35 Cents APRRIL

AW AWFBOAOGY OF THEE BEST DEFECEIVE STARIRIES, NEW AND OXAD



FOR READING ENJOYMENT

I FAST-PACED STORIES

Presented! by

American Mereury Publications

PusLisHERS OoF ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

A NEW ONE ON THE IST OF EVERY MONTH
Now on Salle: MANNING COLES'

NOT NEGOTIABLE

feliigte:utit maﬂ wﬁh. @‘if @5@3 é}

baH AR &P&.
v ?;\ 4 h

Ve the

e:uj,' 3

WIne Bl

I 1‘_' “g

i "-

WHEGH . WE

KIAEDiD Q

A NEW ONE ON THE 20TH OF ALTERNATE MIONTHS
Now on Salle: BRUNO FISCHER'S
THE SPIDER LILY

was hlead oh the ti$e-n~hmes An

heﬁn lies wefe Bﬂ a oW
&“ %h%
Eﬂ Sf@*

1 %‘a o 4
i %%%%Mgw I

35t at your neaessteand

?IPS 1)

o

-l @gs@%
maw_r%:@f,

A NEW ONE ON THE 15TH OF EVERY MONTH
Now rm Salk: PHILIP CLARK'S

THE '‘DARK RIVER
Atiriétdeed eetiitsion)

the shade ef Eha grden Jage i
gse T as%@ éf%gg

4&%\?9 mema%p E%

g{ann@a he; amanfﬁx 5&

@’é
25% at youy rmmamd

A QUARTERLY
F\ere afe eu sta&du

. S

e )’d e .............. RAY BRADBURY

%ﬂ%ﬁ? ....... ot

Re 0ds. , . .ROBERT M. COATES
5 Qﬁ*h

MARGARET ST. CLAIR
%us maa mareb

%%& ReWwsstd

ve .W. L. ALDEN
u&l [ ' WALT SHELDON
. DAMON KNIGHT

pé%e{eauate%ggt@mg{%

More Than 50 Million Books and Magazines Sold to Enlhuslastu: Readers



ELLERY QUEEN’S
MYSTERY WAGAZINE

ANNUAL REPORT ON EQWMM'S PRIZE CODNEESTS Elery Queen 3
DETECTIVE STORIES
Thaddeus Penlay in
Tiae GaENTMLEMAN FROM Paris Jthn DickeonCarr 9
Dr. Evamik Belling in
In Vavo Vieriras Lawreoec(s. Bibobbapen 311
Dr. Coln Stamr in
Yow Musr Rupe wire THE WIND Rufus King 34
MaGaarr in
SmaLL MURDER Jitn Granger 92
CRIME STORIES
TaE Wive of VIOLENGE Katharine Fullertom Gaveldd FD
Tae LiEABOUT Margery Allingbann &1
PARTNERS IN GRIME Andre-Paul Duchftean 86
THE GOLDEN DOZEN
Roger Sherimgham in
Tae AvENGING CHANCE Antboyy Brekikley 655
SPEAKING OF CRIME
Tae Best Mysreries or THE Whowma Antbopy Backire 1000
DETECTIVE NIOVELETTE
Rolily Martivms and Colonel Callanay in
T Tirep M Graham GreenclO
BUBLISHER: Lauppiee E. Swakk epitor: Ellkny, Quiesh
15, N 7 Aol 1950, Pubead sy by, e gy Mo
P preon %‘6@‘%& '.'" %ﬁg;
e 7 ; i eg?@s "4 143
% py; enmm 80 | %ﬂ

GCammeE SALTER, Ml lﬁi?s it W. FemaN, GQHQF&II



Qutstanding New Mystery B.ooks

The new sizzler by

GEORGE HARMON
ROXE

eye wifness

Another exciting Kent
Murdock mystery.
$2.50 wher-

ever books are

sold.

00 0COGESSIBOROIECOROONOTYS

ALFRED
A. KNOPF

ELLERY
QUEEN'S

NEWEST, BIGGEST
MYSTERY NOVEL

CAY OF
MANY
TAILS
boakstares $2.75

LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY
BOSTON

BERTRAND RUSSELL

on deftettiee story resding

“Amyome who hopes that in time it
may be possible togxbohsh war should
give serious thought to the problem
of satisfying harmlessly the instincts
that we inherit from long generations
of savages. For my part I find a suffi-
clent outlet in detective stories, where
I aliernatively identify myself with
the murderer and the bunisman-
detective . . .

Welcome, Bertrand Russell, to the
great fraternity of mystery readers!
You are in good company. Scientists
and business executives . . . clergy-
men and college professors . ..
physicians and congiessmen — all
gnjog relaxing with a good mystery

ook.

SFrom Bertrand Russ¥il's AUTHORITY AND THE
INDIVIDUAL, published by Simon and Sthutter, Iné.

ALL
BOOK
PUBLISHERS:

Use this page to help sell
your mystery titles. The rate
is low—only $77 per
quarter-page unit; and the
market is large and respén-
sive.
The closing datte for the June issue
is Al 4,

EQMM

570 Lexington Awvanuve New York 22, N. V.




FIFTH ANNUAL REPORT ON EQMM’s
PRIZE CONWIESTS

by EILERRY CQUEEN

Fifidtin Ammusell Deteotive Sttt

Story Contest, sponsored by
Elery Queens Mystery Magaziive, in
cooperation with Little, Brown &
Company of Beston, proved to be,
from every standpoint, the most
successful literary competition in
EQWAV,  history. The outstanding
result ean be summed up in one short,
simple statement: the average level of

gralivy was the hiphest yek ot By

EORIbISNS 10 . This was
equally true of all the submisslens In
general, and eof the prize-winning
steries in partieular. If there is ene
‘tee tremer, ene Queenish gualm, IA
your EAiters’ hearts; it is the exhila-
Fating wender: Hew In the name ef
deus detectivis will the short-story
WHiters In the mystery field ever {8p
thelr Brilliant perfofmanee of last
ear? But that Is this H¥%§F’§ WBHg;
nd Rext years, and the %%QE after
that — 29" (e Repe) Hfn . . .

Now it is our privilege and pro-
found pleasure to give you the details
of EOMAVE's Fifth Annual Contest.
Here are the rich, rewarding results.

1, QUANTITY

Last year’s contest produced the
largest number of submissions ever
to reach our editorial Eden in a single
year’s competition. The entries to-

3

taled 81§ manuscripts — truly, a 'tec
tidal wave.

2. ORIGIN

The §1§ manuscripts came by land,
sea, and air from the four corners of
the world — from the United States,
Alaska, Canada, Mexico, Jamaica and
St. Vineent in the British West Indies,
and Canal Zone in North America;
from Brazil and Argeatina A Seuth
Awmerlea; from China, Japan, Hawali,
and the Philippines In Asia; frem
Australia; from Meroees, Egypt,
Tiansvaal, and Cape Previnee I
Afriea; frem England, Ireland, Sest-
land, Franee, Denmark, Germany,
Italy, Nethedands, Pertugal, Hup-
%gfy; and Russia iR Evrepe: — frem

g United Natiens of Detectivedom:

3. FINALISTS

Although we had guaranteed only
tt awards, for the fifth successive
year the contributors compelled us,
by the sheer quality of their submis-
sions, to increase the number of
prizes. In the Fifth Annual 'Tec
Tournament we awarded more prizes
than ever before — no less than 33.

4. SCENES

The 33 prize-winning stories will
take you on a veritable Crook'’s
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Tour of larcenous locales and blood-
hound backgrounds — to old New
York, in the middle of the Nineteenth
Century; to new New York, in the
middle of the Twentieth Century,
including arrival on the crack train
Super-Century, and a sightseeing
trip through Police Headquarters,
apartment hotels, a television studio,
an ancient mansion near Centeal Park,
Macy’s departiment store, Museum of
Natural History, and Geotge Wash-
ington Bridge; to the wilds ef Seuth
Carolina; to a Civie Auditorium and
Muinicipal Coutihouse IR Wieheka,
U. 8.; te Chieage’s fameus Pump
Reem:; te an Antigue and Cutie Shep
semewhere in the United States; te a
‘mice Heuse”’ IR Lenden; t8 Gedsl-
phin Villa in Palerme, Italy; &6 the
state pepitentiary in €alifernia; o the
City Mergue iR San Franeises; 18 &
L%%B €ompany effice iR Tiamara,
Fiorida; 8 3 €afe IR Skid Row, 168
AB les; £6 2 beaty parier in Helly:

. {9 2 department of Sestland
Yﬁ?ﬂ QHH 4H HAPFetentiews iAA 8A e

THAMES; {8 2 PHrenslagist's establish-
MRt and 2 BarBers ok BH g PH!QQI@
£lass street In b% 88H 8 the 8§FHE§
M‘(ESHFH R A 81BGH. 4
?9& BH§8 a ViGN fares %
il 1 ¥ B V”H%% 3
i o
onn igﬂi H g m l é 1N l
ssachuselts. 1o e
caee %8 ‘ 1 C&e

SOU[ t I'OU

New Mexico, heading over the border
to manana ,

5. CHARACTERS

The 33 prize-winning stories intro-
duce you to a cast of criminologists
and criminals, manhuntets and mur-
derers, and assorted saintly and sinful
suspects. You will meet, and in some
instances never forget, a harridan,
a jezebel, and the nephew of the Mat-
quis de Lafayette; an illiterate back-
woeds weman and a eity slicker; a
clergyman-detective and a blasphe-
mous, atheistie lecturer; a eurieus
dealer in euries and a blewsy, 4HeaR-
ventienal spinster; a “bomb
war here and a esuntry-fresh fafmefa
daughter; a dilettante and a Sieilian

uﬁ%@mp@ with the faee of an
gél; a kindly eld eandy-stere swner
4 mah WIEH the Bedy ef a2 Ged
aﬂa the brain ef an idiet; #eugh
gangsters, F%EI%E%I investigaters, ahd
41 g@%& -old “genits’; the Chief of
the Pivisien 8 IHE@EB!@H@EQF& De-
fense; & banker and & janiter; & radie
SCEIBt WHIIEF 3Rd an aetress; a stald
BHtRh solicitor and 2 hard, fast,
sophisieated yBung Weman whe has
cked 2Bt sinte she was fwenty:

EWS”’ hrensiogist and 2 cigaret :
glﬂ & §N%§E§ cHAAA lawyer and &
0ctE QPE ale: 3 EHBIB I§F

| B m%;%‘? At ?a

H 4P t
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ers; mobsters and madcaps; techni-
cians and theologists; singers and
scientists — and people who might
be living next door to you this very
moment . . .

6. CRIMES

The 33 prize-winning stories con-
stitute a “compleat” calendar of
crime. You will participate — vicari-
ously, of course — in murder, adul-
tery, impersonation, embezzlement,
“accident,” blackmail, frame-up, ju-
venile delinquency, coereion, bank
.rfobbery, gambling, pelitical graft
and eorruption, theft, forgery, heax,
eounterfelting, kldnaping, arson, van-
dalism, eruelty te anlmals, meenshin-
ing, meuntain feuding — and leve.

7. MOTIVES

The 33 prize-winning stories probe,
dissect, and expose the motivating
forces at the root of evil — gain,
greed, ambition, jealousy, insamity,
revenge, self-preservation, hate, hun-
ger, survival, and the compulsion to
find a dream-world in Mexico, France,
Hellywoed, Londen, Sielly, Atabla
— anywhere and everywhete on these
hemieldal hemispheres.

The 33 prize-winning stories muster
the means of murder and the methods
of malice — mgpesding difils, digggar,
faked accident, revolver, stiletto,
log-pick, strangulation, Bowie knife,
hypodermic syringe, Police pesitive,
tommygun, peisen, spinal analgesia,
drewning, fright, sundial gun, jamb

gun, gunlock, hanging, blunt instru-
ment, and at least one modus operaindi
too horrible to put into words.

9. CLUES

The 33 prize-winning stories pre-
sent a procession of clues at once
provocative, prodigious, and profuse.
You will puzzle over a toy rabbit
and a barometer; a §-and-io-cent
store string of pearls and a wooden
bucket of eggs: a letter bearing the
single word HHEP/ and a curious
gesture of the fingers; a nude eorpse
and a railroad-caf latrine; a book
on forensic medleine and a seatter
Fug; a handkerehief menegrammed G
and the butt of a Turkish cigareite;
fed hair and false blael bangs; safe-
depesit vaults, keys, and a travel
folder; a $32,008 jaekpet; a theaire
ticket-stuB and a pieee of sugar; a
fantastic eonglemeratien of filying
saueers, singing alarm eloeks, * sea
SEFPeRts, midget elephants; polter:
%@m EGSMIE FAYS; Space ships; eurva-
Hre of Hgm; RAtIVE Fiee paper from
Nepal, rgseBush BEQHH% BIACKBEFFIES,
sheW IR Etkeria, and twg glass {ats

EBAIAINING 2 dead MaR's \’zl‘§ g? afs:;
_WBBHSIi SEIEW; [acetiae é%ﬂﬂ
eahs B8§)

g
%éﬁ%w% e apler el i 3
h’ ot

2"rrg;g,, ¥8 mesgag

meés a3 NECRONOMICON,
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rse'sea ¢hest; a IE e green hat wi
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an automobile hub cap and a blizzard;;
— and your own wits.

10. WINNERS

The 33 prize-winning stories richly
fulfill your Editors' prophecy of
half a decade ago, when we wrote that
“the future of the detective-crime
short story is bright indeed. [The
194§ prize-winning stories] open the
door to a renaissance, to a more golden
era.” That renaissance is here; you
are now living in a more golden era
of the detective short siorgy—and

that new golden era, like the peaceful
uses of the atom bomb (such is our
faith), is here to stay.

We now give you the glorious
proof, the incontrovertible evidence,
that with each passing year the mys-
tery writers of the world are adding
flesh and blood, depth and stature, to
what W. Somerset Maugham has
called “the immense and varied
achievement of the detective writ-
ers.” Here, with titles that sound like
magical incantations, are the 33 prize-
winning stories:

FURST PRAZE

The Gentleman ffiarm Paris

by John Dickson Carr

SHIOND> PRRVZES

The LadjyKiller
The Trial of Jatim Nobody
Once Upon a Train

The Orderly World of Mv. Appleby

One Movmiing They'W Hamg Him
A Boygss Will
Low Lies Bleeding

by Wilbur Daniel Steele

by A. H. Z. Carr

by Craig Rice & Stuart Palmer
by Stanley Ellin

by Margery Allingham

by Q. Patrick

by Philip MacDonald

THIRD PRIZES

The Case of Kaven Smith

The Homesick B\

“Cam You Sole This Grimed?”
The Mystery of the Personal Ad
“II Manciered a Men'

Crime Must Have a Stop

Twe Walking Corpse

The Knidted Solk{Searf

The Headprint

by Viola Brothers Shore

by John D. MacDonald

by Jerome & Harold Prince
by T. S. Stribling

by Miriam Allen deFord

by Antheny Boucher

by Clayie & Michel Lipman
by Rey Viekers

by Batry Perowne

SPEUML PRIZE FOR THE BEST SHERIRDOKHHNA

Tike Six Sitver Spiders

by August Derleth
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SPHUM . POSTFHIVIOL/S ARNARD
The Mamiform the Death House by Frederick Irving Anderson

SPHEIM . PRUAEE FOR THE BEST RIDIREE STORY
The Ladly and the Dvagomn by Peter Godfrey

SPEIA L PRIZE FOR THE BEST HORKIRR STORY
Advacandattna, The Kiing of the Dolls by George Everest
i

SPHCTAY L. MDIRBD PRRVIES

The Loakd House by Francis Bonnamy

The Shadow and the Shadowed by Will Oursler

A/ the Way Home by Charlotte Armstrong

Thwe Straw Mam by Harry Kemelman
SPHUAM I PRIZES FOR THHE BEST FIST STORIES

The Ruastling Tree by J. Cameron Smith

Natural Selection by Gilbert Thomas

Beeause of Soney by Stewart C. Bailey

The Pipes Ave Calling

The Waoman Who Was Afreid
The Sheriff Wewrt rto Cimemmati
Cameron s Cave

Muwdlr on a Bet

You will recall that in our discus-
sion of mystery-story trends last
year, we pointed out that crime
writers are returning to detective-
story fundamentals; that they are
seeking fresh, full-bodied plot ideas,
and developing thelr themes by the
Ingenious dovetailing of physieal
aetion and mental reaetion; that they
are imaginatively fusing the intellee-
tual and the sensatienal, witheut
saerifiee of surprise IR the fermer 6F
sheek iR the latter. In ether werds,
Fatigeination s resuming its _H_lgh
?@5@ in the histery ef hemieide,
empered with & newer sense of bal-

by Dan Sentup

by Ruth Alix Ashen
by Henry E. Giles
by E. G. Ashten

by H. C. Kineald

ance and a newer conception of
form, rather than of formula.
This 'tec trend persists.

11. TREND

The 33 prize-winning stories reveal
a continuing tendency (praise the
Lord!) on the part of mystery writers
to revitalize the classic form of the
detective story — in which first, there
must be a detective who detects;
second, a detective who is the main
eharaeter; and third, a detective who
uses his or her reasoning powers to
reach a deduetive, and logical solu-
tien. To eonfirm this analysis of -the
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current criminological trend, we offer
in evidence a statistical breakdown of
the 33 prize-winners: i story is a tale
of pure mystery, i a tale of pure hor-
ror; 8 are tales of crime, and in 4
of these 8 the forces of law and order
are so strongly implied in the back-
ground that the detective-protagonist
is present, though offstage; and no
less than 23 of the 33 prize-winning
stories are tales of legitimate and
unadulterated detection, in the high-
est 'tee (and technieal) tradition.

12. QUALITIES

The 33 prize-winning stories pro-
ject the modern qualities, the moods
and emotions, to be found in so-called
“serious” writing — integrity of char-
acterization; literateness of style; tour
de force brilliance; fairplay with the
reader; atmosphere; a deep sense of
religion; the thrill of suspense and
exeltement; tension; ireny; satire;
bawdy, rowdy comedy; the aura ef
deeadence; preoccupation with ab-
nermaliity; shudders and nightmare
terrer; the ebllgue and subtle ap-
preaeh; flashbaek vividness; surprise
and wender; deeumentary terseness;
fantasy and bBlaek magie; the marvel
of miraele; ease-history realism; eyhi-
eism; pathes; the flaver ef bygene
times; melting-pet exetieism; the
force of brutality and vielence;
sentimental toughness and teueh
SERtimentality; action; authendicly;

— in a phrase, the sinister, grim, hard
facts of life, leavened by pity and
understanding.

13. SPECIES

And fiinally, the 33 prize-winning
stories represent nearly every type
of detective-crime-mystery short story
— the deductive and the imtuitional
the psychological and the psychiatric:
the fanciful and the realistic; detec-
tion without crime and crime without
detection; the solved mystery and the
unsolved riddle: the locked room; the
mystic and the scientific; the “in-
verted” and the straightforward; the
sentimental and the hardbeiled; the
speeial, the speculative, and the
spectaeular; the human Interest and
the humereus; the psyehe-thriller and
the astre-physleal; tales of suspense
and suspension-of-disbelief; the re-
isnal and the remantie; the FBY and
he €iP; the impessible erime and
the perfeet erime; tales of terrer, pur-
suit; and appreRension; the “gimmiok’
story; the private eye, saps %IH; Sans
gBF@; $2p5 gA dhe FTRET RHLK AW
pd the Had-1-Been-Keen; the atemie
cHme 2nd atomic deteetign; the
‘ehess puzzle” and the challenge of
WIES; = EVery IMportant specles; sHb-

igsas&_ and v% lety 8f the mest
EEIHEHHE agsi BEI Hs lléﬁf Fy I9FM
E%F {Avedts ti the mind oF fman In
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THE GENTILEMAN

FROM PARIS

by JOHAN DICHSODN (CARR

Carlton House Hotel,
Broadway, New-York,
i4th April, 1849
My dear brother:

Were my hand more steady, Mau-
rice, or my soul less agitated, I
should have written to you before
this. A/ is safe: so much I tell you at
once. For the rest, I seek sleep in
vain; and this is not merely because
I find myself a stranger and a for-
eigner in New-York. Listen and
judge.

We discussed, I think, the humilia-
tion that a Fremchman must go to
England ere he could take passage in
a reliable ship for America. The
Bridrammia steam-packet departed from
Livestpool on the second of the month,
and arrived here on the seventeenth.
Do not smile, I implore you, when 1
tell you that my first visit en Ameri-
can soil was to Platt’s Saleen, under
Wallaek’s Theatre.

Great God, that voyage!

On my stomach I could hold not
even champagne. For one of my
height and breadth I was as weak as a
child.

“Be good enough,” I said to a fur-
capped coachman, when I had strug-
gled through the horde of Irish immi-
grants, “to drive me to some fashion-
able place of refreshinant”

The coachman had no difficulity in
understanding my English, which

pleased me. And how extraordinary
are these “salooms”!

The saloon of M. Platt was loud
with the thump of hammers cracking
ice, which is delivered in large blocks.
Though the hand-coloured gas-globes,
and the rose-paintings on the front of
the bar-counter, were as fine as we
could see at the Three Provincial
Brothets in Paris, yet I confess that
the place did not smell so agreesbly.
A number of gentlemen, wearing hats
perhaps a trifle taller than s fashien-
able at home, leunged at the bar-
eounter and shouted. I attracted ne
attention untll 1 called for a sherry
eebbler.

One of the “bartenders,” as they
are called in New-York, gave me a
sharp glance as he prepared the glass.

“Just arrived from the Old Coun-
try, I bet?" said he in no unfriendly
tone.

Though it seemed strange to hear
France mentioned in this way, I
smiled and bowed assent.

“lialian, maybe?" said he.

This bartender, of course, could
not know how deadly was the insult.

“Sir,” I replied, “I am a French-
man.”

And now in truth he was pleased!
His fat face opened and smiled like a
distorted, gold-toothed flower.

“Is that so, now!" he exclaimed.
“And what might your name be? Un-
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less” — and here his face darkened
with that sudden defensiveness and
suspicion which, for no reason I can
discern, will often strike into Ameri-
can hearts — “wmless,” said he, “you
don’t want to give it?"

“Not at all,” I assured him ear-
nestly. “I am Armand de Lafayette,
at your service.”

My dear brother, what an ex-
traordinary effect!

It was silence. All sounds, even the
faint whistling of the gas-jets, seemed
to die away in that stone-flagged
room. Every man along the line of the
bar was looking at me. I was con-
scious only, of faces, mostly with
whiskers under the chin instead of
down the cheek-bones, turned on me
In basilisk stare.

“\Well, well, well®™ almost sneered
the bartender. “You wouldn't be no
relation of the Manquis de Lafayette,
would you?”

It was my turn to be astonished.
Though our father has always for-
bidden us to mention the name of our
late unele, due to his republican
sympathies, yet I knew he occupied
small place in the history of France
and it puzzled me to cemprehend
how these peeple had heard of him.

“Tihe late Marquis de Lafayette,” I
was obliged to admit, “was my uncle.”

“You better be careful, young
feller,” suddenly yelled a grimy little
man with a pistol buckled under his
long coat. “We don't like being did-
dled, we dow't.”

“Sir,” I replied, taking my bundle
of papers from my pocket and whack-

ing them down on the bar-counter,
“have the goodness to examine my
credentials. Should you still doubt
my identity, we can then debate the
matter in any way which pleases
you.”

“This is furrin writing,” shouted
the bartender. “/ can't read it!"”

And then — how sweet was the
musical sound on my. ear! — I heard
a voice addressing me in my own
language.

“Manthaps, sir,” said the voice, in
excellent French and with great state-
liness, “I may be able to render you
some small serviee"

The newcomer, a slight man of dark
complexion, drawn up under an old
shabby cloak of military cut, stood
a little way behind me. If I had met
him on the boulevards, 1 might not
have found him very prepossessing.
He had a wild and wandering eye,
with an even wilder shimmer of
brandy. He was net very steady en
his feet. And yet, Mauriee, his man-
Rer! It was sueh that 1 instinetively
ralsed my hat, and the stranger very
gravely did the same.

“Amd to whom,” said I, “have I
the honour . . . 7*

“I am Thaddeus Perley, sir, at
vour sefvioe”

“Anotther furrimer said the grimy
little man, in disgust.

“f am indeed a foreigmer,” said M.
Perley in Emglish, with an accent
like a knife. “A foreigner to this
dram-shop. A foreigner to this neigh-
bourhood. A foreigner to—" Here
he paused, and his eyes acquired an
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almost frightening blaze of loathing.
“Yet I never heard that the reading
of French was so wery singular an
accomplisimenmnt.

Imperiously — and yet, it seemed
to me, with a certain shrinking nerv-
ousness — M. Perley came closer
and lifted the bundle of papers.

“Dawibtlless,” he said loftily, “I
should not be credited were I to
translate these. But here,” and he
scanned several of the papers, “is a
letter of introduction in English. It is
addressed to President Zachary Tay-
lor from the American minister at
Paris.”

Again, my brother, what an enor-
mous silence! It was interrupted by a
cry from the bartender, who had
snatched the documents from M.
Perley.

“Boys, this is no diddle,” said he.
“THis gent is the real thimg)"™

“He ain't!” thundered the little
grimy man, with incrediullity.

“He is" said the bartender. “I'll
be a son of a roe, (i.e., biche) if he
aim't!”’

Well, Maurice, you and I have
seen how Paris mobs can change.
Arneticans are even more emotional.
In the wink of an eye hostility became
frantic affection. My Badk wasstarst],
my hand wrung, my pefson jammed
against the bar by a crowd fighting to
order me more refreshiment.

The name of Lafayette, again and
again, rose like a holy diapason. In
vain I asked why this should be so.
They appeared to think I was joking,
and roared with laughter. I thought

FROM PARIS 1

of M. Thaddeus Perley, as one who
could supply an explanation.

But in the first rush towards me
M. Perley had been flung backwards.
He fell sprawling in some wet stains
of tobacco-juice on the floor, and now
I could not see him at all. For myself,
I was weak from lack of food. A full
beaker of whisky, which I was obliged
to drink because all eyes were on me,
made my head reel. Yet I felt com-
pelled to raise my voice above the
clamour.

“Guntllemen,” I implored them,
“will you hear me?”

“Silence for Lafayette!” said a big
but very old man, with faded red
whiskers. He had tears in his eyes, and
he had been humming a catch called
Yankee Doodlke. “Silence for Lafa-
yette!”

“Believe me,” said I, “I am full of
gratitude for your hospitality. But
I have business in New-York, busi-
ness of immediate and desperate
urgency. If you will allow me to pay
my reckoning ... .”

“Your money’s no good here,
monseer,” said the bartender. “You're
going to get liquored-up good and
proper.”

“But I have no wish, believe me,
to become liquored-up! It might well
endanger my mission! In effect, 1
wish to go!’™

“Wait a minute,” said the little
grimy man, with a cunning look.
“What is this here business’?

You, Maurice, have called me«
quixotic. I deny this. You have also
called me imprudent. Perhaps you are
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right; but what choice was left to me?

“Hias any gentleman here,” I asked,
“heard of Madame Thevenet? Ma-
dame Thevenet, who lives at number
33 Thomas Street, near Hudson
Street?”

I had not, of course, expected an
affirmative reply. Yet, in addition to
one or two snickers at mention of the
street, several nodded their heads.

“Old miser woman?" asked a spor-
tif character, who wore chequered
trousers.

“I regret, sir, that you correctly
describe her. Madame Thevenet is
very rich. And I have come here”
cried I, “to put right a damnable
injustice!”

Struggle as I might, I could not free
myself.

“How's that?' asked half a dozen.

“Mbadiame Thevenet’s daughter,
Mademoiselle Claudine, lives in the
worst of poverty at Paris. Madame
herself has been brought here, under
some spell, by a devil of a woman
calling herself . . . Gentllemen, I im-
plere you!”

“Amnd I bet you,” cried the little
grimy man with the pistol, “you’re
sweet on this daughter what’s-her-
name?" He seemed delighted. “Ain’t
you, new?”

How, I ask of all Providence, could
these people have surprised my se-
cret? Yet I felt obliged to tell the
truth,

“I will not conceal from you,” I
said, “that I have in truth a high
regard for Mile. Claudine. But this
lady, believe me, is engaged to a

friend of mine, an officer of artiillkery.™

“Tihen what do you get out of it?
Eh?" asked the grimy little man, with
another cunning look.

The question puzzled me. I could
not reply. But the bartender with the
gold teeth leaned over.

“If you want to see the old Frenchie
alive, monseer,"” said he, “you’d bet-
ter git.” (Sic, Maurice). “I hearn tell
she had a stroke this mormimng.”

But a dozen voices clamoured to
keep me there, though this last in-
telligence sent me into despair. Then
up rose the big and very old man with
the faded whiskers: indeed, I had
never realized how old, because he
seemed so hale.

“Which of you was with Washing-
ton?" said he, suddenly taking hold of
the fierce little man’'s neckeloth, and
speaking with contempt. “Make way
for the nephew of Lafayette!”

They cheered me then, Armand.
They hurried me to the door, they
begged me to return, they promised
they would await me. One glance I
sought — nor can 1 say why — for
M. Thaddeus Perley. He was sitting
at a table by a pillar, under an open
gas-jet; his faece whlter than ever,
stlll wiping stalns of tobaeeo-julee
frem his €loak:

Never have I seen a more mournful
prospect than Thomas Street, when
my cab set me down there. Perhaps it
was my state of mind; for if Mme.
Thevenet had died without a sou left
to her daughter: you conceive it?

The houses of Thomas Street were
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faced with dingy yellow brick, and a
muddy sky hung over the chimney-
pots. It had been warm all day, yet I
found my spirit intolerably oppressed.
Though heaven knows our Parisian
streets are dirty enough, we do not
allow pigs in them. Except for these,
nothing moved in the forsaken street
save a blind street-musician, with his
dog and an instrument called a banjo;
but even he was silent too.

For some minutes, it seemed to me,
I plied the knocker at number 23,
with hideous noise. Nothing stirred.
Finally, one part of the door swung
open a little, as for an eye. Whereupon
I heard the shifting of a flleor-bolt, and
both doots were swung open.

Need I say that facing me stood the
woman whom we have agreed to call
Mademoiselle Jezebel ?

She said to me: “Amd then, M.
Armand?"

“Iediame Thevenet!” cried 1. “She
is still allive?"

“She is alive,” replied my com-
panion, looking up at me from under
the lids of her greenish eyes. “But she
is completely paralyzedl”

I have never denied, Maurice, that
Mile. Jezebel has a certain attractive-
ness. She is not old or even middle-
aged. Were it not that her complexion
is as muddy as was the sky above us
then, she would have been pretty,

“And as for Claudine,” 1 said to
her, “the daughter of matianee—"

“You have come too late, M.
Armand.”

And well I remember that at this
moment there rose up, in the mourn-

ful street outside, the tinkle of the
banjo played by the street-musician.
It moved closer, playing a populat
catch whose words run semething
thus:

Oh, I comeffoom Aebama
With my banjo on my knee;
I departffor l.ouisiana
My Susannait ifyr to see.

Across the lips of mademoiselle
flashed a smile of peculiar quality, like
a razor-cut before the blood comes.

“Gold,” she whispered. “Ninety
thousand persons, one hears, have
gone to seek it. Go to California, M.
Armand. It is the only place you will
find golidl™

This tune, they say, is a merry
tune. It did not seem so, as the dreary
twanging faded away. Mile. Jezebel,
with her muddy blonde hair parted
in the middle and drawn over her ears
after the best fashion, faced me im-
placably. Her greenish eyes were wide
open. Her old brown taffeta dress, full
at the bust, narrow at the waist,
rustled its wide skirts as she glided
a step forward.

“Have the kindness,” I said, “to
stand aside. I wish to emter.”

Hitherto in my life I had seen her
docile and meek.

“You are no relative,” she said. “I
will not allow you to emder.

“In that case, I regret, | must.”

“If you had ever spoken one kind
word to me,” whispered mademoiselle,
looking up from under her eyelids,
and with her breast heaving, “one
gesture of love — that is to say, of
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affection— you might have shared
five million francs”

“Stand aside, I say!™

“As it is, you prefer a doll-faced
consumptive at Paris. So be it

I was raging, Maurice; I confess iit;
yet 1 drew myself up with coldness.

“You refer, perhaps to Claudine
Thevenet?”

“And to whom else””

“I might remind you, mademoi-
selle, that the lady is pledged to my
good friend Lieutenant Delage. I
have forgotten her.”

“Have you?' asked our Jezebel,
with her eyes on my face and a strange
hungry look in them. Mile. Jezebel
added, with more pleasure: “Well, she
will die. Unless you can solve a
mystenry ?

A mysteany?”

“I should not have said mystery,
M. Armand. Because it is impossible
of: all solution. It is an Act of God!™

Up to this time the glass-fronted
doors of the vestibule had stood open
behind her, against a darkness of
closed shuttees in the house. There
breathed out of it an odour of un-
swept carpets, a sourness of stale
living, Semeene was approaching,
earrying a lighted eandle,

“Who speaks,” called a man's
voice; shaky, but as Fremch as Mile.
Jezebel's. “Who speaks concerning
an Act of God?”

I stepped across the threshold.
Mademoiselle, who never left my
side, immediately closed and locked
the front doors. As the candle-glim-
mer moved still closer in gloom, 1

could have shouted for joy to see the
man who (as I correctly guessed) I
had come to meet.

“You are M. Duroc, the kewsyenr™
I said. “You are my brother’s friemdi!”

M. Duroc held the candle higher,
to inspect me.

He was a big, heavy man who
seemed to sag in all his flesh. In com-
pensation for his bald head, the
greyish-brown moustache flowed down
and parted into two hairy fans of
beard on either side of his chin. He
looked at me through oval gold-
rimmed spectacles; in a friendly way,
but yet frightened. His veice was
deep and gruff, clipping the syllables,
despite his frlght

“Amnd you —" difpellip, the candle-
holder trembled — “you are Armand
de Lafayette. I had expected you by
the steam-packet today. Well! You
are here, On a fool’s errand, I mggreat’”

“But why?” (And I shouted it at
him, Maurice.)

I looked at mademoiselle, who was
faintly smiling.

“M. Duroc!” 1 protested. “You
wrote to my brother. You said you
had persuaded madame to repent of
her harshness towards her daugfintean!

“Was that your duty?” asked the
Jezebel, looking full at M. Duroc with
her greenish eyes. “Was that your
right?"

“I am a man of law," said M. Duroc.
The deep monosyllables rapped, in
ghostly bursts, through his parted
beard. He was perspiring, “I am cor-
rect. Very correct! And yet —”

“Who nursed her?" asked the Jeze-
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bel. “Wiho soothed her, fed her, wore
her filthy clothes, calmed her tempers
endured her interminable abuse? 1
did!”

And yet, all the time she was speak-
ing, this woman kept sidling and slid-
ing against me, brushing my side, as
though she would make sure of my
presence there.

“Well!"” said the lawyer. “It matters
little now! This mystery . . .”

You may well believe that all these
cryptic remarks, as well as reference
to a mystery or an Act of God, had
driven me almost frantic. I demanded
to know what he meant.

“Last night,” said M. Duroc, “a
certain article di

“Well, well?*

“It disappeared,” said M. Duroc,
drawn up like a grenadier. “But it
could not conceivably have disap-
peared. I myself swear this! Our only
suggestions as to how it might have
disappeared are a toy rabbit and a
barometer.”

“Sir,” I said, “I do not wish to be
discourteous. But —"

“Am I mad, you adk”"

I bowed. If any man can manage
at once to look sagging and uncertain,
yet stately and dignified, M. Duroe
managed it then. And dignity wen, 1
think.

“Sir,” he replied, gesturing with
the candle towards the rear of the
house, “Madame Thevenet lies there
in her bed. She is paralyzed. She ean
move only her eyes or partially the
lips, witheut speeeh. Do you wish te
see her?”

“If T am pernmidteedi™

“Wees. Tlhat would be correct. Ac-
company me.”

And I saw the poor old woman,
Maurice. Call her harridan if you
like.

It was a square room of good size,
whose shutters had remained closed
and locked for years. Can one smell
rust? In that room, with faded green
wall-paper, I felt I could.

One solitary candle did little more
than dispel shadow. It burned atop
the mantelpiece well opposite the foot
of the bed; and a shaggy man, whom I
afterwards learned to be a police-
officer, sat in a green-upholstered
arm-chair by an unlighted coal fire
in the fireplace grate, picking his
teeth with a knife.

“If you please, Dr. Harding!” M
Duroc called softly in English.

The long and lean American doctor,
who had been bending over the bed
so as to conceal from our sight the
head and shoulders of Madame Theve-
net, turned round. But this cadaver-
ous body —in such fashion were
madame’s head and shoulders propped
up agalnst plllews — hls cadavereus
bedy, 1 say, still esneealed her face.

“Has there been any change?"’ per-
sisted M. Duroc in English.

“There has been no change™ re-
plied the dark-complexioned Dr.
Harding, “except for the worse.”

“Do you want her to be mowed”*

“There has never been any neces-
sity,” said the physician, picking up
his beaver hat from the bed. He spoke
dryly. “Hiowever, if you want to learn
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anything more about the toy rabbit
or the barometer, I should hurry. The
lady will die in a matter of hours,
probably less

And he stood to one side.

It was a heavy bed with four posts
and a canopy. The bed-curtains, of
some dullish-green material, were
closely drawn on every side except
the long side by which we saw Ma-
dame Thevenet in profile. Lean as a
post, rigid, the strings of her cotton
nightecap tightly tied under her chin,
Madame Thevenet lay propped up
there. But one eye rolled towatds us,
and it relled herribly.

Up to this time the woman we call
the Jezebel had said little. She chose
this moment again to come brushing
against my side. Her greenish eyes,
lids half-closed, shone in the light of
M. Duroc’s candle. What she whis-
pered was; “You don't really hate e,
de your”

Maurice. I make a pause here.

Since I wrote the sentence, I put
down my pen, and pressed my hands
over my eyes, and once more I
thought. But let me try again.

I spent just two hours in the bed-
room of Madame Thevenet. At the
end of the time — oh, you shall hear
why! —1 rushed out of that bed-
room, and out of number 23 Thormas
Street, like the maniac I was.

The streets were full of people, of
carriages, of omnibuses, at early
evening. Kmowing no place of refuge
save the saloon from which I had
come, I gave its address to a cab-

driver. Since still I had swallowed no
food, I may have been light-headed.
Yet I wished to pour out my heart to
the friends who had bidden me return
there. And where were they now?

A new group, all new, lounged
against the bar-counter under brighter
gaslight and brighter paint. Of all
those who smote me on the back and
cheered, none remained save the
ancient giant who had implied friend-
ship with Gemieral Washington. He,
alas, lay helplessly drunk with his
head near a sawdust spitting-bex.
Neveiithelkss 1 was so moved that 1
took the llberty of thrusting a hand-
ful ef bank-netes Inte his peeket.
He alene remalned.

Wait, there was another!

I do not believe he had remained
there because of me. Yet M. Thad-
deus Perley, still sitting alone at the
little table by the pillar, with the open
gas-jet above, stared vacantly at the
empty glass in his hand.

He had named himself a foreigner;
he was probably French. That was as
well. For, as I lurched against the
table, I was befuddled and all English
had fled my wits.

“Sir,” said I, “will you permit a
madman to share your table?"

M. Perley gave a great start, as
though roused out of thought. He
was now sober: this I saw. Indeed, his
shiver and haggard face were due to
lack of stimulant rather than too
mueh of it.

“Sir,” he stammered, getting to his
feet, “I shall be — I shall be honoured
by your compamy.” Automatically
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he opened his mouth to call for a
waiter; his hand went to his pocket;
he stopped.

“No, no, no!" said I. “If you insist,
M. Perley, you may pay for the
second bottle. The first is mine. I am
sick at heart, and I would speak with
a gendleman

At these last words M. Perley’s
whole expression changed. He sat
down, and gave me a grave courtly
nod. His eyes, which were his most
expressive feature, studied my face
and my disarray.

“You are ill, M. de Lafayette,” he
said. “Have you so soon come to grief
in this — this civilized cowntiny?”’

“I have come to grief, yes. But not
through civilization or the lack of it.”
And I banged my fist on the table.
“I have come to grief, M. Perley,
through miracles or magic. 1 have
come to grief with a problem which
16 man's Ingenuity ean sslhuel”

M. Perley looked at me in a strange
way. But someone had brought a
bottle of brandy, with its accessories.
M. Perley’s trembling hand slopped
a generous allowance into my glass,
and an even more generous one into
his ewn.

“That is very curious,” he re-
marked, eyeing the glass. “A murder,
was it?"

“No. But a valuable document has
disappeared. The most thorough
search by the police cannot find it.”

Touch him anywhere, and he
flinched. M. Perley, for some ex-
traordinary reason, appeared to think
I was mocking him.

“A document, you say?" His laugh
was a trifle unearthly. “Come, now.
Was it by any chance — a letten?”

“No, no! It was a will. Three large
sheets of parchment, of the size you
call foolscap. Listem!™

And as M. Perley added water to
his brandy and gulped down about a
third of it, I leaned across the table.

“Mbdiame Thevenet, of whom you
may have heard me speak in this caf®,
was an invalid. But (until the early
hours of this morning) she was net
bed-ridden. She could move, and
walk about her room, and so en. She
had been lured away from Paris and
her family by a green-eyed weman
Ramed the Jezebel.

“But a kindly lawyer of this city,
M. Duroc, believed that madame
suffered and had a bad conscience
about her own daughter. Last night,
despite the Jezebel, he persuaded
madame at last to sign a will leaving
all her money to this daughter,

“Amd the daughter, Claudine, is in
mortal need of it! From my brother
and myself, who have more than
enough, she will not accept a sou. Her
affiancedi, Lieutenant Delage, is as
poor as she. But, unless she leaves
France for Switzeeland, she will die.
I will net conceal from you that
Claudine suffers from that dread
disease we pelitely eall eonaumpiom.”

M. Perley stopped with his glass
again half-way to his mouth.

He believed me now; I sensed it.
Yet under the dark hair, tumbled on
his forehead, his face had gone as
white as his neat, mended shirt-frill.
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“So very little a thing is mamcy!f*
he whispered. “So very little a thimg

And he lifted the glass and drained
it.

“You do not think I am mocking
you, sir?"

“No, no!™ says M. Perley, shading
his eyes with one hand. “I knew my-
self of one such case. She is dead.
Pray comtimue

“fast night, I repeat, Madame
Thevenet changed her mind. When
M. Duroc paid his weekly evening
visit with the news that I should
arrive today, madame fairly chattered
with eagerness and a kind of terror.
Death was approaching, she said; she
had a presandimeant”

As I spoke, Maurice, there re-
turned to me the image of that shad-
owy, arsenic-green bedroom in the
shuttered house; and what M. Duroc
had told me.

“iadame,” I continued, “cried
out to M. Duroc that he must bolt
the bedroom door. She feared the
Jezebel, who lurked but said nothing.
M. Duroc drew up to her bedside a
portable writing-desk, with two geed
candles. For a long time madame
spoke, pouring out eontrition, self-
abasement, the storv of an unhappy
marriage, all of whleh M. Duree
(sweatlng with embarrassment) was
obliged te welte dewn uniil it eavered
three large parehment sheeis.

“But it was done, M. Perley!

“The will, in effect, left everything
to her daughter, Claudine. It revoked
a previous will by which all had been
left (and this can be done in Feench

law, as we both know) to Jezebel of
the muddy complexion and the
muddy yellow hair.

“Well, then! . . .

“M. Duroc sallies out into the
street, where he finds two sober fel-
lows who come in. Madame signs the
will, M. Duroc sands it, and the two
men from the street affix their signa-
tures as witnesses. Then they ave gome.
M. Duroc folds the will lengthways,
and prepares to put it into his carpet-
bag. Now, M. Perley, mark what
follows!

“ “No, no, no!’ cries madame, with
the shadow of her peaked nightcap
wagging on the locked shutters be-
yond. ‘I wish to keep it — for this
one nighd!’

“‘For this one night, madame?
asks M. Duroc.

“‘I wish to press it against my
heart,’ says Madame Thevenet. °I
wish to read it once, twice, a thousand
times! M. Duroc, what time is it?’

“Wikereupon he takes out his gold
repeater, and opens it. To his aston-
ishment it is one o'clock in the morn-
ing. Yet he touches the spring of the
repeatet, and its pulse-beat rings one.

“*‘M. Duroc,” pleads Madame
Thevenet, ‘remain here with me for
the rest of the nighs!’

“ NViatbame!!” cries M. Duroc,
shocked to the very fans of his beard.
‘That would not be correct.’

* *Yes, you are right,’ says madame.
And never, swears the lawyer, has he
seen her less bleary of eye, more alive
with wit and cunning, more the great
lady of ruin, than there in that green
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and shadowy and foul-smelling room.

