Argesy

Bridge \Weild

Lros

Fantastc
McCall's
This Week

e s e e ot A 4D AN (W N fge A= I

fercenlage

I1L3%
| 13.997,
9.6%
+3%
3.5%
2.6%,
1.6%
1.9
L7%
1.7,
1. 7%

95

9oz,
9%
%
9%,
9%

In 1962, EQMMs prrmemiage of Honor Rallstorics of ihe year
wie 13.8%,. In 1963, it was 31.3%;, Ia orher words, more than
onehalf of wll the d singuished mystery stotics published Jast
yeur b American magizines appearcd m EQMM; wned usis docs
oot inchide the bonus of excellent reprints, beth slort stories

and short novels, which EQMNK offcrs every month . .
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New Inner Sanctum Mysteries
and Coming Attractions

THE SHAKE-UP ly 8réni James

A S Branase pobee dowe shakeap and a bracd donble mavder are
the: ingredicnts of this exciting novel of crise, cormption and saspiease.
Just out. 33.50

THE ROAD TO HELL by Hubert Monteilhet

In a Treaeh village, someone plays God — ferreting out the sins d
searexs ol the townspeople and torturing them with bizarre punisliments.
Ry the awatrd-winning authov of 2he Praving AMontises, Justout.  $3.50

A X by Ed McBain

An cldcr]y minl Is skun by i viciows ax maaderer and Deective Sievee
Garella aud the men of the §7th Precinctare confronted with their weird-
ot cases — murder with a shatteringly ironic twist of motive,

Just eur.  $3.50

DON'T CRY FOR LONG by Thomas B. Dewey

A Cengrasman's I8-year-old cwnghter 3s the patsy in a shaly political
mincuver as Macs the Chicago private cye, is faced with mayhem and
wiltiple mueder. Ociobar  S3.50

THE REAL SERENDIPITOUS KILL
by Hampton Stone

In the beatnik workd of Greenwicly Village, Assistane WAL Gibly stadks
the: prderer in this ast-paced mysicry that spoofls the world of “art.”
November  $3.50

SIMON AND SCHUSTER