“Yet this very fact puts her in
more and more terror of the Jezebel,
who is never seen. She points to M.
Duroc’s carpet-bag.

“ I think you have much work to
do, dear sir?'

“M. Duroc groaned. ‘The Good
Lord knows that I have!’

“ ‘Outside the only door of this
room,' says madame, ‘there is a small
dressing-room. Set up your writing-
desk beside the door there, so that no
one may enter without your knowl-
edge. Do your work there; you shall
have a lamp of many candles. Do it,’
shrieks madame, ‘for the sake of
Claudine and for the s*ke of an old
friendship?

“Yery naturally, M. Duroc hesi-
tated.

““She will be hovering,' pleads
Madame Thevenet, pressing the will
against her breast.' TWis I shall read
and read and read, and sanctify with
my teass. If I find I am falling asleep,’
and here the old lady looked cunning,
‘I shall hide it. But no matter! Even
she eannet penetrate through locked
shutters and a guarded deor.’

“Well, in fine, the lawyer at length
yielded.

“He set up his writing-desk against
the very doorpost outside that door.
When he last saw madame, before
closing the doot, he saw her in profile
with the green bed-curtains drawn
exeept on that side, propped up with
a tall eandle burning on a table at
her right hand.

“Ah, that night! I think I see M.

Duroc at his writing-desk, as he has
told me, in an airless dressing-room
where no clock ticked. I see him, at
times, removing his oval spectacler to
press his smarting eyes. I see him
returning to his legal papers, while
his pen scratched through the wicked
hours of the night.

“He heard nothing, or virtually
nothing, until five o'clock in the
morning. Then, which turned him
cold and flabby, he heard a cry which
he describes as being like that of a
deaf-mute.

“Tihe communicating door had not
been bolted on Madame Thevenet's
side, in case she needed help. M.
Duroc rushed into the other room.

“On the table, at madame’s right
hand, the tall candle had burnt down
to a flattish mass of wax over which
still hovered a faint bluish flame.
Madame herself lay rigid in her
peaked nighteap. That revival of
spirit last night, or remorse in her
bitter heart, had brought en the last
paralysis. Though M. Duree ttled to
guestion her, she eould meve enly her
eyes.
“Then M. Duroc noticed that the
will, which she had clutched as a
doomed religious might clutch a
crucifix, was not in her hand or on the
bed.

“ ‘Where is the will?' he shouted at
her, as though she were deaf too.
‘Where is the will?’

“Whdlame Thevenet’s eyes fixed
on him. Then they moved down, and
looked steadily at a trumpery toy —
a rabbit, perhaps four inches high,
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made of pink velours or the like —
which lay on the bed. Again she
looked at M. Duroc, as though to
emphasize this. Then her eyes rolled,
this time with dreadful effort, to-
wards a large barometer, shaped like a
warming-pan, which hung on the
wall beside the door. Three times she
did this before the bluish candle-flame
flickered and went oud.”

And I, Armand de Lafayette,
paused here in my recital to M.
Perley.

Again I became aware that I was
seated in a garish saloon, swilling
brandy, amid loud talk that beat the
air. There was a thumping noise from
the theatre above our heads, and faint
strains of music.

“Tihe will,” I said, “was not stolen.
Not even the Jezebel could have
melted through locked shutters or a
guarded door. The will was not hid-
den, because no inch of the room re-
mains unsearched. Yer the wiW is
gone!”

I threw a glance across the table at
M. Perley.

To me, I am sure, the brandy had
given strength and steadied my
nerves. With M. Perley I was not so
sure. He was a little flushed. That
slightly wild leok, which 1 had ob-
served before, had crept up especially
inte one eye, giviag his whele face a
somewhat lop-sided appearanee. Yet
all his self-confidence had returned.
He gave me a little erooked siile.

I struck the table.

“Do you honour me with your at-
tention, M. Perley 7"

“Wihat song the Syrens samg,” he
said to me, “or what name Achilles
assumed when he hid himself among
women, although puzzling questions,
are not beyond 4t oorjpszture.”

“They are beyond my conjec-
ture! I cried. “And so is this

M. Perley extended his hand,
spread the fingers, and examined them
as one who owns the universe.

*“It is some little time,” he re-
marked, “since I have concerned my-
self with these trifles” His eyes re-
treated into a dream. “Yet I have
given some trifling aid, in the past, to
the Prefect of the Parisian police.”

“You are a Frenchman! I knew it!
And the police? Seeing his lofty
look, 1 added: “As an amateur,
understood 7*

“Understood!’” Then his delicate
hand — it would be unjust to call it
claw-like — shot across the table and
fastened on my arm. The strange eyes
burned towards my face. “A little
more detail! he pleaded humbly. “A
little more, I beg of you! This weman,
for instanee, you eall the Jezebel®”

“It was she who met me at the
house.™

“And them?’

I described for him my meeting
with the Jezebel, with M. Duroc, and
our entrance to the sick-room, where
the shaggy police-officer sat in the
arm-chair and the saturnine doctor
faced us from beside the bed.

“This woman,” 1 exclaimed, with
the room vividly before my eyes as |
described it, “seems to have conceived
for me (forgive me) a kind of passion.
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No doubt it was due to some idle com-
pliments I once paid her at Paris.

“As | have explained, the Jezebel is
not unattractive, even if she would
only (again forgive me) wash her hair.
Nevertitalkss, when once more she
brushed my side and whispered, “You
don’t really hate me, do you?' I felt
little less than horror. It seemed to
me that in some fashion I was respon-
sible for the whole tragedy.

“While we stood beside the bed,
M. Duroc the lawyer poured out the
story I have recounted. There lay the
poor paralytic, and confirmed it with
her eyes. The toy rabbit, a detestable
pink colour, lay in its same position
on the bed. Behind me, hung against
the wall by the door, was the large
barometer.

“Apparently for my benefit, Ma-
dame Thewenet again went through
her dumb-show with imploring eyes.
She would look at the rabbit; next (as
M. Duroc had net mentioned), she
would rell her eyes all round her, for
some desperate yet impenetrable rea-
son, before fixing her gaze on the
baremeter.

“It meant . . . what?

“Tihe lawyer spoke then. ‘More
light!" gulped out M. Duroc. ‘If you
must have closed shuttees and win-
dows, then let us at least have more
light!'

“Tihe Jezebel glided out to fetch
candles. During M. Duroc’s explana-
tion he had several times mentioned
my name. At fiest mention of it the
shaggv police-officer jumped and put
away his elasp-knife. He beckoned to

the physician, Dr. Harding, who went
over for a whispered conference.

‘“Whereupon the police-officer
sprang up.

“‘Mr. Lafayette!” And he swung
my hand pompously. ‘If I'd known
it was you, Mr. Lafayette, I woulldin’t
'a’ sat there like a bump on a leg.’

“ “You are an officer of police, sir,’
said I. ‘Can you think of no explana-
tion?’

“He shook his head.

“ ‘These people are Frenchies, Mr.
Lafayette, and you're an American,’
he said, with somewhat conspicuous
lack of logic. ‘lff they'ie telling the
truth —'

“ “Let us assume tnat!

“‘I can't tell you where the old
lady’s will is," he stated posidively.
‘But I can tell you where it ain’t. It
ain’t hidden in this room!’

“‘But surely . . . " 1 began in
despair.

“At this moment the Jezebel, her
brown-taffeta dress rustling, glided
back into the room with a handful of
candles and a tin box of the new-style
Lucifer matches. She lighted several
candles, sticking them on any surface
in their ewn grease,

“There were one or two fine pieces
of furniture: but the mottled-marble
tops were chipped and stained, the
gilt sides cracked. There were a few
mirrors, ereating mimic spectral life.
I saw a little more clearly the faded
green paper of the walls, and what 1
pereelved te be the partly open door
of a eupbeard. The floor was of bare
beards.
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“All this while I was conscious of
two pairs of eyes: the imploring gaze
of Madame Thevenet, and the amo-
rous gaze of the Jezebel. One or the
other I could have endured, but both
together seemed to suffocate me.

“‘Mr. Duroc here,’ sazid the
shaggy-police-officer, dlapping the diis-
tressed advocate on the shoulder,
‘sent a messenger in a cab at half-past
five this morning. And what time did
we get here? I ask you and I tell you!
Six o’clodk!’

“Tren he shook his finger at me, in
a kind of pride and fury of efficiency.

“‘Why, Mr. Lafayette, there's
been fourteen men at this room from
six this morning until just before you
got here!’

“*To search for Madame The-
venet’s will, you mean?'

“The y man nodded porten-
tously, and folded his arms.

“‘Floor's solid.” He stamped on
the bare boards. ‘Walls and ceiling?
Nary a inch missed. We reckon we'’re
remarkable smart; and we are.’

“‘But Madame Thevenet,’ 1 per-
sisted, ‘was not a complete invalid
until this morning. She could move
about. If she became afraid of’ — the
name of the Jezebel choked me —
‘if she became afraid, and did hide
the will . .

“ ‘Where'd she hide it? Tell mel®

“‘In the furniture, then?

“ ‘Cabinet-makers in, Mr. Lafa-
yette. No secret compartments.’

“ ‘In one of the mirrors?”

“ ‘Took the backs of ’em off. No
will hid there.’

“ ‘Up the chimney!’ I cried.

“ ‘Sent a chimney-sweep up there,’
replied my companion in a ruminat-
ing way. Each time I guessed, he
would leer at me in friendly and com-
placent challenge. ‘Ye-es, I reckon
we're pretty smart. But we didn't
find no will.’

“The pink rabbit also seemed to
leer from the bed. I saw madame’s
eyes. Once again, as a desperate mind
will fasten on trifles, I observed the
strings of the nightcap beneath her
scrawny chin. But I looked again at
the toy rabbit.

“ ‘Has it occurred to you,' 1 said
triumphantly, ‘to examine the bed
and bedstead of Madame Thevenet
herself?’

“My shaggy friend went to her
bedside.

*“ ‘Poor old woman,' he said. He
spoke as though she were already a
corpse. Then he turned round. ‘We
lifted her out, just as gentle as a new-
born babe (didn’t we ma'am?). No
hollow bedposts! Nothiag in the
canopy! Nothing in the frame or the
feather-beds or the curtains or the
bedclothes!’

“Sudidenly the shaggy police-officer
became angry, as though he wished to
be rid of the whole matter.

“‘And it ain't in the toy raiblnit,”
he said, ‘because you can see we slit it
up, if you look close. And it ain’t in
that barometer there. It just — ain’t
here.’

“Thetre was a silence as heavy as the
dusty, hot air of this room.

* ‘It is here,’ murmured M. Duroc



TiE GENTLEMAM' FROM PARIS

in his gruff voice. ‘It must be here!'

“Tihe Jezebel stood there meekly,
with downcast eyes.

“Amnd I, in my turn, confess that 7
lost my head. I stalked over to the
barometer, and tapped it. Its needle,
which already indicated, ‘Rain; cold,’
moved still further towards that
point.

“I was not insane enough to hit it
with my fist. But I crawled on the
floor, in search of a secret hiding-
place. I felt along the wall. The police-
officer — who kept repeating thaet no-
body must touch anything and he
would take no respensibility until he
went off duty at semething 6'cloek —
the police-officer I ignored.

“What at length gave me pause
was the cupboard, already thoroughly
searched. In the cupboard hung a few
withered dresses and gowns, as though
they had shrivelled with Madame
Thevenet's body. But on the shelf of
the eupboard . . .

“On the shelf stood a great number
of perfume-bottles: even today, I
fear, many of our countrymen think
perfume a substitute for water and
soap; and the state of madame’s hands
weuld have confirmed this. Buk, on
the shelf, were a few dusty novels.
There was a erurmpled and begrimed
eopy of yesterday's New-York Siun.
This newspaper did net esntaln a
will; but it did esntain a blaek beetle,
whieh Fan eut aeress My hand.

“In a disgust past describing, I
flung down the beetle and stamped on
it. I closed the cupboard door, ac-
knowledging defeat. Madame The-

venet’s will was gone. And at the same
second, in that dim green room —
still badly lighted, with only a few
more candles — two voices cried out.

“One was my own voice:

“ ‘M God's name, where is i52?

“Tihe other was the deep voice of
M. Duroc:

“ Loalk at that worman! She knows!'

“Amnd he meant the Jezebel.

“M. Duroc, with his beard-fans
a-tremble, was pointing to a mirror; a
little blurred, as these mirroEs were.
Our Jezebel had been leoking into the
mirror, her back turned to us, Noew
she dodged, as at a stone threwn.

“With good poise our Jezebel
writhed this movement into a curtsy,
turning to face us. But not before I
also had seen that smile —like a
razor-cut before the blood comes —
as well as full knowledge, mocking
knowledge, shining out of wide-open
eyes in the mirrer,

* ‘You spoke to me, M. Duroc?
She murmured the reply, also in
French.

“‘Listen to me!' the lawyer said
formally. ‘This will is not missing. It
is in this room. You were not here
last night. Something has made you
guess. You know where it is.’

“ ‘Are you unable to find it?' asked
the Jezebel in surprise.

“‘Stand back, young mam!" M.
Duroc said to me. ‘I ask you some-
thing, mademoiselle, in the name of
justice.’

“ ‘Ask!" said the Jezebel.

“‘If Claudine Thevenet inherits
the money to which she is entitled,
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you will be well paid; yes, overpaid!
You know Claudine. You know that!'

“ ‘I know it.’

“‘But if the new will be not
found,' said M. Duroc, again waving
me back, ‘then you inherit every-
thing. And Claudme will die. For it
will be assumed =’

“ ‘Yes!' said the Jezebel, wnth one
hand pressed against her breast. “You
yourself, M. Duroc, testify that all
night a candle was burning at mad-
ame's bedside. Well! The poor woman,
whom 7 loved and cherished, repented
of her ingratitude towards me. She
burnt this new will at the candle-
flame; she crushed its ashes to powder
and blew them away!’

““Is that true?' cried M. Duroc.

“ ‘They will assume it,' smiled the
Jezebel, ‘as you say.” She looked at
me. ‘And for you, M. Armand!’

“She glided closer. I can only say
that I saw her eyes uncovered; or, if
you wish to put it so, her soul and
flesh together.

* ‘] would give you everything on
earth,” she said. ‘I will not give you
the doll-face in Paris.’

* ‘Listen to me!’ 1 said to her, so
agitated that I seized her shoulders.
‘You are out of your senses! You
cannot give Claudine to me! She will
marry another man!’

“‘And do you think that matters
to me,’ asked the Jezebel, with her
green eyes full on mine, ‘as long as
you still love her?’

“Uihere was a small crash as someone
dropped a knife on the floor.

“We three, 1 think, had com-

pletely forgotten that we were not
alone. There were two spectators, al-
though they did not comprehend our
speech.

“Thhe saturnine Dr. Harding now
occupied the green arm-chair. His
long thin legs, in tight black trousers
with strap under the boot-instep,
were crossed and looked spidery; his
high beaver hat glimmered on his
head. The police-officer, who was
picking his teeth with a knife when 1
first saw him, had now drepped the
knife when he tried te trim his nails.

“But both men sensed the at-
mosphere. Both were alert, feeling
out with the tentacles of their nerves.
The police-officer shouted at me.

“‘What'’s this gabble?’ he said.
‘What’s a-gitting into your head?'

“Catesquely, it was that word
‘head’ which gave me my ingpiration.

“ ‘The nightcap!' I exclaimed in

ish.

* ‘What mightcap?*

“For the nightcap of Madame
Thevenet had a peak; it was large; it
was tightly tied under the chin; it
might well conceal a flat-pressed docu-
ment which — but you understand.
The police-officer, dull-witted as he
appeared, grasped the meaning in a
flash. And hew I wished I had never
spoken! For the fellow meant well,
but He was net gentle.

“As 1 raced round the curtained
sides of the bed, the police-officer was
holding a candle in one hand and tear-
ing off madame’s nightcap with the
other. He found no will there, no
document at all; only straggly wisps of
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hair on a skull grown old before its
time.

“Mbdiame Thevenet had been a
great lady, once. It must have been
the last humiliation. Two tears over-
flowed her eyes and ran down her
cheeks. She lay propped up there in a
nearly sitting position; but something
seemed to wrench inside her.

“Amnd she closed her eyes forever.
And the Jezebel laughed.

“Tihat is the end of my story. That
is why I rushed out of the house like a
madman. The will has vanished as
though by magic; or is it still there by
magic? In any case, you find me at
this table: grubby and dishevelled
and much asformest!”

For a little time after I had finished
my narrative to M. Perley in the
saloon, it seemed to me that the bar-
counter was a trifle quieter. But a
faint stamping continued from the
theatre above our heads. Then all was
hushed, until a ehorus rose to a tinkle
of many banjes.

Oh, I come ffiam Alabama
Witk my banjo on my knee
I depart ffor LosSiame . . .

Emnough! The song soon died away,
and M. Thaddeus Perley did not even
hear it.

M. Perley sat looking downwards
into an empty glass, so that I could
not see his face.

“Sir,"” he remarked almost bitterly,
“you are a man of good heart. I am
glad to be of service in a problem so
trifling as this™

(#Wi’mﬁglﬂ’

His voice was a little husky, but
not slurred. His hand slowly turned
the glass round and round.

“Will you permit two questioms?*
asked M. Perley.

“Two questions? Ten thowsarndi”

‘More than two will be unneces-
sary.” Still M. Perley did not look
up. “This toy rabbit, of which so
much was made: I would know its
exact position on the bedl””

“[t was almost at the foot of the
bed, and about the middle in a cross-
ways directiom.™

“Ah, so I had imagined. Were the
three sheets of parchment, forming
the will, written upon two sides or
upon only one”’

“I had not told you, M. Perley.
But M. Duroc said: upon one side
only.”

M. Perley raised his head.

His face was now flushed and dis-
torted with drink, his eye grown wild.
In his cups he was as proud as Satan,
and as disdainful of others’ intelli-
gence:; yet he spoke with dignity, and
with careful clearness.

“It is ironic, M. de Lafayette, that
I should tell you how to lay your
hand on the missing will and the elu-
sive money; since, upon my word, 1
have never been able to perform a
like serviee for myself.” And he
smiled, as at some secret joke. “Per-
haps,” he added, “it is the very sim-

lieity of the thlﬁg whieh puts you at
aulkt,”

I could only look at him in bewil-
derment,
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“Renthaps the mystery is a little too
plain! A little too seliff-ewidtartil

“You mock me, sir! Iwill not . . .

“Take me as | am,” said M. Perley,
whacking the foot of the glass on the
table, “or leave me. Besides," here
his wandering eye encountered a list
of steam-sailings pasted against the
wall, “[ —I leave tomorrow by the
Parnassus for England, and then for
France.”

“I meant no offence, M. Perley! If
you have knowledge, spedid’™”

“Wediame Thevenet,” he said, care-
fully pouring himself more brandy,
“thid the will in the middle of the
night. Does it puzzle you that she
took such precautions to hide the
will? But the element of the outre
must always betray itself, The Jezebel
must net find that willl Yet Madame
Thevenet trusted nobedy — noet even
the worthy physleian whe attended
her. If Madame were to dle of a stroke,
the pelice weuld be there and must
§66n, she was sure, diseover her sif-
ple deviee. Even if she were paralyzed,
It weuld ensure the presenee of 8ther

ersens IR the resm to aet as uhwit-
ing guards.

“Yaouwr cardinal error,” M. Perley
continued dispassionately, “was one of
ratiocination. You tell me that Mad-
kme Thevenet, to give you a hing,
looked fixedly at some point near the
foot of the bed. Why do you assuime
that she was leeking at the toy
rabbit?”

“Because,” I replied hotly, “the
toy rabbit was the only object she
could have looked ad!™

“Pandon me; but it was not. You
several times informed me that the
bed-curtains were closely drawn to-
gether on three sides. They were
drawn on all but the ‘long' side to-
wards the door. Therefore the ideal
reasoner, without having seen the
room, may safely say that the cur-
tains were drawn together at the foot
of the bad?”

‘Yes, true!

“After looking fixedly at this point
represented by the toy, Madame
Thevenet then ‘rolls her eyes all
round her’ —in your phrase. May
we assume that she wishes the curtains
to be drawn back, so that she may see
something beyond the bed?”

“It is — possible, yes!

“It is more than possible, as I shall
demonstrate. Let us direct our atten-
tion, briefly, to the incongruous
phenomenon of the barometer on
another wall. The barometer indi-
cates, 'Rain; cold.’ ”

Here M. Perley’s thin shouldees
drew together under the old military
cloak.

“Well,” he said, “the cold is on its
way. Yet this day, for April, has been
warm outside and indoors, oppres-
sively hed?”"

“Yes! Of coursd"

“You yourselfi” continued M.
Perley, inspecting his finger-nails,
“told me what was directly opposite
the foot of the bed. Let us suppose
that the bed-curtains are drawn open.
Madame Thevenet, in her nearly
seated position, is looking sewmivards.
What weuld she have sean?”
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“The fireplace!” I cried. “The
grate of the fiiegliaed!

“Alliready we have a link with the
weather. And what, as you have spe-
cifically informed me, was in the
grate of the fiiegpbaee?"

“An unlighted coal fiied!”

“Eractly. And what is essential for
the composition of such a fire? We
need coal; we need wood; but pri-
marily and above all, we need . . .”

“Hagen!l”” 1 cried.

“In the cupboard of that room,"
said M. Perley, with his disdainful
little smile, “was a very crumpled
and begrimed (mark that; not dusty)
copy ofypsterday s New-York Sun. To
light fires is the most common, and
indeed the best, use for our daily
press. That copy had been used to
build yesterday’s fire. But something
else, during the night, was substituted
for it. You yousself remarked the ex-
traordinarlly dirty state of Madame
Thevenet’s hands.”

M. Perley swallowed the brandy,
and his flush deepened.

“Sir,” he said loudly, “you will
find the will crumpled up, with ends
most obviously protruding, under the
coal and wood in the fireplace grate.
Ewven had anyone taken the fire to
pieces, he would have found only
what appeared to be dirty blank
paper, written side undermest, which
eould never be a valuable will. It was
too self-evident to be seen. — New
g@!”

“Go?"” I echoed stupidly.

M. Perley rose from his chair.

“Go, I say!” he shouted, with an

FROM PARIS I

even wilder eye. “Tthe Jezebel could
not light that fire. Tt was too warm,
for one thing; and all day there were
police-officers with instructions that
an outsider must touch nothing. But
now? Madamwe Thevenet kept warning

you that the fire rust not be lighted, or

the wil would be destiyatl®

“Will you await me here? I
called over my shoulder.

“Wes, yes! And perhaps there will
be peace for the wretched girl with —
with the Jung-troublie”

Ewen as I ran out of the door I saw
him, grotesque and pitiful, slump
across the table. Hope, rising and
surging, seemed to sweep me along
like the crack of the cabman’s whip.
But when I reached my destination,
hope receded.

The shaggy police-officer was just
descending the front steps.

“None of us coming back here, Mr.
Lafayette!™ he called cheerily. “Old
Mrs. What’s-her-name went and
burnt that will at a candle last night.
— Here, what's o'cladk?"

The front door was unlocked. 1
raced through that dark house, and
burst into the rear bedroom.

The corpse still lay in the big,
gloomy bed. Ewery candle had flick-
ered almost down to its socket. The
police-officer’s clasp-knife, forgotten
since he had dropped it, still lay on
bare boards. But the Jezebel was
there.

She knelt on the hearth, with the
tin box of Lucifer matches she had
brought there earlier. The match
spurted, a bluish fire; I saw her eager-
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ness; she held the match to the grate,

“A Lucifer,” I said, “in the hand
of a Jezelntf*

And I struck her away from the
grate, so that she reeled against a
chair and fell. Large coals, small coals
rattled down in puffs of dust as I
plunged my hands into the unlighted
fire. Little sticks, sawed sticks; and 1
found it there: crumpled parchment-
sheets, but incontestably madame’s
will,

“ML. Duroc!” I called. “M. Durac!

You and I, my brother Maurice,
have fought the Citizen-King with
bayonets as we now fight the upstart
Bonapartist; we need not be ashamed
of tears. I confess, then, that the tears
overfan my eyes and blinded me. I
scarcely saw M. Duroc as he hurried
Inte the reem.

Certainly I did not see the Jezebel
stealthily pick up the police-officer’s
knife. I noticed nothing at all until
she flew at me, and stabbed me in the
back.

Peace, my brother: I have assured
you all is well. At that time, faith, I
was not much conscious of any hurt.
I bade M. Duroc, who was trembling,
to wrench out the knife; I borrowed
his roomy greatcoat to hide the
bleod; 1 must hurry, hurry, hufry
back to that little table under the
gas-jet,

I planned it all on my way back.
M. Perley, apparently a stranger in
this country, disliked it and was evi-
dently very poor even in France, But
we are not precisely paupers. Even
with his intense pride, he eould not

refuse (for such a service) a sum
which would comfort him for the rest
of his life.

Back I plunged into the saloon, and
hurried down it. Then I stopped. The
little round table by the pillar, under
the flaring gas-jet, was empty.

How long I stood there I cannot
tell. The back of my shirt, which at
first had seemed full of blood, now
stuck to the borrowed greateoat. All
of a sudden I caught sight of the fat-
faced bartender with the geld teeth,
whe had been on serviee that after-
neen and had returned new. As a
mark of respeet, he eame eut frem
behind the Bar-esunter to greet me.

‘“Where is the gentleman who was
sitting at that table?"

I pointed to it. My voice, in truth,
must have sounded so hoarse and
strange that he mistook it for anger.

“Don"t you worry about that, mon-
seer!” said he reasswringly. ‘“That's
been tended to! We threw the
drunken tramp out of here!!”

“You threw . . ."

“Right bang in the gutter. Had to
craw] along in it before he could stand
up.” My bartender’s face was pleased
and vicious. “Oxdiired a bottle of best
brandy, and couldn’t pay for it.” The
face ehanged agaln. “Goddelmighty,
monseer, What's wiemg?”

“foodbned that bramdly.”

“Hite didn't say so, when the waiter
brought me over. Just looked me up
and down, crazv-like, and said a gen-
tleman would give his 1.0.U. Gentle-
man!”

“ML. Perley,” I said, restraining an
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impulse to kill that bartender, “is a
friend of mine. He departs for France
early tomorrow morning. Where is his
hotel? Where can I find him?”

“Perley!” sneered my companion,
“fhat ain't even his real name, 1
hearn tell. Gits high-and-mighty ideas
from upper Broadway. But his real
name’s on the 1.0.U.”

A surge of hope, once more, almost
blinded me. “Did you keep that
1.O.u.»

“Yees, I kepp it,” growled the bar-
tender, fishing in his pocket. “God
knows why, but I kepp it."

And at last, Maurice, I triumphed!

Tirue, I collapsed from my wound;
and the fever would not let me re-
member that I must be at the dock

when the Parnassus steam-packet de-
parted from New-York next morn-
ing. I must remain here, shut up in a
hotel-room and unable to sleep at
night, until I can take ship for home.
But where I failed, you can succeed.
He was to leave on the morrow by the
Parnassus for England, and then for
France — so he told me. You can
find him — in six months at the most.
In six months, I give you my word, he
will be out of miserv forever!
“IGAL. ” reads the little slip, “for
one bottle of your best bandly, forty-fine

cents. Sgrett: Edgar A. Poed™

I remain, Maurice,
Your affectionate brother,
Armand

Needless to tell yow, now that yow havefimstied! “Thee Gentleman from
Paris”’ you have just read a brilliant tour de ffroe — a douttle tour de
ffoee. Not only has Jattme Dizikson Carr devised a scintillating mysteny—
the “minaall” problern as distinguished ffom the “Vocked room'® — but
he has also challenged you to identify his deiectiee character. The true
identity of Thaddewus Perley is a magnificent “ungesgeeved ending™ — at
least, we hope it was a thunderclap of surprise.

Those of you who deduced or guessed the identity of Thaddeus Perley
know how lavishly Mv. Carr spread his clues throughout the story. But
those of yau wito did mot realrze that Wir. Carr had a dowldlk: trick up tis
sleeve may enjoy a recapitulation of the signs and symbols which iden-
tified Thaddews Perley as the Father of the Detective Story, Edlyar A. Poe
hirmself.

F‘t'vs{ there was the temporal clue: the story takes place im April 1849,
exactly eight years after Poe wrote “ The Muvders in the Rae Movgue.™
and a mere six months before he died.

Next, the portreit clue: Thaddeus Perley was desoeinell as a slight maen
of dark complexion, wearing a shabby coat of military cut; he had a dark
musiacke, witd and wandering eyes, and was “iin his cups” — “hat very
siendy on hisfRer.”” Surely thisis a 'tec tintype of Edgar Allan Poe.

Next, the literary clue: Perley s referemee to “wiiatr sonpy the Syvens
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sang, or what name Hcthilllrs assumed sihen he hid himself amang women,
although puzziing questions, are not beyond all conjecture’ This is a
guotation ffaom Sir Thomas Browne s “Um-Bariad/,” bt infinily more
revealing, it is the quotation which prefaces Poe'sffistt (and the sorld's
first) detectivee stoyy,“ Tine Musrders insiee Rue Mbogeyac'™

Next, the criminological clue: Perley s statement:boat/iee/ioatigiveen aadd
to the Prefect of the Parisian police — a reference, of course, to Monsieur
G—— in “Wee Purloined Lettor.™

Next, the psychological clue: Perley's comments on the insoluble wys-
tery brought to hir by the Manquiss de Laffiypite: “Rettags it is the very
simplicity off the thing which puts you at faulft’” — “Perhaps the mysteyy
is a little too plaiix! A Iittle too self-evident!” These are the precise wiords
which Dagiin used to describe the insoluble mysiery in “ The Purloined
Latter™!

Next, the creative clue: the missing wiW in “IFke Gentleman from
Paris” is hidden in the very spirit of the missing document in * The Pur-
loined Letter” — the perifet, the identical spirit! Indeed, as so often hap-
pens in this ingenious woHd of ours, the pupil has ouidene themmaseet. Ahe
hiding place of the will is een chexereetiarkadiiiippiieea fiAhddetter—
no Rean accomplishment By M. (Cav, coen i e aftomriassaft 1435
yeaws of delestivedivwbonpnaeiyt.

Andifirailiy, the master clue — the name of the detecte diwavacter: it
is an esteblished fact shat Poe afton seell assumed mames, dhe Assstklkomn
of which are Edgar A. Perry, Henri le Rennet, and Edward] S. T. Grey.
Bt on page 626, Wolume II, of Hervey Mikm 8 IsraFeL: The Life and
Timnes of Edgar Allan Poe (New York: Dovain, 1277)), yauu willKifidd a
guotation from #he “Reminiscensas of Gabriel Harrison” (((New YR\
Times.” Mancth, /896). In 18%4—Iiytve years before the eventsin M.
Capss sioFy — Gabriel HafFison /an @ Isbacsy and wing Skep 4 lovier
Meihaian; he was alse president of the “White Eagle Pelitieal Chb.”
Pee onee visited Hammison $ sions, asked iRgr some IoPAESS. Aiscomaetl it
he had ne mensy 16 payifr Ik, and was given 1he MBREPfree MY FaaFiisn-
Poe was 36 grakeful ity Ehis KiRdness AatNe WisHe 2 @ﬂ@gg&r
the poltkieal club and presentadl M AP HEBFFISOR, Whe Fasalesl e insiaent
a3 $:

Nl was delighted and wanted to pay him semethng for histwodble, vt
the only thing he woulld accept was a bag of my best coffee. As he was
going I said I should Iike to know his name.

“ ‘Comamlly" he ensuenet], with a faink swile, ‘Thaddeas Perley, at
yoar sexrvice.' ™'



IN VINO VERITAS
by LAMRENCE G. BBOGEHMAN

feat St ctasdk liis featafff die

I desk and gazed curiously at the
precise, bespectacled little man oppo-
site him.

“You sure don't look like a peace
officer, Dr. Belling,” he said. “Not
even any of the Eastern peace officers
I ever saw!*

Dr. Frank Belling smiled. “As a
matter of fact,” he explained, “I've
been deputized by the State Police for
this one case only. I'm really professor
of viticultute at Northeastern Agri-
cultural College, and the police
theught my speeial knowledge would
be useful in this Tolman matter. Tell
me what yeu knew ef Henry Telmam "

“Well . . .” The Sheriff hesitated.
“Brenyone around here knew Old
Man Tolman, of course™ he said,
“and we knew his son Henry when
he was just a kid. But when Henry
started growing up, he was away at
scheol most of the time. Then when
he was twenty-one, he went to Europe
te learn abeut the wine business In
France and Italy. Thiee yeats later the
eld man died and left Henry his vine-

redls Here. Henry get baek to Call-
BFRIa i MEntRS atter we eabled. He
Was wearing 3 reddish Beard — seems
like all American geuﬂ RS ralse
Beards when they get t8 Franee = $8
Raturally he wauld lesk different;
even ifit hadn't Been mere than three

years since we'd seen him. What
makes you think he might be an im-
postor, Dr. Belliimg””

“If he's not an impostor, he may
be a murderer,” Dr. Belling replied.
“A few weeks ago the New York
State Police found a skeleton in the
woods about twenty miles from New
Yoik City. The skeleton had obvi-
ously been lying there for a number
of yeats, and the few fragments of
rotted elothing that remalned were
ne help In establishing an identity.
There was ne ether identifleatien; but
there was a bullet rattling areund
inside the skull.

“The Missing Persons Bureau,
after measuring the bones, reported
that the skeleton might have been
that of a petty racketeer and ex-
bootlegger called Rusty Hull, whe
disappeared six years ago. Hull didn’t
have a poliee reeord, so the poliee had
nething e ge en exeept his size and
bulld, and the esler ot his hair — all
of whieh tally pretty elesely with
Henry Tolmans, I've diseovered
sinee. The peliee went bBaek 8 the
weeds where the skeleten was faund
and aBeut 3 hundred yards away they
%lgl&%ﬁ Hp & geld waich engraved

B Henry Tolman on Bls Twenly-Fisk
Bisihday:

“Checking further, the police dis-
covered that Tolman and Rusty Hull

Copysicghz, 1941, By the Crewwell-Cjlieer Putblittiing Ca.
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had been seen together in New York
shortly before Hull disappeared. This
was natural enough, since Hull had
numerous winery connections dating
back to Prohibition days. It is possible
that Tolman killed Hull and dropped
his watch while hiding the body in
the woods. It is much more likely,
however, that Hull killed Tolman in
order to pose as the heir to a profitable
winery, and that the watch was
dropped while he was carrying Tol-
man's body from a car into the woods.
I'm working on the second supposi-
tion. That's why I want to see Tol-
man.”

The Sheriff reached for his Stetson.
“f'll drive you to the vineyards,” he
said. “But Henry Tolman seems O.K.
to me. Of course, he's had six years to
build up his alibis, but he does know
all about the wines that the old man
used to malke.”

“Tihat’s exactly what I'm counting
on,” Dr. Belling said. “I may not be
much of a cop, but I do know my
wines. That’s why I phoned Tolman
this morning. I told him I represented
an Eastern syndicate interested in
buying the wimeny.”

“And you think, if he's an im-
poster, he'll swallow that stmmy?*

“I hope not. I'd rather he were
suspicious. Shall we go?"

The Sheriff drove Dr. Belling five
miles through the sunny afternoon.
The Northetn California valley, with
its stone houses nestling against the
vine-covered slopes, might well have
been somewhere in Euiope, Belling
teflected as the ear swung off the main

highway and took a road winding up
the cultivated hillside.

“This is the Tolman vineyard "
the Sheriff announced.

“Stop here a moment, please,” Dr.
Belling said. He left the car to walk
briefly among the vines. He examined
the stocks, the leaves, the ripening
clusters of grapes.

“Sylbvaner grapes,” he said, as he
climbed back into the car. “They
make a nice, sound, white wine.

“Anoumnd here they call it Cali-
fornia Rieslimg,” the Sheriff said.

“Tthete are very few true Riesling
grapes in Californis,” De. Belling
countered, “and these are not among
them. However, the Sylvaner grape
does make a wine that resembles the
Rhine wines in general type.”

The car groaned in second gear as
it climbed to the stone winery build-
ings on the hilltop, where the bearded
Henry Toleaan met them. He ushered
the two men into a cool sitting-room,
full of old-fashiened furniture, faded
family photographs, and lace cur-
talns. A half-wrltten letter lay en the
table.

After they had talked about wines
in general and the Tolman vineyard
in particular, Henry Tolman sasd:
“You can tell your East-coast prin-
cipals, D¢. Belling, that this is not
one of these upstart wineries. My
father was net eaught in the early
Volstead panle of Californla wine-
grewers whe pulled up thelr grapes to
plant walnuts. He fade wine right
threugh Prohibition — geed wine.
88 he didn’t have te start eut all over
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again after Repeal. I remember just
before I went to Europe, my father
laid down a wine that he said was the
best Riesling vintage this state has
ever seen. I'll see if I can’t find a
bottle. I know there are a few left,
and I'd like you to taste it. I remem-
ber writing the labels”

When Tolman left the room, the
Sheriff winked at Belling. “What did
I tell you? He's going to prove he was
here ten years agm.”

Tolman came back to place a dusty,
cobwebbed bottle on the table beside
the half-finished letter. Then he went
in search of glasses and a corkscrew,
giving Belling and the Sheriff ample
opportunity to compare the hand-
writing in the letter with that of the
dusty label, The writing was identieal,

“See?” the Sheriff declared.

Tolman returned to pour the wine.
Dr. Belling held his glass up to the
light. He breathed its fragrance. He
admired its pale gold color, its flow-
ery bouquet, before he sipped it.
Then he took a full swallow, rolled it
around his tongue. The wine was
excellent, with a robust, fruity tang.

“Gheat wine, isn't it, Dr. Bellimg?"
Tolman asked.
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Belling took another swallow, closed
his eyes apprecitatively.

“Perfect,” he said at last. “Much
too perfect to fit your story. Arrest
this man, Sheriifft”*

“Say, wiaat—2"

“Yauw're going back to New York,
Rusty Hull, to stand trial for the
murder of Henry Tolmam™

“But I am Henry Tolmam!"

“You are Rusty Hull,” Belling in-
sisted, “and this superb wine was
made, bottled, and labeled within the
last three or four years. If you were
Henry Tolman, you would know
better than to try to pass this wine
off as ten yeass old. You would know
that white wine made from Sylvaner
grapes reaches its peak at the age of
three; that unlike mest wines which
ellew and aehieve greatness iR the
bettle for deeades, Its best gualities
fade after its early yeuth, Tiis wine
is brilliant. After ten yeats In the
bettle, it weuld have been ordinary,
dull, and insipidl”

The Sheriff put down his glass and
dangled a pair of handcuffs.

“Just a moment, Sherifff," Dr.
Belling said. “Beflore we get down to
business, let’s finish this bogtle™

SPECIAL BINDER OFFER

Because of the large number of reader requests, FLUHRRY (@IEEN'S
MYSTEERY MAGAYINEE has procured a supply of strong, handsome
binders for your copies of EQMW. Each binder holds one complete velume
— ihat is, six issues of the magazine. It is easy o use, handly, convenient,
and economical. The priee is $1.00 postpaid. Send your ordef and renit-
tanee to: Speeial Binder Dept., Ellery Queen’s Mystery Magazine, §70
Lexington Ave., New Yerk 22, New Yerk,



YOU MURST RIDEE WAl THE EDIFDRR . . .

Your Editors earliest acquaintance with Rufus

Kiing's second most jammous deteuticabnanacter [Doe-
tor Colin Starr, took place in 194r. We were in

Mitami;, Flowiidks, recoveringffaom a serious automo-

bile accident. One sunny afternoon, on the beach, we

preked up a eopy of the then-cuirent issue of “Red-

1 book Magazime,” and came upon a shoti stony ebeut
that hilled and valleyed section &f QMo avbick Farfeis
Kiiag has narmed Lasnl Fallk, on the river that My,

Kiiag has named the Onega— and thus met the

vital, homely, altogeiher lovable Docior Starr. /iy we had read the

siowy, we wishedffsr more — and Faie Nas a eurious way eframing sueh

yishes. The very next day we hobbled inte a Mizimi: beoksisne, antl thavee
on gisplay was a brang-new beek — Ruies KRGS praeNesss: MURDER

= thelivst and only yolume oF Doctor Stawy sheyet sisvies Naturally, e
BoughE 1h8 BOSK>and aeveured ik 1hat night — and it i3 Hhal Adesiical spy
YWIER 15 Rew eased in red FBFOESS Iealher in our ealiRekion.

For a long time we thoughi that the only Doctor Starr tales were those
included in the single book. How Iueky's: 15°20 be woong so offen! During
our never-ending search for “unknown™ endfongotten Stoviss,axe disamy-
ered a wiole series of Doctor Stary investigations which have never been
reprinied or published in bookiform. Yes, Fate has a spesial affestomfor the
true deteskvessbryfan .. .. ..

Rujus Kiing has writtem fo ws abost fine avigim aff Docior Stanr. Qe digy
Edvim Balmer, then afitor of “Redbooki” aalled i Mr. King and evtlmnetl
a series of detestivee stordes he wanted — about a doctor in an average,
small-sized Himriikan town who through his medico-legal knowledge
spoiied sotaindieati s mmaviierss THacddotse s sbavdubbegniie kkad)y aadd
with a3 heart as big as Liieolirs. Thus, Doctor Colin Starr was born.

The only thing that disturbed Rufas Kumy was a thought that Kkept
plaguiing him after the series fedl num @ swbile: tneryypind), ssnadl| Asrrevicen
town was producing a homicide rate which, im relation ko its modestpripe-
Iation, made even Chicago in its gangster heyliay richees loadisé Y-
persisient and nagging thought was only the author's sireek of reafism
showing through. Devective-siory fans will fenghite a cemam justifiable
eompromise with sialisiiss. . .

The Doctor Starr story e movw bring o you swas avignally prablished s
“[Fke Case of the jetr Black Sheep.” With Mr. Kingss permissiom, we have

3




changed thenitie. Wrenwvefisstsggeasttd anewtitlehtheahthovsasonat at
all dismayed — he wrote, with a certam petheticressioaaionn dhathe ks
become accustomell 4o rle ohangssaxer “since Me diark agssaff my first
story.” As, amatterafifact, Haghnd A vdffiied raoreraerbbenany phizie own
titles ser g uset], and “at omeperiod sserioutiyconsiidedd dnpeis ydbbek|-
ing stories Qpus Nemeber 18, @ppus Number 19, etc’” Far fcitfrom aissto

disillusion Mr. King!

YOU MUST RIDE

WITH

THE WIND

by RUHUSS KING

house was old, and Madam

I Tuffman was old too. Her title
fell under the curious and stilted
reaching for correctness which her
circle in the community considered so
important, perhaps, because they
were not quite sure of themselves. As
it was, she was a widow, and her son
Ernest had marrled a Beftha Wol-
leden, whe had become Mus. Tuff-
fan; and Mis. Tuffman had been
dewagered inte Madam.

This amused her considerably, and
her alive dark eyes would become
more lively still at its use, because she
would remember the days that were
not (to her) so very far ago, when she
and her pieneer eontemporaries were
so aetive with the processes of rearing
and feeding and liviag that straining
after soclal mlnutire was seoffed at.

She had had two daughters and
four sons; and all of them were dead
except Ermest, who was the one black
sheep of the lot: a charming and low-
ering example of the truism that the
good die yoeung.

Her house was a roomy and authen-
tic specimen of the clapboard-and-
fretwork blight and had originally
possessed extensive grounds, the larg-
est portion of which had since been
absorbed by the Lautel Falls Country
Club, and appropriately greened and
hazarded inte links. It retained, how-
ever, several aeres of this hilled and
valleyed sectlen of Ohie, and yeu
eould have a eharmling view of the
town Itself, and segmentary glimpses
of the Onega River, frem ejther of its
frightening turrets.

Its furnishings had not advanced
with the day. Its lighting fixtures were
still amazed to find their pipes wired
to terminals which flowered into the
black magic of incandesecent bulbs,
and as an offshoot from the parler, it
possessed that extinet adjunct to the
weoeden Indlan, a eezy €orner.

Slight twinges in her joints had
made Madam Tuffman feel — she
had said — that she was getting on.
They had started shortly under a year
ago, and she had instigated a series of

Copyriigfits, 7939, 1540, 1941, by Rufus King
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monthly professional calls on the part
of Dr. Colin Starr: a comfort she
could well afford, for Edgar, her late
husband, had left her enormously
rich, from a knack on his part in
the manufacture of box-toed shoes.
Colin’s father had been Madam Tuff-
man’s physician until his death, fol-
lewing which she had called upon
Colin during the rare moments when
she had net felt quite well.

When the dangerous turn of events
forced him to look back over his files,
Starr later remembered his first visit
for this specific ailment of Madam
Tuffman very clearly. She had re-
ceived him in dark bombazine in her
private upstaifs living-room, whieh
was freighted with shadow-bexed
landseapes and tufted plush.

The afternoon had been a Wednes-
day, the nmth of September, and
leaves were tending toward their first
dark flush of autumn. Madam Tuff-
man had thought of Starr as a vigor-
ous breath of the outdoor air as he
crossed the stuffy room toward the
large bay windew where she sat; and
she had eaught his eleetrie vitality as
he jeined her. She experleneed, 66, a
tenle guality just frem his bedily
strength and hemely features, and she
regretted the neeessity of withdraw-
ing her fragile fingers from his esm-
ferting hand.

She said, “It’s nothing but twinges,
Doctor,” and gestured tentatively
toward several anatomical locations.

Starr smiled at her reassuringly and
talked nonessentials while he took her
blood-pressure and listened to her

heart and gravely requested permis-
sion to examine her tongue.

All was as it should be for a woman
of her age, which he knew to be
seventy-four. He thought: “I wonder
why she really sent for me, what she
really wants?' He discussed her diet,
or rather her total lack of any, and
suggested that she cut down a little on
wine: a dry Tokay she was partial to,
having found its use less deleterious
than water. She aceepted the sugges-
tlon reservedly. He wrote eut an
Inneeueus preseription for the tweaks
and began the eeurteaus prelimi-
nartes of taking hisleave; but he did het
stand up, beeause he suddenly eaught
a sense of anxiety 6n her part for Rim
te stay.

She said: “Have I told you that
Enmest is houme?"

“I had heardl™

“Then you know that he got mar-
ried while in Hawaii? I like her:
Bertha. She's a little thing. Not
anemic, but, well, not robust. She was
born in Homolulu, Her parents were
BEmnglish, and ranched either pine-
apples or sugar”

Madam Tuffman’s lively eyes grew
veiled. She grimaced faintly and
made a small deprecatory gesture;
then she said: “Mly presence at the
wedding was entirely by cable. I ex-
peeted something exotic. 1 suppose
you always de in connection with
plaees like Hawaii. Not at all the sort
of glrl that Bertha really is. I pre-
pared.”

“Phepared?”

“For the homecommg"' Madam
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Tuffman leaned forward and said: “I
wanted to keep him here. To keep
both of them here. I tried to ar-
range their room as a bridge, as a
link.”

“Brtween the Islands and Ohiw?”

“Yas, Doctor. After Edgar made
his money, we did a little looting of
Europe. That was a long time ago,
before the turn of the century. It was
a magpie rather than a grand tour.
The attic is still cluttered with cases
that have never been opened. I re-
merbered eertain things, and thought
that they weuld ffit™

“For the ream?’

“Yes. There were some good
lacquer pieces, an excellent China
rug, all very vivid in vermillions and
heady tones. Then there was the
paper for comrast”

“Wallpaper?”

“A hand-blocked, lush design done
by an artist in London’s Soho. I think
he was mad. Both of them — Edgar
to buy it, and the artist to make it in
the first place. The design is a plethora
of fantastic huge leaves of the most
vivid green. I remember that the
eolor glowed from a single eandle
lighted In the studie. The artist was
espeeially preud ef the faet that he
had mixed the pigments himsell”
Madam Tuffman grimaeed again,
a&&mge “Se we unpaeked the rells
frem their ease and put it up.”

“It was not a — success?”

She stared at Starr for a thoughtful
moment.

“I don't know. Bertha was very
kind. She professed to be delighted.
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Well — 1 suppose it will require a
certain amount of time for her to get
acclimated. They've only been here
a few weelks ™

“Thhen they have decided to stay?”

“I think yes. I hope yes. But I still
find it somewhat unbelievable in Er-
nest, this sudden urge toward nesting.
He resembles his Great-uncle Stuart.
Both of them ran away from home at
the age of sixteen. Stuart rolled on
straight through his seventies, even-
tually dying of exhaustion at the
Hotel Biuschini in Tamave, Mada-
gascar. Well, Ernest is enly thirty,
and still — well, here he is”

“WRenthaps because he is marviidt””

Yes, Madam Tuffman said, there
might be an answer there. Great-
uncle Stuart had shied at altars like a
sensitive colt. But marriage, just as
marriage, scarcely seemed ponderable
enough as an aneher for sueh a relling-
stone as Ernest. She knew Ernest s0
verz well. She leved him so mueh,
perhaps beeause he was her yeungest
and, ter his sins, the enly ene of her
ehildren whe was left. She suppesed
that with time she weuld grew 8
love Bertha a geed deal #86. Her
lively darl eyes fixed Stafr §H@f£ly4
and she said: "1 feel ne jealeusy, Dee-
ter: 1t isk't dhat”

“I’m sure it isn't, Mrs. Tuffmam ™

“And it isn't that Bertha doesm't
want to love me. I think she does. I
think she is uncertain about some-
thing — about happiness. Will you
meet her before you go?”

“I should like to very mmudi™

Madam Tuffman stood up.
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“We will join them in the celltar

And Madam Tuffman explained,
as they walked down waxed walnut
stairs carpeted with an imperishable
Tuekey red, that Ernest was currently
absorbed with photography, and was
planning to open a studio in Laurel
Falls and make it his life work.

Ernest had had, she went on, so
many life works, starting as a boy
with raising squabs, birds which had
gradually been consumed by the fam-
ily circle in ratio as his interest in the
pursuit bad waned. Chemistry, magic,
portrait-painting, a bewildering and
swift succession of interests that had
eulminated in a passien for the sea at
sixteen, when he had run away and
had shipped eut of Besten 6A an At-
lantie Firuit Company freighter fer
the West Indies. He had seemed teo
tire of his enthusiasms so gquickly,
whieh was why Madam Tuiman
didn’t knew abeut this ene:

The darkroom occupied a portion
of the large cellar usually reserved as
a storage place for winter vegetables.
Pale lemon light through a safety
filter left it vague, as things are vague
when you open your eyes while swim-
ming under the sea, The faces of both
ef them were washed with the tint
lightly, beth bending ever a tray.
Starr had never met ejther, and Ef-
nest Tuffman's geed leeks and mag-
hificent build registered immediztely,
distracting his artention frem Bertha,
whem Ernest's appearanee and the
safety filter rendered wraithlike and
gthereally obseire.

It was a strange meeting, strange

beyond even its setting, and brief.
Emnest was glad to be home, very sat-
isfied at settling down with a wife,
with a background, with a mother,
and with an ancestral estate, at last,
Starr sensed that all this gladaess was
implied by Emnest, rather than being
baldly stated, as if it were a wish
rather than a realiity: a generally be-
nign eondition of affairs whieh Ernest
heped, very mueh, weuld eeme true.

In contrast, Bertha seemed im-
pelled by a peculiar eagerness, a di-
rectness, to impress Starr and (through
him) Madam Tuffman and Etmest as
well. She was emphatic that she did
not miss Hawaii at all, that this abso-
lute uprooting of her life — her years
eouldn’t, Starr decided, have been
mere than twenty —and a subse-
guent transplanting several theusaneds
of miles away with a eentinent and a
vast spaee of Paeifie Oeean In be-
fween, was entirely o her liking:

She touched with earnest gracious-
ness on the link: the room which Mad-
am Tuffman had so considerately ar-
ranged with its bright lacquers and
hand-blocked wallpaper leaves so lush
in their vivid green. The thoughtful-
ness of it. The eensoling aceuracy of
Its effest. A herme away from home.
Te awake every mernlng and lle there,
abserbing that brilliant emerald para-
dise. Had Deecter Staft heard that an
artist in Lenden had esneeived it ages
age? Degter Starr had.

She was, too, insistently enchanted
with Laurel Falls; shortly, she said,
Emnest would renew his boyhood ties
and they would get around a little so-
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cially, and would start to entertain, as
Emmest’s mother wished them to. Then
she showed Starr a print, lifting it
from the fixing-bath, of a portrait
which Emnest had taken, Starr re-
flectivelly observed, on an eight-by-
ten sheet, of an eye, a wen, an ear.

Emest said brusgquely, “Our gar-
dener,"” and Starr said, “Remarkable,"
and Bertha said brightly, “[t settles
so, don’t you think, on the things
that are really impontant?”

Madam Tuffman said nothing ex-
cept (in reply to Starr) goodbye.

A month later Madam Tuffiman
phoned again. She told Starr’s secre-
tary, Miss Wadsworth, that the
tweaks seemed still to be there and
she would appreciate it if Dr. Starr
would eall. On his way te this second
visit Starr still eensidered that a mild
arthritic or rheumatic eenditien
might be settlng In, but when he
heard agaln a listing ef the twinges
and thelr ebseure leeatisns, he dis-
missed the prebability frem his
theughts. He wanted, as was Ris eus-
tom, te be perfestly frank and tell
Madam Tutman that she was wasting
Beth her meney and his Hime, But the
strength of some deep emotion which
13y beneath the liveliness of her dark
eves prevented Rim.

So he suggested that she give his
former prescription a further chance,
being uncomfortably aware that she
appreciated its pathetic innoeuity but
was grateful for its value as an excuse
(yes, he thought, that was it) te bring
him inte the heuse. He reallzed later

that it was then, at that moment,
when a tacit understanding sprang up
between them that the twinges would
remain, and that he would dose Mad-
am Tuffman with the most shame-
less simples whenever she wanted him
to come.

She said after this arrangement was
so psychically settled upon: “You
will think me a doting parent, Doctor.
Unfortunately, I am. A man once
read the bumps on Emnest’s head
when he was a child, and said that
there was nothing that Ernest couldin’t
de. Sort of a Catlyllean possession of a
fixed eapaeity whieh eeuld be turned
with egual sueeess inte any ehannel
Erest might eheese. The latest preef
seems 6 be gelf. Exnest never played
Befere, but he has praetieally lived en
the links during the past menth = he
and Befrtha”

“Amd photography? The studio in
towin?”

“Oh, that! At least we can store
winter apples and potatoes in the
cellar again. It seems that Efmest is
already mueh better at the game than
Bertha, whe has gelfed for years in
Honoluhu.”

“Enidiently a natural talent. I wish
I possessed it

“In fact, Emnest is almost as good
as that Mabel Hoplin divorcee; and
she, I understand, approaches being
professional. 1 continue to refer to
golf.”

“They play togedie??

Madam Tuffman looked vague.

“Banttha tells me so.” Her eyes were
once more penetratingly lively. “Ber-
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tha wanted him to. It seems that the
change in climate has made her tire
eaﬂ'ily,,”

“Tthat’s a comforting thing about
climates. You can attribute any ail-
ment whatever to them™

“So 1 have found.” Madam Tuff-
man fingered an inconsequential hand-
kerchief deeply bordered with Brus-
sels lace. “Are you by any chance
golfing at the club this afternoon,
Doctor?”

He said, after a moment: “Yes,
Mus. Tuffman. 1 aum.”

Starr did some telephoning after he
left, and managed to arrange a four-
some for five o'clock. He reached the
clubhouse shortly before four. He
found Bertha Tuffman seated on its
glass-enclosed southern veranda read-
ing a beok for whieh she had made a
plain paper dust-cever. He suggested
esektails of tea.

“T&a, if you don't mind, Doctor.”
Starr gave the order to a waiter, and
Bertha said: “[ simply don’t drink.
It’s a habit that's missing in me con-
stitutionally. . ... I do like yeur
course here.”

“Have you finished for the day”"

“I found nine holes enough.” Her
voice stayed charmingly bright. “I'm
continually expecting Ermest to di-
vorce me for a dyname. He’s inde-
fatigable.”

Starr equably shook out the clima-
tic change between Honolulu and
Ohio, and Bertha gratefully agreed
that her lessening sprymess was, of
course, due to that. Shortly, on almost

any tomorrow, she would be feeling
herself again. Not that she was ill.
Her laughter at this absurdity was
gay and clear. She would concede
brief moments of nostalgia, moments
when she would lie on the rattan
chaise longue of their bedroom and
fancy, while her eyes played ameng
the wallpaper’s tropical pattern of
strong green leaves, that she was baek
in her childheod of Hawaii. But sueh
moments swiftly passed. Ne, it wasi't
any illness, it was simply that she
wanted to live as fully as Ernest did,
te be net enly a helpmeet but a team-
mate as well, while Exnest sprinted
with his beundless Bravura QIQHE his
kaleidescopie suecession of iraeks:

Bertha said, again, that she wanted
to live. Leaving the statement, this
time, quite flat. Thena she stood up
abruptly and said, while her smile
grew set and strained, that she would
be right baek.

Starr sat and observed through
glass panes the eighteenth hole,
toward which Emnest Tuffman and
Mabel Hoplin (the amatewr in divor-
ces) were so springily walking, trailed
by their flushed and sweated caddies.
Then the elub’s perennial debutante

aused at his table — an Ethel Sweet-
gss, starved dewn inte the Misses
and eye-shadewed inte a mauve ver-
sien ef Mimi’s penultimate gasp in
£ Boheme:

Miss Sweetloss said, huskily: “Why
the dust-cover, Doctor? Brushing up
on some extracurricular techniques
with the knife?”

Starr broke loose from his abstrac-
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tion and stood up. He saw that Miss
Sweetlloss had opened the book which
Bertha had been reading. He recog-
nized the work as one of the better
anthologies on famous real-life mur-
ders. He managed to smile back at
Miss Sweetlloss as he took the book
from her hand.

“Just a busman's holiday, Miss
Sweetloss — among the cyanides and
the more scarlet fields of human be-
havior.”

you

The successive visits did not, at the
time, seem significant. Starr missed
meeting Bertha or Ernest during all
of them, as both were involved in a
full swing of social activities. Over
and above their fictional base of
twinges, a preeis of the visits simply
bulked largely with Madam Tuff-
man's opinion that Bertha was very
deeply in leve with Eqest.

Madam Tuffman pointedly made
something special of the fact, as if she
wanted Starr to realize that it was not
an ordinary love in just an affection-
ate or a biological sense, but that it
had a devetional flavor, like a half-
portion of the more notable examples
sueh as Remeo and Juligk: a half-por-
tlen in that Madam Tuffman didn't
seem 50 sure abeut Ewpest as a pre-
totype for the party of the first part.
And neither, she had sensed, did
Bertha.

But then, you never could tell
about Emnest. Madam Tuffman had
never been able to and she doubted
whether anyone else ever could, even
a wife. He lowered so, like thunder,
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and then could be gentle as a zephyr-
ean coo from a dove. She supposed
it was the trouble with having loose
dynamite in his veins instead of blood.
The lamb!

Golf, of course, had long been dis-
carded as an accomplished fact, and
Mabel Hoplin had as cavalierly been
discarded with it. The latest flame on
the horizon was a sloop. Something
in the nature of Jack Londen’s Sea
MWelf, in whieh Ernest would install
Bertha and (if Madam Tuwifman
wished — but she didn’t) his mether,
and away with it all te seme black-
flled trepleal Rell In the Seuth At-
lantie.

It was a midsummer visit which
definitely served as an overture to
the affair's desperate end.

Madam Tuffman believed that Ber-
tha was going to have a child. She
intended to bring Bertha to Starr's
office on the following day, for his
opinion. From her own exhaustive
fund of personal experience Madam
Tuffman was satisfied with the symp-
toms, whieh ineluded, ameng other
trlvia, meedy fits of a temperamental
melaneholy. Bertha had increasingly
kept &8 her Foom, the complimentary
papering of whieh Madam Twiman
Rew eensidered & mistake, for it
seered {0 be Qgénmg 8n Bertha's
nerves. She had everheard Bertha
Muttering fercely 8 herself: “The
leaves = the huining legyes”

Oddest, she thought, was Bertha's
fixity of diet (again the temperamen-
tal quirk) which leaned almost exclu-
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sively toward eggs, boiled, and served
at the table in their shells. These Ber-
tha ate with bread; and as for liquids,
the girl drank nothing at all during
meals, but would refresh herself after-
ward (Madam Tuwffman had deter-
mined this from observation) with
plain water from a tap.

Finally, when not involved with
one of her fits of melancholia, Bertha
would swing to an extreme of hectic
gayety, or would disclose her devo-
tion for Exmest with depths that were
embarrassingly uncomfortable both
for Emnest and for Madam Tuifffean.
As for what a baby would do — well,
what would it de? Would it bind Er-
nest to hiswife, to his home? To any
sort of nermal regularity? OF weuld
It gall a5 a second €hain?

Starr did, on this occasion, meet
Bertha. She was standing on the porch
as he left the house, with her attrac-
tive small face very clear in the light
of a declining sun. He was shocked at
her appearance. It had a subtly un-
healthy loeok which was significant to
his practiced eye. Bertha brightened
as she saw him.

“It’s good to see you again, Doc-
tor.”

“Tthank you. I've missed you, ton.”

“We've been involved. In full
swing. I know now what the tail of a
comet must feel lilke.”

“I'm told that a sloop is the very
latest.”

“It was — but always, Doctor,
something new; now it is dancing.
Emnest never danced in Honolulwu”

“What changed his mimdi”*

“Tihe ties of his youth changed it
for him, I suspect. All blomdkes’

“MV/ blondies”"

Bertha brightly ran through a brief
roster, all of whom Starr knew, and
all of whom were definitely blondes.
She shook her russet hair and said:
“It has made me thoughtful on the
subject of peroxiidie”

“Too permanent, I'd say. I'd favor
a wig. Remember that you're dealing
with a highly changeable substance”

“Wes, I do remember, Doctor.”

“Yow're coming to my office to-
morrow?"

He had rarely, he reflected, seen
such a swift, such an evanescent flash
of fear.

“Emest’s mother knows about the
baby, Doctor?””

“She suspects. Does Ernest”*

“No. And please — I shall ask his
mother to say nothing, and let me
ask it of you, Dector — to say noth-
ing to him.”

“Of course”

“Theank you, Doctor.”

Starr assured Bertha gravely as to
the baby, while he thought: “There
is a horror in this that strikes more
deeply than I ean see. I think she
knews. That is the truly damnable
part abeut it — I think she knows”
He felt Madam Tuffman’s lively old
eyes turned en him watehfully frem
her armehalr beside a window in the
office. They were as dellberate in theif
fixity as Bertha's eyes were evasive

He said to Bertha: “Comcerning
your diet —"
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“Yes, Doctor?*

“I understand you lean somewhat
exclusively toward eggs?"

“Yes, Doctor.™

He studied her averted face for a
while.

“Served, I believe, in their shell?"

“A habit of childhood, Doctaor.”

“You eat just eggs”"

“Nlo — plain bread — no butter,
Doctor.”

Starr smiled at Madam Tuuffiman
and said: “Yeouw have kept your house
so much in period that I suppose even
the butter is still molded with wooden
presses into individual pats?”

Madam Tuffman's eyes grew im-
personal.

“Raseties, a clover, and one rather
rare one, Doctor, of a little cow.”

Starr turned again to Bertha.

“Hiow long have you been restrict-
ing yousself to this died?”

“I think since I've known about
the Hueliny.™

Madam Tuffman said sharply: “No,
longer — much lomger.”

“Penthaps. Yes, Doctor, for a while
longer.”

“iHiasn’t the monotony of it affected
your appetie?”

“I'm never really humgny.”

(Faint fever, lassitude, small appe-
tite, a failure of the general health, a
slight wasting of the body — it could
be any one of a number of known dis-
eases, any of the impressionable ec-
eentricities precedent en haviag a
ehild. And stlll he knew, and she
knew — Starr felt it Imperative te
talk with her alene. It was well within

the bounds of reason that his intui-
tion should be entirely wrong, al-
though he did not believe so for a
minute. There had been Emnest’s in-
terest in photography — the inclu-
sion of chemistry among his earlier
hobbies.)

“I’'m going to suggest that you go
to the hospital for observation, Mrs.
Tuffman.™

“But Doctor — [ mean, surely it
won't be for many momdins?"

“Nio, but I am dissatisfied with your
general comdiidiomn™

Bertha looked at Starr suddenly
with a strange hostilkity.

“[ think that I prefer not to. You
mustn't think me rude. I think I
would prefer to stay at home, Doc-
tor.”

He observed her thoughtfully for
quite a while.

“Naturally, the decision rests with

ou.”
¢ Her hostility faded slowly. Relief
took its place. Then fright . . .

Starr’s chance came later in the
afternoon of the same day. The Buck-
lands were giving a garden party for
their dahlias, or rather Nina Buck-
land was (Jock thought them an over-
blown bore), and the occasion was
one of the town's inescapable yearly
events.

The garden was charming and filled
with dahlias and people. Starr found
Bertha in a distant corner, sitting
alone in a yew niche on a marble
bench beneath the perpetual smirk
of a cast bronze faun.
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He said: “I’'m glad I found youw.”

For an instant he thought that she
was going to leave him; but her smile
came shortly, more artificial than he
had ever noticed it to be, and she
said: “Sit down, Doctor.”

“Thank you. I've just left Ernest
looking speculatively at the dahlias.
Do you suppose they'll supplant the
dancing as his newest life’s wonlk?"

“Ressibly. Although I'm afraid
they're not instantaneous enougfn ™

» “Results must spring full-sllomm?"

“Yes, Doctor.”

“Yow're twenty years old, Mrs.
Tuffman. I'm forty-three. That gives
me the edge on you, not only as a
physician, for I can exert the pater-
nal touch. I do it rather welll.”

“I’'m sure you do.”

Starr could feel her hardening
against him swiftly, and hostility
again setting in beneath her pleasant
outer manner.

“Thete is this about life, Mrs. Tuff-
man: We so frequently defeat our own
ends by the very methods which we
use to attain them. You cannot be a
constant mirror, and remain yourself.
And men tire rapidly of their own re-
flections.”

“Hathoes at last become holllow?”

“Wees. We're putting it in fancy lan-
guage, but I know that you know
what I mean. I'd like to be frank. I
am your physician. I want to help
you-!'

Bertha’s voice grew older:

“It is true that I have tried to be
all things to Exmest, in the way that
he is all things to himself. Theee are

some things you cannot cage. Birds
and wild beasts, yes, if you wish. Bars
will hold them. But not Emest. He's
the wind. You must ride with the
wind, Doctor.” She reached her hand
out suddenly, and he was surprised at
its strength as she closed it over his.
“Ridde for as long as, and wherever,
it may blow. I've no longer any foot-
hold on the ground. From the mo-
ment when Elnest asked me to be
his wife, I've had none. I want nene,
Doctor. Believe that, please — I want
nene.”

Starr found himself up against as
complete a frustration here, as earlier
in his office. The ripe old wisdom of
Madam Tuffman recurred to him,
and he thought how clearly she had
cut to the matter’s root when she had
remarked that Bertha's love for EF-
nest had surpassed all affectionate or
mere blelegleal beunds, and that it
was swamped in devetional seas of the
mere netably elassieal sorts.

He could understand this very well,
under a fabled twist of a mouse being
courted and wedded by a handsome
lion: a state of affairs that was bound
to upset not only the mouse’s head
but her entire emotional fabric too.
She would try every song in her
meager repertery to make last, for a
little lenger, that strange inltial en-
ehantment, while liviag in the mest
desperate sert of fear that her mele-
dies weuld be reeognized In thelr rue
eategeries as rmeuselike squeaks.

He said absemtly: “It is not always
good to love so mucih”

“I don't care
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“I know you don't. You can't help
it.”

“I'll never try to hold hiimm.™*

“You have a good deal of wisdom,
Mrs. Tuffmam.™

“Amnd you have a lot of understand-
ing, Doctor. I couldn’t be more com-
monplace, for anyone like Ermest, and
still he chose me. He chose me liter-
ally, Doctor, from all the worldl”
She thought this over broodingly for
a moment, and then she said: “I sup-
pose the Islands heljpadl”

“Tthe general setting? Romance?
No, I think he must have known
plenty of that. I imagine he's pretty
well dulled to pale moons and the
scents of strange fftowats”

She said fiercely: “Sometiimes I lie
up there in that travesty and won-
der.”

“Thavesty?"

“Qur room. Its walls mock me.
Every vivid painted leaf on them
seems to cry out: ‘But for me, but
for me, you never would have got
him.' There are such things as obses-
sions, Docton??”

“Plenty of them. They're easily
got rid of.”

“l've torn at it. Torn at that wall-
paper with my fingernails — and then
found myselt doing it, and stopped
doing id!™

He said to her earnestly: “Will you
grant me permission to give you a
more complete examination than I
did today? I sha’n’t suggest hospitali-
zation again, believe me. Just in my
offiige. "

Bertha’s voice, after a frightened

second, was explosive in its sharpness:
(wo-l!

It was impossible to efface her from
his thoughts. Starr drove more slowdy,
then more slowly still. He felt com-
pelled to return to her and have it
out. To use force, if need be, if there
were no end in persuasion. He turned
the car back toward the Bucklands'.
He saw the roadster leaving their en-
trance gates as he neared them. He
recognized Bertha in the driving-seat,
alene.

She did not go in the direction of
the Tuffman estate, but headed north
along the highway with a speed which
Starr clocked at seventy. Seven miles
out of town, she forked toward the
right ento a eountry road whieh led
to the river. Starf deereased his dis-
tanee and forked tee. A half-flle 6f
abeminable ruts threugh a eepse of
white  eak epened suddenly en a
elearing, at the farther edge of whieh
a dilapidated inn sat R WeRry
Raunehes By the river-Bank. Bertha's
Feadster was parked near the deer:

Starr was dimly aware of having
heard of the place: a late-at-night
rendezvous of somewhat indifferent
character. He thought that someone
had ence told him that you could go
there and they didn't bether you,
abeut names, about who was with
you, abeut anything at all like that.
Alse (it was eoming back) a small

ublic dining-reem was rarely used.

ore IAtimate reems-for-twe were,
ameng ether things, a solaee for the
iRR's general inaccenibiltiy.
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It was intensely quiet; and cur-
tained windows stared across the clear-
ing at Starr blankly. The rendezvous
(if it were a rendezvous) was the last
thing in the world which he had ex-
pected. Still, there was no other car,
and Bertha had been alone. Mere
than anything else, this cireumstance
added a note to the case whieh ab-
sorbed him, and frightened him tee.
Fiom the speed with whieh Bertha
had driven here, Starr expected an-
other eaf mementarily, with that
ether member witheut whem e ren-
dezvous €an be eomplete.

Fifteen minutes passed, but no
other car came. The hush continued
with only the faint sound of the river
and the whispered stirring of restless
insects. Starr crossed the clearing on
foot and opened the inn's front door.
An empty foyer of the dreariest na-
ture faced him, with shut doors to
Hght and left, and a steep narrew
stalrway leading te the fleer abeve.
He epened deers, and feund an empiy
dining-reem, and a tapreem where a
meth-eaten deer's head abeve the bar
alene suggested life.

He went up the narrow stairs.
Doors lined either side of a hall, all
closed but the farthest on the left,
which stood ajar. He walked to it
quietly and looked in.

Bertha, seated at a table, was eating
steak. Almost with the ferocity of a
starving animal, she was lifting it
from the plate to her mouth: large
pieces of the red meat. No bread, no
vegetables, nothing else at all on the
table, except a piteher of rich milk.

Starr’s throat constricted harshly
as he watched her, and as he thought:
“She’s stuffing herself, alone in this
dismal place, believing herself love-
less, loving so much, in the face of a
death at the hands of the one whom
she loves, or of his mother — far from
home, savoring nothing, just filling
her stomach up in order to be with
him for a little longer.”

Starr stood it for a moment, that
wolf-like, desperately urgent quality
in the way she ate, then he entered
the room.

“All this is ended, Mrs. Tuffman.”

Her reaction was imstimctive,
clouded by the depths into which she
had fallen.

“I must get back before he misses
me.”

“Mfrs. Tuffman! We are going back
together. Ermest will come with us™

Bertha saw him now, and said
fiercely:: “Why do you persecute me?
Why won't you leave me alome?"

“Come with me, please”

Bertha stood up, and her frailness
seemed to stiffen into steel, strength-
ening her into a replica in miniature
of the magnificent animal who had
married her.

“Dactor Starr, if you say anything
about having found me here, I shall
call you a liar."

“You are making this very diffi-
cult.”

“You know the character of this
place, Doctor. If you voice your con-
clusions to anyone — anyone — I shall
say I have never been here.”

Starr went to her and placed his
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hands upon her shoulders, feeling
their stiffness, the faint shivering
trembles that ran through them.

“You have fought enough. Your
rendezvous here was with food. Steak
is no antidote for poisan™

The word was out. Stark between
them. Stripped of further conjecture
or evasions. Bertha’s strength had a
bubble quality about its swift collapse,
and she was limp. Starr could scarcely
hear her as she said: “Dector — what
shall I de —"

He still held her, warming her cold-
ness, her sudden utter indifference to
anything left in living. A cough was
coughed discreetly behind them in
the doorway; and a voice, surprisingly
soft when you realised the hulk that
it came from, said: “Exsause me, lady.
Just eensider 'at I di’'n't eome.” The
walter, like a gentle gorilla, closed the
deer:

Starr smiled down at her and saiid:
“I can promise you again, Mrs. Tuff-
man, that all this is ended. We must
retuen at once to the house. There is
a certain thing which I must know”

Bertha refused to smile back.

“No matter which one it is, no
matter if #’s Emnest’s mother, Doc-
tor, I don't want to live.”

*“Iat decision is no longer in your
hands.”

He refused to let Bertha drive
alone; he left his car parked at the
inn and got into her roadster, taking
the wheel. He wanted to say to Ber-
tha definitely, to say it now: “Here
is what I think. Hete is this damnable

thought that has always been in the
back of my mind, and which has just
crystallized into a possible fact. Let
me tell you of a waiting murderer,
who slept, and who waited for your
coming to wake up.” But he dared
not — not until he was sure. For
always, in the back of his head, was
Madam Tuffman’s dictum: “You
never eould tell about Ernest.”

There remained, because of this
dictum, a grimness to Starr’s thoughts,
and he drove in silence to the Buck-
lands’, where Nina Buckland told
him that Ernest had left. With one
of the (dancing) blendes. Nina's
friendly eyes showed plainly that she
theught it a trifle gueer: Bertha's sol-
itary departure, Exnest’s net se seli-
tary departute, theR Bertha's returf
with Statr. But she smiled soeially,
and swam baek ameng her guests and
dahlias.

They found Emmest waiting with
Madam Tuffman in the full night-
mare of her parlor. Early dinner
guests were imminent, and Madam
Tuffman was in wine velvet, complete
with bosom and train, while a broad
diamond ehoker eoneealed the valleys
of her threat. She rose and held out a
hand.

“So good of you to bring her back,
Doctor.” Her lively dark eyes turned
upon Bertha. “We were worried,
dear.”

Emmest said heavily: “Bettrer dress,
Bertha. You knew we were dining
earlly‘ll
Bertha looked at Starr, and he saidi:
“Was, do. I have some things to dis-
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cuss with Emnest and his mother.” He
watched her leave the room; then he
said to Madam Tuffman: “May I use
the telephone, please”

“Qertainly, Doctor.”

He left them in their curious silence
and went into the hall. He called his
office. He said to his secretary, Miss
Wadsworth, that if she didn't mind,
he would like to return to the Middle
Ages, or at least to some points some-
what back. Would she gather some
hydeogen sulphide T.S., some litmus
— yes, litmus — and the small char-
coal grill that was used for steak?
Woeuld she embark at once with them
In a taxi and hurry te the Tuffmans'?
He wanted to make an immediate if
prlmeval test, witheut the use ef
tubes and reterts. For what? Fer a
mixture of arsenite and acetate of
€6pper. . . . Yes:

He rejoined Madam Tuffman and
her son in the parlor, and they sat on
satin and gilt beneath the unshaded
bulbs of a vast ormulu chandelier. He
said without preamble: “Mir. Tuwff-
man, your wife is suffering from
chronic poisoning. I believe its nature
to be arsenite and acetate of copper.
Her condition is serious, but not nec-
essarily fatal. We are In time.”

For a moment Emmest looked
stunned, and then he said savagelly:
“Are you suggesting an attempt at
murder, Doctor? The murder of my
wife?”

“Yes, Mr. Tuffman. That"s riglt.”

Madam Tuffman broke sudidienlly:
“I have known it all along! It has

been my horror — all these months.
But I would not believe it. Even
against my common sense, I kept tell-
ing myself it could not be true. There
are but the three of us— my son,
and Bertha, and me. I would
again and again that Bertha would
not take her own life, because by
doing so she would also be taking the
life of her child. I knew it was ne
doing of mine. I would net, I de net,
believe that it is Exnest. Doetot, the
murderer eannos be here!”

“Tthe murderer is here, Mrs. Tuff-
man-”
i‘mmr _’ﬂ

“No, Emnest, you must let me
finish. For the past year this has been
on my heart like a stone. I love you,
but I do not know you. Bertha loves
you, but she does not know yeu.
Whatever 1 have gone through, she
has gone through more. She is young.
I am too old to knew about her sort
of love any lenger — the infinite va-
ety of Its sacrifices. 1 understane
nene other than my feellng for you.”

“Mitﬂner _’ﬂ

‘“Wait, Emmest. Bertha has kept
silent. She has suffered this poison to
bring her slowly closer to death with
every day. She has refused to be ex-
amined by Doctor Starr, in dread
that the finger would be pointed to
you, whom she loves; or to me, whem
you love. She has been prepared to
face death all these terrible menths,
Eimest, If you wanted It that way.”

“That’s a lie" Emnest blazed with
rage. “I love her. ] love her more

than anything”
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Starr said quietly: “I must ask your
patience until Miss Wadsworth gets
here. She is bringing certain thimgs’

Minutes passed, while Starr, with
oblique pointers, prepared Madam
Tuffman and her son with docu-
mented precedents for his belief. Bet-
tha's case, he said, was not unique,
although today it was so rare as to
offer no other existent probable pat-
allel. He touched first upon the idio-
syncrasy of certain people to certain
poisons, their allergy to them: many
men eould stand a medieinal dose of
a given peisen whieh weuld prove
dangerous, if not fatal, te anyene whe
was allergle to it.

In Bertha’s case, Starr believed the
idiosyncrasy to be strong. The mix-
ture of arsenite and acetate of copper
had, if his thoughts were ecorrect,
been administered to her in the form
of dust, and also as an arsenijureted hy-
drogen gas which had been emitted
inte the air. He spoke of a D, G.
Kiihgasser, of Coblenz, whe had
eollected twenty-one cases of sueh
?eisaniﬂg, sorme of whieh had preven
atal. D¥. Kiiiehgasser's paper en the
subject was stlll en reeerd. Dr. Kifeh-
gasser had stressed the faet that his
eases were all ef pesple whe were
allﬁf%!'é te the peisen. Many ethers
had lived ane eeme under its iAflu-
enee iR sifmilar eonditiens, and had
net Been affected at il

Miss Wadsworth arrived, laden,
and Starr suggested that they all go
upstairs. He rapped on the door of
Bertha’s and Ernest’s room, and
asked whether they might come in.
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The colors of the room struck him
like a blow. They alone seemed to
make any sound in the deathlike still-
ness. With a penknife he scraped a
strip of vivid green from a hand-
blocked leaf of the lurid wallpaper.
He immersed a piece in a glass of
water. He lit charcoal. He touched
litmus into the glass and considered
the reaction faintly acid. Seme drops
of hydrogen sulphide T.S. turned the
solution a pale yellow. The vaper
from a piece of the paper thrown en
the burning ehareeal suggested an
oder of garlie.

He said to Madam Tuffman: “Your
artist in London’s Soho had the mis-
fortune, or ignorance, to select one
of the most poisonous pigments of his
day. The commercial variety of this
particular pigment was known to
have eontained fifty-nine per cent of
arsenie, and 1 believe that in his own
mixing the artist must have used even
a mere lavish hand. As I have said,
the knewn eases of ehronie pelsoning
at that peried frem wallpaper of this
tyFe were neted. These partieular
rells were kept threugh the yeats in
your attie, eased, so its lethal prepet-
ties remalned intaet until the fells
were gpened, put up, and its peisen
disseminated iR the ferm ef a fine
dust and & gas™

Bertha was suddenly radiant, with
a whole world that was hers again.

“Then the murderer, Doctor —"

“Exactly. From now on, you have
nothing to fear, because the source
has been traced: The murderer is —
this ramel™



DISSBRFF D ISISERANION

This time suppose we let the womenfighit it out . . .

On the one hand we have Katharine Falkrton Gervould, American
novelist, essayist, and, short-stapyantiter IintheelimtvddatioertoTeE BESTT
SHORT STORIES OF 1§15, the veryifia volume in a now-legendary soviss,
Eduand] J. O'Bhikm wrote: “ The two esteblished writers whose sustamell
excellence this year is most impressive are Katthavine Fallirvon Gerould
and Wilbur Damikd Steele.” Two years later, in the Introduciion 1o What
yearss eollection, Mir. O'Brifsn again sigdedl that “\Wiltbur Damiel Seele
and Kaithavine Fallfrvon Gerould are still at the head of their srgfi.”

On the other hand we have Evefyn Scott, American novelist and poet,
whose best-kwmom work is undoubtedly THe wave, and who has lived
abroad a large part of her life, “wevy often in the Englich country.”

Now it seemsttating a2« Ms. (aevoulilarateanariilieciidd Miudeer
ffor Pastime,” which appeared in “ The Saturday Review of Literasure”
Evelyn Seott, writing as an expatriateffiom *“Jowe Cottage” NWiakhewswih,
Suffolk, England, disagreed with Mys. Gerouldls ‘resumptions as to
what consivirtsshacfasomaton ofrabeldmtasiv e ower. MrsGeryalddhhbd
insistefl et Aheinreesstiraderinisiveskpuy pamelplmaritetiensiial Evelplyn
Seots replied. thai sueh an alilfude "ignnes thelfal that all desestieelyaiiss
have erime, and nearly all murder, Under eonsideralion . ... | suggest
that the demand of the deleskbewtoyy reader 10 be absolved ffrim: the
sense of manss Alee as bragie I3, sk, a bighly sighificant emetional ve-
guivement; and ihal the satisfackion of this requivement religyes man's
oSt deep-seatasl . 1R hie JEARSINE SRy SR8 ROWRErE EIse is mirdeF
I be Iaken lightly . . . BRE mere IMporanL death mself . . . 1Bses
7S BYESOINE ENBFAFET ARV ARBY BESHIE BE BRPYSpYiaie SSEEfOF Hacnpgpt
TRvsiasies Grawing FOSM EORYEFSLOR”

Evelyn Scoit's rebuttel conteined much more, including commments
on R. Mastin Freernan and Dashiell Hamonett, and a comparative rating

(in 1935, remember) benhween English and Amevican delecive ficiom—
but more of those meaty Matiens i lekor dssuss. Right maw, with v dis-
Fespeat /intnalda ae diieqarecantin luamhlladiiss. Wéecepraoyydio ivotageee
with Evelyn Scolt that murder is 1o be taken lightly in the delegive sy,
angd newhere else, exceps perhaps By a tiny minerity wiho have a spesial
genius iy mixing homieide and humor; and astsr Mrs. Gersuld's conten-
5ioR 1hat 1he Inkerastiin diRbesiy esrHReiesss i)Y inndrbesiaiRl)” Wi ADIRK
she completaly Aissved har sym HRasy i ok aF Rer swm Fhnrtsesaeies——
WhIER We Row 6ffeF In eyitRRee:
560



THE WINE OF VIOLENCE
by KMTFHRIRINE FUILERROWN GBRGIILD

AM an old man now, and, like

many other old men, I feel like
making confession. Not of my own
sins. I have always been called, I am
well aware, a dilettante, and 1 could
hardly have sinned in the ways of
the particular sinners of whom I am
about to speak. But I have  the
dilettante’s liking for all reallties that
do net brush him too elose. Through-
eut the ease of Filippo and Raehel
Upeher, I was always en the safe side
of the festlights. I have ne exeuse for
Ret being henest, and 1 have at last
an exeuse fof speaking. 1t is wenderful
hew the death ef aequaintances frees
8ne; and f am diseovering, at the end
of life, the strange, 1snely Iuxury 6f
BEIH% able fo tell the truth 2Beut
Rearly everyone I tsed 8 kngw. All
the prolonged esnventional disloyal:
ties are passed away. It is extragrdi-
HEF?/, Rew often 8Re s prevented fram
fell q% the Blessed frHER 2BoHE the
fam1IaF dead Because 8f sOMmE {Frele-
vant SUVIVEE.

I do not know that there was
much to choose between Filippo and
Rachel Upcher — though the world
would not agree with me. Both of
them, in Selemon’s words, “drank
the wine of vielenee.” 1 never really
liked either of them, and I have never
been eaught by the sentimental

adage that to understand is to for-
give. If we are damned, it is God who
damns us, and no one ventutes to
accuse Him of misunderstanding.
It is a little late for a mere acquaint-
ance to hark back to the Upehers,
but by accident I, and I only, know
the main facts that the world has so
long been mistaken about. They were
a lurid pair; they were not ef my
clan. But I eannet resist the whelly
pious temptation to set my elan right
about them. 1 sheuld have dene it
leng age, IR years When it weuld have
made “seareheads” in the same papers
that of eld had had se many ‘seare-
heads” abeut the Upehers, but fer
my dear wife. She simply esuld net
have berne it: Te tell the story is
part of the melanehely freedsm her
death has bestewed 8R e

By the time you have read my
apology, you will have remembered,
probably with some disgust, the
Upcher “horror.” I am used to it, but
I can still wince at it. 1 have always
been pleased to recognize that life,
as my friends lived it, was not in the
least like the newspapers. Not to be
like the newspapers was as good a test
of easte as anether. Perhaps It Is well
for a man te realize, enee In his tifme,
that at all events the newspapets are
a gead deal like life. In any ease, when

Repniirtedlifrom “ Vain Oblatianzs,” by Katttanhine Fulérteon Genwsdd. Copynidinly, 19144, by Charkes Sswvibmer's
Sems and, 192, by Kaitlarivee Fallértorm Genaddd. Used by pevmissiorn of the grablishers
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you have known fairly well a man
sentenced and executed for murder,
you never feel again like saying that
“one doesn't know™ people who sue
for breach of promise. After all, every
one of us knows people who accept
alimony. But I've enough grudge
against our newspapers to be glad
that my true tale comes teo late for
even the Orb to get an “extra” eut of
it. The Orb made enough, In its
time, eut of the Upehets. On the day
when the eharwerah gave her evl-
denee agalnst Filippe Upeher, the
last eeples of the evening editien seld
in the New Yerk streets for five del-
lars eaeh: 1 have said eneugh te reeall
the ease t8 ﬁeu; and eneugh, 1 hepe,
te explain that jt's the ma 8f thing
1 ém vefy little used to dealing with.

“Oiige Me by referring 18 the dllss”

8 Want the charweman's evi-

ES NBWIFH a5 well EE&BH)
EIBFg WQHI , TraRKl

I knew Filippo Upcher years ago;
knew him rather well in a world
where the word “feiend™ is seldom
correctly used. We were “pals”
rather, I should think: ate and drank
together at Upecher's extraordinary
heurs, and didn't eften see each
other's wives, It was Upehet's big
peried. Londen and New Yotk went,
deeile ensiigh, t6 see him ast Othells.
He used &8 malse 8Very 6ne weep over
Desdemena; | knew, and that is
fmere than §B§K%§P%§E% Hpassisted
has always managed. Perhaps if he
hadr't dene Othells s8 well, with
steh & shew ef Barbaric passin — it

was my “little” period, if I may say
it; when I was having the inevitable
try at writing plays. I soon found
that I could not write them, but
meanwhile I lived for a little in the
odd flare of the theatrie world.
Filippo Upcher — he always stuek,
even in playbills, you remember, to
the absurd name — I had met In my
Harvaid days, and 1 foeund him agala
at the very heart of that flare. The
faet that his mether was an Itallan
whese maiden Aame had been brushed
aeress with a title get him inte eertain
drawing-roems that his walsteeats
weuld have kept him eut ef She
helped him eut, fof example, in
Besten —WH@E@ “baten siRister” 1§
esnsidered, t feel sure, merely

anelent hefaldie term. Rachel U HEF
Ris wife, 1 used 8 see oeeas

She had feff the stage Before § ¢
married Upeher, aRd I fapcy Rer
8H§8 fend 8H§ o 1B§%H Were the
a§E ng E EVEr attacied him.

Esss se \on 8F Rer I IA &
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the question that Mrs. Upcher seemed
to be always wanting to refuse to
answer. The fact is that the only time
I ever took poor Evie there, Filippo
and his wife quarreled so vulgarly and
violently that we came away im-
mediately after dinner. It would
have been indecent to stay. You were
sure that he would beat her as soon
as you left, but also that before he
had hurt her mueh, she would have
eut his head open with a plate. Very
mueh, you see, in the style of the
newspapers. I saw Filippo at the club
we beth had the habie of, and, en his
mere peaceful days, liked him fairly
well. Whea his vielent bleed rese
beneath his elear skin, 1 weuld have
piled up any number ef fictitious
engagements te aveid him. He was
unspeakable then: unappeasable, vit-
Fielle, searee human. You felt, en sueh
days;, that he wanted his enbree
§IH6§F%€ with blesd, and yeu lunehed
gt anether table so that at least the
Bleed shouldn't Be yeurs. I used t8
faney whimsically ‘that seme &n-
gestress of his had Been & Reusemaid
{8 the Bergias, and had %BE ints
rather distinguished “traubfe”

I found, as 1 say, that I could not
write plays. My wife and I went
abroad for some years. We saw Upcher
act once in London, but I didn’t even
look him up. That gives you the
measure of our detachment. I had
quite forgotten him in the succeeding
yeats of desultory, delightful reaming
over southern Europe. There are
allke so mueh to remember and s
mueh to forget, between Pitene and
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Lourdes! But the first headlines of
the first newspaper that I bought on
the dock, when we disembarked re-
luctantly in New York, presented
him to me again. It was all there: the
“horror,” the ‘“case,” the wulgar,
garish tragedy. We had landed in the
thick of it. It took me some time to
grasp the fact that a man whom I had
called by his first name was being
accused of that kind of thing, I
don’t need to dot my i's. You had all
seen Filippo Upeher act, and you all,
during his trlal, beught the Orb. 1
read It mysdff—every sickening
eslumn that had been, with laberieus

speed, jotted dewn IR the esurtresm.

e evidence made ene feel that, if
this was murder, 8 man whe merely
sheets his wife threugh the heart need
Ret Be eensidered a eriminal at all. 1t
was the very seum of erime: Raehel
Upcher had disappeated after 2
vielent quarrel with her Ruskand,
IR WhIER EhFeais — everReard — had
been freely uttered. He eguld give
Re plausible aceaunt of her. Then the
whole fotten mass of evidence = fit
8hly forf 2 FE%BIEEEF {8 handle = Be-

Ean I8 come 1h: The mukiated Bod
1§mzsrrsa the fra msm of marke
818% m% HRY 9@1 ti¢ sz

Wi smg{ 81E
A RSt 3R lg FepSFEeF. %§¥188H88
wag g s'fsam ES‘HH% oE 1 was,
43 §E 1@ £han iiss%
tesHmony: Esrf SElfy I
cohere Iﬁm Hu o{-
tauree” plea ”"Sﬁ& it

The country re-echoed the sen-
tence, as it had re-echoed every
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shriek of the evidence, from Atlantic
to Pacific. The jury was out five
hours — would have been out only
as many minutes if it had not been
for one Campbell, an undertaker,
who had some doubts as to the suffi-
ciency of the “remains” disinteered to
make evidence. But the marked
underclothing alone made their
fragmentariness negligible. Campbell
was seon convinced of that. It was
eonfused eneugh, in all eenseience —
he told Upeher’s and my friend, Ted
Slean, later — but he guessed the
things the enarweman everheard were
ensugh e esnviet any man; he'd stk
te that. Of esurse, the pf@%@uﬂﬂg
gttornev hadn't rested his ease eh
the imperfect state of the BS&%
ghyhew = had just Breught it IR

Shw hew nasty iE had BEEH 3l FeuRd.
it didn’t even lagk very well for Rim
{8 challen }%@ medical experts, thexgh

Bogy d BeeR bured was a
?Hl@ 5?81% A §1§ [Ine than [t was in
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He didn't appeal — wouldn't, in spite
of his counsel, and Sloan's impassioned
advice: “Giiwe 'em a run for their
money, Filippo. Be a sport, auyhow!™

“lLord, man, all juries are alilke™
was the response. “They‘ve no brains.
I wouldn't have the ghost of a show,
and I'm not going through that racket
again, and make a worse fool of myself
on the stand another time.”

The only appeal he did make was
not such as to give Mr. Campbell any
retrospective qualms of conscience.
The request was never meant to get
out, but, like so many other things
marked “private,” it did. His petition
was for being allowed to aet a certaln
number of nights before his execution.
He ewed frightful sums, but, as he
sald, ne sums, hewever frightful,
esuld fail te be raised By sueh a deviee.

“It would kill your chances of a
reprieve, Filippo,” Sloan had told him.

“Regprieve?” Filippo had laughed.
“Why, it would prove me guilty. It
would turn all the evidence pale.
But think of the box-office reasiptd!”

Sloan came away a little firmer for
circumstantial evidence than he had
been before. He wouldn't see Filippo
again; wouldn't admit that it was a
good epigram; wouldn’t even admit
that it was rather fine of Filippo to be
making epigrams at all. Most people
agreed with him: theught Upeher
shoekingly eynieal. But, of ecourse,
peeple never take Inte aeeeunt the
difference there is between being
eenvieted and pleading guilty. 1s it
Ret g8 righenr that, iR these eireum:-
stanees, 3 Man's manner sheuld be that
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of innocence? Filippo’s flight has
always seemed to me a really fine one.

We had gone straight to my wife's
family in New England, on arriving.
Until I saw Sloan, 1 had got my sole
information about Upcher from the
newspapers. Sloan’s account of Filip-
po’s way of taking it roused my con-
science. If a man, after all that, could
shew any deeency, one owed him
something. I decided, without con-
sulting my wife about it, to go over to
New York and see Filippo myself,
F.vle was so dene up by the theught
of having enee dined with the Up-
ehets that I esuld hardly have broken
my Intentien te her. 1 teld her, of
eeurse, after I returned, but 6 knew
BefereRand might have meant a real
illness for her. | sheuld have spared
Rer 8l of it, had it not seemed {6 me,
gt the mement, my duty te ge. The
iREFViRW Was Ret €asy 16 Manage, but
1 tsed Evie's connectisns shamalesay,
and iR the end the arrangement was
fade: 1 have always been glad that 1
WERL, But 1 d8R't KRew &R }ng
Mere Rerve-racking fhan 8 Vislk
eondemped enming) whese suilt yau
£30R8E Manage {8 48u4RE

Upcher was not particularly glad
to see me, but he made the situation
as little strained as possible. He did
no violent protesting, no arraigning of
law and justice. If he had, perhaps,
acted according to the dictates of his
hypothetical aneestress, he at least
speke calmly eneugh. He seemed to
regard himself less as unjustly aceused
than as unjustly exeeuted, if I may
say §6: he lesked en himself as a dead

man; his calamity was irretrievable.
The dead may judge, but I fancy
they don't shriek. At all events,
Upcher didn't. A proof of his having
cast hope carelessly over his shoulder
was his way of speaking of his wife.
He didn’t even take the trouble to
use the present tense; to stress, as it
were, her flesh-and-blood reality. It
was “Rachel was” never “Rachel
is” — as we sometimes use the past
tense to indicate that people have
gone eut of eur lives by thelr ewn
fault. The way In whieh he speke of
her was net taetful. A franker nete of
Ratred I've never — exeept perhaps
enee — heard struek:

“She was a devil, and only a devil
could live with her.”

“I think I'll tell you, Upcher, that
I never liked Iner.”

He nodded. “She was poison; and
I am poi »

I was silent for 2 moment.

“You read the evidence?" he broke
out. “Well, it was bad — damned bad
and dirty. I'd rather be hanged
straight than hear it all again. But it's
the kind of thing you get dragged into
sooner or later if you link yourself to
a creature like that. I suppose I'm
essentially vulgar, but I'm a better
let than she was — for all her losks”

It had been, all of it, about as much
as I could stand, and I prepared to go.
My time, in any case, was about up.
I found it shockingly hard to say
goodbye to Upcher.

There was nothing to do but grip
his hand. “Godbye, Filippa.™

“Guodbye, old man. I’ll see you —"
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The familiar phrase was extinguished
on his lips. We stared at each other
helplessly for an instant. Then the
warder led me out.

The Upcher trial — since Filippo
refused to appeal — had blown over
a bit by the time 1 went West.
My widowed sister was ill, and I left
Evie and everyone, to take her to
southera California. We followed the
conventional route of flight from
tubereulosis, and lingered a little in
Arizona, looking dewn into the depths
of the Giand Canon. 1 rather hoped
Letitia weuld stay there, for 1've
Rever seen anything else so geed; but
the depths speke te her werds ef
terrer. She wanted seuthern Cali-
fornia: reses, and palms, and mere
pesple. It was befere the Santa Fe
Fan its line up t8 Bright Angel, and
of eurse El Tevar wasn' built
S8 We weRt on {6 Santa Barbara:

There we took a house with a gar-
den, rode daily down to the Pacific,
and watched the great blue horizon
waves roll ever westward to the im-
memorial East. “Clhina’s just across,
and that is why it leeks so different
frem the Atlantie,” 1 used to explain
te Letitia; but she was never disleyal
te the Nerth Shere of Massachusetts.
She liked the rese-pink meURtaIRS,
and even the remantie Missien of the
Searlet Woman; but she liked best
her whist with gentle, white-shawled
ladies, and the really inelleetual
esRversations she HQEI with certain
eallege prafessars from the East:

I grew rather bored, myself, by
Santa Barbara, before the winter was

out. Something more exotic, too,
would have been good for Letitia,
There was a little colony from my
sister's Holy Land, and in the eve-
nings you could fancy youeself on
Beattle Street. She had managed,
even there, to befog herself in a
New England atmosphere. 1 was sure
it was bad for her throat. I wen't
deny, either, that there was more
than anxiety at the heart of my im-
patlence. I eould not get Filippe
Upeher out of my head. After all, |
hae enee seen Mueh of him; and, even
fmere than that, | had seen i a6t a
hundred ¢imes: Anyene whe had seen
him ds Maebeth wauld knew that
ﬁli@q@@ Upeher esuld net esmmit a
MuFder witheut aftertheughts; hew-
gver little foretheught there might
have Been iR it. It Wwas all very well
IBF Van Vieek {8 speculate 8n Filip-
8% RHE§§EF¥ and sHggest that fhe
HRuFd ?{ WA 3 Pretry Ease of ﬂ&vlﬁm
— POIdIRg #he At HH 18 the fgg
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not have preferred a disgusted jury
to such a ghost before its ire was spent.
The thought haunted me; and there
was no one in Letitia’s so satisfactory
circle to whom I could speak. I began
to want the open; for the first time
in my life, to desire the sound of
unmodulated voices. Besides, Leti-
tia's regime was silly. I took drastic
Feasures.

It was before the blessed days of
limousines, and one had to arrange a
driving trip with care. Letitia be-
haved very well. She was really wor-
ried about her throat, and absurdly
grateful to me for giving up my winter
to it. 1 planned as eomfortably as 1
eould for her — even suggested that
we sheuld ask an aegualntanece of
twe te jein us. She preferred going
alene with me, hewever, and 1 was
glad. just befere we started, while 1
was still wrangling with weuld- Be

dides and drivers and sellers of
6r36s; the news of Upeher's exeeu:
tien eame: 1f I esuld have siippressed
that day's Rewspapers in Sahta Bar-
Bara; | sheuld have dene s8; foF, little
25 1 had |iked Eﬁlig&e I liked less
Rearing the eommeRis of Eetlha's
friends. They discussed the casg
enmmsl 1851% tRrBHgR an {Rterest:

%?"%Hl 5 % QUIFE sCenting apd
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The days that followed soothed
me: wild and golden and increasingly

an I'lm

lonely. We had a sort of cooking kit
with us, which freed us from too
detailed a schedule, and could have
camped, after a fashiom; but usually
by sundown we made some frough
tavern or other. Letitia looked a-
skance at these, and 1 did not bleme her.
As we struck deeper in toward the
meuntains, the taverns disappeared,
and we found in their stead lost
ranehes — self-suffiding, you weuld
say, untll, in the parehed faees of the
wemenfolk; all pretense of sufficieney
broke dewn. Letitia gpiekea up ges-
legieal speeimens and was iR every
way admirable, but I did net wish t@
FN@ her an everdese. After a litle
838 than a fortnight, I deeided 8 start
back to Santa Barbara. We were {8
veld traveling the same COuREY
twicg, and BuF Foute, mapped; would
eventually Be 2 kind of rsugh ellipse:
S Yt IO, . et o B
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having seen the outbuildings of a
ranch house. I need not dwell on
details. We made shift to get there
eventually, poor collapsed beast and
all. A ranchman of sorts met us and
conducted Letitia to the house. The
ranch belonged, he said, to a Mrs.
Wace, and to Mrs. Wace, presumslblly,
he gave her in charge. 1 did not, at the
moment, wish to leave our horse
until I saw into what hands I was
resigning him. The hands seemed com-
petent enough, and the men assured
me that the animal eould travel the
next day. When the yeung man re-
turned frem the raneh heuse, I was
guite ready te follow him baek, and
get news of Latitia. He left me inside
a big living-reem. A Chinese servant
appeared presently and esntrived 8
make me understand that Mrs. Waee
weuld esme dewn when she had
leaked after my sister. 1 was still
thinking abaut the herse when 1 heard
the rustle of skiFts. Our hestess
Rad evidently established Letitia:
I tHrRed; Wi 1 Know Rot what be:
ngHiH gf ageiegsn_e 8F_hHMBraus

xplandtion 8h my lips: T*ﬂgg Begl:
RIRG was {he end, for 1 stead fack 8
Iassg WIth Rachel Upeher:

I have never known just how the
next moments went. She recognized
me instantly, and evidently to her
dismay. I know that before I could
shape my lips te any words that should
be spoken, she had had time to sit
down and te suggest, by some me-
tlen of her hand, that 1 sheuld de the
same. 1 dld net sit; 1 stead before her.
It was enly when she began seme

phrase of conventional surprise at
seeing me in that place of all places
that I found speech. I made nothing
of it; I had no solution; yet my mes-
sage seemed too urgent for delay.
All that I had suffered in my so faint
connection with Filippo Upcher's
tragedy returned to me in one en-
venomed pang. [ fear that 1 wanted
most, at the moment, to pass that
pang on to the woman before me. My
old impatience of her type, her eheap
mysteriousness, her purposeless in-
scrutability, possessed me. 1 doe net
defend my meed; 1 enly give it te yeu
as It was. 1 have eften netleed that
eruelal merments are appallingly sim-
ple &8 live threugh. The braii een-
struets the labyrinth afterwards: All
gﬁel@_xm@% were merged fer me just
hen in that e desire — t8 speak;
te waund her.

“Mirs. Wace, is it possible — but 1
pray Heaven it is — that you domn’t
know?"'

“What?"

“Albout Filippa.”

"‘E_:Iiliippo?"

“Yes, Filippo! That he is deadl”

"Dead?”

“Wes — killed. Tried, semtenced,
executed.’™

Her left hand dropped limply from
the lace at her throat to a ruffle of Har
dress. “For whadt?”

“For murdering you.™

“Me?" She seemed umbelieving.

“You must have seen the papers’™

“[ have seen no papers. Does one
leave the world as utterly as I have
left it, to read newspapers? On a
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lonely ranch like this” — she broke
off. “I haven't so much as seen one
for five months. I — I —" Then she
pulled herself together. “Tedl me. This
is some horrid farce. What do you
mean? For God"s sake, tell me!l™

I cannot remember the words in
which I told her. I sketched the thing
for her — the original mystery, break-
ing out at last into open scandal when
the dismembered body was found;
the course of the ¢rial; Filippo's
weetched defense; the verdict; the
horrid, inevitable result.

It must have taken me, for my
broken, difficult account, half an
hour. Not once in that time was I
interrupted. She seemed hardly to
breathe. I told her the very date and
hour of his exeecution. I could give
her ne eemfort; only, at best, bald
facts, For what exhibition of self-
leathing er self-pity 1 had been pre-
pared 1 de net knew; but surely fer
some. 1 had been braelng myself
thf@ugh@ut for any kind ef scene. Ne
seene of any kind eeeurred. She was
hard 3Rd mute a5 stone.

At last I rose — hoping by the
sudden gesture to break her trance.
Her eyes followed me. “Tstilble —
terrible — beyond anything 1 ever
dreamed.” 1 caught the whispered
words. 1 took the chanee for pity;
found myself — theugh 1 detested
the weman as never before — want-
ing to eemiort her.

“He never appealed,” I reminded
her. “Penthaps he was glad to die

I stood before her, more perplexed
than at any other moment of my life.
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At last she opened her eyes and spoke.
“Leave me. And do not tell your
sister who 1 am. I shall pull myself
together by dinner-time. Go!™

I went out, and, stumbling across a
Chinese servant, got him to show me
my room.

Of what use would it be to recall,
after all the years, what I felt and
thought during the next hours? 1
did not try to send Letitia to Mres.
Upcher. Letitia would have been of
no use, even if she had consented to
go. It was sheerest wisdom to obey
Raehel Upeher, and net to tell, But 1
had a spasm of real terror when 1
theught ef her “pulling herself te-
ethelr" In her lenely ehamber. I
Istened for a seream, a pistol-shot:
It did net seem te me that 3 weman
esuld hear news like that whieh it
had been My tragie luek te give, with-
8ut sorme acesrding shew 8 emstion:
Yet g little later 1 asked myself iR
eed faith what shew esuld Bver fit

at situatien. What speeeh; what
g@§EHF€ 1A that HSHF weHld HQV‘E Been

de uat@'é THe ﬂﬂg‘é%&ﬁ days, in
st of fact, waHld graBaBl £Ome
E%EEF g Egagﬁg Mmgre 8F 5 IH8§8
Hsm g«% ,Fhszmﬁl %E’s swgsggs
gvs Es i Wg Hlt% 8”8& rg
L Ean e %m-r :
ea al evernEeen more accagle'n aﬁ
male R el o P AN eI e
S
(HRTOLIAPRR.S el BIUE theq) é!
%%C% %W&Bﬁ%‘eeuj“&%gc. e
was EOE ﬁl Hgn :wglc"l?a\yllr;ﬁ
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descended into it in those two hours,
I was glad enough to mount once
more into the free air,

Mrs. Upcher kept her promise.
She pulled herself together and came
to dinner, in a high black dress with-
out so much as a white ruche to relieve
it. The manager of the ranch, a young
Emnglishman named Floyd, dined with
us. He was handsome in a bloodshot
way, and a detrimental, if ever there
has been one. In love with Mrs.
Upcher he looked to be; that, too, in
the same bloedshot way. But she
elearly had him in perfeet order. The
mask, I suppese, had worked. Letltia
did her seelal best, but her inferming
talk falldd to produee any pleas-
ant effect. 1t was tee neat and flat.
Floyd watehed Mus. Upeher, and
she watehed the eppesite wall. 1
did my best t8 wateh ne ene. We
were Father like 2 fortuiteus greup &t
3 provineial Jasle dhoke: dissatisfied
with eenditions and determined not
{6 make acquaintance. We were all
thankful, t shedld think, when the
meal was gver. Mivs. Upehier made he
aUtempE {8 2Muse Hs OF Make us
ESmIrtable. The yguR IHQH 8F
eft f8f Hl§ BWH gHarters mmedt }g
after dinner, ?HQ E%E%]}% $60H Went

REF F8?H] gi 8{1{%@?@ héi%m&ﬂ@ggl
ant 18 3 esk 18 mS

S SHE
W%ﬁ%*
&ft Ret: ’

I did not go to bed at once. How
should I have done that? I was still
listening for that scream, that pistol-
shot. Nothing came. I remember that,
after an hour, I found it all receding
from me —the Upchers’ crossed
emotions and perverted fates. It was
like stepping out of a miasmic mist.
Fillippo Upcher was dead; and on the
other side of the grave there had
been no such enceunter for hirm as I
had imagined. And I had pesitively
seen a defnoniac Rachel Upeher wait-
Ing fer him en that pale verge! I
searehed the reem for beeks. There
was seme Ibsen, whieh at that me-
ment 1 did net want. 1 rejected, ene
after ene, nearly all the velumes that
the shelves held. It was a stupid sl
lestion: t had aBsut made Hp my
miRd tg the Iylis oF e King (they
were different “enetgh, 1A gl €8H:
seleneg, frem the UBEB%F £ase) when
I saW 2 pile of MagazInes 8h 4 Bl@ IH
3 distant EBFH@F “symethin

mental,” §‘éﬂ 8 M f a3 i
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one of impotent anger — the child's
raving at the rain— that I must
spend the night in that house. It was
preposterous that life should ask it of
me. Then I, in my turn, “pulled my-
self together.” 1 went back to the
newspapers and examined them all.
The little file was arranged in chrono-
logieal order and was coextensive with
the Upeher case, from arrest to an-
neuncement of the execution.

I sat staring at the neatly folded
papers for a time. They seemed to me
monstrous, not fit to touch, as if they
were by no means innocent of Filippo
Upcher's fate. By a trick of nerves
and weak lamplight there seemed to
be nething else in the room. I was
alene in the world with them. How
leng I sat there, fixing them with
eyes that must have shewn elear
leathing, I have never knewn. There
are fmements like that, whieh eontrive
eunningly te exist eutside ef Time
and Spaee, of whieh you remember
enly the guality. But 1 knew EH@E
when 1 heard steps in the esrridsr, 1
was sure foF an instant that it was
Filippe Upeher refurning. I was {68
gverwiaught {6 reflect that, whatever
the perils of Rachel Y eher’s hguse
mlg t be, the intrusien of the dead

JB 8 Wﬁﬁ Ret BHS Bf EHQH} fhat he

8BF8 It fes HE@% ? the last
%QE%H EH8§S I8HH distanees —
fEE 3 ES

vs% ﬁg Rt Be ij%sg
it ggs ki ? ;isggug%
%C%ﬁ [%Bec ;g “?Eg I Eﬁm : At

ish, clutching hands, showed that the
spell had at last been broken. She had
taken off her black dress and was
wrapped in loose, floating pink.

She beckoned me out of the room.

“[ am sorry — very sorry — but —
I was busy with your sister when you
came in, and they have given you the
wrong room. I will send someone to
move your things — I will show you
YOUE rooum.”

I cannot describe her voice. The
words came out with difficult, un-
natural haste, like blood from a
wound. Between them she clutched
at this or that shred of lace. But 1
eould deal better even with frenzy
than with the mask that earlier I had
s0 little eontrived to disturb. I felt
relieved, disburdened. And Fillppe
was safe — safe. I was free 6 deal as 1
weuld.

I stepped back into the room. The
pile of papers no longer controlled
my nerves. After all, they had been
but the distant reek of the monster. 1
went over and lifted them.

“Is this what you mean by the
weong reerm?”

She must have seen at once that 1
had examined them; that I had
sounded the whole significance of
their presence there. The one on top
— I had net disturbed their order —
gave In elear print the date fixed for
Fillippe Upeher's execution: that date
Aew a fortnight back.

“I have looked them through,” I
went on; “and though I didn’t need
to read those columns, I know just
what they contain. You knew it alll™
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“Yes, I knew it alll™

I had not dreamed, in spite of the
papers that I clutched m full view of
her, that she would confess so simply.
But they apparently brought speech
to her lips. She did not go on at once,
and when she did, she sounded curi-
ously as Filippo Upcher in prison had
sounded. Her voice touched him only
with disgust. Yet she stinted no detail,
and I had to hear of Fillippo’s vices: his
vanities, his Indiscretions, his infi-
delities, all the seven deadly sins
agalast her pride committed by him
daily, He may have been enly a
bounder, but hils punishment had
been fit for ene herole In sin. 1 did my
best to keep that dlgefepaﬂ@ﬁ in mind
as she went en vulgarizing him. I am
Re eress-questiener, and 1 let her ae-

eeunt meve, witheut interruption, te
the strange, futiering tempe of her
Rands. Oceeasienally her veiee feund
a vibrant nRete; but for the mest part
it was flat, impersenal: the veiee of
the aetress whe is het &t heme in the
HRstudied rele: t do net think she
gatiged her @ﬁf@&t 1 am sure that she
W§§ Iven whelly t8 the task of
deseriBing her Ridesus aftitude vera:
eledsly. There was RS Ript of 2 ESS&!
A he EBHE 3 18 some dim Hl Ral
WHI‘EH I might e F8§8Hi BYt she
§88H18 BRCE Started E8 ke 18 tell
ef stof ﬂ was het feally 2 s 8F¥—

L a*j

IS 18 GFY, 84t Rk 1N HeaY
?ms ang;% FQE e E%%gg I f§§
y HH AR

8%? Ht the

the &R

two had simply hated each other too
much. They could never be ade-
quately divorced while both beheld
the sun. To walk the same earth
was too oppressive, too intimate a tie.
Heaven knows — it’s the one thing
I don't know about it, to this day —
if there was any deliberate attempt on
Rachel Upcher’s part to give her
flight a suspicious look. There were so
many ways, when once you knew for
a fact that Filippo had not killed her,
in which you could account for the
details that earlier had seemed to
point to foul play. My ewn notion is
that she fled blindly, with ne light in
her eyes —no ghastly glimmer of
catastrophe to eome. She had eovered
her tracks eompletely beeause she
had wished te be eompletely lost.
She didn’t wish Filippe te have even
the satisfactlen of knewing whether
she was alive or dead. Seme of her
dusi-threwing — the unused ¢ieket,
for example — resulted 1A damning
gvidenee against F"nlil% po. After that,
eemae%ﬂe% labered faithfully at his
HHQQ!H% N8 6Re knews, even new,
whese Bedy it was that passed fer
Rachel Upehers. All sther elues were
abandened af the fime for the een-
vineing ane that led 8 her. 1 have
sometimes wendered why 1t didp't
33K her more guestiens: WHSFH she
had 8FI%IH§U %N%H the marked
HRderclarhIng, fof exam l@ it mi HE
RaVe gane fa 8W§F8 1gentif lng
EHﬁ HE% B%%H 3 58
HRIHEE] EHEH HB t 18 f@éﬂ th 8§
E8F H!’r% ts gk bane Qq
Int8 3981 & FH§§8H$F§8% weH
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have been too grotesque. And at that
moment, in the wavering, unholy
lamplight of the half-bare, half-
tawdry room — the whole not unlike
one of Goya’s foregrounds — justice
and the public were to me equally
unreal. What I realized absolutely
was that so long as Rachel Upcher
lived, I might not speak. Horror that
she was, she had somehew eontrived
to be the persen whe must be saved.
I weuld have dragged her by the haif
te the prisen gates, had there been
any ehanee ef saving Filippe; but
Filippe seemed to me at the mement
$6 entirely luely that te avenge Rim
didn't matier. 1 think t felt, sitting
PBB§1E% that By in pink; something
their swR emstieh. FilipBs Wﬁﬁ
l‘éF iR ansther Werld from her;
8 88 3hything 18 BHH them
=18 8Hl1 &f IHE? {18188
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dence. I have often wondered if
Rachel Upcher never wavered, never
shuddered, during those months of
her wicked silence. That question 1
even put to her then, after a fashion.
“It was long,” she answered; “ibut I
should do it all again. He was hor-
rible.” What can you do with hatred
like that? He had been to hef, as she
te him, actual infeetion. “Twkon . . .
and 1 am peisoned.” Filippe’'s words
te me weuld have served his wife's
turn perfeetly. There was, IR the
esnventional sense; for all her speeifie
éemplﬁlﬂt& ne ‘“cause.” She hated
him, net for what he did But fef
whaﬁ he was: She wewltz have dane it
all élgélﬂ
It is all so long ago that I could not,
if I would, give you the exact words
in which, at length, she made all this
clear. Neither my mind nor my pen
took any stenographic report of that
convegsation. I have given such
phrases as I remember. The impres-
sien is there for life, however, Besides,
there Is ne man whe eeuld net build
up fer himself any ameunt ef litera-
ture eut ef that ene naked faet: that
Raehel Upeher knew her husband's
light, and that she lay, mMute,
reathiess, esneealed; iR her lair, lest
she should, by werd oF gestire; save
him: She fesk the whelg tria, HBH%I
BEEH§§HBH {8 sentence; for & BIEE% 8f
§H 1m@ HAHIH gz&%ﬂ [uek =2 Beatt-
Hiul Blunder 8F Heaven's W het
Behaif: That she theught 8f herself as
HHRJ/ 1 48 A8t BSH g 8Rly 85 =4t
st —S?SEFEFHH 1rtuhate; At least,
4 Rer tale went on, 1 heard less and
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less any accent of hesitation. She
knew — oh, perfectly = how little
anyone else would agree with her,
She was willing to beg my silence in
any attitude of humility I chose to
demand. But Rachel Upcher would
never accuse herself. I asked no
posturing of her. She got my promise
easily enough. Can you imagine my
going hotfoot to wake Letitia with
the story? No more than that could 1
go to wake Niew York with it. Rachel
Upeher, calmed by my solemn prom-
ise (theugh, if you'll believe it, her
ewn recital had already greatly
ealmed her), left me to seek repose.
I watehed her fluttering, simister
figure dewn the eorrlder, then came
baek te my infeeted reem. She had
net teuehed the pile ef newspapers. 1
Eem the night reading 1bsen, and In
the fﬁemlﬂg managed se that we get
off early. M aee did net esme
dewn 18 stgkfa% ahd 1 did net see
her again. YouRg Fleyd was in the
devil of & temper, but his femper
served admirably i facilitate ouf
departure. He & aﬁeeﬂee Fanen af:
fi‘lﬁ entirely 8 get us safely an 8ur
. OUF §elz harse was iR aaysrts&ﬁy
8 QEBHQIHBH and WBHIQH € Siven
S B8 PBssiB le 8§8H§8 Hﬂg
%HH gt 8% 18t 8 FQH
H%V%F% " Rerself F 2 Restfating €om:-
“Do you know, Richard, I have an
idea that Mrs. Wace is not really a
nice wormam?"
I, too, had broken Mrs. Wace’s
bread, but I did not hesitate. “I think
you are undoubtedly right, Letitia

It was the only thing I have ever,
until now, been able to do to avenge
Filippo Upcher. Even when I learned
(I always had an arrangement by
which I should learn, if it occurred)
of Mts. Floyd’s death, I could still do
nothing. There was poor Evie, who
never knew, and who, as I say, could
net have borne it.

I shall be much blamed by many
people, no doubt, for having promised
Rachel Upcher what she asked. I can
only say that anyone else, in my place,
would have done the same. They were
best kept apart: I don’t know how
else to put it. I shall be blamed, too,
for not seizing my late, my twelfth-
hour eppertunity to eulegize Filippe
Upcher — for net, at least, trying to
exp lain him. There weuld be ne
QIHE in trying te aeeeunt for what
%ﬂea By eharaeterizing Filippe.
Net eould aeesunt fof sueh
hatred: IE was simply a great patural
faet. They eembBihed, like ehemieal
agents; e that menstraus result. Eaeh
was, i the other, peisen. I tell the
truth Rew beeause nO BHe has ever
doubted Upehers gullt, and it I
8Aly eoMMARN fairngss that e shauld
Be ‘cleared: WHhy should 1, for that
reason, weave flatieries aBout Rim?
Hie did ROt murder Ris wife: But Hat
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JMMES SMNOQE SHIEETY'S .

Which are the twelve best detective dhwrtstoriesevermiitteA?Yvoumlllree-
member thet owe adieetialBhue Retdoon [sary offceypertsdodetsatthereramdele
la crime, the best of alV time, among all the detactive Shortsewittensm e
Tast 108 years. TWis Panel of Perfectionistsonascconpunseblaff fames Hiitoor,
Howand! Hayeraft, Joiin Dickson Carr, Anthony Bouciher, NincertSitavestt,
Janas Sandoe, Magust Devieth, Viola Brothers Shore, Lee Wiight LLew DD.
Feldman, Charles Homee, and your Ediiors — represonting cenfitamen),
erities, eonnoissauns, editors, bookdealkss, and readers. The ffbwdl eon-
eensis, arFived at by a point-system of voting, neminated the following
bwelve tales — THE coLDEN DozEN — ifoF the HomikwiRl Hall of Fame:

The Hands of Mr. Ottemnudé¢e.. .. by Thomas Burke

The Purloined Letter. . ........ by Edgar A. Poe
The Red-Headed League . . ... . by A. Conan Doyle
The Avenging Chance......... bv Anthony Berkeley
The Absent-Minded Coteni¢e ... by Robert Barr

The Problem of Cell 13........ by Jacques Futrelle
The Oracle of the Dog. ........ by G. K. Chesterton
Naboth’s Vineyard . . . ...... ... by Melville Davisson Post
The Gioconda Smile. ........ .. by Aldous Huxley
The Yellow Slugs............. by H. C. Bailey

The Genuine Tabard . . ... .. ... by E. C. Bentley
Suspicion. ................... by Dorothy L. Sayers

This month we bring you Alnthony Berkeley s “TFec Avenging Chencs,™
sponsored by James Sandoe. Als in the case of previous sponsers, James
Sandoe is well-known to readers of BEQWA!. Atmomg many other voca-
tions and avocations, M. Sandoe is mystery editor and reviewer ffor. the
Chicago “SimsTliess.” and in this capacity he has won the coveted
‘Hidearr * awarded by the Mysiery Wiuitessoff Aomevion. Mt Ssantbedy s sedd-
ing, evaluating, and systewatic cataloguing of detetivee stories was the
direct result of his having undergone a training ffor llsbavvannship — he is
at present Assisiamt Professor of Bibliagragihy at the University of Colo-
rado; this tuammgefi Mr. Seadoe with eppelling guantivssogft: tineconrVidss
hands and excellent Nbraries im tikvoh foo grentl Ahatsime. Sinee Mnis:mitidl
plange inio "tecs Jim hasdone agood deal af miseéllaneausceritiad|aviiingg
and compiling, and an almost endless amount of lettortomiing, most of
witich he ffountl] remarkebly stimvidating, contentious,amddppofitadide.

The compiling led — as compiling will — to his editing an anthology,
MURDER: PLAIN AND FANCIFUL. Eanliar it had paved the way to a [ist of
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deiaotbe stomes which, in Mr. Sundae's opinion, every seiffrasypecting
college ltbrary ought to have; a revised versiom of this cheokiist was re-

printed as “Radény’ Guidk: to Crime”’

in THE ART OF THE MYSTERY

sTory (edited by Howend Hayevafft). fn 1940 “Hetiny’’ magazine invited
Jim to opem their annual series of Modern Arts lectunes :in (Chiaggo; faks
leciuis, “Dageesr of the Mind'” was also reprinted in THE ART OF T

MYSTERY STORY.

James Sandoe's persamal list of fhworite: detevtoe short stomes /s beth
cathatic @md ((towse/hisownegpitbety ouoeus i gpmddhdecth s gididabt
fastem upon tales that are historically importent, that have had a place
in the developmenn of the genre — rather upon stomies which have re-
mained memaorabie to v for ssomeequalityoftoiitdlivy Mitees taen cacehis

eandidates for Al-timehonross:
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you didn't grasp them; the traces
were so thinly covered, when you had
realized what was covering them —
but you didn't realize. But for a piece
of the merest bad luck, which the
murderer could not possibly have
foreseen, the crime must have been
added to the classical list of great
mysteries,

This is the gist of the case, as Chief-
Inspector Moresby told it one eve-
ning to Roger in the latter’s rooms in
the Albany a week after it happened:

On Friday morning, the fifteenth of
November, at half-past ten in the
morning, in accordance with his in-
variable custom, Sir William An-
struther walked into his €lub in
Piceadilly, the very exelusive Rainbow
Chib, and asked fer hls letters. The
perter handed him three and a small

areel: SIF Willlam walked ever te the
replace iR the big lounge hall o
epen them.

A few minutes later another mem-
ber entered the club, a Mr. Graham
Beresford. Thete were a letter and a
couple of circulars for him, and he
also strolled over to the fireplace,
nodding to Sir Wllliam, but not speak-
ing te him. The twe men enly knew
each othetr very slightly, and had
probably never exehanged mere than
a dezen werds iA all.

Having glanced through his letters,
Sir William opened the parcel and,
after a moment, snorted with disgust.
Beresford looked at him, and with a
grunt Sie William thrust eut a letter
which had been enelesed In the pareel.

Concealing a smile (Sir William’s
ways were a matter of some amuse-
ment to his fellow-members), Betes-
ford read the letter. It was from a big
firm of chocolate manufactuters, Ma-
son & Sons, and set forth that they
were putting on the market a new
brand of liqueur-chocolates designed
especially to appeal te men; weuld SiF
William de them the hener ef ae-
eeptlag the enclosed twe-peund bex
and letting the firm have his eandid
epinien en them?

“Do they think I'm a blank chorus-
girt?" fumed Sir William. “Whrite *em
testimonials about their blank choeco-
lates, indeed! Blank ’em! I'll eom-
plain to the blank committee, That
sort of blank thing ean’t blank well be
allewed here.”

“Well, it’s an ill wind so far as I'm
concerned,” Beresford soothed him.
“[t"s reminded me of something. My
wife and I had a box at the Imperial
last night. I bet her a box of ehoco-
lates to a hundred cigarettes that she
wouldn't spot the villain by the end
of the seeond act. She wen. I must re-
fmember o get them. Have yeu seen
It = The Creaking SHVF

Sir William had not seen it, and
said so with force.

“Want a box of chocolates, did you
say?" he added, more mildly. “Well,
take this blank one. I don’t want it."

For a moment Beresford demurred
politely and then, most unfortunately
for himself, accepted. The money so
saved meant nothing to him for he
was a wealthy man: but trouble was
always worth seving.
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By an extraordinarily lucky chance
neither the outer wrapper of the box
nor its covering letter were thrown
into the fire, and this was the more for-
tunate in that both men had tossed
the envelopes of their lettets into the
flames. Sir William did, indeed, make
a bundle of the wrapper, letter, and
string, but he handed it ever to Bekes-
ferd, and the latter simply dropped it
inslde the fender. This bundle the

BFter subsequently extracted and,

eing a man of erderly hablts, put it
tidily away in the waste-paper basket;
whenee it was retrieved later By the
peliee.

Of the three unconscious protago-
nists in the impending tragedy, Sir
William was without doubt the most
remarkable. Still a year or two under
fifty, he looked, with his flaming red
face and thick-set figure, a typical
eountry squire ef the eld seheel, and
beth his manners and his language
were In aceerdanee with traditien.
His habits, especially a5 regards
wermen, were alse in acesrdanee with
tradition — the #raditien of the beld,
Bad barenet whieh he undeubtedly
was:

In comparison with him, Beresford
was rather an ordinary man, a tall,
dark, not unhandsome fellow of two-
and-thirty, quiet and reserved. His
father had left him a rich man, but
ldleness did net appeal te him, and
he had a finger 1A a geed many busl-
fiess ples.

Money attracts money: Graham
Beresford had inherited it, he made
it, and, inevitably, he had married it,

too. The daughter of a late ship-
owner in Livempool, with not far off
half a million in her own right. But
the money was incidental, for he
needed her and would have married
her just as inevitably (said his friends)
if she had not had a farthing. A tall,
rather serious-minded, highly eul-
tured girl, not so young that her ehar-
aeter had net had tlme te ferm (She
was twenty-five when Beresford mar-
Fied her, three years age), she was the
ideal wife fer him. A bit ef a Puritan
perfiaps in seme ways, but Beresferd,
whese wild eats, theugh duly sewn,
Rad Been & sparse erep, was ready
eneugh {8 be & Puritan Rimself. T8
make e Benes absut if; the Beres-
fords stieeeeded IR achieving fhat
elghth wonder of the madern WaHd; 2
happy marHage:

And into the middle of it there
dropped, with irretrievable tragedty,
the box of chocolates.

Beresford gave them to her after
lunch as they sat over their coffee,
with some jesting remark about pay-
ing his honorable debts, and she
opened the box at once. The top Jayer,
she noticed, seemed to consist only of
kirseh and mmarasehine. Beresford,
whe did net believe in speiling geed
eeffee, refused when she offered him
the bex; and his wife ate the first ene
alene. As she did se she exelaimed In
iR surprise that the Hiling seemed
exeeedingly streng and pesitvely
Burned Her meouth:

Beresford explained that they were
samples of a new brand and then,
made curious by what his wife had
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said, took one too. A burning taste,
not intolerable but much too strong
to be pleasant, followed the release of
the liquid, and the almond flavoring
seemed quite excessive.

“By Jove,” he said, “they are
strong. Thev must be filled with neat
alcohol.”

“Oth, they wouldn't do that,
surelly,” said his wife, taking another.
“Buk they are very strong. I think I
rather like them, though”

Beresford ate another, and disliked
it still more. “I don't,” he said with
decision. “Tthey make my tongue feel
quite numb. I shouldn't eat any
more of them if I were you. I think
there's something wrong with them.”

“Well, they’re only an experiment,
1 supposs” she said. “But they do
burn. I'm not sure whether I like
them or ned.”

A few minutes later Beresford went
out to keep a business appointment in
the City. He left her still trying to
make up her mind whether she liked
them, and still eating them to decide.
Beresford remembered that scrap of
eonversation afterwards very vividly,
beeause it was the last time he saw his
wife alive.

That was roughly half-past two. At
a quarter to four Beresford arrived at
his club from the City in a taxi, in a
state of collapse. He was helped into
the building by the driver and the
porter, and both described him subse-
guently as pale to the polnt of

hastliness, with starlng eyes and
lvid llps, and his skln damp and
elammy. His mind seemed unaffeeted,

however, and when they had got him
up the steps he was able to walk, with
the porter's help, into the lounge.

The porter, thoroughly alarmed,
wanted to send for a doctor at once,
but Beresford, who was the last man
in the world to make a fuss, refused to
let him, saying that it must be indi-
gestion and he would be all right in a
few minutes. To Sir William An-
struther, however, who was in the
lounge at the time, he added after
the perter had gene:

“Yes, and I believe it was those
infernal chocolates you gave me, now
I come to think of it. 1 thought there
was something funny about them at
the time. I'd better go and find out if
my wife ——" He broke off abruptly.
His body, which had been leaning
back limply in his chair, suddenly
heaved rigidly upright; his jaws
locked together, the livid lips drawn
back in a horrible grin, and his hands
clenched on the arms of his chair. At
the same time Sir Willlam became
aware of an unmistakable smell of
bitter almends.

Thoroughly alarmed, believing in-
deed that the man was dying under
his eyes, Sir William raised a shout for
the porter and a doctor. The other oc-
eupants of the leunge hurried up,
and between them they got the con-
vulsed bedy ef the uneenseious man
inte a mere eomfortable pesition. Be-
fore the deetor esuld arrive a tele-
phene message was reeelved at the
elub frem an agitated butler asking if -
Mr. Beresford was there, and if s6
weild he esme herme at enee a8 Mrs.
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Beresford had been taken seriously ill.
As a matter of fact, she was already
dead,

Beresford did not die. He had taken
less of the poison than his wife, who
after his departure must have eaten at
least three more of the chocolates, so
that its action was less rapid on Beres-
ford and the doctor had time to save
him. As a matter of faet it turned out
afterwards that he had net had a fatal
dese. By about eight o'cleek that
Alght he was eonselous; the next day
he was practieally eonvalescent.

As for the unfortunate Mrs. Beres-
ford, the doctor had arrived too late
to save her, and she passed away very
rapidly in a deep coma.

The police had taken the matter in
hand as soon as Mrs. Beresford's
death was reported to them and the
fact of poison established, and it was
only a very short time before things
had become narrowed down to the
chocolates as the active agent.

Sir William was ‘interrogated, the
letter and wrapper were recovered
from the waste-paper basket, and,
even before the sick man was out of
danger, a detective-inspector was ask-
ing for an interview with the manag-

ing-direector of Masen & Sens. Seot-

land Yakd moves quickly.

It was the police theory at this
stage, based on what Sir William and
the two doctors had been able to tell
them, that by an act of eriminal care-
lessness on the part of one of Mason’s
employees, an excessive ameunt of el
of bitter almonds had been included
in the filling-mixture of the ehees-

lates, for that was what the doctors
had decided must be the poisoning in-
gredient. However, the managing-
director quashed this idea at once: oil
of bitter almonds, he asserted, was
never used by Mason's.

He had more interesting news still.
Having read with undisguised as-
tonishment the covering letter, he at
once declared that it was a forgery.
No such letter, no such samples had
been sent out by the firm at all; a
new variety of ligueur-chocolates had
never even been mooted. The fatal
ehoeelates were thelr erdinary brand.

Unwrapping and examining one
more closely, he called the Inspector’s
attention to a mark on the underside,
which he suggested was the remains of
a small hole drilled in the ease,
through which the liquid eould have
been extracted and the fatal filling
Inserted, the hele afterwards being
stopped up with seftened eheeslate —
a perfectly simple operation.

He examined it under a magnifying
glass and the Inspector agreed. It was
now clear to him that somebody had
been trying deliberately to murder
Sir William Anstruther.

Scotland Yard doubled its activities.
The chocolates were sent for analysis,
Sir William was interviewed again,
and so was the now conscious Beres-
ford. From the latter the doctor in-
sisted that the news of his wife’s death
must be kept till the next day, as in
his weakened condition the shock
might be fatal, se that nething very
helpful was ebtalned frem him.

Nor could Sir William throw any
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light on the mystery or produce a sin-
gle person who might have any
grounds for trying to kill him. He was
living apart from his wife, who was
the principal beneficiary in his will,
but she was in the South of France, as
the French police subsequently con-
firmed. His estate in Worcestershire,
heavily mortgaged, was entailed and
went te a nephew; but as the rent he
got for it barely covered the interest
en the mertgage, and the nephew was
eansiderably better off than SIF Wil-
liam himself; there was R maotive
there. The pelice were at a dead end.

The analysis brought one or two
interesting facts to light. Net oil of
bitter almonds but nitrobenzine, a
kindred substance, chiefly used in the
manufacture of aniline dyes, was
the somewhat surprising poison em-
pleyed. Each ehoeolate in the upper
layer eontalned exactly six minims of
I, In a mixture of kirseh and mara-
sehine. The eheeolates In the ether
layers were harmless.

As to the other clues, they seemed
equally useless. The sheet of Mason’s
notepaper was identified by Merton’s,
the printers, as of their work, but
there was nothing to show how it had
got inte the murderer's possession. All
that esuld be sald was that, the edges
being distinetly yellewed, it must be
an eld piese. The maehine en whieh
¢he letter had been typed, ef esurse,
esuld net be traeed. From the wrap-
per, 2 piece of srdinary Brewn EéBEF
With Sir William's address Rand-
printed oA it in Iarge eapitals, there
was nething 6 be fearned at all Be-

yond that the parcel had been posted
at the post office in Southampton
Street between the hours of 8:30 and
§:30 on the previous evening.

Only one thing was quite clear.
Whoever had coveted Sir William's
life had ii6 intention of paying for it
with his or her own.

“Amnd now you know as much as we
do, Mr. Sheringham,” oconcluded
Chief-Inspector Moresby, “and if you
can say who sent those chocolates to
Sir William, you'll know a good deal
more.”

Roger nodded thoughtfully.

“It’s a brute of a case. ] met a man
only yesterday who was at school with
Beresford. He didn't know him very
well because Beresford was on the
modern side and my friend was a
classical bird, but they were in the
same house. He says Beresford's ab-
solutely knocked over by his wife’s
death. I wish you could find out who
sent those chocolates, Moresiy.”

“So.do I, Mr. Shenimglneam.*

“It might have been anyone in the
whole world,” Roger mused. “What
about feminine jealousy, for instance?
Sir William's private life doesn't seem
to be immaculate. 1 daresav there's a
good deal of off with the old light-o'-
love and on with the new.”

“Why, that's just what 1've been
looking into, Mr. Sheringham, sir,”
retorted Chief-Inspector Moresby re-
proachfully. “That was the first thing
that came to me. Because if anything
does stand out about this business it is
that it's a woman's crime. Nobody
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but a woman would send poisoned
chocolates to a man. Another man
would send a poisoned sample of
whisky, or something like that™

“That’s a very sound point, Mores-
by,” Roger meditated. “Very sound
indeed. And Sir William couldnt help
you?”’

“Couldn’t,” said Moresby, not
without a trace of resentment, “or
wouldn't. I was inclined to believe at
first that he might have his suspicions
and was shielding some woman. But
I don’t think so mow "

“Humph!” Roger did not seem
quite so sure. “It’s reminiscent, this
case, isn't it? Didn't some lunatic
once send poisoned chocolates to the
Comimissioner of Police himself? A
good erime always gets imitated, as
you know.”

Moresby brightened.

“It’s funny you should say that, Mr.
Sheringham, because that's the very
conclusion I've come to. I've tested
every other theory, and so far as I
knew there's not a soul with an inter-
est in Sir William's death, whether
from motives of galn, revenge, of
what yeu like, whem 1 haven't had
te rule eut. In faet; I've pretty well
made up my mind that the persen
whe sent these eheeelates was some
irrespensible |unatie of a weman, a
seelal or religious fanatie whe's preb-
aBly never even seen him. And if
that's the ease” M%E%Bfr sighed, “a
fat ehanee 1 have of ever [aying hands
8A her”

“Unlkss Chance steps in, as it so
often does” said Roger brightly,

“and helps you. A tremendous lot of
cases get solved by a stroke of sheer
luck, don't they? Chance the Avenger.
It would make an excellent film title.
But there's a lot of truth in it. If I
were superstitious, which I'm not, I
should say it wasn’t ehanee at all, but
Providence avenging the vietim.”

“Well, Mr. 'Sheringham,” said
Moresby, who was not superstitious
either, “to tell the truth, I don't
mind what it is, so long as it lets me
get my hands on the right persom”

If Moresby had paid his visit to
Roger Sheringham with any hope of
tapping that gentleman’s brains, he
went away disappointed.

To tell the truth, Roger was in-
clined to agree with the Chief-Inspec-
tor’s conclusion, that the attempt on
the life of Sir Wiiliam Anstruther and
the actual murder of the unfortunate
Mis, Beresford must be the work of
some unkaewn criminal lunatle. For
this reasen, altheugh he theught
abeut it a geed deal durlng the next
few days, he made ne attempt t6 take
the ease 1A hand. It was the seft of af-
falf, neeessitating eneless inguiries,
that a private persen weuld Rave
Reither the time her the autherity 6
EQFF% aut, whieh ean be handled &nly
By the official police. Roger's interest
1A it was pHrely academie:

It was hazard, a chance encounter
nearly a week later, which translated
this interest from the academic into
the personal.

Roger was in Bond Street, about to
go through the distressing ordeal of
buying a new hat. Along the pave-
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ment he suddenly saw bearing down
on him Mrs. Verreker-leZEElemming.
Mirs. Verreker-le-Flemming was small,
exquisite, rich, and a widow, and she
sat at Roger’s feet whenever he gave
her the opportunity. But she talked.
She talked, in fact, and talked, and
talked. And Roger, who rather liked
talking himself, could not bear it. He
tried to dart across the road, but there
was no opening in the traffic stream.
He was eornered.

Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming fas-
tened on him gladly.

“Oh, Mr. Sheringham! Just the per-
son I wanted to see. Mr. Sheringham,
do tell me. In confidence. Aie you
taking up this dreadful business of
poor Joan Befesford's deadh?”

Roger, the frozen and imbecile grin
of civilized intercourse on his face,
tried to get a word in; without result.

“I was horrified when I heard of it
— simply horrified. You see, Joan and
I were such very close friends. Quite
intimate. Aad the awful thing, the
truly terrible thing is that Joan brought
the whele business on herself. Isi’t
that aappdling”™

Roger no longer wanted to escape.

“What did you say?" he managed
to insert incredulously.

“I suppose it's what they call tragic
iromy,” Mris. Verreker-le-Flemming
chattered on. “Cartainly it was tragic
enough, and I've never heard any-
thing so terribly ironical. You know
about that bet she made with her
husband, of coutse, so that he had te

et her a box of ehoeslates, and If he
adn’t Sir William weuld never have

given him the poisoned ones and he'd
have eaten them and died himself
and good riddance? Well, Mr. Sher-
ingham ——" Mis. Verreker-le-Flem-
ming lowered her voice to a conspira-
tor’s whisper and glanced about her in
the approved manner. “I've never
told anybody else this, but I'm telling
you because I knew you'll appreciate
It, Joam wasn't playing flaw.”

“How do you mean?”
asked, bewildered.

Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming was
artlessly pleased with her sensation.

“Why, she'd seen the play before.
We went together, the very first
week it was on. She knew who the
villain was all the time.”

“By Jove!” Roger was as impressed
as Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming could
have wished. “Clamnce the Avenger!
We're none of us immune from it.”

“Poetic justice, you mean?” twit-
tered Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming, to
whom these remarks had been some-
what obscure. “Was, but Joan Beres-
ford of all people! Thats the ex-
traordinary thing. I should never have
thought Joan weould de a thing like
that. She was sueh a niee glrl. A liitle
elese with meney, of eaurse, eonsider-
lﬁg hew well-6 th@y are, but that
Is't anything. Of esurse it was only
fun, and pulling her husband's leg, but
I always ysed {8 think Jean was sueh a
$eFiys girl, M. @H@Flﬂ%ﬂ%’fﬁ I mean,
Bfelﬂaf eople den't falk abeut

hiensr QH EFHEH and playing the
ame, and all these Fings oRe fales

FQHE%G Bt jean did: She was
EIWQ s3¥Ing that this wasn't hener:

Roger
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able, or that wouldn't be playing the
game. Well, she paid herself for not
playing the game, poor girl, didn’t
she? Still, it all goes to show the truth
of the old saying, doesn’t it?”

“What old saying?' said Roger,
hypnotized by this flow.

“Why, that still waters run deep.
Joan must have been deep, I'm
afraid.” Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming
sighed. It was evidently a social error
to be deep. “I mean, she certainly
took me in. She ean't have been quite
80 honerable and truthful as she was
always pretending, can she? And I
ean't help wendering whether a girl
whe'd deceived her husband In a little
thing like that might net — eh, well,
1-den't want o say anything against

BQF jean new she's dead, peer dar-

% But she ean’t have Been gulie
steR 2 plaster saint after all; ean she?
I mean” siid Mrs: Verreker-e-Flem-
EHIHE lH Rasty extenyatien of fh‘é§§

sHg %§HBH§ ‘4 ds FHIHK£§ yehslag
8 Yery IR SF%§HHE dsp’t yeu,
SREHABhARS"

“Sometinmes, very,” Roger agreed
gravely. “But you mentioned Sir
William Anstruther just now. Do
you know him, tee?””

“I used to,” Mris. Verreker-le-
Flerarning replied, without particular
interest. “Hoirible man! Always run-
ning after some woman or other. And
when he's tired of her, just drops her
— bifft — like that, At leat,” added
Mis. Verreker-le-Flemiming some-
what hastily, "s8 I've headdl”

“Amnd what happens if she refuses to
be dropped 7"

“Ohh, dear, I'm sure I don't know. 1
suppose you've heard the latest-"

Mrs. Verreker-le-Flerming hur-
ried on, perhaps a trifle more pink
than the delicate aids to nature on her
cheeks would have warranted.

“He’s taken up with that Bryce
woman now. You know, the wife of
the oil man, or petrol, or whatever he
made his money in. It began about
three weeks ago. You'd have thought
that dreadful business of being re-
sponsible, in a way, fer peer Jean
Beresford's death weuld have sobered
him up a little, weuldn’t yeu? But net
a bit of it; he —=*

Roger was following another line
of thought. “What a pity you weren't
at the Imperial with the Beresfords
that evening. She'd never have made
that bet if you had been.” Roger
looked extremely innecent. “Yeu
weren't, | suppose””

“IP'typerieed Mrs. Verreker-le-Flem-
ming in surprise. “God gracious, no,
I was at the new revue at the Pavilion.
Lady Gavwelstroke had a box and asked
me to join her pamty.”

“Oh, yes. Good show, isn't it? I
thought that sketch The Sempiternal
Triamgle very clever. Didn't yow?”

“Thke Sempiternal Triangle?"" wa-
vered Mes. Verreker-le-Flemming.

“¥as, in the first half.” «

“Oh! Then I didn’t see it. 1 got
there disgracefully late, I'm afraid.
But then,” sald Mss. Verreker-le-
Flemmtng with pathes, "I always do
seem to be late fer simply every-
thing.”

Roger kept the rest of the con-
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versation resolutely upon theatres.
But before he left her, he had ascer-
tained that she had photographs of
both Mts. Beresford and Sir William
Anstruther and had obtained per-
mission to borrow them some time.
As soon as she was out of view, he
hailed a taxi and gave Mes, Verreker-
le-Flemming’s address. He thought it
better to take advantage of her per-
fhlssion at a time when he would net
have te pay for it a second tlme over.

The parlor maid seemed to think
there was nothing odd in his mission,
and took him up to the drawing-room
at once. A corner of the room was de-
voted to the silver-framed photo-
graphs of Mis. Verreker-le-Flem-
ming's friends, and there were many
of them. Roger examined them with
Interest, and finally teek away with
him net twe phetegraphs bBut six,
these ef Sir Willlam, Mzs. Betresferd,
Beresterd, twe strange males whe ap-
peared 8 beleng t8 the Sir William

gried, and, lastly a lilkeness of Mts.
/erreker-le-FiRmiming herself: Reger
liked eenfusing his trat!

For the rest of the day he was very
busy.

His activities would have no doubt
seemed to Mrs. Verreker-le-Flem-
ming not merely baffling but point-
less. He paid a visit to a public library,
for instanee, and censulted a werk of
reference, after which he took a taxi
and dreve to the offices of the Anglo-
Eastern Perfumery Cempany, where
he inguired fer a eertala M¥. Joseph
Lea Hardwiek and seemed mueh put
8ut en hearing that ne sueh gentle-

man was known to the firm and was
certainly not employed in any of their
branches. Many questions had to be
put about the firm and its branches
before he consented to abandon the
quest.

After that he drove to Messts.
Weall & Wilson, the well-known insti-
tution which protects the trade in-
terests of individuals and advises its
subscribers regarding investments.
Here he entered his name as a sub-
scriber, and explaining that he had a
large sum of money to invest, filled
in ene of the special inquiry-forms
whieh are headed Strictly Confidential.

Then he went to the Raimbow Chub,
in Piccadilly.

Introducing himself to the porter
without a blush as connected with
Scotland Yard, he asked the man a
number of questions, more or less
trivial, concerning the tragedty.

“Wiillliamn, I understamd,” he said
finally, as if by the way, “did not dine
here the evening before?"

There it appeared that Roger was
wrong. Sir William had dined in the
club, as he did about three times a
week.

“But I understood he wasn't here
that evening?’ Roger said plaiimtively.

The porter was emphatic. He re-
membered quite well. So did a waiter,
whom the porter summoned to corrob-
orate him. Sir William had dined,
rather late, and had not left the din-
ingroom till about nine o'clock. He
spent the evening there, too, the
waiter knew, or at least some of it, for
he himself had taken him a whisky-
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.and-soda in the lounge not less than
* half an hour later.

Roger retired.

He retired to Merton’s, in a taxi.

It seemed that he wanted some new
notepaper printed, of a very special
kind, and to the young woman be-
hind the counter he specified at great
length and in wearisome detail ex-
actly what he did want. The young
woman handed him the books of spe-
cimen pieees and asked him to see if
there was any style there whiech would
suit him. Reger glaneed threugh
them, remarking garrulously te the
young womaf that he had been ree-
emmended 6 Merions By a very
dear friend, whese ph@%@%ﬁpﬂ he hap-

ened ¢6 have 8n him at that mement:
asn't that a eurieus esincidenee?
The yeung weman agreed that it was.

“Albout a fortnight ago, I think,
my friend was in here last,” said
Roger, producing the photograph.
“Raagnize this?”

The young woman took the photo-
graph, without apparent interest.

“Oh, yes. I remember. About some
notepaper, too, wasn't it? So that's
your friend. Well, it's a small world.
Now this is a line we're selling a good
deal of just new.”

Roger went back to his rooms to
dine. Afterwards, feeling restless, he
wandered out of the Albany and
turned up Piccadilly. He wandered
round the Cikeus, thinking hard, and
paused for a mement eut of habit te
Inspeet the phetegraphs ef the new
fevue hung eutslde the Pavilien. The
fext thing he realized was that he had

got as far as Jermyn Street and was
standing outside the Imperial The-
atre. Glancing at the advertisements
of The Creaking SkulW, he saw that it
began at half-past eight. Glancing at
his watch, he saw that the time was
twenty-nine minutes past that bour.
He had an evening to get through
somehow. He went inside.

The next morning, very early for
Roger, he called on Moresby at Scot-
land Yard.

“Moresby,” he said without pre-
amble, “I want you to do something
for me. Can you find me a taximan
who took a fare from Piceadilly Cir-
cus or lts neighborhood at about ten
past nine on the evening before the
Beiesford crlme, to the Strand some-
where near the bettem ef Seuthamp-
ton Street, and anether whe took a
fare back between these peints? 1'm
fet sure abeut the first. OF ene taxl
fRight have Been used fer the deuble
jeurney, but 1 deubt that. Apyhew,
try te find eut for me, will youi?*

“What are vou up to now, Mr,
Sheringham?” Moresby asked suspi-
ciously.

“Breaking down an imteresting
alibi,” replied Roger serenely. “By
the way, I know who sent those choc-
olates to Sir William. I'm just build-
ing up a niee strueture of evidence for
you. Ring up my reems when you’ve
got these taxdmen.”

He strolled out, leaving Moresby
positively gaping after him.

The rest of the day he spent ap-
parently trying to buy a second-hand
typewriter. He was very particular
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that it should be a Hamilton No. 4.
When the shop-people tried to induce
him to consider other makes he re-
fused to look at them, saying that the
Hamilton No. 4 had been so strongly
recommended to him by a friend, who
had bought one about three weeks
ago. Perhaps it was at this very shop?
No? They hadn't sold a Hamilten
Ne. 4 for the last three menths? How
edd. *

But at one shop they had sold a
Hamilton No. 4 within the last
month, and that was odder still.

At half-past four Roger got back to
his rooms to await the telephone mes-
sage from Moresby. At half-past five
it came.

“THere are fourteen taxi-drivers
here, littering up my offiias.” said
Moresby offensivelly. “What do you
want me to do with "em?”

“Keep them till I come, Chief-
Inspector,” returned Roger with dig-
nity.

The interview with the fourteen
was brief enough, however. To each
man in turn Roger showed a photo-
graph, holding it so that Moresby
could not see it, and asked if he could
recognize his fare, The ninth man did
86, witheut hesitation.

At a nod from Roger, Moresby dis-
missed them, then sat at his table and
tried to look official. Roger seated
himself on the table, looking most
unofficial, and swung his legs. As he
did so, a photograph fell unneticed
out of his peeket and fluttered, face
dewnwakds, under the table. Meresby
eyed It but did net piek it up.

“And now, Mr. Sheringham, sir,”
he said, “perhaps you'll tell me what
you've been doiimg?””

“Chrtainly, Moresby,” said Roger
blandly. “Yawe work for you. I really
have solved the thing, you know.
Here's your evidence.” He took frem
his note-case an old letter and handed
it to the Chief-Inspector. “Was that
typed on the same machine as the
forged letter frem Mason’s, or was it
net?”

Moresby studied it for a moment,
then drew the forged letter from a
drawer of his table and compared the
two minutely.

“Mir. Sheringham,” he said so-
berly, “wiete did you get hold of
this?”

“In a second-hand typewriter shop
in St. Martin's Lane. The machine
was sold to an unknown customer
about a month ago. They identified
the customer from that same photo-
graph. As it happened, this machine
had been used for a time in the office
after it was Fepaired, to see that it was
O.K., and 1 easily got held ef that
speelmen of Its werlk”

“Amd where is the machine mow?*

“©hh, at the bottom of the Thames,
I expect,” Roger smiled. “I tell you,
this criminal takes no unnecessary
chances. But that doesw’t matter.
Thete’s your evidence”

“Hummph! It’s all right so far as it
goes,” conceded Moresby. “But what
about Mason's paper?””

“Tthat,” said Roger calmly, “was
extracted from Merton’s book of
sample notepapers, as I'd guessed
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from the very yellowed edges might
be the case. I can prove contact of the
criminal with the book, and there is a
page which will certainly turn out to
have been filled by that piece of
paper.”

“That’s fine,” Moresby said, more
heartily.

“As for that taximan, the criminal
had an alibi. You've heard it broken
down. Between ten past nine and
twenty-five past — in fact, during the
time when the parcel must have been
posted — the murderer took a hut-
ried journey to that neighberhoed,
goeing probably by ’'bus or Under-
greund, but returnlng, as I expected,
By taxl, beeause tlme weuld be getting
shert.”

“Amd the murderer, Mr. Shering-
ham?"”

“Tihe person whose photograph is
in my pocket,” Roger said unkindly.
“By the way, do you remember what
I was saying the other day about
Chance the Avenger, my excellent
film title? Well, it's worked again.
By a chance meeting in Bond Street
with a silly woman 1 was put, by the
merest aeeldent, in pessesslen of a
pleee of informatien whieh shewed
me then ane there whe had sent these
eheeslates addressed t8 Sir William.
There were other pessibilities, of
gourse, and t tested them, But then
and there on the pavement I saw the
the whele thing, frem first I8 fagt”

“Who was the murderer, then, Mr.
Sheringham?* repeated Moresby.

“It was so beautifully plemmread]”
Roger went on dreamily. “We never
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grasped for one moment that we were
making the fundamental mistake that
the murderer all along intended us to
make.”

“And what was
Moresby.

“Why, that the plan had miscar-
ried. That the wrong person had been
killed. That was just the beauty of it.
The plan had net miscarried. It had
been brilliantly successful. The wreng
person was not killed. Very mueh the
Fight persen was”

Moresby gaped.

“Why, how on earth do you make
that out, siir?"

“Mihs. Beresford was the objective
all the time. That’s why the plot was
so ingenious. Ewetytthing was antici-
pated. It was perfectly natural that
Sir William should hand the ehoe-
olates over to Betesford, It was fore-
seen that we sheuld leek for the
eriminal ameng SiF Willlam’s as-
soelates and net the dead weman's.
It was prebably even fereseen that
the erime weuld Be eensidered the
wark ef & woman

Moresby, unable to wait any longer,
snatched up the photograph.

“Good heavens! But Mr. Shering-
ham, you don’t mean to tell me that
« «-. Sif William hiimsd "

“He wanted to get rid of Mrs.
Beresford,” Roger continued. “He
had liked her well enough at the be-
ginning, no doubt, theugh it was her
money he was after all the time.

“But the real trouble was that she
was too close with her money. He
wanted it, or some of it, pretty badily;

that?' asked
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and she wouldn't part. There’s no
doubt about the motive. I made a list
of the firms he's interested in and got
a report on them. They’re all rocky,
every one. He'd got through all his
own money, and he had to get more.

“As for the nitrobenzine which
puzzled us so much, that was simple
enough. I looked it up and found that
beside the uses you told me, it’s used
largely in perfumery. And he’s got a
perfumery business. The Anglo-East-
ern Perfumery Company. That’s how
he'd know about it being poiseneus,
of course. But 1 shouldn't think he get
his supply frem there. He'd be ¢lev-
erer than that. He probably made the
stuft himself. And scheolbeys knew
hew te treat benzel with nitrie acld o
get nitrebenzime.”

“But,"” stammered Moresby, “but
Sir William . ... He was at Eton.”

“Sir William?” said Roger sharply.
“Who's talking about Sir William?
I told you the photograph of the mur-
derer was in my pocket.” He whipped
out the photegraph in question and
eonfronted the astounded Chief-In-
specter with It. “Briesferd, man!
B%g%f@fd% the murderer of his ewn
wite.

"Beresford,” he went on more
mildly, “who didn’t want his wife but
did want her money. He contrived
this plot, providing as he thought
against every contingeney that eould
possibly arise. He established a mild
alibi, 1f suspleion ever should arlse,
by taking his wife te the Imperial,
and slipped eut ef the theatre at the
first intermnission. (I sat through the

first act of the dreadful thing myself
last night to see when the intermission
came.) Then he hurried down to the
Strand, posted his parcel, and took a
taxi back. He had ten minutes, but
nobody would notice if he got baek to
the box a minute late,

“Amnd the rest simply followed. He
knew Sir Williamn came to the club
every morning at ten thirty, as regu-
larly as clockwork; he knew that for a
psychological certainty he eeuld get
the checolates handed ever te him if
he hinted for them; he knew that the
poliece weuld ge chasing after all sorts
of false tralls starting frem Sir Wil-
liam. And as for the wrapper and the
forged letter he earefully didn’t de-
stroy them beeause they were ealeu-
lated net snly 1o divert suspieien bt
actually to peint away frem Rim te
$6MHe 3honyinews lunasic

“Well, it's very smart of you, Mr.
Sheringham,” Moresby said, with a
little sigh, but quite uwingrudgingly.
“Veey smart indeed. What was it the
lady told you that showed you the
whole thing in a flash?”

“Why, it wasn't so much what she
actually told me as what I heard be-
tween her words, so to speak. What
she told me was that Mrs. Betesford
knew the answer to that bet; what 1
dedueced was that, being the sort of
person she was, It was quite ineredible
that she should have made a bet to
whieh she already knew the answer.
Ergo, she didn’'t. Evge, there never
was sueh a bet. Evgo, Betesford was
lyiﬂgg-. Efrg& Beresferd wanted te get
held ef these ehaeslates for seme rea-
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son other than he stated. After all, we
only had Beresford’s word for the bet,
hadn't we?

“Of course he wouldn't have left
her that afternoon till he'd seen her
take, or somehow made her take, at
least six of the chocolates — more
than a lethal dose. That’s why the
stuff was in those meticulous six-
minim doses. And so that he could
take a couple himself, of course. A
clever stroke, thaed”

Moresby rose to his feet.

“Well, Me. Sheringham, I'm much
obliged to you, sir. And now 1
shall have to get busy myself.” He
scratched his; head. “@Wiaiee the
Avenger, eh? Well, I can tell you one
pretty big thing Betesford left to
Chance the Avenger, Mr. Sherlng-
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ham. Suppose Sir William hadn't
handed over the chocolates after all?
Supposing he'd kept 'em, to give to
one of his own ladies”

Roger positively snorted. He felt
a personal pride in Beresford by this
time.

“Really, Moresby! It wouldn’t
have had any serious results if Sir
William had. Do give my man credit
for being what he is. You - don’t
imagine he sent the poisoned ones to
Sir William, do yeu? Of coutse not!
He'd send harmless ones, and ex-
change them for the others on his
way heme. Dash It all, he wouldn’t
go right eut ef his way te present op-
pertunities to Chanee.

“If," added Roger, “Chance really
is the right woudl™
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THIEE LIEABOUT
by MMRGERY AILINSGAM M

§TiLL have the brooch but I can

hardly wear it. I thought of
throwing it away once, but it is so
very pretty. I don't think it is valu-
able but I have never dared to take it
to a jeweler's to find out.

I might have sent it back to the
people who owned it—in fact, I
ought to have done that — but if
ever it was traced to me, who would
believe my story?

It was when we lived in London.
We had a small flat in a courtyard
leading off one of the big City
thoroughfares so famous that I think
perhaps I had better not mention its
name. The courtyard was really only
the foot of an airshaft striking down
amid enormous office buildings. There
were only twe deets In it; ene be-

longed to a printing plant and the
other one was ours.

When you opened our door you
found yourself at the foot of a flight
of steep stairs, at the top of which
were our three rooms.

Our domain had once been the
caretaker’s premises of the insurance
building which was below us and still
ran right through to the main street.
By the time we went there it had
been eonverted into two shops. These
shops were empty when we arrived
and remained so for nearly a year,
altheugh frem time te time gangs of
workmen were very busy In them,
ebliterating, we supposed, still more
of the atmesphere of insurance.

There are several odd things about
living in the City. One is the quiet of
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the place at night, When we moved to
the country the noises of the night
birds were almost too much for us
after that deathly peace of London
city, when the offices have closed.

Another curious thing is the sur-
prising intimacy and friendliness of
it all.

The shops where one could buy the
ordinary necessities of life, as opposed
to an adding machine, a battleship,
or a two-thousand-guinea emerald
ring, were all of the small and homely
variety and were nearly all of them
tucked away in courtyards like our
own. The people who owned them
were friendly and obliging, and teld
us their family histories at the slight-
est encourapement.

The flower women and the hawkers
were other regulars who were anxious
to gossip or pass the time of day,
and as I walked down the crowded
pavement with my shopping basket
on my arm, I found I had as many
peeple to ned to as if I were in a
small-tewn street.

I first met The Lieabout in our own
yard. He was sitting there one evening
among a pile of packing cases from the
printing plant when I went out to
walk my dog, Addlepate. Addlepate
leaped on him, mistaking him for a
sack of waste-paper in whieh he de-
lighted. The misapprehension led te
a sert of Intreduetion and after a
while The Lieabout watched the deg
te see that he did net ge eut inte the
traffic and eemmit suielde, and I went
p 6 get the man seme tea.

He was a frail old person with a

beaky face and little bright red eyes
like a*ferret.

All lieabouts are necessarily diirty.
Genuine tramping can never be a
hygienic method of life. But he was
horribly so. He looked as though he
had just slipped down from his niche
among the gargoyles of St. Paul’s, be-
fore the cleaners could get at him.

He was glad of the tea, and when I
said I had not seen him about before,
he explained that he had come up
from Cheapside, where he had been
spending the summer. He did net ask
for money and I did not offer hiim 2y,
naturally. We parted friends, he to
return t0 hls paeking cases 1A Whieh
he was maklng himself a temperary
hetne, and 1 8 My werk upstairs.

He lived in the packing cases for
nearly a week and we kept up a nod-
ding acquaintance.

I was out shopping one morning
when I saw the brooch. It was on a
lower shelf in the window of one of
those very big jewelers and silver-
smiths whose prineipal trade seems
to be.in challenge cups and presenta-
tion plate. The shep was net quite
oppesite the entranee to 6UF €OUFt-
yard but abeut fifty yards dewn the
ether side of the traifie. 1 stoed for
sefme tme leekmgl at the breeeh. 1t
eensisted of seven large tepazes set in
exydized silver, and the fnished ef
fect was rather like the Fese windew in
Notre Dame:

I was still gazing at it when The
Lieabout appeared at my elbow,

“Nice, ain't it?” he said. "Gwoin’ to
‘ave it?"
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I Jaughed and indicated my basket,
which held one of Addlepate’s Friday
bones protruding rather disgustingly
from a sea of lettuce.

“Niot this week. Food’s gone up,” 1
said, and would have passed on, but
the ornament had evidently attracted
him too, for he came nearer to look at
it and I should have had to brush past
him to get into the jostling stream
in the middle of the pavement again.

“It’s not worf a thousand quid,”
he observed, after a moment or so of
contemplation. “Go on in an’ arsk
'em. They’ll say a tenner, I betcha.”

“Very likely,"” I said. “Amnd then
what should 1 de?"

He grinned at me, disclosing a most
disreputable assortment of teeth.

“Same as me, I reckon,” he said.
“Beat it like one o'clock. *Day,
ladly.”

I went home and forgot all about
the incident.

The next day was Saturday.

Saturday morning in the city al-
ways has a last-diay-at-boarding-school
atmosphere. Fewer strangers swoop
out of the fat red buses or come boil-
ing up out of the tubes, and those
who do appear are definitely in holi-
day moed. When the big clock of St.
Paul’s strikes noon the exedus begins,
and by a guarter te ene the streets
leek like a theatre after the shew is
BVer.

The road outside our courtyard,
which all week had been a sort of
nightmare Brooklands, turned sud-
denly into a great river of dull glass,
with only an occasional bus or taxi

speeding down its wide expanse.

There were people about, of course,
but only a dozen or so, and the city
policemen in their enormous helmets
— which they use as small personal
suitcases, I believe — stood out, lonely
and important, one at every third
island.

It was nearly two o'clock on this
particular Saturday afternoon when
the police arrived. My husband leaned
out of the studio windew and re-
ported that there were two large
bobbies on the step. I went down to
open the door. None of our visitors
had left a ear outside the yard Sates
for some considerable time, but al-
though my censelenee was elear, mueh
elearer than It Is new, I felt vagBuely
uneasy. One peliceran may be a
friend, but twe are the Law.

On the step I found two of the larg-
est, bluest specimens I have ever seen
and they were both vastly uncom-
fortable.

I waited awkwardly for them to
begin, and presently one spoke.

“I wonder if you'd do me a personal
favor, ma’'am?” he said.

It was such an unexpected request
that I gaped at him, and he continued!:

“I want you to go out into the
street and look in the empty shop
next door. Don't say nothing to
anyone. Just behave perfectly casual,
and then come back and tell us what
you think you see.”

I began to feel a trifle light-headed,
but they were certainly real policemen.

“All right,” I said stupidly. “Aren’t
you coumitg”"
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The other constable shook his head.

“No, ma'am. We don't want a
crowd to collleat”

I went off obediiently, and as soon
as I turned out of the yard I saw that
any hopes my official friends might
have cherished concerning the ab-
sence of a crowd were doomed to
disappointment. Eweryone in the
street seemed to be converging on the
first of the empty shops.

On the step of the shop stood my
friend, The Lieabout. He was making
a tremendous noise.

“It’s a disgrice! he was shouting.
“A bloomin’ disgrice! It’s bin there five
days to my knowledge. Look at it

I peered in through the plate glass
and suddenly saw what he meant.
The sight made me feel slightly sick.
At the back of the shop was an arch-
way leading into a further salon,
whieh was lit by a sky-light. All kind
of decorators’ debris was strewn
areund, but ameng the whitewash
pails, the planks, and the trestles,
was semething eevered with an eld
eeat and a lump of saeking. The shape
was suggestive. But the thing that
made It herrible was the best. The
best stuek aut frem benesth the eoat
$6 naturally and yet se lifelessly:

“It’s a corp!” shrieked The Lie-
about, to the crowd which had just
reached us. “A corp! Been there five
days. The p'lice won’t do nethink.
It’s a murder, that's wot it i

He turned to me.

“Wihat you waitin’ for, lady? Go
tell the rozzers it's a comp.”

His voice in my ear recalled me to

my senses and I hurried back to my
visitors. They were polite but impa-
tient when I gave them my opinion,
and it suddenly dawned upon me why
I had been singled out for their con-
fidence. A police officer is not allowed
to enter private property without
authority, nor do the regulations let
him ask the owners of such property
for permission to enter, But enee he
is invited in, and has a witness to
preve It, he ean go wherever his geod
sense tells him his duty demands.

“If you get out of our bedroom
window onto the roof at the back
of the shop, you could look down
through the sky-light,” I said.

They were upstairs in an instant,
and I had barely time to explain to
my astonished husband before they
were in the bedroom negotiating the
window,

It was one of those awkward old-
fashioned sliding casements which
permit a space about two and a half
feet by one and a quarter when opened
to their fullest extent.

It took a little time but out they
went at last, helmets and all, and my
husband with them.

However, by this time an entirely
unsuspected blood-lust had taken
possession of me and, unable to con-
trol my impatience, I trotted down
and eut into the street.

To be honest, I did not reach the
street. The crowd was packed solid
across our entrance, all straining and
jostling to peer into the window of
the shop next door.

I climbed up on the iron gate which
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closed the yard at night, and saw over
the people’s heads a great expanse of
empty street to the east, while the
west was packed solid with every
vehicle which had passed that way
since The Lieabout’s sensational find.

It was because I was prevented by
the angle of the wall from seeing my
two police friends descending into
the shop through the sky-light that I
was an exception from the rest of the
crowd, and did not have my atten-
tion diverted from the excitement
over the way.

I saw the long gray car pull up out-
side the jeweler's shop and I saw the
three men spring out of it. It was not
until the crash of broken glass reached
me, as the brick went through the
window, that I realized anything un-
toward was afoot.

The rest happened so quickly that
I hardly followed it. I had a confused
impression of flying figures, some-
thing flashing in the autumn sun, and
then of the gray car sliding round like
a speedboat in the broad road and
flying away with a roar of aceelera-
tion. In a mement it had gene esm-
pletely. I eould net even see whieh
way it turnee at the end of the street.
Nothtag but the fagged hele Ia the
wmaew, with a seared assistant’s faee
peering threugh it, remalned o shew
that the rald had eecufred:

At that moment the first policeman
to get down into the empty shop
must have pulled away the coat, re-
vealed the neatly arranged sacks be-
neath, and kicked the old boot away
angrily, for the crowd suddenly be-

came aware of the other sensation,
and surged off across the road to gape
anew.

It was extraordinarily neat. The
whole thing had been done in one of
the most important streets, without
anyone being able to give a clear pic-
ture of any of the men involved.

We heard all about the robbery
from the tobacconist on the corner.

Ten thousand pounds’ worth of
valuables had been snatched, he said,
including the gold salt cellar which
an ancient and worshipful company
was presenting to a foreign royal
bridegroom, and which had been on
view there for a few privileged days.
A little small stuff went, too, he said
— a couple of trays of rings and sev-
eral eddments.

I never saw The Lieabout again.
Foolishly I supposed that, after mak-
ing such an ass of himself by his false
alarm, he did not care to show his face
in the neighborhood.

The parcel came a week later. 1
found it in our mail box one night,
when we came in from a show.

It was the topaz brooch. It lay upon
a mat of cottonwool, and there was a
note with it written in a neat, edu-
cated hand. The message was brief and
only too enlightening. It ram:

Wery many thanks for yeur vedhudile
assistanes. ey \ouatfiilyypaunys.

There was no signature, and the
package had not been through the
post.

So you see the problem: What
should Mts. A. do now?
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PARTNERS IN CRIME

by MAIRRERAUL D DORHATEAU
(tremslatet] by Anthomy Bouchen)

fiirst thing to do was to make a  body else, but that would have in-
date with Gino. Of course I'd volved certain risks. With Gino I
sooner have set up the deal with some- didn’t have to worry. As soon as he
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knew there was money to be made,
he'd play ball.

Luckily I still had his phone num-
ber in an old notebook. At first he was
surpeised to recognize my voice, and
in a way I could understand that. The
last time we met, we hadn’t parted on
precisely the best terms In the world.
But after a minute his voiee sweetened
up and he said he was delighted to be
in a pesition to help me. We set the
date for early afterneen at his plaee.

Since Gino made good, he'd been
living like a respectable citizen on a
quiet, countrified street near the
Auteuil viaduct. I splurged and took
a taxi to get there.

The taxi stopped right in front of
the house. I was just opening the door
to get out when I saw a hunched
figure coming out of the house. I
barely had time to jump back on the
seat; 1'd recognized old Froadin —
the moneylender. Maybe the eolnel-
denee was funny, but 1 didn’t feel up
te smiling. Meeting Frondin was the
last thing 1 needed just then; it was
ensugh e have spent ten minutes e
the phene the night befere, listening
£8 his ereaking velee:

I had some luck: he was too con-
cerned with his own thoughts to
notice me. I waited until he turned
the corner before I got out and rang
the bell.

Gino opened the door himself. He
hadn't changed. The same sly face,
wrinkled as a crabapple.

We shook hands. Gino smiled at
me cordially, and I felt the worry
behind the smile. There were a half-

dozen good reasons why I should hold
a lethal grudge against him: and 1
knew the feeling was mutual.

“It feels good to see an old pal like
you again, Raoul.” He pushed me
into an armchair. “Its been years
since we've seen each other. Why
didn’t you let me know you're still
alive at leaat””

“You know how it is . . . Things
are so tough now you don't have any
time for what you want to do.”

“Yes, we've seen better times . . .
But I should complain! Thank Ged,
I managed to tuck away a little nesi-
egg for my old age.” He said it in-
nocently enough, but he never teok
his eyes off me. He was watching to
see me turn green with envy,

“I'm glad for your sake, Gino,” 1
murmured, forcing a smile. “Still, to
speak frankly, I'm a little surprised.
I saw Frondin leaving as I came in, 1
wouldn't call that old vulture exactly
a sign of prosperity. And 1 know what
I'm talking aboumt—to my sorFew.”

“So? You towm?”

The “you too” was just what 1
wanted. I decided to put my cards on
the table. “Me too—in spades!
That's just why I came to see you.
After they let me out of Fiesaes, I
borrewed a tidy sum from him. Last
night he ealled me up and demanded
the eash. And sinee right new I'm iA
an awkward pesitien ="

“Don’t ask me to lend you mames!*
Gino interrupted hastily.

“Oh, no! I protested. “Who's
talking about a Joan?"

“All right then.” He settled back,
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reassured. Then, with a touch of glee
in his voice, he added, “If I get the
picture, you're at the end of your
rope?’

“Very nearly. But youw?"

“Oh, that's a very different matter.
Frondin’s after you because you
haven't any money. With me, on the
other hand, it's because I have too
much!” He broke off to take from his
pocket a crocodile cigarette-case and
offer me a monogrammed cigarette.
“Very arematie mixture,” he added
carelessly. “I think yeu'll like it.
Anyway, It's a enange from the stuff
you've been smeking: A little shep in
the Rue d'Arenberg In Brusiels malkes
them up especially for me . . . What
was 1 saying? O, yes: Frendin kRews
1 tueked away plenty of the stuff.
S8 of esurse he WaRts his eut. He's
stuek 18 it uRtil he's managed {8 dig
Hl?_ Just haw | HQEB‘%HEG {8 £ome By
this ll&ﬂ% fortHRE: Since fhen Res
Begn Blackmalling me . .

I leaned back more comfortably in
my armchair. "So you‘re in a sweet
mess too,” I observed cheerfully.

I must say he took it well. “We'll
see about that when the time comes.
Meanwhile, there's not a thing in the
world to keep us from enjoying one of
these fine eocktails you used to mix in
the eld days, Raoul”

I wasn't sure whether to be an-
noyed or flattered, but Gino was
smiling. “I'we got everything here
you need,” he said, pointing to a
portable bar. “Fix us up semething
special. Yow'll find ice in the re-
frigeradon.”

I chopped up the ice with a pick,
filled two glasses, brought them back,
and set to work concocting two cock-
tails. Gino followed my every move
with interested concern.

“You haven't lost your touch,” he
observed, as 1 jiggled the shaker.

The cigarette he had given me had
burned down until it was beginning
to scorch my lips. At the very mo-
ment that I crushed it in an ashiray 1
had an idea. 1 tooek advantage of
Gine’s absorption in his cocktail to
slip the eigarette butt inte my peeket.

Gino set down his glass. For several
seconds he kept his eyes closed, and
when he opened them they seemed
misted over with emotion.

“Bhst you, Raoul,” he said sweetly.
“Betwween ourselves, you've always
been a first-class heel. But all is for-
givea — you know how to mix a
cocktail supentiiky.”

“Simce you're feeling so well dis-
posed toward me,” 1 answered, pick-
ing up the cue, “I'll explain what 1
want from youw.”

He assured me that he was all ears.

“I was speaking just now of Fron-
din,” 1 went on. “I told you he
phoned me yesterday. He gave me a
sort of ultimatum. If I haven't paid
up in a week, I can expect — well,
certain incenveniences . ... I don’t
need te det all the I's, de 1? Frondin's
always had frlends en the foree; a

hene eall o the Prefecture and . . .
sheuld be in the elear sinee 1 got out
of prisen enly six menths age; that
deBt sught te be written off: But 1'll
bet that Frendin knews mere details
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of my past than I know myself; and
there are always a few items you dom’t
like to see become police property
. - - Moral: the best solution is to
pay Frondin off before his deadline.
But the debt runs into the hundreds
and 1 haven't even enough oen hand
to pay my rend.”

“Such a shame!” Gino observed.

“Don’t be in such a hurry to feel
sorry for me! In three days I'll be on
my feet again. You see, I've lined up
ajob . . . I've been casing a villa at
Saint-Cloud. Beloags to a silly old
woman named Cecile Lerat. Her hus-
band made a fortune In drug-store
supplies, and left her a very pretty
bundle. 1 met Ceeile A a bar—
Roger the Frogs. It hit me like a
thunderbelt. She was wearing a eress
of pearls that . . . ARyway, | teek a
ehanee and Bought Her & glass ef
ehampagne. Tied anether. By the
fifth, she was W@@fBng 8 H? shouider
and eating st of my hand. She tald
e the story of her life. iReluding the
Interesting ‘fact that she keeps her
J@W@lfg IR 2 lIttie desk near Rer Bed.
And Rere's fhe pavoH: She spends
all her weekends “With friends [
the country. Nobody waiches the

heuse ="

"*—and then,” Gino finished the
sentence, “Cimglerella married Prince
Charming and lived happily ever
after.”

“Wait a minute! This is no fairy
tale. At first I thought it was a trap,
but I've been seeing her since then.
I've checked up — there’s no cop in
the woaodipile”
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“All right. Go om.

“I"we decided to pull the job Sun-
day. It'll be easy to sell the jewels
once I've reset them. From then on
it’s all velvet. The only trouble is that
they must know at Headquarters
that I've been seeing Ceeile Lerat.
With my record, they'se keeping an
eye on me, As soon as she discovers
the theft, I'll be the first suspeet, and
unless 1 have an alibi —”

“— you'll get it in the nedk™

“Bxactly. That’s why I want your
help — as a witness. I’ll be pulling the
job between eight and nine at night.
All you have to do is tell the cops
that we spent the evening together.
After dinner, you can say, we went to
see the new Paul Meurisse pieture
and didn't break up untll late”

“Not a bad set-up,” Gino ad-
mitted. “But it’s taking a terrible
rigk.”

“Tthe game’s worth the candle, 1
tell you! Of course, we'ee splitting
fifty-fifyy. And take my word for it,
the Lerat jewels aren’t chicken feedl”

All the time I was talking, I kept an
eye on Gino. The money argument
hit home. But he wasn’t laying down
his arms right off. Just to be difficult,
he kept on raising ebjeetions for an-
other guarter of an heur. And when
we finally sheek hands te seal the
bargain, he eeuldn’t help saying,
“Yori kRew 1'm just delng it t6 please
yeu.” But 1 eeuld see the glint in his
yes.
We spent the next half-hour work-
ing out every detail in the script. We
decided it would be best, as a precau-
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tion, if Gino really did go to the pic-
tures that night, just to forestall any
trick questions. We parted as the best
of friends, each of ws fltanmting 2 smite.

I whistled a bright tune to myself
on the way home. That was a brilliant
inspiration, tucking away that ciga-
rette butt. I couldn’t ask for a better
piece of evidence. The funniest thing
was that when I went to see Giino 1
was really playing it straight; all 1
wanted was his help en the alibi.
Then this new idea . . . Peor Gine!

Now the plan was definitely changed!:
I'd break into the villa Sunday eve-
ning around eight. Cracking the little
mahogany'desk would be ehild’s-play.
I'd wear gloves, of eourse, to aveld
leaving fingerprlats. But I weuld eare-
fully leave the butt of Gine’s specially
fade elgarette.

With this clue, the cops would
quicklv trace it to the Belgian manu-
facturer, and from him to Gine.
Meanawhile, I'd show up at the police
station near me and make the follow-
ing veluntary statement: My friend
Gine teld me his plans for stealing
Mrae. Letat’s jewels; at the time I
esnsented 6 previde him with an
aliBl, but when I theught it ever, my
genseienece bethered me and I desided
te make 2 elean breast of it:

From then on, Gino would have a
tough time getting out of the claws of
the police. No use his telling the
truth; nobody would believe him and
all the evidence would be the other
way. Sinee he was at the pictures, he
wouldn't even have an alibi!

At last it was Sunday. I waited till
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it was dark, and everything went off
without a hitch. At the last, minute 1
became a little worried. Maybe Gino's
old grudge would get the better of his
judgment, and he would rat on me.
Then there would be police waiting
for me, hidden in the villa . . .

But nothing like that happened.
The desk was a snap, and getting the
jewels took me exactly three minutes.
Before I left, I carefully dropped the
cigarette on the floor.

I hid the loot in some wmimproved
land near my rooming house — I'd
dug a hole there the night before.
Now I filled in the hole and coveted it
with a big roek.

I went home and to bed. In ten
minutes I was sleeping like a baby.

I didn't wake up wntil nine thiirty
the next morning. When I saw the
fain beating against the windows, I
decided to take it easy till noon.

It was about eleven, and I was
dreaming of the good things to come,
when [ heard the heavy knocks on the
door. I was out of bed in an instant,
my heart beating like a fire alarm.
Only the pelice kneck like that.

I quickly dlipped on a dressing
gown, turned the latch, and opened
the door. In the hall I could see In-
spector Marin and two men in uni-
ferm, with Gino between them, hand-
euffed. It began to look all right.

Marin’s hand was so big you could
have sat on it. He pressed it against
my chest, shoved me back into my
room, and followed me in.

“Sit down, Raoul.”¥ He was too
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sweet and friendly. “We’re going to
have a nice long tall”

“I suppose it's about his alibi," 1
said. I kept my eyes away from Gino.
“I was coming into the station this
morning, Inspector. You boys were
too quick for me. But I've been keep-
ing my nose clean. I suppose he told
you he was with me last night?”

“Why, no.” Marin permitted him-
self a broad wondering grin. “What
makes you think that? We found his
cigarette on the scene of the crime.
He was a smart boy. He’s eonfessed
everything.”

I looked at Gino, who kept his eyes
away. Somehow, I didn't like the
whole scene.

Marin’s voice was suddenly sharp.
“All right, Raoul. That’s out of the
way. Where were you last night be-
tween eight and nime?”

*“I —1 don't understaund,” I mut-
tered.

“I’m not asking you to understand.
Just to answer me. Come on, now!™

“Well, I—1 was here in my
room —"

“Allone?”

“Of course. I went to bed very
early and —"

“So you don't have an alili?”

“Why should I need an alibi,
Inspector?”’

He sighed. “All right. If you insist
on playing the village idiot, I've got a
lictle story to tell you.”

“Id be curious to hear it."” But my
voice didn't come out right.

The Inspector was all sweetness
again. “Just imagine,” he said. “Firon-
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din, the moneylender, was murdered
last night between eight and nine. He
was stabbed with an icepick, on
which we found —

My eyes flashed to Gino with
sudden understanding. “My finger-
prints!™

“I don't have to tell you a thing,
do I?” observed the Inspector pa-
ternally. “That was your first slip,
Raoul. The other was when you stole
the 1.O.U.'s you'd given Frondin.
You didn’t stop to think he’d keep a
duplieate record. Funny, a smart boy
like you slipplng up en these twe
pelnts. Because the rest of it was well
glaﬂﬁe_d-. While yeu were suppesed 8

e giving Gine an alibl fer the fob-
bery, yeu killed Frondin = with an
ieepiek lifted frem Gine. Ging'd have
tg alibi yeu &8 keep frem E@H\\{IEHB%
Rimself ‘of the theft. Magnificen
EIQH! just EHIFQE ittle §HB§=¥8HF
w8 and Bine's clgaratie”

I made one last try. “You've got
me,” I said. “I'll confess”

Marin beamed.

“To the robbery,” I added quickly.
“Tihat was my job. I never went near
Frondin. Gino’s framed me for the
murder, the dirty —"

“Of course you can prove thig”"
Marin asked bemignly.

“Msk Gino one question. Just one.
If he committed the robbery, what
did he do with the jewels?"

Marin smiled. “What should he do,
Raoul? He's been out of touch for so
long and you still have contacts. He
gave them to you to dispose of, of
course.”
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SMALL WURDER

by JOAN GRRNGER

S truck broke down on Chrys-
tie Street,” McGarr said, “right
after it got across the Manhattan
Bridge. The driver is a guy named
Davito and he had a helper with him.
He left the helper to guard the truck
while he went looking for a pay beeth.
They'ire not easy te find at twe in the
FeFAiAg.

“Wihen he got back to the truck in
about half an hour, most of the furs
were gone and the helper was yelling
police and there was a dead man en
the street”

“That’s how come Homicide gets
the case”” I asked.

“That’s how come

“Amytthimg on the furs?”

McGarr gave me a sour look.

“I’m looking up a murder and you
worry me about rabbit skins,” he
growled,

“A hundred thousand bucks worth
of rabbit skins” I said. “Who’s the
dead guy?”

“Henny Lieber. You insurance
hounds ought to know him. He did
time for heisting some Bay Ridge
jewelry four-five years ago. He wasi’t
teo smart. A three-time loser. This
little job weuld've put him away fof
keeps, eould we preve it.”

“Wihat do they say

McGare put his heavy mouth
around a cigar, lit it, and retired be-
hind a wall of blue smoke.
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“Dawito runs these trucks for an
outfit over in Astoria. He don’t ex-
actly work for them, but they own
the trucks and get most of the jobs
and take thirty percent of the tariff.
Davito gets the rest and has to pay
for gas and repaits out of that. He
pays his ewn help tee.

“It’s a funny set-up. Maybe they're
ducking Social Security, maybe it's
some kind of tax dodge. I wouldn’t
know. Anyway, Lieber was Davito’s
helper until yesterday AM. Then they
had a fight ever in the yard. Nobody
ean tell us what it was abeut except

Davite e€lalms Lieber ?f@p@ﬁﬂ@ﬂ@d
him en liftlng this lead ef furs. Davite
kneeked him esld!”

I interrupted. “Davito got a rec-
ord?"

“Not here. Not even for dice
games. But there's a few boys at the
yard who might make news in the
line-up. They got hired when drivers
was scarce, account of the war, and
nobedy got around to getting rid of
them.

“Well, Davito needs a helper in a
hurry, so he picks up this Wilson.
That’s not so good. Schulman has a
record all right, long as your pogo
stick, mostly small stuff. A little
ehiseling, a little poliey now and then.
But ne heavy lareeny. And he's been a
good little bey the past year, of a
eareful ene.”
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“Yaur're a cynic with moss," 1 said,

“Yamh . . . Well, Davito and Wil-
son loaded the furs in Astoria around
six last night. They came down
through Greenpoint and stopped at
Davito’s house for a bite to eat and to
put in a new battery. They had some
trouble with the muffler and were
working on it until after midmigint The
neighbors all check on that. A couple
of them complained about the electric
lights they strung out from the gar-
age and hung over the truck. They
fade a lot of noise teo, testing the
muffikar”

“Amny guards for the furs?”

“Ne. Davito had a gun and a li-
cense for it. But no guards. I suppose
that makes trouble for the shipper
when he ‘tries to collect the insur-
ance?’

“Niot here. He pays the right rates.
He can afford to be careless. What
happened then?”

“Tthey highballed down Atlantic
Avenue and rolled over the bridge.
They were going straight across Canal
to the Twnnel but the muffler started
acting up again, and when they got
off the bridge they pulled into Chrys-
tie, They werked a while on the muf-
fler but didn’t de mueh goed. Finally,
Davite went te phene for help, like 1
said, and Wilsen stayed to keep an
eye en the truek. Davite didn’t think
te leave the gun behind. In a esuple
finytes this delivery wagen pulled
Hp aleﬁgélee and a guy Wilsen says he
deesh’t knew gets aut and asks for a
mateh. Next t {thWlEBH khews; he
feels something in Ris Fibs and it 2iR't

no cigar. There’s two more citizens
with guns. One is Lieber.

“Tthey make Wilson climb into the
cab of the truck, and one holds a gun
on him while Lieber and his pal split
the lock and start moving the furs
over to the delivery wagon. All this
goes on for maybe ten minutes when
the boy with the gun says something
to the stevedores about hurrying up.
He turas his jaw just enough for
Wilsen to have a free kiek at it. That
makes Wilsen a hero, the way he tells
t.”

“Tiat makes Wilson a jackass. He
knew we had the stuff imsursti”

“Wemh . . . Also he has a record.
He pointed that out to me right
away. ‘I got a record,” he says. ‘Who
do you think'd believe I was clean if 1
just sat there and took it?” ™

“Uth. He has something there

“All right. So the lad with the gun
goes down. Wilson jumps out, grabs
the gun, and cuts loose. Then every-
body starts shooting. Somebody starts
the delivery wagon and heads north
on Chrystie, fast. The one Wilson
clipped swings on as it goes past. Wil-
son’s out of bullets. He goes to the
baek of the truek and trips ever a
eerpse. 1t's Henny Lieber. Looks like
he was standiag in the van when he

8t 1, Wilsen says, beeause there's
leed 6R the tailBeard and net mueh
8n the strest”

“You giving Wilson a job on the
foree?" 1 said.

“Qkay, okay. The blood was right
where he said it was, still fresh enough
for the lab. men to play with when
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they got there. Henny had one bullet
in him, through the eye. He didn't
leak too much. Wilson says he thinks
he shot him but couldn’t be sure. We
don't think Wilson did, because there
weren’t no holes in Davito’s truck
and Wilson was shooting from upfeont.

“Half the neighborhood was out
when the man on the beat got there.
They tramped over a whole acre and
messed everything up. But we found
the gun that maybe killed Lieber. It
wasn’t far from the truck. The whole
elip was gene and the muzzle smelled
like the Fourth of July. Wheever
dropped 1t was eareless — maybe,
Balllisties Is werking en it.”

McGarr sat back expansively and
pulled at his cigar. McGaer is not
much over five-six. His height almost
kept him off the force twenty years
ago when they were looking for six
vertical feet as proef of bralns, dill-
genee, and henesty. MeGark got In
semehew, and inside of twe years was
werking eut ef Centre Street.

I like Mac. He's a good cop and a
straight cop. He lets the routine do
all the groundwork for him. Then he
uses his brains and something he calls
intuition. I don’t have mueh eontact
with him because mest of my investl-
gations have to do wlth theft or reb-
bery, net hemlelde. But when 1 de
feet up with him he deesn’t try te be
any eezier than he has ts.

I said, “Amytthing ellse?"

“Not now. I got to find out who
was with Lieber. Might be one of
those boys from the yard. I got to
make a few calls around. Keep in
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touch and I'll let you know what 1

Ca]]],_”

“Could I see Davito and Wilsan®”°
“Sure,” McGarr said, rolling out

of the chair. “We got them separated

down in the interview rooms.”

I saw Cal Davito first. He was a
slender dark-skinned boy with curly
black hair and large moist brown eyes.
He had a mustache that looked preity
new. He was possibly twenty-one
yeats old.

I told him who I was and he acted
as though he wanted to cooperate.
Yes, he knew the furs were insured.
No, he had seen none of the hijackers.
The show was over by the time he
got back., He talked about Henny
Lieber wltheut restralnt. Lieber had
been his helper for twe menths. There
was never any treuble until this trip.
When Davite teld hif abeut the lead
of furs and hew HMmueh they were
werth, Lieber had aeted fuppy =
“theughtful” Tihen, 8n the merling
they were &8 laad, Ligber tsld Davits
he knew where they esuld get rid 6f
the furs for mere msney than they
weuld earn IR 2 leng lifetime of
trueking.

Davito hit him once, knocking
him out. That was all there was to
that.

I wrote it out in longhand and
asked him to sign it. He balked no
more than usual, wanting to know if
he shouldn’t first talk to the shipper
or the van company. But he signed.

I talked to Bart Wilson next. He
was older than Davito, running a
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little to fat, with a pale face you could
forget in a hurry, and not much hair
any more. He sported a mustache neat
and thin as a Broadway gag. It was the
only neat thing about him. His
clothes were mussed and he had a
blue spot under one eye.

Substantially, his story was the
same as I had from McGare. But with
Wilson doing the telling, it took a lot
longer. I had to listen to how many
times he had been framed, and how
the cops never gave a gee a break, and
how even on this jeb he had been
treated more like the hijacker than
the hero who risked his life te Save
the Carge.

But he gave me a statement too,
making nine corrections in the word-
ing to be sure he got all the breaks
coming to him.

When I left Centre Street, there
was a note for me at the desk:

“Delivery wagon found abandoned
near Guacie Square. Registered to
Lieber. L. bought it last week. Lab.
says hairs from interior are from furs
all right. Nothing deing en whe was
with Lieber. Don't bother me untll
you hear from me. MeGarr.”

I had some other things to go on
and didn’t see McGarr for a few days.
When I dropped around to the squad
room they told me he had just gone
out on the Lieber hijacking. I found
him later in one of these holes In the
wall that sell malted mllk and knlshes.

McGarr said, “You going to be a
pest about thiis””

“Look,” I said, “the company’s
paying the claim. But it would make

things a lot nicer if we found the
furs

“QOkay. Why don't you go look for
them?”’

I couldn't afford to look Ihuut.

“Amytihiing new?"’ I asked.

“Nope. So far everything checks.
We found a woman who can’t sleep
nights because she sleeps all day and
she was up at a third-story window on
Chrystie that night. The way she tells
it, it's just like Wilson and Davito
gave it to us except that she can’t re-
member more than twe guys deing
the stickup. She theught it was just
some truekeen werking late, until
the sheeting started. Then she says
the bullets were flylng like uitoes
I springtirme. She remermbess the de-
livery wagen tee. She wWen't say it was
the same 8ne we get at Graeie Square
but it leks like it

“Outher things back the boys up. A
barkeep over on Third Avenue re-
members Davito even from a photo.
He remembers Davito coming in
around two that morning and asking
for some nickels. He dialed some
number and there was a lot of jabber
aboeut a truck breaking down and a
meehanie being needed. Thea Davito
eafne over and had a beer. He didn’t
talk mueh, and seen he left. A esuple
of barflies were hanging areund tee,
But they ain't mueh geed fer wit-
Resses”

“Only you can't find out who was
with Lieber,"” I said.

McGarr eyed me somberly.

“Only,” he said, “we can't find out
who was with Lieber.”
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“You got anything eles?

“Nah,” McGarr said. “What about
you? You find any furs?"

I took a while answering. “Naln,*
I said.

“What do they pay you for any-
way?" McGarr growled.

“To keep in with cops’®

He bought a quarter’s worth of
that and said, “Ower in Davito’s
neighborhood an old lady who runs
a candy store saw Lieber hanging
around that afternoon. She says she
doesn’t want to get invelved. But
she’ll admit he was there from four
until after seven, when Wilson and
Davito arrived. Lieber parked that
light wagen of his ever by a vaeant
let nearby, and this eld lady ean't re-
member seelng hifm go Rear Davite's
truek. But that den’t mean Aothing.
She had eustomets to walt en. She
didn’t spend all her time lesking after
Henny Lieber. All we ean be sure ef
is HeARy was et there”

“Casing the place,” I suggested.
McGare gave me his cold survey.

“If you have to talk like that,” he
said, “it’s all right with me. Did I tell
you that gun we found belonged to
Lieber?™

“You didn't tell me. But it’s nice
to know. Any fingenpmimts?"

“Waitll 1 finish. It was also the
gun that killed Lieber.”

“Wihat does that meam?"

“We don’t know yet. There were
prints all right but they were too
smudged to do us any goodl”

I looked very thoughtful. “Lieber,
shot with his own gum.
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“Don’t get exercised over tived,”
McGaurr grumbled. “Could be he lent
it to one of the boys helping him.
Could be he was shot by accident, or
maybe on purpose

“Could be,” I said. “Wthat do you
do next?"

“Idlo some more looking,” McGarr
said. “You pay for that stuff and get
out of my sight. I'll give you a ring

some day.”

Three days later McGarr gave me
that ring. I was out of the office when
the call came and got it an hour late.
I made it from Maiden Lane to Centre
Street, through bad traffic, i fiuriesn
minutes. McGatt and three more men
in plainclothes were just coming
down the steps.

“I got your call,” I said.

McGarr stopped, waving the others
on, and said to me:

“We"re going out to close a case

“Not the fur deall?”"

“Natch!" he said, grinning.

“Wimd if I tag alomg?"

“Come on. You can make like
you're one of the boys™

We went across town with the siren
open.

“[t’s that hot?" I asked.

“Nuts,” said McGarr, “Clancy
just likes to ride that thing. It makes
him feel like a cop.”

We weaved up the West Side High-
way, Clancy making the most of his
opportunity.

At Ninety-sixth Street we left the
elevated highway and picked our
way a few more blocks uptown.
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Clancy pulled into a street full of
brownstones that had once been
High Barbary and were now just low
life. He stopped the car before a
house with a scabby stoop.

McGarr said: “Cllancy, you and
Miller take the fire escape in the
back. Belkin and I'll go up the stairs.
You'"— to me — “stay behind us™

He gave Clancy and Miller time to
get through the alley to the backyard.
We went up the stoop.

The outside door was old and
scarred but it had a new lock. McGarr
produced a key and the door swung
inward on quiet hinges. The key was
a surprise, but this was no time for
questions.

We were in a dank and gloomy
hall. McGarr gestured for us to keep
to the edges of the treads. We went
up silently, in single file. Somewhere
before the first landing McGarr and
Belkin got eut thelr guns.

McGarr had three steps to go when
a door at the head of the stairs opened.
McGarr lunged upward. Cal Davito
yelled something in a hoarse voice
and slammed the deer in MecGa¥r’s
face. Two hundred peunds hit the
doeer at the same tlme. The weight
advantage was all en MeGaiii's side.
Davite went dews uRder the desr:

Wilson was halfway out the window
when Belkin, leaping over the tangle,
caught him by the trousers belt and
yanked. I made the staithead in time
to see Wilson land in a sitting pesitien
en the floor. His pale bald head glis-
tened with sweat. His dark eyes were
bleak and furleus. His hand slipped

toward a rear pocket. Belkin, grin-
ning, slapped him across the chops
with his gun, and Wilson lay down.
Belkin clipped the cuffs on him.

McGarr had jerked Davito to his
feet and was handcuffing him. Da-
vito's brown eyes were still soft and
wide with innocence, and his mus-
tache still looked new. But he seemed
much older. He said:

“What’s this all about, Officer?””

“Stop it,” McGarr growled.
“Yaw're under arrest. Murder. For
the murder of Henny Lieber.”

Wilson, on the floor, came to and
groaned.

“Yeeah,” said McGarr, and turning
to me he went on, “Yeour rabbit skins
will be upstairs, most of them. They
got a roomful, so I'm tolid™

I finished my report on a police
stenographer’s typewriter, sent it by
messenger to Maiden Lane, and we
went out for a bite.

“I been dumb,” McGarr said,
shaking his head. “They put on a
show for me and I almost paid for the
tickets.”

“I don't see that,” I said.

“Surre. I wasted a lot of time look-
ing up Lieber’s friends because it was
Lieber’s car. We scared a lot of them
and we turned up two burglaries and
a case of bigamy, but nothing that
looked like the fur job. Everything
backed up Wilson's story. But one
thing had me worried — all that
shooting and no holes in Davho's
truck. I guess I was half thinking that
from the start — how it smelled a
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little like a staged riot — but I kept
wasting all that time on Lieber's
friends. I must be getting oldi

“You are,” 1 said cheerfully.
“What finally got you thinking
about this paiir?”

‘“Wilkon has a record. The social
workers can cry in their tea all they
like, but when I see a guy with a two-
page record I want to know what for.
When I got around to looking it up in
the B.C.L,, I found one of Wilson’s
arrests was in '39, for working the
protection racket. And that time his
pal whe get arrested with him was a
jee named Crivit.

“We wouldn't bother with any-
thing as far back as that but this
truck with no bullet holes had me
thinking. We went to see Crivit and
he wasn’t nothing much. We asked
just a few questions and he folded.
He figured Davito and Wilson would
probably get te him anyway, and I
guess he theught he’d be safer in jaill.”

“Was he in it from the begimmirgy”*

“Nio. They called him in when Lie-
ber wouldn't go along. Not that
Lieber was too fussy, but being a
three-time loser on parole he coulldin’t
take chances. Davito got sore and
socked him.

“Lirtber had to come back for more.
He hangs around Davito’s place all
afternoon and half the night. Trying
to screw up courage, I guess. Finally
he braces Davito and somewhere
aleng the line starts waviag his gun
areund. We doen’t knew exactly what
he was after. Crivit says he was threat-
enlng te ge te the cops”

MR DIER

“Crrivit spill all this?*

“Sure. Crivit’s got a backbone full
of soft cheese. Davito says different.
Davito says Lieber tried to kill him
and he took the gun away and shot
Lieber. Wilson goes along with
Davito.”

“They both tallkedi?”"

“Weemh, they'll cop pleas if the
judigel let dhem. Crivit seys divey
sweet-talked Lieber into the truck to
show him the furs, and Davito shot
him there. The racket with the muf-
fler drowned out the shewsxiig”

“Wihat about Lieber’s trudk?®"

“That’s where Davito got cute.
They took the keys off Lieber. They
let Crivit — because no one around
here knows him —drive Lieber’s
wagon. In Chrystie Street, where it's
nice and quiet that hour of the morn-
Ing, they stop, put on a little windew
dressing for whoever might be wateh-
Ing, and switeh mest of the furs te
Lieber's wagen. Then Crlvit drives
off with the stuff while Wilsen sheves
Lieber’s bedy aut ente the pavement
and puts e the frewsrks display. All
the bullets went ints dift in the parie
way.”

“They had an alibi and a ready-
made suspead,” I put in.

“Nuts,” McGarr said. “Just an-
other small murder, and a dumb one.
The beauty part of it is I might not
have caught on when I did If Davito
wasi’t s0 cheqp.”

“How’s thedt”"

“He wouldn't let Wilson put any
bullets through the truck, account of
he was liable for any repairs’™
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THE BEST MYSTERIES OF THE MONTH
by ANTFHOONY BOOIGIHER

Recommended to all murder fanciers:

Cyril Hare’s THE WIND BLOWS DEATH (Lititls, Brown)

To date much better known in Emgland than America, Hare proves his
claim to topflight rank with a perfect blend of deductive puzzlement and
satiric commentary on amateur symphonic societies. Reminiscent of what
John Strachey calls the Golden Age of Allingham, Blake, and Sayess, this
witty and perceptive volume should start a drive to flush out of their
transatlantie warrens the many Hares not yet published here.

Erie Stanley Gardner’s THE CASE OF THE NEGLIGENT NYMPH (Morrow)

The Old Master may turn out too many quickies; but when he hits his
top stride, he's hard to beat. He’s done it again here, with all the legal
intricacies and courtroom fireworks you could ask — plus an occasional
sharp bite to the writing which suggests the collaboration of his alter ego,
A. A. Faiir .’

Frank Bumce’s SO YOUNG A BODY (Simon & Schuster)

The Inner Sanctum holds up its record for finding first-rate first novels with
this blithe yarn of a murderous ocean voyage, familiar enough in its material
but enlivened by deft plotting and a fresh humorous approach.

A. B. Cunningham's THE HUNTER IS THE HUNTED (Dutton)

A backwoods murder case presents little mystery but great suspense, as
Sheriff Jess Roden works as pseudonymous undercover man for the F. B. 1.
The regional atmosphere is so vivid, the case itself so uniquely suited to
Roden’s talents, that this book may well represent Cunningham on any
future checklist of detective novels.

Dorothy Salisbury Davis's THE CLAY HAND (Scribner's)

The author of one of 1949°s best first novels, THe yupas car, explores drab-
ness and terror in a West Virginia coal-mining town. A trifle heavy in spots,
but has a compelling atmospheric realism suggestive of Cunningham.

Framces and Richard Lockridge’s THE DISHONEST MURDERER (Lippincott)

An odd Mr. and Mis. North item, in that the emphasis is less on humor than
on what one might call a rational Eberhartian romance; but an effective
book, notable for the deepening characterization of the Norths themselves.

100



James BemettsSTHE KNIFE BEHIND YOU (Harper)

Another of last year’s debutants more than fulfills his promise with a sharp
and bitter picture, sketched with objective economy, of the dog-eat-dog
life behind the scenes of a large department store.

Anthony Gllbert’s DEATH KNOCKS THREE TIMES (Randionm)

The magnificent Arthur Crook is less in evidence than his fans may wish;
but his creator is in fine form depicting an unusually memorable murderer
and an Emglish family group so pettily vicious as to make Lillian Hellman's
Hubbard family seem a picture of domestic bliss.

Roger Bax's TWO |F BY SEA (Harper)

Far removed from Bax’s earlier ironic chronicles of murder, this story of
the rescue by staunch Britishers of their Russian wives is the most unevent-
ful “movel of adventure and suspense” since Erskine Childers’s THE RIDDLE
or THE sanDs (1903), which it much resembles both in its preoccupation
with the details of navigation, and in its sincere and unpretentious eharm.

The above are cheerfully recommended to all comers. For those more
concentrated readers who simply cannot get enough of their particular
specialty, the following may do nicelly:

SHORT STORIES: Agatha Christie's THREE BLIND MICE AND OTHER STORIES
(Dodd, Mead))

Includes eight admirable Christie shorts, six of them previously reprinted
in EOWM/ and in Queen anthologtes. (The title novelette, however, reads
like a singularly malicious parody-pastiche of Christie.)

HARDBOILED: Frank Kane's SLAY RIDE (W:stntiburn)

A standard routine toughie which manages to be less sadistic and more
readable than many.

STOLID BRITISH: John Rhode's DOUBLE IDENTITIES (Dodd, Mead)

Dr. Priestley at it again (and this time largely by guesswork) in a slow but
well-intricated intrigue of murder and impersonation.

PUZZLE GIMMICKS: MYSTERY PUZZLE OF THE MONTH (Pexrl)

Represents the most satisfactory of the various attempts to date to fuse
the jigsaw puzzle and the detective story — partlv because the jigsaws are
trickier than most inexpensive ones, but chiefly because the accompanying
stories are plotted and written by writets as familiar to EQWIW readers as
Brett Halliday, Helen MeCloy, Clayton Rawson, and Kelley Roos.
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SWEEET ARRE THEE USEES OF PUBULBALIY

For nearly tem yeavs now it has been our editorial policy to give you an
equal balance of new stories antlaldl. Themew storiesreekbgimaesiopigiiadl
tales of crime and detectiom lagnpganirkervtaliny— seeyonr v Feiith
Ammeral Report on BEOWE s Prize Contests, aatrbiacheggunrngooyiziiaisissye.
The old stories aree mutae wsus Ayme o regpinrss. WAkerkgyrborinpg o gt
only ratiocinative roasi beef but eriminous caviar—esppetalijly these
obsaute Misle dlassics ;kbasenacennnibl) yirgartenoepms: Abase: vkoronn
little masieipiecssavnivhcoanseefound ooy inriaeecdtummiiiailie foodys.
Of eourse, there are oecasional exceptions 19 this golden Fule — but only
for speeial reasoms. Graham (reesistss "The TR MR jissoeahaanaxeqn-
Hon — But apain there Is a speelal veasen.

“Hee Third Mam" was st pubiisthedipist: a lile more them a year age,
in “hee American Magaziive.” Very seldom do we reprint a siory only a
single year affer its initial appearance, or ffor that matter within two or
three year§. Bul &syou reeatl Masscronds, you keve probably gruessel the
reasom why “Wee Third Mam' is an excepiional siory.

The movie version of “Thee Third Mam"' is now showing all over the
United States. At dertinveoytaiisomiting it is sétveliiltebrtoboereenieeekoon
February 2, at the Victoria Theatre in Nevw York: The advance ballyhoo

feor the pictire is, fo usefve of Hollywood's favorie adiectives derifliaadd
eolossal. It was produced and divecied by Carol Reed, presensed by Alex-
ander Kondku and Davikdl O. SelznieR, with an ?E?mav sereonilay By G-
ham Greene himself, and with a siperb &AaumelaNE Josanh (CeRltaN V%MII
Orson Wielles, an Trever Howai By his time you len@w — oF should
FRow = EB@i%@MBﬁ';&%E%%%E@@Y&QJW thROANY baEkEs axAd
mu§{9 13 hat played en a single 2ither, ihe music compesed ang vendered
% Aen Kars. My, Kars Was discoverad by OFson Welles angd Carol
ed 10 & NEble music hall IR Vienna, and his music e alvansly Passmeshe
;ags o L and PaFIS: By 1he Hime 1his issie of EQVMY FERRISs sy,
G Wilk probaply BE In @ ditner about Kanly Zsher. 84y Lom:
99;99 Was BRE 9 m@ 135 16 FEEORS BhE TRYSIE BERING “Thie Thivd Mfian
ang even BefRre Hhe %999 IEkaFe 24‘!9§ 99)} f?)@&%ﬂ QFWM MHHQ}/
hag gﬁ?ﬁ}é W8 REW Jances — 9‘ B0 n %f .
393 309 BANIWAZeR i § )? 9ms ok s Brave ang 1Bng 9 the

Mmyumy ke iis shize sshoypy riinat sshardddrize aviadle fantastic mrevyy ggo-
roundandd as an exception to our general rule we pudlisth it as hard on
the heels of the moovde preniere @s our soetiiliesavarldl peevmit. Yooy -mijgit
say that makes us accessoviasattertfiscfinet. . . ...
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Graham Greene is surely one of the most gifted of comtemporany English
writers. You remember him, in the deiecivecrmystepyfidit] for Miiseecatidd
“etertaipments’ — THIS GIIN FOR HIEE, THE CUNFIDENITL AGENTT,

los

THE MINISTRY OF FEAR, and the “griinlly ifsainatifng’’ BRIGHTON ROCK.

THE THIRD MAN
By GRMFANN GREENE

THEN I saw Rollo Martins
Ww' first I made this note on him
for my security police files: “In nor-
mal circumstances a cheerful fool.
Drinks too much and may cause a
little ¢rouble. Has never really grown
up, and perhaps that accounts for the
way he worshipped Lime."”

I met him first at Harry Lime’s
funeral. It was Febeuary, and the
gravediggers had been forced to use
electric drills to open the frozen
ground in Vienna's Central Cemetery.
It was as if even nature were delng its
best to reject Lime, but we get him In
at last and lald the earth baek en Rim
like bricks. He was vaulted I, and
Rolle Marting walked guiekly away
as theu%a_ his leng, gangly legs wanted
te break ints a Fun, and the tears of a
bey ran dewh his thirty-Hve-year-ald
eheeks: Rolle Martins believed In
friendship. and that was why what
Rappened 13ter was sHeR 2 shegk:

If you are to understand this
strange, rather sad story you must
have an impeession, at least, of the
background — the smashed, dreary
city of Vieana divided up in zenes
among the four powers: the Russian,

the British, the American, the French
zones, regions marked only by a notice
board, and in the center of the city,
surrounded by the Ring, with its
heavy public buildings and its pranc-
ing statuary, the Inner Stadt under
the econtrol of all four powers.

In this once fashionable Inner
Stadt, each power in turn, for a month
at a time, takes, as we call it, “the
chair,” and becames responsible for
security. At night, if you were fool
enough to waste your Austiian shil-
lings en a night elub, you weuld see
the lnternational Patrol at werk —
feur military peliee, ene frem eaeh
pewer, eemmunieating with ene an-
ather, If they esmmunieated at all,
in the language of their enemy:

I never knew Vienna between the
wars, and | am too young to remem-
ber the old Vienna, with its Strauss
music and its bogus easy charm. To
me, it is simply a city of undignified
ruins which turned, that February,
into great glaciers of snow and iee.
The Danube was a gray, flat, muddy
Fiver a leng wav off aeress the Russlan
zone. The Prater lay smashed and
deselate and full ef weeds; enly the

Copyrigiz, 1949, by Gralham Greene
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Great Wheel moved, revolving slowly
over the foundations of merry-go-
rounds like abandoned milestones, the
rusting iron of smashed tanks which
nobody had cleared away, the frost-
nipped weeds where the snow was
thin.

At night, the kidnapings occur —
such senseless kidnapings they some-
times seemed to us — a Ukrainian girl
without a passport, an old man be-
yond the age of usefulness, some-
times, of eourse, the technician or the
traltor. This was, reughly, the Vienna
te whieh Relle Mafrtins had eome en
February 7 of last year.

A British subject can still travel if
he is content to take with him only
five English pounds, which he is for-
bidden to spend abroad, but if Rello
Marting had not feceived an invita-
tion from Lime of the International
Refugee Office he weuld net have
been allewed te enter Austria, whieh
esunts still as eeeupled {erritory.
Lime had suggested that Martins
might ‘wiite Up” the business ef
lsgking after the internatienal refu-
gees; ahd altheugh it wasn't Martins's
Hstial line; he had eonsented.

Rollo Martins's usual line was the
writing of paper-covered Westerns
under the name of Buck Dexter. His
public was large but unremuinerative.
He couldn’t have afforded Vienna if
Lirde had net offered te pay his ex-
penses when he get there eut of some
vaguely deseribed pf@iﬁgﬁﬂﬁ@ fund.
He eguld alse, he said, keep him sup-
plied with BQ?EF Bais— the enly @uf-
feney In use frem 4 penny Upward A
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British hotels and clubs. So it was
with exactly five unusable pound
notes that Martins arrived in Vienna.

An odd incident had occurred at
Frankfurt, where the plane from Lon-
don grounded for an hour. Martins
was eating a hamburgee in the Amer-
jcan canteen (a kindly air line sup-
plied the passengers with a veueher
for 65 eents’ werth of feed) when a
man he eeuld reeognize from twent 3'
feet away as a joeurnalist appreaehe

“You Me. Dexter?" he asked.

“Yes,” Martins said, taken off his
guard.

“You look younger than your
photographs,” the man said. “Litke to
make a statement? | represent the
local paper here. We'd like to knew
what you think of Frankfurit”

“I only touched down ten minutes
age/’

“Fair enough,” the man said.
‘\What about views on the American
novel?’

“I don't read them,” Martins said.

“fihe well-known acid humer,” the
journalist said, He pointed at a small,
gray-haired man with two protruding
teeth, nibbling a bit of bread. *Hap-
pen to know if that's Carex?"

“No. What Carey?"

“J. G. Carey, of courss”

“I'we never heard of hiiom*

“You novelists live out of the
world. He's my real assigmmenit”” And
Martins watched the journalist make
across the room for the great Carey.

Dexter wasn't the man's assign-
ment, but Martins couldn't help feel-
ing a certain pride — nobody had
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ever before referred to him as a novel-
ist; and that sense of pride and im-
portance carried him over the disap-
pointment when Lime was not there
to meet him at the airport, nor at the
Hotel Astoria, where the bus landed
him, and no message — only a eryptic
one for Me. Dexter from someone he
had never heard of called Crabbin:
“We expeeted you oA (OMOrFOW's
plane. Please stay where you are. On
the way reund. Hotel room bosiadl”
But Rolle Martiins wasn't the kind ef
man whe stayed areund.

Martins had been given Lime’s ad-
dress, and he felt no curiosity about
the man called Crabbin. It was too
obvious that a mistake had been
made, though he didn't yet connect
it with the eonveisation at Frankfurt.
Lirae had weitten that he eeuld put
Martins up In his ewn flat, a large
apartment en the edge of Vienna, se
Martins dreve straightaway te the
Building lying in the third (British)
#6ne.

How quickly one becomes aware of
silence even in so silent a city as
Vienna, with the snow steadily set-
tling. Martins hadn't reached the
second floor before he was eonvineed
that he weuld net find Lime there,
and as he reached the feurth flesr and
saw the big, blaek bew ever the deer
handle, he knew he weuld net And
Lime anywhere iR the werld. Of
eourse, it might have been a essk
whe had died; & heusekeeper, aRY-
Bedy But Harry Eime, But Martins
knew that Lime, the Lime he had
Rerg-worshipped now fBr fweRky

years, since the first meeting in a grim
school corridor with a cracked bell
ringing for prayers, was gone.

After he had rung the doorbell half
a dozen times, a small man with a
sullen expression put his head out
from another flat and told him in a
tone of vexation, “It"s no use ringing
like that. Theres noboedy there., He's
dead.”

Martims, as he told me later, asked
him, “When did it happen? How?"

“He was run over by a car,” the
man said. “lLast Thursday.” He added
sullenly, as if really this were none of
his business, “Ttey are burying him
this afternoon. You've only just
missed a couple of friends and the
coffiin”

“Wasn't he in a hogpicdl?*

“Thhere was no sense in taking him
to a hospital. He was killed here on
his own doorstep — imstandamsnusiy ™

“Where are they burying him?*

“In the Central Cemetery.”

He had no idea how to pay for his
taxi, or indeed where in Vienna he
could find a room in which he could
live for five Emglish pounds, but that
problem had to be postponed until he
had seen the last of Harry Lime. He
drove stralght te Central Cemetery.

It was just chance that he found the
funeral in time — one patch in the
enormous park where the snow had
been shoveled aside and a tiny group
were gathered, apparently bent on
some very private business. A priest
had finished speaking, and a coffin was
on the point of being lowered into the
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ground. Two men in lounge suits were
at the graveside. A girl stood a little
way away with her hands over her
face, and I stood twenty yards away
by another grave watching with reliet
the last of Lime and noticing carefully
who was there — just a man in a
mackintosh, I was to Martins. He
came up to me and said, “Could you
tell me who they are buryimng?”

“A fellow called Lime,"” I said, and
was astonished to see the tears start to
this stranger’s eyes. He didn't look
like a man who wept, nor was Lime
the kind of man who I thought was
likely to have mourners.

Martins stood there, till the end,
close beside; me. He said to me later
that as an old friend he didn’t want
to intrude on these newer ones. As
soon as the affair was over, Martins
strode back to his taxi; he made ne
attempt to speak to anyone, and the
tears new were really running. I fel-
lowed him. I knew the ether threeg;
1 wanted to knew the stranger.

I caught him up by his taxi and
said, “[ haven't any transport. Would
you give me a lift into towm?”

"Of course,” he said. 1 knew the
driver of my jeep would spot me as
we came out and follow us.

I said, “My name's Calllowey.*

“Miartins,” he said.

“You were a friend of Lime?*

“Yes."” Most people in the last week
would have hesitated before they ad-
mitted quite so much. “I came only
this afternoon from Emgland. Harry
had asked me te stay with him. I
hadn't heardl”
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“Biit of a shadk?"

“Look here,” he said; “I badly
want a drink, but I haven’t any cash
— except five pounds sterling. I'd be
awfully grateful if you'd stand me
one.”

It was my turn to say, “Of course”
I thought for a moment, and told the
driver the name of a small bar in the
Kaiitriirisinasse.

On the door was the usual notice
saying the bar opened at 6 till 0, but
one just pushed the door and walked
through the front rooms. We had a
whole small roem to ourselves.

Martins said over his second quick
drink, “I’m sorry, but he was the best
friend I ever hadl”

I couldn't resist saying, knowing
what I knew, and because I was anx-
jous to vex him— one learns a lot
that way — “That sounds like a
eheap noveledie.”

He said quickly, “I write cheap
novelettes.”

I said, “Tell me about youwrssdff—
and Lime.”

“Look here,” he said; I badly need
another drink, but I can't keep
scrounging on a stranger. Could you
change me a pound or two into Aus-
trian momey?”

“Don’t bother about that," 1 said,
and called the waiter. “You can treat
me when I come to London on leave.
You were going to tell me about Lime
and hew you met himm?”

The glass of liqueur might have
been a crystal the way he looked at it
and turned it this way and that. He
said, “[t was a long time ago. I don't
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suppose anyone knows Harry the way
I do.” And I thought of the thick file
of agents’ reports in my office, each
claiming the same thing.

“How lomg?””

“Twenty years — or a bit more. 1
met him my first term at school. I can
see the place. I can see the notice-
board and what was on it. I can hear
the bell ringing. He was a year older
and knew the ropes. He put me wise
to a lot of things.”

“Was he clever at scioal?”

“Not the way they wanted him to
be. But what things he did think up!
He was a wonderful planner. 1 was far
detter at subjects like History and
English than Harry, but I was a hope-
less mug when it came to carrying out
his plans.” He laughed; he was already
beginning, with the help of drink and
talk, to throw eff the shock of the
death. He said, “I was always the ene
whe get eaught”

“Tihat was convenient for Lime.”

“Tihat was my fault, not his. He
could have found someone cleverer if
he'd chosen, but he liked me. He was
endlessly patient with me.”

“When did you see him last?"

“Oh, he was over in London six
months ago for a medical congress.
You know, he qualified as a doctor,
though he never practiced. That was
typical of Harry. He just wanted to
see if he eould do a thing, and then
he lest interest. But he used to say
that it often eame In hamndly.”

And that, too, was true. It was odd
how like the Lime he knew was to
the Lime I knew:; it was only that he

looked at Lime’s image from a differ-
ent angle or in a different light.

He said, “One of the things I liked
about Harry was his humeor.” He gave
a grin which took five years off his
age. “[’m a buffoon. I like playing the
silly fool, but Harry had real wit. You
know, he could have been a first-class
light composer if he had worked at
it.”

He whistled a tune — it was oddly
familiar to me. “I always remember
that. I saw Harry write it. Just in a
couple of minutes on the back of an
envelope. That was what he always
whistled when he had semething en
his mind. It was his signature tume”

He whistled the tune a second time,
and I knew then who had written it
— of course, it wasn’t Harry. 1 nearly
told him so, but what was the point?

The tune wavered and went out.
He stared down into his glass, drained
what was left, and said, “[t"s a damned
shame to think of him dying the way
he didl.”

“It was the best thing that ever
happened to him,” I said.

“Yeou mean there wasn't any paiim?”

“He was lucky in that way, tom™

It was my tone of voice and not my
words that caught Martins's atten-
tion. He asked gently and danger-
ously — I could see his right hand
tighten — “Aire you hinting at some-
thing?”

There is no point at all in showing
physical courage in all situations; I
eased my chair far enough back to be
out of reach of his fist. I said, “I mean
that I had his case completed at police



108

headquarters. He would have served
a long spell — a very long spell — if
it hadn't been for the accidiemnt ™

“What for?*

“He was about the worst racketeer
who ever made a dirty living in this
city.”

I could see him measuring the dis-
tance between us and deciding that he
couldn’t reach me from where he sat.

“Yaw're a policeman?’ he asked.

“Y@S."

“I"ve always hated policemen. They
are always either crooked or stuypidi

“Is that the kind of books you
write?”’

I could see him edging his chair
round to block my way out. I caught
the waiter’s eye, and he knew what 1
meant — there's an advantage in al-
ways using the same bar for inter-
views,

Martins said gently, and brought
out a surface smile: “I have to call
them sheriffis.”

“Been in America?"

“Is this an interrogmatiom?"

“Just interest.”

“Bhcause if Harry was that kind of
racketeer, I must be one, too. We al-
ways worked togedier.”

“I daresay he meant to cut you in
— somewhere in the organization. 1
wouldn't be surprised if he had meant
to give you the baby to hold. That
was his methed at school — you told
me, didn't you?”

‘You are running true to form,
aren't you? I suppose there was some
petty racket going on with petrol and
you couldn't pin it on anyone, so
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you've picked a dead man. That’s just
like a policeman. You're a real police-
man, I suppose?”

“Yes, Scotland Yard, but they've
put me into a colonel's uniform when
I'm on duy.”

He was between me and the door
now. I couldn't get away from the
table without coming into range. I'm
no fighter, and he had six inches of
advantage anyway. I said, “[t wasn't
petrol.”

“Tiires, saccharins . . . why don’t
you policemen catch a few murderers
for a chamge?"

“Well, you could say that murder
was part of his racket

He pushed the table over with one
hand and made a dive at me with the
other. The drink confused his calcula-
tions, Before he could try again my
driver had his arms round him.

“Listen, Callaghan, or whatever
your bloody name is —"

“Calloway. I'm Engfish, not Irigh.

“I'm going to make you look the
biggest bloody fool in Viemma™

“I see. You're going to find me the
real crimmimall?"

“You can let me go, Callaghan. I'd
rather make you look the fool you are
than black your eye. You'd only have
to go to bed for a few days with a
black eye. But when I've finished with
you, you'll leave Vienita”

I took out a couple of pounds’
worth of Baj§ and stuck them in his
breast pocket. “THrse will see you
through tonight,” I said, “and I'll
make sure they keep a seat for you on
tomorrow's London plane.”
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“You can't turn me out. My papers
are in ordier.™

“Yes, but this is like other cities:
You need money here. If you change
sterling on the black market I'll catch
up on you inside twenty-four houts.
. . . Let him gm!"

Rollo Martins dusted himself down.
“I'll be seeing you again when I've
got the dope,” he said.

“I might come and see you off to-
morrow,” | said.

“I shouldn't waste your time. I
won't be there”

“Paiine, here, will show you the
way to Sacher’s. You can get a bed
and dinner there. I'll see to thad.”

He stepped to one side as though to
make way for the waiter, and slashed
out at me. I just avoided him but
stumbled against the table. Before he
could try again, Paine had landed him
on the mouth. He went bang over in
the alleyway between the tables and
ecame up bleeding from a eut lip.

I had had a long day and 1 was
tired of Rollo Martins. I said to Paine,
“See him safely into Sacher's. Don’t
hit him again if he belaves”

What happened next I didn't hear
from Paine, but from Martins a long
time afterward. Paine simply saw him
to the head porter’s desk and ex-
plained there, “THis gentleman came
in on the plane from London. Colonel
Calloway says he's to have a room.™
Having made that clear, he said,
"Gmod evening, sir,” and left.

“Had you already got a reservation,
sir?”’ the porter asked.

“No. No, I don't think se,” Mat-
tins said in a muffled voice, holding
his handkerchief to his mouth.

“I thought perhaps you might be
Mt. Dexter. We had a room reserved!
for a week for M. Dexter.”

Martins said, “Oh, I am M, Dex-
ter.” He told me later that it occurred
to him that Lime might have engaged
him a room in that name because pet-
haps it was Buck Dexter and not
Rollo Martins who was to be used for
propaganda purpeses.

A voice said at his elbow, “I'm so
sorry you were not met at the plane,
Mze. Dexter. My name's Crabbiin.”

The speaker was a stout, middle-
aged young man with one of the
thickest pairs of horn-rimmed glasses
that Martins had ever seen. He went
apologetically on, “Ome of our chaps
happened to ring up Frankfurt and
heard yeu were on the plane. H. Q.
fhade ene ef thelr usual feellsh mis-
takes and wired you were net eoming.
Semething abeut Sweden, but the
eable was Badly mutilated. Direetly 1
Reard frem Frankfurt 1 tried to meet
the plane, but 1 just missed yeu. Yeu
get my nete?

Martins held his handkerchief to
his mouth and said obscurely, “Yes.
Yes?”

“May I say at once, Mr. Dexter,
how excited I am to meet youw?"

“Good of you

“Bwer since I was a boy, I've
thought you the greatest novelist of
our cemdury.”

Martins winced; it was painful
opening his mouth to protest. He
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took an angry look instead at Mr.
Crabbin, but it was impossible to
suspect that young man of a practical
joke.

“You have a big Austrian public,
Mte. Dexter, both for your originals
and your translations. Especially for
The Curved Prow, that’s my own
favorite.”

Martins was thinking hard. “Did
you say — room for a week?"

"‘W@S." ]

“¥ery kind of youw.™

“Mir. Schmidt, here, will give you
tickets every day, to cover all meals.
But I expect you'll need a little pocket
money. We'll fix that. Tomotcow we
thought you'd dike a quiet day — to
look abowut”

I‘Y%.ll

“Of course, any of us are at your
service if you need a guide. Then, the
day after tomorrow in the evening
there's a little quiet discussion at
the Institute — on the contemporary
novel. We thought perhaps you'd say
a few wiordts”

Martins at that moment was pre-
pared to agree to anything, to get rid
of Mr. Crabbin and also to secure a
week's free board and lodging. He
said, “Of course, of courss,” into his
handkerchief.

“fause me, Mr. Dexter, have you
got a tontiadie?"

“Nio. Somebody hit me, that's alll™

“Good heavens! Were they trying
to rob yow?"

“No, it was a soldier. I was trying
to punch his colonel in the eye.”

He removed the handkerchief and
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gave Crabbin a view of his cut mouth.
He told me that Crabbin was at a
complete loss for words; Martins
couldn't understand why, because he
had never read the work of his great
contemporary, Benjamin Dexter; he
hadn’t even heard of him. I am a great
admirer of Dexter, so that I could
understand Crabbin’s bewilderment.

Dexter has been ranked as a stylist
with Henry James, but he has a wider
feminine streak than his master —
indeed, his enemies have sometimes
described his subtle, complex, wavet-
ing style as old-maidish, For a man
still just on the right side of 56, his
passionate interest in embroidery and
his habit of calming a net very tu-
multuous mind with tatting — a trait
beleved by his diselples — eertainly
te others seems a little affected.

“Hawve you ever read a book called
The Loae Ridev to Santa Fe?'\Matiins
asked

“No, I don't think s

Martins said, “This lone rider had
his best friend shot by the sheriff of a
town called Lost Claim Gulch. The
story is how he hunted that sheriff
down — quite legally — until his re-
venge was compliedadl”

“I never imagined you reading
Westerns, Mr. Dexter,” Crabbin said.

“Well, I'm gunning just the same
way for Colonel Callagiem™

“Newver heard of hiim ™

“Hieard of Harry Lime?*

“Yes,” Crabbin said cautiously,
“but I didn't really know him. A
friend of his — an actress, you know
— is learning English at the Institute.
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He called once or twice to fetch her.

Martins remembered the girl by
the grave with her hands over her
face. He said, “I'd like to meet any
friend of Harry’s.”

“She’ll probably be at your lec-
ture.”

“Awmstrian?"’

“She claims to be Austrian, but 1
suspect she's Hungarian. She works at
the Josefstadtt’”

“Why claims to be Austriam?”

“Tthe Russians sometimes get inter-
ested in the Hungarians. I wouldn’t be
surprised if Lirne had not helped her
with her papers. She calls herself
Sehmidt. Anna Schymmidit”

Martins felt he had got all he could
from Crabbin, so he pleaded tiredness,
a long day, promised to ring up in the
morning, accepted ten pounds’ worth
of Bais for immediate expenses, and
went to his reom.

He was tired. He realized that when
he stretched himself out on his bed in
his boots. Within a minute he was
asleep. He woke suddenly, to hear the
telephone ringing by his bed.

A voice with a trace of foreign ac-
cemt— only a trace — said, “Is that
Mt. Rollo Martins?"

(lW@.‘"

“You wouldn't know me,” the
voice said unnecessarily, “but I was a
friend of Harry Lime.”

It was a change, too, to hear anyone
claim to be a friend of Harry’s; Mar-
tins's heart warmed toward the
stranger. He said, “I'd be glad to
meet you.”

ng 1

“I’m just around the corner at the
Old Viemma’

“Wouldn't you make it tomor-
row?”

“Hiarry asked me to see that you
were all right. I was with him when he
died.”

“I thought —" Reollo Martiins said,
and stopped. He was going to say, “I
thought he died instantaneousky,” but
something suggested caution. He said,
instead, “You haven't told me your
name.”

“Kuntz,” the voice said, “I'd offer
to come round to you, only, you
know, Austrians aren’t allowed in
Sacher’s.”

“Renthaps we could meet at the Old
Vienna in the morming™

“Certainly,” the voice said, “if you
are quite sure that you are all right
till them.”

“How do you meam?"

“Harry had it on his mind that
you'd be penniless” Rollo Martins
lay back on his bed with the receiver
to his ear and thought, “Come to
Vienna to make money.” This was the
third stranger to stake him in less than
five heurs. He said cautiously, “Oh, I
€an earry on till I see you.”

“Shall we say eleven, then, at Old
Vienna in the Kanmnenstasse? I'll be
in a brown suit and I'll carry one of
your boslks”

“That’s fine. How did you get hold
of ome?*

“Harry gave it to me.”

The voice had enormous charm and
reasonableness, but when Martins had
said good night and rung off, he
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couldn't help wondering how it was
that if Harry had been so conscious
before he died, he had not had a cable
sent to stop him. Hadn't Callaghan,
too, said that Lime had died instan-
taneouslly— or without pain, was it?
Or had he, himself, put the words
into Callaghan’s mouth?

It was then that the idea first
lodged firmly in Martins’s mind that
there was something wrong about
Lime’s death, something the police
had been too stupid to discover. He
tried to discover it himself with the
help of two cigarettes, but he fell
asleep without his dinner and with the
mystery still unselved,
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“What I disliked about him at first
sight,” Martins told me, “was his
toupee. It was one of those obvious
toupees—flat and yellow, with the
hair cut straight at the back and net
fitting close. There must be something
phony about a man who won't accept
baldness gracefiuilhy.”

This conversation took place some
days later — he brought out his whole
story when the trail was nearly cold.
It appeared that Kwitz was sitting
there at the Old Vienna making a
great show of reading The Long Rider
T Santa Fe.

Martins introduced himself and sat
down. “So you were a friend of
Harry's,” he said.

*“I think his best,” but Kurtz
added, with the smallest pause in
which his brain must have registered
the error, “except you, of course.”

“Tell me how he diedl”
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“I was with him. We came out to-
gether from the door of his flat and
Harry saw a friend he knew across the
road — an American called Cooler.
He waved to Cooler, and started
across the road to him, when a jeep
came tearing round the corner and
bowled him over. It was Harry’s fault
really — not the driver's”

“Somebody told me he died in-
stantaneoudly.”

“I wish he had. He died before the
ambulance could reach us, though™

“He could speak them?”

“Yes. Ewen in his pain he worried
about you.™

“What did he say?"

“I can't remember the exact words,
Rollo — I may call you Rollo, mayn’t
I? He always called you that to us. He
was anxious that I should look after
you when you arfitved!”

“But why didn't you cable to stop
mer

“We did, but the cable must have
missed youw.”

“There was an inquest?"

“Of course™

“Did you know that the police
have a crazy notion that Harry was
mixed up in some radket?"

“They get rather absurd ideas
sometimes,” Kurtz said cautiously.

“I’m going to stay here till I prove
them wromg”

“I don't see what you can do.”

“I'm going to start working back
from his death. You were there, and
this man Cooler and the chauffeur.
You can give me their addresses’”

“I don't know the chauffeur’s.”
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“I can get it from the coroner's
records. And then there’s Harry's
ginll—"

Kurtz said, “It wiil be painful for
her.”

“I’'mn not concerned about her. I'm
concerned about Hamry.™

“Do you know what it is that the
police suspant?”

“No. I lost my temper too soam’™

“Has it occurred to you,” Kurtz
said gently, “that you might dig up
something — well, discreditable to
Harry?”

“I'll risk theet™

“It will take a bit of time — and
money."”

“I'we got time and you were going
to lend me some money, weren't
you?”

“I"m not a rich man,” Kurtz said.
“I promised Harry to see you were all
right and that you got your plane
back.”

“You needn't worry about the
money — or the plane,” Martins said.
“But I'll make a bet with you —in
pounds sterling — five pounds against
two hundred schilliimgs— that there's
something queer about Harry's
death.”

It was a shot in the dark, but al-
ready he had this firm, instinctive
sense that there was something wrong,
though he hadn’t yet attached the
word “murder” to the instinet. Kurtz
had a eup of coffee halfway te his lips
and Marting watched him. The shet
apparently went wide; an unaffested
hand held the eup t6 the meuth and
Kuirkz drank, a little neisily, IR leng

sips. Then he put down the cup and
said, “How do you mean — queer?”

*“It was convenient for the police to
have a corpse, but wouldn't it have
been equally convenient, perhaps, for
the real racketeers?” When he had
spoken he realized that, after all,
Kuwrtz had not been unaffected by his
wild statement. The hands of the
guilty don’t necessarily tremble. Ten-
sion is more often shown in the
studied action. Kwrtz had finished his
eoffee asthough nedhing had been sadl

“Well” — he took another sip —
“of course, I wish you luck, though I
don’t believe there's anything to find.
Just ask me for any help you wamd.”

“I want Cooler’s address.

“Ceertainly. I'll write it down for
you. Here it is. In the American
zone.”

“And yours’?"

“I'we already put it — underneath.
I'm unlucky enough to be in the Rus-
sian zone — so you shouldn't visit me
very late. Things sometimes happen
round our way.” He rose, giving one
of his studied Viennese smiles. “Keep
in touch,” he said, “and if you need
help — but I still think you are very
unwise.”

Martins sat on a hard chair just
inside the stage door of the Josefstadt
Theater. He had sent up his card to
Anna Schmidt after the matinee,
marking it, “A friend of Hamry’s.”

He had had time to think. He
thought, “Kuwrtz is right. They are
all right. I'm behaving like a romantic
fool; I'll just have a word with Anna
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Schmidt, a word of commiseration,
and then I'll pack and go.”

A voice over his head called, “Mr.
Martins,” and he looked up at the
face that watched him from between
the curtains a few feet above his head.
It wasn't a beautiful face, he firmly
explained to me. Just an honest face
with dark hair and eyes which looked
brown; a wide forehead, a large mouth
whieh didn’t try to charm. She said,
“Will you come up, please? The
seeond door en the Fight”

There are some people, he explained
to me carefullly, whom one recognizes
instantly as friends. You can be at
ease with them because you know
that never, never will you be in
danger. “That was Anna,” he said.

He said to her, “I wanted very
much to see you. About Harnry.”

It was the dreaded moment; he
could see her mouth stiffen to meet it.

“YB?"

“I was his friend. We were at school
together, you know, and after that
there weren't many months running
when we didn’t meedt.”

She said, “When I got your card I
couldn’t say no, but there's nothing,
really, for us to talk about. Every-
thing's over, finishadl”

“We both loved him. ™

“I don't know. You can't know a
thing like that — afterward. I don’t
know anything any more except —
that I want to be dead, toa.”

Martins told me, “Tihen I nearly
went away. What was the good of
tormenting her because of this wild
idea of mine? But instead I asked her

ELLEREY yQ UEEN'S ' SMY'S TEReYr YMAGADENEN e

one question: ‘Do you know a man
called Cooler?’ ™

“An American?” she asked. “I
think that was the man who brought
me some money when Harry died. 1
didn't want to take it, but he said
Harry had been anxious — at the last
momend.”

“So he didn't die iimstantaransti?”

“®|h, IIKD)..M

Martins said to me later, “I began
to wonder why I had got that idea
into my head, and then I thought, it
was only the man in the flat who told
me so, no one else.”

Martins said to Anna, “He must
have been very clear in his head at the
end, because he remembered about
me, too. That seems to show that
there wasn't really any paim.”

“That's what I tell myself all the
time,” she said.

“Did you know the doctmr?*

“Wes. Harry sent me to him omae™

Martins suddenly saw in that odd
chamber of the mind which constructs
such pictures, instantaneously, irra-
tionally, a desert place, a body on the
ground, a group of birds gathered. He
thought, “Hew edd that they were
all there, just at that moment, all
Harry's frlends — Kuitz, the docter,
this man Ceeler; enly the twe people
whe leved him seemed & have been
missing” He said, “And the driver?
Did yeu hear his evidenes?

“He was upset, scared. But Cooler's
evidence exonerated him. No, it
wasn’t his fault, poor man. I've often
heard Harry say what a careful driver
he was”
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“hfe knew Harry, too?" Another
bird flapped down and joined the
others round the silent figure on the
sand who lay face down.

Somebody called outside the win-
dow, “Heullein Schmmidit*

She said, “Tihey don't like one to
stay too long. It uses up their elec-
triciity.”

He had given up the idea of sparing
her anything. He told her, “The
police say they were going to arrest
Harry. They'd pinned some racket on
him.”

She took the news in much the
same way as Kurtz. “Bratytbody’s in
a racket

“I don't believe he was in anything
serious. He may have been framed.
Do you know a man ecalled Kurtz?’

“I don’t think sw.”

“He wears a t .

“Oh.” He could tell that that
struck home. He said, “Don’t you
think it was odd they were all there —
at the death. Everyibody knew Harry.
Even the driver, the doctor —"

She said, with hopeless calm, “I've
thought that, too, though I didn't
know about Kuwitz. I wondered
whether they'd murdered him, but
what's the use of wondiering?”

“I'm going to find out,” Rollo
Martins said.

m

“Hawllein  Schmidit,” the voice
called again.

(i[ must go'.,l‘l

“Ill walk with you a bit of the
way-\.

It was almost dark. The snow had
ceased. The great statues of the Ring,

the prancing horses, the chariots, and
the eagles, were gunshot-gray with the
end of evening light. “[t’s better to
give up and forged,” Anna said.

“Will you give me the doctor's
address?”

They stood in the shelter of a wall
while she wrote it down for him.

“And yours, too?”*

“Why do you want that?*

“I might have news for you.”

“Ithere isn't any news that would
do any good now.”

He watched her from a distance
board her tram, bowing her head
against the wind.

An amateur detective has this ad-
vantage over the professional, that he
doesn't work set hours. Rollo Martins
was not confined to the eight-hour
day; his investigations didn't have to
pause for meals. In his one day he
covered as much ground as one of my
men would have covered in two, and
he had this initial advantage over us,
that he was Harry’s friend.

Dr. Winkler was at home. Perhaps
he would not have been at home to
a police officer. Again, Martins had
marked his card with the sesame
phease: “A friend of Harry Lime’s™

Dr. Winkler was the cleanest doctor
Mastins had ever seen. He was very
small and neat, in a- black tail coat
and a high, stiff eollar; his little black
mustaehe was like an evening tie. He
sald, “Mr. Martins®”

“We were both friends of Harry
Lime,” Martins said.

“I was his medical adviser,” Dr,
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Winkler corrected him, and waited
obstinately.

“I arrived too late for the inquest.
Harry had invited me out here to
help him in something. I don't quite
know what. I didn’t hear of his death
till I arnived.™

“Very sad,” Dr. Winkler said.

“Matuurally, under the circum-
stances, I want to hear all I cam.”

“Uhhere is nothing I can tell you
that you don't know. He was knocked
over by a car. He was dead when I
arrived.”

“Would he have been conscious
at alll?"

“I understand he was for a short
time, while they carried him into
the house™

“You are quite certain that it was-
an accident?"

Dr. Winkler touched his mustache.
“I was not there. My opinion is
limited to the cause of death. Have
you any reason to be dissedisfitair?”

The amateur has another advan-
tage over the professional: He can
be reckless. He can tell unnecessary
truths and propound wild theories.

Martins said, “The police had im-
plicated Harry in a very serious
racket. It seemed to me that he might
have been murdered — or had even
killed himseg”

“I am not competent to pass an
opinion,” De. Winkler said.

“Do you know a man called
Cooler?™

“I don't think sa.

“He was there when Harry was
killed.”
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“Ten of course I have met him.
He wears a toupee™

“That was Kurtz.

Dr. Winkler was not only the
cleanest, he was also the most cautious
doctor that Martins had ever met.
His statements were so limited that
you could not for a moment doubt
their veracity. He said, “Tihete was a
second man there.”

“Had you been Harry’s doctor for
long?”

“For about a year.”

. “Well, it’s good of you to have seen
me:

Dr. Winkler bowed: When he
bowed there was a very slight creak,
as though his shirt were made of
celluloid.

When Rollo Martins left Dr.
Winkler’s he was in no danger. He
could have gone home to bed at
Sacher's and slept with a quiet mind.
He could even have visited Cooler at
this stage without trouble. No one
was seriously disturbed. Unfortu-
nately for him, he ehese to go baek
te Harry's flat. He wanted to talk to
the little vexed man whe sald he had
seen the aceident.

The little man —who bore the
name of Kech —was friendly and
quite ready to talk. He had just fin-
ished dinner and had crumbs on his
mustache. “Ah, I remember you. You
are Herr Lime’s friemdl”

He welcomed Martins in with great
cordiality and introduced him to a
mountainous wife,

“Did you tell me that you had
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actually seen the accidemt?’ Martins
asked.

Herr Koch exchanged glances with
his wife. “Tthe inquest is over, Ilse.
There is no harm. You can trust my
judgment. The gentleman is a friend.
. . . Yes, I saw the accident, but you
are the only one who knows. When I
say that I saw it, perhaps I should say
that I heard it. I heard the brakes put
on and the sound of the skid, and I got
to the window in time to see them
earry the body to the house”

“Burt didn't you give evidenae?”

“It is better not to be mixed up in
such things. My office cannot spare
me. We are short of staff, and of
course I did not actually saee—"

“Burt you told me yesterday how it
happened.”

“Tthat was how they described it in
the papers™

“Was he in great paiim?”

“He was dead. I looked right down
from my window here and I saw his
face. I know when a man is dead. You
see, it is, in a way, my business. I am
the head clerk at the momtuany.”

“Burt the others say that he did not
die at once.

“Penthaps they don't know death as
well as I do.”

“I think, Herr Koch, that you
should have given evidemoe”

“Omne must look after oneself, Herr
Martins. I was not the only one who
should have been there™

“How do you meam?"

“There were three people who
helped to carry your friend to the
house.”

“l know —two men and the
driver.”

“Tihe driver stayed where he was.
He was very much shalkemn™

‘Three men . . ,” It was as though,
suddenly fingering that bare wall, his
fingers had encountered, not so much
a crack perhaps, but at least a rough-
ness that had not been smoothed
away by the careful builders.

“Can you describe the mem?””

But Herr Koch was not trained to
observe the living; only the man with
the toupee had attracted his eyes; the
other two were just men, neither tall
nor short, thick nor thin. He had seen
them from far above, foreshortened,
bent over their burden. They had not
looked up, and he had quickly looked
away and closed the windew, realizing
at enee the wisdem of net belng seen,
himself. “Theite was A6 evidence 1
eauld really give, Here Martins.”

No evidence, Martins thought, no
evidence! He no longer doubted that
murder had been done. Why else had
they lied about the moment of death?
And the third man? Who was he?

He said, “Did you see Herr Lime
go ourt?*

(I‘No'iﬂ

“Did you hear a scream?”

“Omly the brakes, Herr Martins™*

It occurred to Martins that there
was nothing — except the word of
Kuirtz and Cooler and the driver —
to prove that in fact Harry had been
killed at that precise moment. There
was the medical evidence, but that
eould not prove more than that he
had died, say, within a half-hour, and
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in any case the medical evidence was
only as strong as Dr. Winkler’s word.

“iHierr Martins, it just occurs to
me, if you need accommodation and
spoke to the authorities quickly, you
might secure Here Lime’s fiiat’™

“Cowld I see the fFaa®"

“lise, the keys."

Herr Koch led the way into the
flat that had been Harry’s. In the
little dark hall there was still the
smell of cigarette smoke — the Turk-
ish cigarettes that Hafry always
smoked.

The living-room was completely
bare — it seemed to Martins too bare.
The chairs had been pushed up
against the walls; the desk at which
Harry must have written was free
from dust or any papers. Herr Koch
opened a door and showed the bed-
room — the bed neatly made with
elean sheets.

“You see,” Herr Koch said, “it is
quite ready for a mewoomar”

“Were there no papers,
Koch?"

“Hiere Lime was always a very tidy
man. His wastepaper basket was full
and his brief case, but his friend
fetched that awwey.”

“Hiis friemdi?"

“Tthe gentleman with the toupee

It was possible, of course, that Lime
had not taken the journey so unex-
pectedly, and it occurred to Martins
that Lime had perhaps hoped he
would arrive in time to help. He said
to Herr Koch, “I believe my friend
was murdiered!”

“Windered?”

Herr

Herr Kaoch’s cor-
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diality was snuffed out by the word.
He said, “I would not have asked you
in here If I had thought you would
talk such nonsemse

“Why should it be nonsanss?

“We do not have murders in this
zone.”

“All the same, your evidence may
be very valualble

“I have no evidence. I saw nothing.
I am not concerned. You must leave
here at once, please. You have been
very inconsidierage.” He hustled Mat-
tins back through the hall; already
the smell of the cigarette smoke was
fading a little more. Herr Koch's last
word before he slamrmed his own doeor
was, “It’s no eoneera of mine.”

Poor Herr Koch! We do not choose
our concerns. Later, when I was ques-
tioning Martins closely, I said to him,
“Did you see anybody at all on the
stairs, or in the street outsidie?’

“Nobody.” He had everything to
gain by remembering some chance
passer-by, and I believed him.

“Of course, it proves mnothing.
There is a basement where anybody
who had followed you could hidie.™

uwes'w

“Tthe whole story may be plamy.”

GIYB.IQ

“The trouble is I can see no motive
for you to have done it. It’s true you
are already guilty of getting money on
false pretenses: You came out here to
join Limne, perhaps to help him —"

Martins said to me, “Wihat was this
racket you keep on hinting at?”

“I'd have told you all the facts
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when I first saw you if you hadn’t lost
your temper so damned quickly.
Now, I don't think I shall be acting
wisely to tell you. It would be dis-
closing officiall information, and your
contacts, you know, don’t inspire
confidence. A girl with pheny papers
supplied by Lime, this man Kuttz —"

“Dxr. Winkler —

“I've got nothing against Dr.
Winkler. No, if you are phony, you
don't need the information, but it
might help you to learn exactly what
we know. You see, our facts are not
complete.”

“I bet they aren't. I could invent a
better detective than you in my
bath.”

“Your literary style does not do
your namesake justice.” Whenever he
was reminded of Me. Crabbin, that
poor, harassed representative of the
British Council, Rollo Martins turned
plnk with anneyance, embarrassment,
%hame. That, teo, inclined me to trust

lmi

He had certainly given Crabbin
some uncomfortable hours. On re-
turning to Sacher's Hotel after his
interview with Herr Koch he had
found a desperate note waiting for
him from the represemtadive.

“I have been trying to locate you
all day,” Crabbin wrote. “It is essen-
tial that we should get together and
work out a proper program for you.
This morning by telephone 1 have
arranged leetures at InAsbruek and
Salzburg for next week, but 1 must
have yeur eonsent te the subjeets, o
that preper pregrams ean be printed.

g

“Apart from this, there are a great
many people here who would like to
meet you, and I want to arrange a
cocktail party for early next week.
But for all this I must have a few
words with you.” The letter ended on
a note of acute anxiety: “You will be
at the discussion tomorrow night,
won't you? We all expect you at 8:36,
and, needless to say, look forward te
your coming. I will send transpert to
the hotel at 8:i5 shap.”

Rollo Martins read the letter and,
without bothering any further about
Me. Crabbin, went to bed.

Martins spent the greater part of
the following day studying the reports
of the inquest, thus again demon-
strating the superiority of the ama-
teur to the professional, and making
him more vulnerable to Cooler’s -
guor (whieh the professional In duiy-
beund weuld have refused). It was
Rearly five g'cleek when he reaehed
Cooler’s flat:

Again the card marked “Harry’s
friemd was like an entrance ticket.

Cooler, a man with tousled gray
hair, a worried, kindly face, and long-
sighted eyes, was in officer’s uniform,
but wore no badges of rank. His maid
referred to him as Colonel Cooler. His
warm, frank handelasp was the most
frlendly aet that Martins had en-
esuntered In Vienna.

“Any friend of Harry is all right
with me,” Cooler said.

“I wondered — you were there,
weren't you? — if you'd tell me about
Harry’s deadin.”
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“It was a terrible thing,” Cooler
said. “I was just crossing the road to
go to Harry. He and a Mr. Kurtz
were on the sidewalk. Maybe if I
hadn't started across the road he'd
have stayed where he was. But he saw
me and stepped straight off to meet
me, and this jeep — it was terrible,
terrible. The driver braked, but
Harry didn't stand a chance. . . .
Have a drink, M¥. Mattins. It’s silly
of me, but I get shaken up when I
think ef it.”

“Was the other man in the car?"

Cooler took a long pull and then
measured what was left with his tired,
kindly eyes. “What man would you
be referring to, Me, Martins””’

“I was told there was another man
there.”

“I don't know how you got that
idea. You'll find all about it in the
inquest reports.” He poured out two
more generous drinks. “THrie were
just the three of us— me and Mr.
Kurtz and the driver. The doetor, of
course, I expect you were thinking of
the docter.”

“This man I was talking to hap-
pened to look out of a window — he
has the next flat to Harry’s — and he
said he saw three men and the driver.
That’s before the doctor arrived.”

“He didn't say that in count.”

“He didn’t want to get involived!

“You’ll never teach these Euro-
peans to be good citizens. It was his
duty.” Cooler brooded sadly over his
glass. “It’s an odd thing, Mr. Martins,
with accidents. You'll never get two
reports that coincide. Why, even 1
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and Mr. Kurtz disagreed about the
details. The thing happens so sud-
denly, you aren't concerned to notice
things, until bang crash! And then
you have to reconstruct, remember. I
expect he got too tangled up trying to
sort out what happened before and
what after, to distinguish the feur ef
us.

“Thhe four?"

“[ was counting Harry. What else
did he see, Mr. Martins?"

“MNatthiing of interest — except he
says Harry was dead when he was
carried to the house”

“Well, he was dying — not much
difference there. . . . Have another
drink, Mr. Martins?"

‘ one more — to keep you
compamy,” Mattins said.

“Do you know Anna Schmidit?’ he
asked, while the whisky still tingled
on his tongue.

“Harry’s girl? I met her once, that's
all. As a matter of fact, I helped Harry
fix her papers. Not the sort of thing
I should confess to a stranger, I sup-
pose, but you have to break the rules
sometimes. Humanity's a duty, tee.”

“What was wromg?"

“She was Hungarian and her father
had been a Nazi, so they said. She was
scared the Russians would pick her

“Burt she lives in the British zome ™

“Tihat wouldn't stop them. The
streets aren’t well lighted, and you
haven't many police aroumdi’

“You took her some money from
Harry, didn’t you?”

“Yas, but I wouldn't have men-
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tionetl that affair. Did she tell yow?*

The telephone rang, and Cooler
drained his glass.

“Hullo,” he said. . . . “Why, yes.
This is Colonel Cooler.” Then he sat
with the receiver at his ear and an
expression of sad patience, while some
voice a long way off drained into the
room. “Yes,” he said once, “Yes.” His
eyes dwelt on Martins's face, but they
seemed to be looking a long way be-
yond him; fliat and tired and kind,
they might have been gazing out ever
acres of sea, He said, “You dld quite
Hght,” in a tene of eommendation,
and then, with a toueh ef asparity,
“Of eourse they will be delivered. 1
gave my werd. Gesdithy.”

He put the receiver down and
passed a hand across his forehead
wearily. It was as though he were try-
ing to remember something he had
to do.

Martins said, “Had you heard any-
thing of this racket the police talk
about?"

“I'm sorry. What'’s that?*

“Tihey say Harry was mixed up in
some racket”

“Ohh, no,” Cooler said, “no. That’s
quite impossible. He had a great sense
of dudy.”

“Kumtz seemed to think it was
possithlle ™

“Kuurez doesn’t understand how an
Anglo-Saxon feels,” Cooler replied.

It was nearly dark when Martins
made his way along the banks of the
canal; across the water lay the half-
destroyed Diana Baths and in the dis-

tance the great, black circle of the
Prater Wheel, stationary above the
ruined houses. Coming up the Kart-
nerstrasse, Martins passed the door of
the Military Police station. The four
men of the Intetnational Patrol were
climbing into their jeep; the Russian
M.P. sat beside the driver (for the
Russians had that day taken over the
chair for the next four weeks), and the
Englishman, the Fienchman, and the
American mounted behind, The third
stiff whisky fumed In Matting’s brain,
and he meved teward the enly girl he
knew In Vienna.

He hadn't, of course, known that
she would be in, that her play was not
on that night in the Josefstadt. She
was sitting alone in an unheated
room, with the bed disguised as a
divan.

He said awkwardly, “I thought I'd
just look you up. You see, I was
passing —"

“Passing? Where to?” It had been
a good half-hour’s walk from the Inner
City to the rim of the English zone,
but he always had a reply: “I had too
much whisky with Colonel Cooler.
I needed a walk, and I just happened
to find myself this way.”

“I can't give you a drink here. Ex-
cept tea”

“No. No thank you.” He said,
“Can I stay a ligtle?"

“I wish you wouwlki’*

He slumped down on the divan,
and he told me, a long time later, that
there it was he took his second real
look at her. She stood there as awk-
ward as himself in a pair of old flannel
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trousers, with her legs firmly straddled
as though she were opposing someone
and was determined to hold her
ground.

“One of those bad days?" he asked
her.

“It’s always bad about this time.
She explained, “He used to look in,
and when I heard your ring, just for a
moment, I thought —" She sat down
on a hard chair opposite him and said,
‘Hhase talk. You knew him. Just tell
e amyihimg.”

And so he talked. He noticed after
a while that their hands had met. He
said to me, “I never meant to fall in
love, not with Harry’s girl.”

“When did it happen?' I asked
him.

“It was very cold and I got up to
close the window curtains. I only
noticed my hand was on hers when I
took it away. As I stood up I looked
down at her face, and she was looking
up. It wasi't a beautiful face — that
was the trouble. It was a face to live
with, day In, day out. A face for wear.
I felt as though 1'd eome into a new
esuntry where I eeuldn't speak the
language. I had always theught It was
beauty ene leved in a weman.

“I stood there at the curtains, wait-
ing to pull them, looking out. I
couldn’t see anything but my own
face, looking back into the room,
looking for her. She said, ‘And what
did Harry do that time?’ and I wanted
to say, 'Damn Hafry. He's dead. We
beth leved him, but he's dead. The
dead are made te be fergetien.’ In-
stead, of eeurse, all I sald was, ‘What
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do you think? He just whistled his
old tune as if nothing was the matter,’
and I whistled it to her as well as 1
could. I heard her catch her breath,
and I looked round, and before I could
think, is this the right way, the right
eard, the right gambit? I'd already
said, ‘He’s dead. You ean’t go on re-
membering him ferever.” ”

She had answered, “I know, but
perhaps something will happen ffisst”

“What do you mean — something
happen?” Martins had asked.

“Oh, I mean, perhaps there'll be
another war, or I'll die, or the Rus-
sians will take me.”

“Yeuw'll forget him in time. You'll
fall in love agaiim.™

“I know, but I don't want to. Don't
you see I don't want to?”

So Rollo Martins came back from
the window and sat down on the
divan again. When he had risen, half a
minute before, he had been the friend
of Harry eoemforting Harry’s girl; now
he was a man in love with Anna
Sehmidt, whe had been in love with a
man they had beth ence knewn éealled
Hafry liinR. He didn’'t speak agaln
that evening abeut the past. Instead,
he began te tell her ef the pesple he
had seen.

“I can believe anything of Wink-
ler,” he told her, “but Cooler —1
liked Cooler. He was the only one of
his friends who stood up for Harry.
The trouble is, if Cooler’s right, then
Kexh is wrong, and I really thought I
had something there.”

“Who’s Koch?"

He explained how he had returned
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to Harry’s flat, and he described his
interview with Koch, the story of the
third man.

“If it’s true,” she said, “it’s very
importamt.”

“It doesn't prove anything. After
all, Koch backed out of the inquest;
so might this stramgen.”

“THat’s not the point,” she said.
“It means that they lied, Kuttz and
Cooler.”

“Tihey might have lied so as not to
inconvenience this fellow — if he was
a friemdl

“Yet another friend — on the spot.
And where's your Cooler’s honesty
then?"

“What do we do? Koch clamped
down like an oyster and turned me
out of his fiat™

“He won't turn me out,” she said,
“or his se won't.”

They walked up the long road to
the flat together; the snow clogged on
their shoes and made them move
slowly. Anna Schmidt said, “Is it far?"

“Niot very far now. Do you see that
knot of people up the road? It’s some-
where about there.” The group of
people up the road was like a splash of
ink on the whiteness that flowed,
changed shape, spread out. When they
came a little nearer Maktins said, “1
think that Is his bloek. What de yeu
suppose this Is—a pelltieal demen-
stration?”

Anna Schmidt stopped; she said,
“Who else have you told about
Koch?"

“Omly you and Colonel Cooler.
Why?"

“I’m frightened. It reminds me —"
She had her eyes fixed on the crowd
and he never knew what memory out
of her confused past had risen to warn
her. “ILet’s go away,” she implored
him.

“You're crazy. We're onto some-
thing here, something kig™

“Pll wait for you.™

“But you're going to talk to himm’*

“Fimd out first what all these peo-
ple—" She said, strangely for one
who worked behind the footlights,
“I hate crowds”

He walked slowly on alone. He had
the impression of heads turning to
watch him come. When he reached
the fringe of the little crowd he knew
for certain that it was the house. A
man looked hard at him and said,
“Aire you anether of them?”

“Who do you meam?”*

“Tihe poliice.

“No. What are they doimg”*

“Tthey’ve been in and out all day.”

“What’s everybody waiting for?*

“They want to see him brought
out.”

“Who?”

“Herr Koch.™

“What’s he dome?"

“Notbody knows that yet. They
can't make their minds up in there —
it might be suicide, you see, and it
might be murdear.”

“Here Koch?”

“Of course. There is talk of a for-
eigner who called on Herr Koch
yesterdiay."”

Martins walked back down the
street toward Anna. He said, “Koch
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has been murdered. Come away from
here.” He walked as rapidly as the
snow would let him, turning this
corner and that. He paid no attention
when Anna said to him, “Then what
Koch said was true. There was a third
mm-)’

The tram cars flashed like icicles at
the end of the street; they were back
at the Ring. Martiins said, “You had
better go home alone. I'll keep away
from you a while till things have
sorted oud.”

“But nobody can suspect you.™

“They were asking about the for-
eigner who called on Kach yesterday.
There may be some unpleasantness
for a while.”

“Why don't you go to the polioe?"

“Tihey are so stupid. 1 don't ;trust
them. See what they've pinned on
Harry. And then ] tried to hit this
man Callaghan. They'll have it in for
me. The least they'll do is send me
away from Vienna. But if 1 stay quiet
— There's only one persen wWho €an
glve me away: Cooler.”

“And he won't want t0.”

“Not if he's guilty. But then I
can't believe he’s guilldy.”

Before she left him she said, “Be
careful. Koch knew so very little and
they murdered him. You know as
much as Koch.”

The warning stayed in his brain all
the way to Sacher's; after nine o’clock
the streets are very empty, and he
would turn his head at every padding
step coming up the street behind
him, as theugh that third man whem
they had protected so ruthlessly was
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now following him like an executioner.

At Sacher's a desk man said, “Col-
onel Calloway has been in, asking
after you, sir. I think you’ll find him
in the bar.”

“Back in a momemt,” Martins said,
and walked straight out of the hotel
again; he wanted time to think. But
immediately he stepped outside a man
came forward, touched his cap, and
said firmly, “Fkase, sir.” He flung
open the door of a khaki-painted
truek with a Unien Jaek on the wind-
sereen and firmly urged Martins
within. He surrendered witheut pre-
test; seener or later he had felt sure
m?ulﬂ@s weuld be made; he had
enly pretended eptimism 6 AnRa
Sehmidt.

The driver drove too fast for safety
on the frozen road, and Martins pro-
tested. All he got in reply was a sullen
grunt and a muttered sentence con-
taining the word “orders”

The car drew up before a building
and the driver led the way up two
flights of stairs. He rang the bell of a
great double door, and Martins was
aware beyond it of many veices. He
turned sharply to the driver and said,
“Wihere the—?" but the driver was
halfway dewn the stales, and already
the deer was epening. His eyes were
dazzled from the darkness by the
lights inside; he heard But he esuld
Rardly see the advanee of Mr. Crab-
bin: “Of, Mt. Dexter, we have Been
$6 anxieus; But befter late than never.
18t Mme IRtreduce yeu 8 Miss Wilbra-
ham 2nd the &raHR ven Meyersdor

A buffet laden with coffee cups; an
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urn steaming; a woman's face shiny
with exertion; two young men with
the happy, intelligent faces of sixth
formers; and huddled in the back-
ground, like faces in a family album,
a multitude of the old-fashioned, the
dingy, the earnest and cheery features
of constant readers. Martins looked
behind him, but the door had closed.

He said desperately to Mr. Crab-
bin, “I’m sorry, but —"

“Don’t think any more about it,”
M. Crabbin said. “Ome cup of coffee
and then let's go on to the discusdmn”

One of the young men placed a
cup in his hand, the other shoveled in
sugar before he could say he preferred
his coffee unsweetened.

Martins was not able to tell me
very much about the meeting; his
mind was still dazed with the death.
He could not say how he got through
the discussion. Perhaps Crabbin took
the brunt; perhaps he was helped by
some of the audienee whe got into an
animated diseusslon abeut the film
vetsion of a popular American nevel.
He remembered very little mere be-
fore Crabbin was making a final
speech In his hener. Then ene of the
yeung men led him t6 a table stacked
with beeks and asked him te sigh
them.

Martins took his pen and wrote:
“From B. Dexter, author of The Lore
Riider ffeom Samta Fe,”’ and the young
man read the sentence and blotted it,
with a puzzled expression.

Suddenly in a mirror Martins saw
my driver, Sgt. Paine. He seemed to
be having an argument with one of

Crabbin’s young henchmen. Martins
thought he caught the sound of his
own name. It was then he lost his
nerve, and with it any relic of com-
mon sense. The young man, Crabbin,
and Paine stood together at the
entrance.

“Amnd this gentleman?" Sgt. Paine
asked.

“It’s Mr. Benjamin Dexter,” the
young man said.

Paine said respectfully, “We were
looking for you, sir. Colonel Calloway
wants a word with you.”

I had kept a very careful record of
Martins's movements from the mo-
ment I knew that he had not caught
the plane home. Events had taken a
disquieting turn, and it seemed to
me that the time had eoeme for an-
other interview.

I put a good, wide desk between us
and gave him a cigarette. I found him
sullen but ready to talk, within strict
limits. I asked him about Kwrtz, and
he seemed to me to answer satis-
factorily. I then asked him about
Aana Schmidt, and I gathered from
his reply that he must have been with
her after visiting Colonel Cooler.
That filled In ene of the missing
pelnts. I trled him with D¢, Winkler,
and he answered readlly eneugh.

“Yow'we been getting around,” 1
said, “quite a bit. And have you found
out anything about your friemd?”*

“Oh, yes,” he said. “It was under
your nose but you didn't see it.”

“What?"

“Tihat he was murdered.” That
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took me by surprise; I bad at one time
played with the idea of suicide, but 1
had ruled even that out.

“Go on,"” I said. He tried to elimi-
nate from his story all mention of
Koch, talking about an informant
who had seen the accident. This made
his story rather confusing, and 1
couldn't grasp at first why he at-
tached so mueh importance to the
third man.

“He didn't turn up at the inquest,
and the others lied to keep him ouwt.™

“I don't see much importance in
that. If it was a genuine accident, all
the evidence needed was there. Why
get the other chap into trouble””

“There was more to it than that,”
he said. “Tthe little chap who told me
about the third man — they've mur-
dered him. You see, they obviously
didn’t know what else he had seem”

“Nlow we have it,” I said. “You
mean Koch.”

“Yes.”

“As far as we know you were the
last person to see him alive. The
Austrian police are anxious to pin this
on you. Frau Kech told them how
disturbed her husband was by yeur
visit. Whe else knew abeut it>”

“I told Cooler.” He said excitedly,
“Supipese immediately 1 left he tele-
phoned the story to someone — to the
third man. They had to stop Koch's
mouth.”

“When you told Colonel Cooler
about Koch, the man was already
dead. That night he got out of bed,
hearing someone, and went down-
stairs”
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“Well, that rules me out. I was in
Sacher’s.”

“But he went to bed very early.
Your visit brought on a headache. It
was soon after nine that he got up.
You returned to Sacher’s at nine-
thirty. Where were you before thad?*

He said gloomily, “Wandering
round and trying to sort things oud.”

I wanted to frighten him, so there
was no point in telling him that he
had been followed all the time. I
knew that he hadn't ecut Koch's
throat, but I wasi’t sure that he was
quite so innocent as he made out.

He said, “How did you know that 1
went to Koch’s? That was why you
pulled me here, wasn't i¢?°

“Inmediately you left Colonel
Cooler’s, he telephoned to me.”

“Then that lets him out. If he had
been concerned, he wouldn't have
wanted me to tell you my story — to
tell Kochs story, I meam.”

“He might assume that you were a
sensible man and would come to me
with your story as soon as you learned
of Koch's death. By the way, hew did
you learn of it?”

He told me promptly, and I be-
lieved him. It was then I began to
believe him altogether. He said, “I
still can’t believe Cooler’s concerned.
I'd stake anything en his honesty.
He's one of those Americans with a
real sense of dudy.”

“Yes,” I said, “he told me about
that when he phoned. He apologized
for it. He said it was the worst of
having been brought up to believe in
eitizenship. He said it made him feel
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a prig. To tell you the truth, Cooler
irritates me. Of course, he doesm't
know that I know about his tire
deals.”

“Is he in a racket too, them”*

“Not a very serious one. I daresay
he’s salted away $2§,666."

“I see.”” He'said thoughtfully, “Is
that the kind of thing Harry was up
to?”

“No. It was not so harmless’*

He said, “You know, this business
— Koch’s death — has shaken me.
Perhaps Harry did get mixed up in
something pretty bad. Perhaps he was
trying to clear out again, and that’s
why they murdered himn.”

“Or perhaps,” I said, “they wanted
a bigger cut of the spoils. Thieves fall
out.”

He took it this time without any
anger at all. He said, “We won't agree
about motives, but I think you check
your facts pretty well. I'm sorry
about the other dwy.”

“That’s all right.” There are times
when one has to make a flash decision
— this was one of them. I owed him
something in return for the informa-
tion he had given me. I said, “I'll
show you enough of the facts in
Lime's case for you to understand.
But don't fly off the handle. It’s going
to be a shedk”

It couldn’t help being a shock. The
war and the peace let loose a great
number of rackets, but none more
vile than this one. The black market-
eers in food did at least supply food,
and the same applied to all the other

racketeers who provided articles m
short supply at extravagant prices.
But the penicillin racket was a differ-
ent affair altogether. Penicillin in
Austria was supplied only to the mili-
tary hospitals; no civilian doctor, not
even a civilian hospital, could obtain
it by legal means.

As the racket started, it was rela-
tively harmless. Penicillin would be
stolen by military orderlies and sold
to Austrian doctots for very high
sums — a phial weuld fetch anything
up to $300.

This racket went on quite happily
for a while. Occasionally an orderly
was caught and punished, but the
danger simply raised the price of
penicillin. Then the racket began te
get organized. The big men saw big
money In it, and while the eriginal
thlef get less for his spells, he re-
eelved, Instead, a eertaln security.

This, I have sometimes called stage
two. Stage three was when the or-
ganizers decided that the profits were
not large enough. Penicillin would not
always be impessible to obtain legiti-
mately; they wanted more money and
guicker money while the going was
good. They began te dllute the penl-
eillin with eelored watef, and in the
ease of penielllin dust, with sand.

I keep a small museum in one
drawer in my desk, and I showed
Martins examples. He wasn't enjoying
the talk, but he hadn’t yet grasped
the point. He said, “I suppose that
fakes the stuff useless”

I said, “We wouldn't worry so
much if that was all, but just consider
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that you can be immunized from the
effects of penicillin. At the best, you
can say that the use of this stuff makes
a penicillin treatment for the par-
ticular patient ineffective in the
future. That isn’t so funny, of course,
if you are suffering from V.D. Then
the use of sand on a wound that
requires penieillin — well, it's net
healthy. Men have lest thelr legs and
arms that way — and thelr lives. But
perhaps what herrified me fmest was
visiting the ehildren’s hespital here.
They Rad beught seme ef this peni-
elllin for use against meningitis. A
RumBer of ehildren simply died, and
2 RumBer went off their heads. Yeu
ean see them new In the mental
ward”

He sat on the other side of the desk
scowling into his hands.

I said, “It doesm't bear thinking
about very closely, does it?”

“You haven't shown me any evi-
dence yet that Harry —

“We are coming to that now,” 1
said. “Just sit still and listem.” 1
opened Lime’s file and began to read,

I am not going to bother the reader
now, as I bothered Martins then, with
all the stages — the long tussle to win
the confidence ot the go-between, a
man ealled Harbin. At last we had the
screws on Harbin, and we twisted
them until he squealed. “Buk he led
us enly as far as Kuktz,” 1 said.

“Kurtz!” Martiins exclaimed. “But
why haven’t you pulled him im?”

"Zaro hour is almost here,” I said.

Kurtz was a great step forward, for
Kurtz was in direct communication
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with Lime — he had a small outside
job in connection with international
relief. With Kurtz, Lime sometimes
put things on paper, if he was pressed.
I showed Martins the photostat of a
nete. “Can yeu identify thed?”

“It’s Harry’s hand.” He read it
through. “I don't see anything
wrong.”

“No, but now read this note from
Harbin to Kurtz, which we dictated.
Look at the date. This is the resulit”

He read them both through twice.

“You see what I meamn?”

If one watched a world come to an
end, a planet dive from its course, I
don't suppese one would chatter, and
a world for Martins had certainly
eome to an end, a world of easy friend-
ship, here-worship, eenfidence, whieh
had begun twenty yeats befere.

While he sat there, looking at his
hands and saying nothing, I fetched a
precious bottle of whisky out of a cup-
board and poured out two large dou-
bles. “Go on,” 1 said, “drink thad,”
and he obeyed me as though I were
his deetor. I poured him out anether.

He said slowly, “Are you certain
that he was the real boss"

“It’s as far back as we have got so
far.”

“Sujppose,” he said, “someone had
got a line on him, forced him into this
racket, as you forced Harbin to
double-cross.”

“It’s possitlle’

“And they murdered him in case he
talked when he was arrestatl

“It’s not impossihlte

“I'mn glad they did,” he said. *I
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wouldn't have liked to hear Harry
squeal.” He made a curious little
dusting movement of his hand on his
knee, as much as to say, “That"s thad.”
He said, “I’ll be getting back to Eng-
land.”

“I'd rather you didn't just yet. The
Austrian police would make an issue
if you tried to leave Vienna at the
moment. You see, Cooler’s sense of
duty made him call them up, toe.”

“I see,” he said hopelessly.

“When we've found the third
man —" [ said.

“I"d like to hear him squeall,” Mar-
tins said.

After he left me Martins went
straight off to drink himself silly. By
the time the spots were swimming in
front of his eyes he was oppressed by
a sense of loneliness. The trams had
stopped, and he set out obstinately on
foot to find Harry’s girl.

It must have been about three in
the morning when he climbed the
stairs to Anna‘s room. He was nearly
sober by that time and had only one
idea in his head — that she must
knew abeut Harry, too. He felt that
somehew this knewledge weuld pay
the mertmaln that memery levies en
human beings, and he weuld stand a
ehanee with Harry's girl.

When Anna opened the door to
him, with astonishment at the sight of
him, tousled, on the threshold, he
never imagined that she was opening
the door to a stranger.

He said, “Anna, I've found out
everything.”

“Come in,” she said. “You don’t
want to wake the house.” She was in
a dressing gown; the divan had be-
come a bed.

“Now,"” she said, while he stood
there, fumbling for words, “what is
it? I thought you were going to keep
away. Are the police after you?”"

C‘No."

“You didn't really kill that man,
did yow?"

“Of course not.™

“YWow're drunk, aren't you?*

“I am a bit,” he said sulkily. The
meeting seemed to be going on the
wrong lines. “I've been with the
British police. They are satisfied I
didn’t do it. But I've learned every-
thing from them. Harry was in a
racket — a bad racket.” He sald hope-
lessly, “He was ne geed at all. We
were beth wremng.”

“Yaw'd better tell me,” Anna said.

She sat down on the bed and he
told her.

“Tihey really proved it?” Anna
asked.

mw&s'"

“I'm glad he's dead now," she said.
“I wouldn’t have wanted him to rot
for years in prissm.”

“But can you understand how
Harry — your Harry, my Harry —
could have got mixed up—?" He
said hopelessly, “I feel as though he
had never really existed, that we'd
dreamed him. Was he laughing at
fools like us all the time?”

“He may have been. What does it
matter?” she said. “Sit down. Don't
worry.” He had pictured himself
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comforting her, not this other way
about. She said, “If he was alive now,
he might be able to explain, but we've
got to remember him as he was to us.
There are always so many things one
doesn’t know about a person, even a
person one loves — good things, bad
things. We have to leave plenty of
room for them.”

“THwse children —"

She said angrily, “For heaven's sake
stop making people in your image.
Harry was real. He wasn’t just your
hero. He was Harry. He was in a
racket. He did bad things. What
about it? He was the man we kiew.”

He said, “Dipn’t talk such bloody
wisdom. Don’t you see that I love
you?”

She looked at him with astonish-
ment. “You?"

“Yes, me. I don't kill people with
fake drugs. I'm not a hypocrite who
persuades people that I'm the great-
est—I'm just a bad writer who
d_ri;aks too much and falls in love with
giels —""

She said, “But I don't even know
what color your eyes are. If you'd
rung me up just now and asked me
whether you were dark or fair or wore
a mustache, I wouldn’'t have khowti.”

“Can’t you get him out of your
head?”

S‘No.’l

He said, “As soon as they've cleared
up this Koch murder I'm leaving
Vienna. I can't feel interested any
longer in whether Kuetz killed Harry
— or the third man. Whoever killed
him, it was a kind of justice. Maybe
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I'd kill him myself under those cir-
cumstances. But you still love him.
You love a cheat, a murdierar”

“I loved a mam,” she said. “I told
you—a man doesn't alter because
you find out more about him. He's
still the same mam.”

“I hate the way you talk. I've got a
splitting headache, and you talk and
ta]k.”

Suddenly she laughed. She said,
“You are so comic. You come here at
three in the morning — a stranger —
and say you love me. Then you get
angry and pick a quarrel. What do
you expect me to do — or say?”

“I haven't seen you laugh before.
Do it again. I like it.”

“Ihere isn't enough for two
laughs,” she said.

He took her by the shoulders and
shook her gently. He said, “I’d make
comic faces all day long. I'd learn a
lot of jokes from the books on After-
Dinner Speslkimg”

“Come away from the window.
There are no curtains.

“THere’s nobody to see.” But auto-
matically checking his statement, he
wasn’'t quite so sure; a long shadow
that had moved, perhaps with the
movement of elouds over the moon,
was motionless again. He said, “You
still love Harry, den't you?"

h‘YeS.l'

“Penthaps I do. I don’t know.” He
dropped his hands and said, “I'll be
pushing off.”

He walked rapidly away. He didn't
bother to see whether he was being
followed, to check up on the shadow.



THE THIRD MANY

But passing by the end of the street,
he happened to turn, and there, just
around the corner, pressed against a
wall to escape notice, was a thick,
stocky figure. Martins stopped and
stared. There was something familiar
about that figure. “Pethaps,” he
thought, “I've grown unconsciously
used to him during these last twenty-
four heurs; perhaps he Is ene of these
whe have so assidueusly eheeked my
mevements.”

Martins stood there, twenty yards
away, staring at the silent, motionless
figure in the dark side street who
stared back at him. A police spy, per-
haps, or an agent of those ather men,
these men whe had corrupted Harry
first and then killed him, Even pes-
sibly the third man?

It was not the face that was fa-
miliar, for he could not make out so
much as the angle of the jaw; nor a
movement, for the body was so still
that he began to believe that the
whole thing was an illusion caused by
shadew. He ealled sharply, “Do you
want anything?” and there was ne
reply. He ealled again: “Answer,
an't yeu?” And an answer eame, for
a windew eurtain was drawn petu-
lantly baek By seme sleeper he had
awakened and the light 811_§§F§l%m
3€Yess the harrew street and lit up the
features of Harry Lime:

“Do you believe in ghosts? Mar-
tins asked of me.

“Do ypuf?

He hadn't come to me at once with
his story — only the danger to Anna

Schmidt tossed him back into my of-
fice, like something the sea has washed
up, tousled, unshaven, haunted by an
experience he couldn’t understand.

He said, “If it had been just the
face, I wouldn't have worried. I'd
been thinking about Harry, and 1
might easily have mistaken a stranger.
. . . The light was turned off again
at once, you see; I only got one
glimpse, and the man made off down
the street — if he was a man. There
was ne turning for a leng way, but 1
was so startled I gave him anether
thirty yards' start. He eame to one of
these newspaper kiesks, and fer a
fiement meved eut ef sight. 1 fan
after him. It enly teek me ten seconds
te reach the kiesk, and he must have
heard me FunRing, bBut the strange
thing was he never appeared Q%QIH; I
reaehed the kissk. There wash éffr
bedy there. The street was EH?HB?; S
eouldn’t have reached 2 dOORW
withedt my seeing him. He'd simpl
vanished.”

“What did you do them”*

“I had to have another drink. My
nerves were all to pieces’”

“Diidn’t that bring him badk”*

“No, but it sent me back to
Anna’s. . . . But Anna was gome

1 think he would have been ashamed
to come to me with his absurd story
if it had not been for the attempt on
Anna Schmidt. My theory when he
did tell me his story was that there
had been a watcher, though it was
drink and hysteria that had pasted on
the man's face the features of Harry
Lime. That wateher had noted his
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visit to Anna, and the member of the
ring — the penicillin ring — had been
warned by telephone.

Events that night moved fast.
Kuwrtz lived in the Russian zone, on a
wide, empty, desolate street that runs
down to the Prater Platz.

What happened was this: Russia,
you remember, was in the chair as far
as the Inner Stadt was concerned, and
when Russia was in the chair you ex-
pected certain irregularities. On this
occasion, halfway through the patrol,
the Russian peliceman pulled a fast
one on his eolleagues and directed the
ear to the street where Anna Sehmidt
lived. The British M.P. that night
was new to his ‘job; he dldn't realize
tlll his eolleagues told him that they
had entered a Britizh zene. He spoke
a little German and ne Freneh, and
the Fienchman, a eyRieal, hasd-bitten
Paris flie, gave up the attempt to ex
plain t8 hifm.

The American took on the job.
“It’s all right by me,” he said, “but
is it all right by you?" The British
M.P. tapped the Russian’s shoulder,
who turned his Mongol face and
launched a flood of incomprehensible
Slav at him. The ear drove on.

Outside Anna Schmidt’s block the
American took a hand in the game
and demanded in Getmaan what it was
all about. The Frenchman leaned
against the bonnet and lit a stinking
cigarette. France wasn’t concerned,
and nething that didn't eenecern
France had any genulne impertanee
te him. The Russian dug eut a few
words of German and fleurished some
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papers. As far as they could tell, a
Russian national wanted by the Rus-
sian police was living there without
proper papers.

They went upstairs and the Russian
tried Anna’s door. It was flimsily
bolted, but he put his shoulder to it
without giving the occupant an op-
portunity of letting them in. Anna
was in bed, though I don’t suppose,
after Martins's visit, that she was
asleep.

While Anna was dressing, the Brit-
ish M.P., a Corporal Starling, phoned
through to me, and I gave my in-
structions.

When he went back to Anna's room
a dispute was raging. Anna had told
the American that she had Austrian
papers (which was true) and that they
were quite in order (which was rather
stretching the truth). The Ameriean
told the Rugsian in bad Ge#fnan that
they had ne right te arrest an Aus-
trlan eitizen. He asked Anna for her
papers, and when she predueed them
the Russian snatched them from her
hand.

“Hwngarian,” he said, pointing at
Anna. “Hwngarian,” and then, flout-
ishing the papers, “Bad, badl”

The American, whose name was
O’Brien, said, “Giive the girl back her
papers,” which the Russian, naturally,
didn’t understand. The Amefican put
his hand en his gun, and Corporal
Starling said gently, “Let it go, Pad.”

“If those papers are not in order we
got a right to losik™

“Just let it go. We'll see the papers
at HQ.”
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“If we get to H.Q. You can't trust
these Russian drivers. As like as not
he'll drive straight through to the
Russian zome.

They got back into the car with
Anna, who sat in the front with the
Russian, dumb with terror.

After they had gone a little way the
Ametican touched the Russian on his
shoulder. “Wrong way. H.Q. that
way,” he said.

The Russian chattered back in his
own tongue, making a conciliatory
gesture, while they drove on.

“Just as I figured it,” O'Brien told
Starling. “They're taking her to
the Russian zone.” Anna stared out
with terror through the windscreen.
“Doa’t worry,” O'Brien said, “I'll
fix this all right.” His hand was fidget-
ing reund his gun again.

The driver put on his brakes sud-
denly; there was a road block. You
see, I knew they would have to pass
this military post if they did not make
their way to the international H.Q.
in the Inner City. I put my head in at
the windew and said to the Russian,
haltingly, in his ewn tongue, “What
are you delng in the British Zeme?”

He grumbled that it was “Orders.”

“Wihese orders? Let me see them.”
I noted the signature — it was useful
information. I said, “Tis tells you to
piek up a certain Hungatian national
and war eriminal who is living with
faulty papers in the British zone. Let
fAe see the papers”

He started on a long explanation,
but I saw the papers sticking in his
pocket and I pulled them out. He

made a grab at his gun, and I punched
his face — I felt really mean at doing
so, but it's the conduct they expect
from an angry officer and it brought
him to reason — that and seeing three
British soldiers approaching his head-
lights.

I said, “Tihese papers look to me
quite in order, but I'll investigate
them and send a report of the result
to your colonel. He can, of course, ask
for the extradition of this lady at any
time. All we want is preot of her
eriminal activities. I'm afraid we don't
regard Hungarian in Itself as Russian
Rationalliy.”

He goggled at me (my Russian was
probably half incomprehensible), and
I said to Anna, “Get out of the car*
She couldn’t get by the Russian, so 1
had to pull him out first. Then I put
a packet of cigarettes in his hand, said
“Have a good smeoke,” waved my
hand te the others, gave a sigh of re-
lief, and that Ineldent was elosed.

While Martins told me how he
went back to Anna’s and found her
gone, 1 did some hard thinking. 1
wasn't satisfied with the ghost story
of the idea that the man with Harry
Lire’s features had been an illusion.
Keeping Martins silent with a glass of
whisky, 1 faﬂg up My assistant and
asked Rim if he had leeated Harbin

gt. He sald nej he understoed he'd
eft Klagenfurt a week age te visit his
family iR the adjeining zene.

“Alll right,” I said; “go on trying to
get hold of hiinm.”

m[nm wrry’ S‘jn:m
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Martins was right; I had made a
complete fool of myself, but remem-
ber that police work in an occupied
city is not like police work at home.
Everytthing is unfamiliar — the meth-
ods of one's foreign colleagues; the
rules of evidenee; even the procedure
at inquests. I suppose I had got into
the state of mind where one trusts too
mueh to one's personal judgment. I
had been immensely relieved by
Lime’s death. I was satisfied with the
aecldent.

I said to Martins, “Did you look
inside the newspaper kiosk, or was it
locked?’

“Oh, it wasn't exactly a newspaper
kiosk,” he said: “It was one of those
solid iron kiosks you see everywhere
plastered with posters.”

“Yow'd better show me the place™

“But is Anna all nigfi?*

“Tthe police are watching the flat.
They won't try anything else yet.”

I didn’t want to make a fuss and
stir in the neighborhood with a police
car, so we took trams — several trams,
changing here and there, and came
into the distriet on foot.

“THhiis is the turnimg,” Martins said,
and led me down a side street. We
stopped at the kiosk. “You see, he
passed behind here and simply van-
ished — into the growmdl”

“That was exactly where he did
vanish to,” 1 said.

“Hiow do you mean?”

An ordinary passer-by would never
have noticed that the kiosk had a
door, and of course it had been dark
when the man disappeared. I pulled
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the door open and showed to Martins
the little curling iron staircase that
disappeared into the ground.

He said, “Tfen I didn't imagine
him."

“ft’s one of the entrances to the
main sewer.”

“Amnd anyone can go dowm?”"

“Amyone. For some reason, the Rus-
sians object to these being lodkedi’*

“How far can one go?"

“Riight across Vienna, People used
them in air raids; some of our prison-
ers hid for two years down there.
Deserters have used them —and bur-
glars. If you know your way about
you can emerge again almost any-
where in the city through a manhole
or a kiosk like this one. The Aus-
trians have to have special police for
patrolling these sewers™ I closed the
door of the kiosk again. I said, “Se
that’s hew Harry disgppestat]”

“You really believe it was Hammy”*

“The evidence points that way.”

“Then whom did they Iuny?”

“I don't know yet, but we soon
shall, because we are digging him up
again. I've got a shrewd idea, though,
that Koch wasn't the only incon-
venient man they murderatl”

Martims said, “Wthat are you going
to do about it?"

“I don't know. It’s no good apply-
ing to the Russians, and you can bet
Lime’s hiding out now in the Russian
zone. We have no line now on Kurtz,
for Harbin's gome.”

“But it's odd, isn’t it, that Koch
didn’t recognize the dead man's face
from the wimndiom??”
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“Tthe window was a long way up,
and I expect the face had been dam-
aged before they took the body out
of the car.”

Martins said thoughtfully, “I wish
I could speak to him. You see, there's
so much I simply can’t beiiewe”

“Fentheps you are the only one who
could speak to him. It"s risky, though,
because you do know too mugh’”

“I still can't believe . ... I only
saw the face for a moment.” He said,
“What shall I do?”

“He won't leave the Russian zone
now. Perhaps that’s why he tried to
have the girl taken over. Because he
loves her? Because he doesn’t feel
secure? I don't know. I do know that
the enly person who could persuade
Rifm te eofme over would be you — 6f
her, If he still believes' you are hls
friend. But first yeu've get te speak
te him: I ean’t see the line”

“I could go and see Kurtz.”

I said, “Remmember. Lime may not
want you to leave the Russian zone
when once you are there, and I can't
protect you there.”

“I want to clear the whole damned
thing up,” Martins said, “but I'm not
going to act as a decoy. I'll talk to
him. That’s alll™*

Martins gave Mr. Kurtz no warn-
ing of his visit. Better to find him out
than a reception prepared for him. He
was careful to carry with him all his
papers, including the laissez-passer of
the four powets that on the face of it
allewed him to move freely through
all the zenes of Vienna.

He had no difficulity in finding Mr,
Kurtz’s block, and when he rang the
bell the door was opened quickly by
Mr. Kurtz himself.

“Oh,” Mr. Kurtz said. “It’s you,
Rollo,” and made a perplexed motion
with his hand to the back of his head.

Martins had been wondering why
he looked so differemt, and now he
knew. Mr. Kurtz was not wearing his
toupee, and yet his head was not bald.
He had a perfectly normal head of
hair cut close,

Kurtz said, “It would have been
better to have telephoned to me. You
nearly missed me; [ was going oud.”

In the hall a cupboard door stood
open, and Martins saw Mr. Kurtz’s
overcoat, his raincoat, a couple of soft
hats, and, hanging sedately on a peg
like a wrap, Mk, Kuiitzs toupee. He
said, “I'm glad to see your hair has
grewn,” and was astonished to see, in
the mirrer en the eupbeard deer, the
?ﬂtf%ﬂ flame and blush 6n MF. KUFtz’s
dee.

When Martins turned, Mr. Kurtz
smiled at him like a conspirator and
said vaguely, “It keeps the head’
warm.”

“UWihese head?” Martins asked, for
it had suddenly occurred to him how
useful that toupee might have been
on the day of the accident. “Never
mind,” he went quickly on, for his
errand was not with Mk, Kwitz, “I'm
here to see Hauy.”

“Are you madi?*

“I’m in a hurry, so let’s assume that
I am. Just make a note of my madness.
If you should see Harry —or his
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ghost — let him know that I want
to talk to him. I'll be waiting in the
Prater by the Big Wheel for the next
two hours — if you can get in touch
with the dead, hurry.” He added,
“Toememiber, I was Harry’s friemdi

Kuirtz said nothing, but somewhere,
in a room off the hall, somebody
cleared his throat. Martins threw
open a door; he had half expected to
see the dead rise yet again, but it was
only Dr. Winkler who rose from a
chair in front of the kitchen stove,
and bowed very stifflty and correctly,
with the same celluloid squeak.

Martins turned to Kurtz: “Tell the
doctor about my madness. He might
be able to make a diagnosis. And re-
member the place by the Great
Wheel. Or do ghosts only rise by
night?’ He left the flat.

For an hour he waited, walking up
and down to keep warm, inside the
enclosure of the Great Wheel. The
smashed Prater, with its bones stick-
ing crudely through the snow, was
nearly empty. A few courting couples
would be packed together in a single
car of the Wheel and revelve slowly
above the city surreunded by empty
€ars.

Martins wondered who would come
for him. Was there enough friendship
left in Harry for him to come alone,
or would a squad of police arrive? It
was obvious from the raid en Anna
Schmidt's flat that he had a eertaln
pull. And then as his wateh hand
passed the houts, he wendered, “Was
it all an Invention of my mind? Are
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they digging up Harry’s body now in
the Central Cemetiary?"

Somewhere behind the cake stall a
man was whistling, and Martins knew
the tune. He turned and waited. Was
it fear or excitement that made his
heart beat —or just the memories
that tune ushered in, for life had al-
ways quickened when Harry came,
came just as he came now, as though
nothing mueh had happened, nobody
had been lowered into a grave or
found with eut throat in a basemeint,
eame with his amused, deprecating
take-it-of-leave-it manner — and ef
geurse ene always teek it.

“Harry."

“{Hiullo, Rollo.”

Don’t picture Harry Lime as a
smooth scoundrel.. He wasn't that.
The picture I have of him on my files
is an excellent one: He is caught by a
street photographer with his stocky
legs apart, big shoulders a little
hunched, a belly that has known too
much goed food too long, and on his
face a look of cheerful rascality, a
geniality, a reeognition that //s happl-
ness will make the world’s day. New
he didn’t make the mistake of puiting
eut a hand — whieh might have been
rejected — But instead just patted
Maktins 8n the elbew and said, “Hew
are things

“We've got to talk, Hamny.™

“Of course’

He had always known the ropes,
and even in the smashed pleasure park
he knew them, tipping the woman in
charge of the Wheel, so that they
might have a car to themselves.
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Very slowly on one side of them the
city sank; very slowly on the other
the great cross girders of the Wheel
rose into sight. As the horizon slid
away, the Danube became visible,
and the piers of the Kaiiser Feiedrich
Brucke lifted above the houses.

“Well,” Harry said, “it’s good to
see you, Rolle.”

“I was at your funerall™

“fhat was pretty smart of me,
wasn't itr

“Not so smart for your girl. She
was there, too — in tears”

“She’s a good little thing,"” Harry
said; “I’'m very fond of her.'

“I didn't believe the police when
they told me about you.”

Harry said, “I wouldn't have asked
you to come if I'd known what was
going to happen, but I didn't think
the police were onto me.”

“Were you going to cut me in on
the spaoills”"

“I've never kept you out of any-
thing, old man, yet.”

He stood with his back to the door
as the car swung upward, and smiled
back at Rollo Martins, who could re-
member him in just such an attitude
in a secluded corner of the school
quad, saying, “I’ve learnt the way to
get out at night. It’s absolutely safe.
You ate the only one I'm letting in
en if.”

For the first time Rollo Martins
looked back through the years with-
out admiration, as he thought, “He’s
never grown up.” Evil was like Peter
Pan — it carried with it the horrify-
ing and horrible gift of eternal youth.

Martins said, “Have you ever vis-
ited the children’s hospital? Have you
seen any of your victiims?"

Harry took a look at the toy land-
scape below and came away from the
door. “I never feel quite safe in these
things,” he said. He felt the back of
the door with his hand, as though he
were afraid that it might fly open and
launch him into space.

“Victims?” he asked. “Don’t be
melodramatic, Rollo; look down thers’
he went on, pointing through the
window at the people moving like
black flies at the base of the Wheel.
“Would you really feel any pity if
one of those dots stopped moving —
forever? If I said you ecan have twenty
theusand peunds for every det that
stops, weuld you really, eld man, tell
fme te keep my meney — witheut
hesitation? Of weuld you ealeulate
hew many dets you eould afferd te
spare? Fiee of Inesme tax, eld man.
Fiee of inesme .

“Couldn’t you have stuck to tires?”

“lLitke Cooler? No, I've always been
ambitious."”

“Yaou are finished now. The police
know everythiimg.*

“But they can't catch me, Rollo;
you’ll see. I'll pop up again. You can’t
keep a good man dowm*

The car swung to a standstill at the
highest point of the curve, and Harry
turned his back and gazed out of the
window.

Martins thought, “Ome good shove
and I could break the glass,” and he
pictured the body falling, fdliimg,
through the iron struts, a piece of
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carrion dropping down among the flies.

He said, “You know the police are
planning to dig up your body. What
will they flirdf?*

“Harbin,” Harry replied with sim-
plicity.

“Why did the Russians try to take
Anna Schmidt?” Martins asked.

“She had false papers, old mam™

“Wheo told them?*

“The price of living in this zone,
Rollo, is service. I have to give them
a little information now and then’

“I thought perhaps you were just
trying to get her here — because she
was your girl? Because you wanted
her?” o

Harry smiled. “I haven't all that
influemce

“What would have happened to
her?"

“Natthing very serious. She'd have
been sent back to Hungary. There's
nothing against her, really. A year in
a labor camp, perhaps. She'd be in-
finitely better off in her own country
than being pushed areund by the
Brifish pelice””’

“She loves you.”

“Well, I gave her a good time while
it Jastad!”

“Amnd I love her.”

“Tihat’s fine, old man. Be kind to
her. She's worth it. I'm glad.” He
gave the impression of having ar-
ranged everything to everybody's
satisfaction.

“I'd like to knock you through the
window.”

“But you won’t, old man. I'd trust
you anywhere, Rollo. Kuttz tried to
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persuade me not to come, but I know
you. Then he tried to persuade me
to, well, arrange an accident. He told
me it would be quite easy in this car.”

“Exaept that I'm the stronger mam ™

“But I've got the gun. You don't
think a bullet wound would show
when you hit that groumd?”

Again the car began to move, sailing
slowly down, until the flies were
midgets, were recognizable human
beings.

“What fools we are, Rollo, talking
like this, as if I'd do that to you — or
you to me.” He turned his back and
leaned his face against the glass. “In
these days, old man, nobody thinks
in terms of human beings. Govern-
ments den’t, so why should we? They
talk of the people and the proletariat,
and I talk ef the mugs. It's the same
thing.”

As the car reached the platform and
the face of the doomed-to-be-victims,
the tired, pleasure-hoping Sunday
faces, peered in at them, he said, “I
could cut you in, you know. I have
no one left in the Inner Citv.”

“Exaept Cooler? And Wimlklker?"

“You really mustn't turn police-
man, old man.” They passed out of
the car and he put his hand again on
Martins's elbow. “Tihat was a joke; I
kaow you won't. I've got to leave
you here. We'll see eaeh eother —
some time. If you are In a jam, yeu
e€an always get me at Kurtz's™

He moved away and, turning,
waved the hand he had the tact not to
offer; it was like the whole past mov-
ing off under a cloud.
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Martins called after him, “Don’t
trust me, Harry,” but there was too
great a distance now between them
for the words to carry.

“Amna was at the theater,” Martins
told me, “for the Sunday matinee. I
had to see the whole dreary comedy
through a second time. About a
middle-aged composer and an infat-
uated girl and an understanding — a
terribly understanding — wife. Anna
acted very badly; she wasn’t much of
an actress at the best of times. I saw
her afterward in her dressing-room.

“I told her Harry was alive —1I
thought she’d be glad and that 1
would hate to see how glad she was,
but she sat in front of her make-up
mirfor and let the tears streak the
grease paint, and I wished, after all,
that she had been glad. She looked
awful and I leved het. Then I told her
abeut my interview with Harry, but
she wasn't really paying mueh atten-
tlen, beeause when I'd finished she
said, ‘1 wish he was deafl>™

“He deserves to be,” Martins had
answered.

“I mean, he would be safe then —
from everybodly,” Anna had said.

I asked Martins, “Did you show
her the photographs I gave you — of
the childiran?”

“Yes. I thought, it’s got to be kill
or cure this time. She's got to get
Harry out of her system. I propped
the pictures up among the pots of
grease. She ecouldn't avoid seeing
them. I said, ‘The police ean’t arrest
Harry unless they get him into this

zone, and we've got to help do it.’

“She said, ‘Thought he was your
friend.' I said, ‘He was my friend.’
She said, ‘I’ll never help you to get
Harry. I don't want to see him again,
I don't want to hear his voice. 1
don’t want to be touched by him,
but I won’t do a thing to harm him.’

“I felt bitter — I don’t know why,
because, after all, I had done nothing
for her. I just got up and left her
then. Now it's your turn to work on
me, Colonel. What do you want me
to de?”

“[ want to act quickly,” I told
Martins, “[t was Harbin’s body in the
coffin, so we can pick up Winkler and
Cooler right away. Kurtz is out of our
reach for the time being, and so is the
driver. We'll put in a formal request
to the Russians for permission to
arrest Kurtz and Lime. It makes our
files tidy. If we are geing te use you
85 our deeey, your message must §e
te Lime stralght away — net after
you've hung areund in this zene fer
twenty-four heurs.

“As I see it, you were brought here
for a grilling almost as soon as you got
back into the Inner City; you heard
then from me about Harbin; you put
two and two together, and you go and
warn Cooler. We'll let Cooler slip for
the sake of the bigger game; we have
ne evidenee he was in en the penicillin
racket. He’'ll escape inte the Russian
zone to Kurtz, and Lime will knew

au've played the game. Thiee hours
ater you send a message that the
pellee are after you; yeu are In hiding
and must see Rikx.”
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“He won't come.”

“I’m not so sure. We'll choose our
hiding place carefully = when he'll
think there's a minimum of risk. It's
worth trying. It would appeal to his
pride and his sense of humor if he
could scoop you out. And it would
stop your maouwrn

He said, “I told Harry not to trust
me, but he didn't hear.”

“Do you agree to this plam”*

“Yes,"” he said, “I agree”

All the first arrangements went
well. We delayed arresting Winkler,
who had returned from the Russian
zone, until after Cooler had been
warned.

Martins enjoyed his short inter-
view with Cooler. Cooler greeted him
without embarrassment and with
considerable patronage: “Why, Mr.
Mastins, it's good to see you. Sit
dewn. I'm glad everything went off
all right between you and Colonel
Calloway. A very straight chap,
Callowgy.”

“It didn’t,” Martins said.

“You don't bear any ill will, I'm
sure, about my letting him know
about you seeing Koch. The way I
figured it was this: If you were inno-
cent you'd clear yourself right away,
and if you were guilty, well, the fact
that I liked you eughtn’t te stand in
the way. A eltizen has his duties”

_ “Like giving false evidence at an
inquest.”

Cooler said, “Oh, that old story.
I'm afraid you are riled at me, MF.
Martins. Look at it this way — yeu
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as a citizen, owing allegiance tp—"

“Tthe police have dug up the body.
They’ll be after you and Winkler. 1
want you to warn Hamry.”

“I don't understendi’

“Oh, yes, you do.” And it was
obvious that he did.

Martins left him abruptly. He
wanted no more of that kindly, hu-
manitarian face.

It only remained then to bait the
trap. After studying the map of the
sewer system I came to the conclusion
that a cafe anywhere near the main
entrance of the great sewer, which
was plaeed in what Maktins had mis-
takenly ecalled a newspaper kiosk,
weuld be the mest llkely spot to
terpt Lime. He had enly to rise enee
agaln threugh the greund, walk fifty
yakels, Bring Marting baek with him,
and sink again inte the eBseufity of
the sewers:

He had no idea that his method of
evasion was known to us. He prob-
ably knew that one patrol of the
sewer police ended before midnight,
and the next did not start till twe;
and so, at midnight, Mattins sat in
the little eeld eafe in sight of the klosk
drinklng coffee after eoffee. 1 had
given him a revelver; I had men
pested as elese te the kiesk as I eould;
and the sewer peliee were ready, when
Zere hewr striek, t6 €lese the man-
Reles and start sweeping the sewers
inward frem the edge of the &ity.

There was no heating in the cafe,
and Mattins sat warming each hand
in turn on a cup of ersatz coffee—
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innumerable cups. There was usually
one of my men in the cafe with him,
but I changed them every twenty
minutes or so irregularly. More than
an hour passed. Martins had long
given up hope, and so had I where 1
waited at the end of a phone several
streets away, with a party of the
sewer police ready to go down.

My telephone rang. It was Martins.
He said, “Tim perishing with cold.
It’s a quarter past one. Is there any
point in going on with this”"

“He can't delay much longer if he's
coming. He won't want to run into
the two-o'clock patrol. Stick it an-
other quarter of an hour, but keep
away from the telepliome’"

Martins’s voice said suddenly, “He’s
here. He’s— " And then the tele-
phone went dead.

I said to my assistamt, “Give the
signal to guard all manholes,” and to
my sewer police, “We are going
down.”

What had happened was this: Mar-
tins was still on the telephone, still
talking to me, when Harry Lime came
into the cafe. I don’t know what he
heard, if he heard anything. The mere
sight of a man wanted by the police
and witheut friends in Vienna speak-
ing en the telephone weuld have been
eneugh te warn him. He was out of
the eafe agaln before Martins had put
dewn the reeeiver. It was ene of these
fare merments when nene ef My men
were IR the eafe. One had just left
and anether was abeut 6 esfe In.

Harry Lime brushed by him and

made for the kiosk. Martiins came out
of the cafe and saw my man. If he had
called out then it would have been
easy to shoot, but it was not, I sup-
pose, Lime, the penicillin racketeer,
who was escaping down the street; it
was Harry. He hesitated just long
enough for Lime to put the kiesk be-
tween them: then he called out,
“Thats him,” but Life had already
gone to greund.

What a strange world unknown to
most of us lies under our feet: we live
above a cavernous land of waterfalls
and rushing rivers, where tides ebb
and flow as in the world above.

The main sewer, half as wide as
the Thames, rushes by under a huge
arch, fed by tributary streams. These
streams have fallen in waterfalls from
higher levels and have been purified
in their fall, so that only in these side
channels is the air foul. The main
stream smells sweet and fresh, with a
faint tang of ozene, and everywhere
In the darkness Is the seund of rushing
water.

It was fust past high tide when
Martins and the policeman reached
the river. Fiest the curving iron stair-
case, then a short passage so low they
had to stoop, and then the shallow
edge of the water lapped at their feet.
My man shene his light along the
edge of the current and said, “He's
goene that way,” for just as a deep
stream when It shallows at the flm
leaves an aeeumulation of debis, 66
the sewer left In the gqulet water
agalnst the wall a seurn of erange peel,
eld eigarette butts, and the like, and
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in this scum Lime had left his trail.

My policeman shone his light
ahead with his left hand and carried
his gun in his right. He said to Mar-
tins, “Keep behind me, sir; he may
shoot.”

The water came halfway up their
legs as they walked. The policeman
kept his light pointing down and
ahead at the disturbed trail at the
sewer's edge. He said, “The silly
thing is he doesn’t stand a chance.
The manholes are all guarded and
we've cordoned off the way inte the
Russian zene. All our ehaps have te
de new ls to sweep Inward dewn the
side passage frem the manheles”

He took a whistle out of his pocket
and blew, and very far away there
came the notes of the reply. He said,
“Tihey are all down here now. The
sewer police, I meamn.”

He lifted his light for the moment
to shine it ahead, and at that moment
the shot came. The light flew out of
his hand and fell on the stream. He
said, “Dod blast it"”

“Are you hurt?” Martins asked.

“Scraped my hand, that's all. A
week off work. Here, take this other
flashlight, sit, while I tie my hand up.
Don’t shine it. He's in one of the side
passages.”

For a long time the sound of the
shot went on reverberating; when the
last echo died, a whistle blew ahead
of them, and Mattins’s companion
blew an answer.

Martins said, “Let me come in
front. I don't think he'll shoot at me,
and I want to talk to him.”
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“I had orders to look after you,

sir.”
“That’s all might.” Martins edged
round, plunging a foot deeper in the
stream as he went. When he was in
front he called out, “Harry,” and the
name set up an echo, “Hatry, Harry,
Harry,” which traveled down the
strearn and weke a whole chorus of
whistles in the darkness.

A voice startlingly close made them
hug the wall. “[s that you, old mam?*
it called. “What do you want me to
do?"

“Come out. And put your hands
above your headl™

“I haven't a light, old man. I cam't
see a thimg”

“Be careful, sir,” the policeman
said.

“Get flat against the wall. He won't
shoot at me,"” Martins said. He called,
“Harry, I'm going to shine the light.
Play fair and come out. You haven’t
got a chamas”

He flashed the light on, and twenty
feet away, at the edge of the light
and the water, Harry stepped into
view. “iHiinds above the head, Hawmy.”

Harry raised his hand and fired.
The shot ricocheted against the wall
a foot from Martins’s head, and he
heard the policeman cry out. At tie’
same moment a searchlight from
fifey yards away lit the whele ehan-
nel, eaught Harry In its beams, Mar-
tlns, the starlng eyes of the peliceman
slumped at the water's edge with the
sewage washing e his waist.

Martiins stood above the police-
man’s body, with Harry Lime half-
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way between us. We couldn't shoot
for fear of hitting Martins, and the
light of the searchlight dazzled Lime.
We moved slowly on, our revolvers
trained for a chance, and Lime turned
this way and that way, like a rabbit
dazzled by headlights. Then sud-
denly he took a flying jump into the
deep central rushing stream. When
we turned the searehlight after him
he was submerged, and the current of
the sewer earried him rapidly en, past
the bedy of the pelieeman, out of the
range of the searehlight inte the dark.

Martins stood at the outer edge of
the searchlight beam, staring down-
stream. He had his gun in his hand
now, and he was the only one of us
who could fire with safety. I thought
I saw a movement, and called out to
him, “Theie. There. Shosd.”

He lifted his gun and fired. A cry
of pain came tearing back; a reproach,
an entreaty.

“Well done,” I called.

I looked up, and Martins was out
of sight in the darkness. I called his
name, and it was lost in a confusion
of echoes, in the rush and the roar of
the underground river. Then I heard
a third shet.

Martins told me later: “I walked
upstream to find Harry, but I must
have missed him in the dark. I was
afraid to lift the torch; I didn't want
to tempt him to shoot again. He
must have been struck by my bullet
just at the entrance of a side passage.
Then I suppese he crawled up the
passage to the foot of the iron stairs.
Thirty feet above his head was the

manhole, but he wouldn't have had
the strength to lift it, and even if he
had succeeded, the police were wait-
ing above.

“He must have known all that, but
he was in great pain, and just as an
animal creeps into the dark to die, so
I suppose a man makes for the light.
He wants to die at home, and the
darkness is never home to us. He be-
gan to pull himself up the stairs, but
then the pain took him and he could-
n’'t go on. What made him whistle
that absurd serap of a tune I'd been
foel enough to believe he had written
himself?

“Amnyway, I heard his whistle and
came back along the edge of the
stream, and felt the wall end and
found my way up the passage where
he lay. I said, ‘Harry,” and the whis-
tling stopped, just above my head. 1
put my hand on an iron handrail and
ellmbed. I was still afraid he might
sheot. Then, only three steps up, my
foot stamped dewn en his hand.

“I shone my light on him; he didn't
have a gun; he must have dropped it
when my bullet hit him. For a mo-
ment I thought he was dead, but then
he whimpered with pain. I said,
‘Harry," and he swiveled his eyes with
a great effert to my face. He was
trylng to speak, and 1 bent dewn o
listen.

“HBhody fool,' he said — that was
all: I don't know whether he meant
that for himself or for me. Then he
began to whimper again. I couldn’t
bear it any more, and I put a bullet
through himn.”
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“We'll forget that bit,” 1 said.
Martins said, “I never sidil’®

A thaw set in that night, and all
over Vienna the snow melted, and
the ugly ruins came to light again:
steel rods hanging like stalactites and
rusty girdees thrusting like bones
through the gray slush. Burials were
mueh simpler than they had been a
week before, when electrie drills had
been needed te break the frozen
greund. It was almest as warm as a
spring day when Harry Lime had his
seeend funeral. 1 was glad te get him
Hnder earth again. But it had faken
twe men's deaths. The greup By the
afla\é% was smaller new; Kurtz wast

ere, Her Winkler — enly the giFl
and Rells Markns and myself. ARd
there weren't any fears:

After it was over, the girl walked
away, without a word to either of us,
down the long avenue of trees that
led to the main entrance and the tram
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stop, splashing through the melted
Snow.

I said to Martins, “I’ve got trans-
port. Can I give you a lift?"

“No,” he said, “I'll take a tram
bmik,“

“You win; you've proved me a
bloody foell”

“I haven't won,” he said. “I've
lost.”

I watched him striding off after the
girl. He caught up with her and they
walked side by side. I don’t think he
said a word to her. It was like the end
of a story, except that before they
turned oeut of my sight her hand was
threugh his arm — whieh Is hew a
stery usually beglas.

And Crabbin? Oh, Crabibin is still
arguing with the British Council
about Dexter’s expenses. They say
they can't pass simultaneous pay-
ments in Stockholm and Vienna,
Poor Crabbin. . . . Peer all ef us,
when you eeme te think ef it

NEXT MONTH . ..
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