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a 1VE1V •torr, 6r, STANLEW El.LIN 

Old Mrs. Meeker, First Lady of Miami Beach, Florida, widow of the 
honor�d founder of Casuanna, had come upon economically rot! days; 
and then the evzl became the greatest pen! tn Mrs. Meeker's long life . . .  
A "different" story for and from Stanley Elfin-about a little game of 
m"bbage and a dea�ly_ strategy: "deflate and destroy" . . .  

T H E  G R E AT P E R S U ADE R 

by STANLEY ELL!N 

O
N THE MORNING OF HER 75TI-I 

birthday Mrs. Meeker dallied 
over her usual breakfast of coffee 
and a cigarette - while reading 
through the pile of congratulatory 
messages on the table before her. 
Telegrams, notes, and cards. Mes
sages from the governor of Flonda 
himself, from digmtaries qf the city 
of Miami Beach, · from old, old 
friends who nested as far north as 
Palm Beach and Hobe Sound: 

There was even an editorial in the 
Miami Beach ]o�rnal swimming m 
adjectives and 'dedi"cated to her. A 
half century ago,_1t pomted out (and 
the choice of phrase made Mrs. 
Meeker feel incredibly ancient), 
Marcus Meeker had brought his fair 
young bride from the chilly north 
(tounsts take note, though_t M rs. 
Meeker) to help him shape a glit
tering wonderland out of the sun
kissed isle of Miami Beach. Honored 
be his memory. Happy the birthday 
of the partner who had shared his 
tnun�phs, the First Lady of the city. 

6 

There was, of course, no mention 
of Marcus junior ,who in his time 
had provided the journal with even 
more spectacular copy than his 
father: The painful memory of her 
long dead son rose in Mrs. Meeker. 
What a charmer he had been. How 
gay and clever and handsome. But 
with one fatal weakness. Where the 
horses were run or the cards dealt 
or the dice thrown, there he was 
simply a helpless, useless hulk, sick 
with the gambling madness. A lamb 
for the slaughter, easy pickings for 
the wolves. Because of them he had 
squandered the Meeker fortune
first his inheritance and then his 
mot�er's-h�d neglected his ailing 
wife until it was too late to do any
thing but mourn he� death, and had 
made himself : a stranger to his 
infant tl.aughter. And finally had 
gone to a bloody and scandalous 
death, · murdered i,n a dark alley as 
a lesson to others who might fail in 
the payment" ol thell' gambling 
debts. 
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Yes, what an enchanting boy he the grove of trees around it; and 
had been, Mrs. Meeker thought. the day she saw it complete, set 
What a pitiful figure of a man. - among casuarinas and royal palms 

She closed her mind to harrowing against the pale green waters of the 
memories. There was other mail Gulf Stream beyond, she knew that 
before her to attend . to. A solemn this was where she intended to live 
warnmg from the tax commission, out her life. The buildings might be 
a heartfelt plea from the electric shabby with decay now, but they 
company, urgent reminders from still stood defiantly against tropical 
various local merchants. Mrs. sun and wind; and this was home
Meeker dutifully read them all, then this was where the heart was, and 
contemplated her barren dinmg life anywhere else would be unen
room, wondering what was left in durable. 
the house to sell and what price she She was lost in these musings 
could hope to get for 1t. when her granddaughter Polly cam� 

Really, she told herself, it was like down to breakf<!_st, a song on her 
being captain_ of a luxurious ship pretty lips, a birthday gift in her 
whose fuel reserve was. gone and hand. It was a silver brooch, a 
whose precious furnishings had to profligate gift considering Polly's 
be fed to the hungry boilers. It earnings, and Mrs. Meeker swiftly 
became a way 'of life after a while. . calculated that it might placate the 
Painful at first to see the jewelry go, electric company for a month or so 
and then the silver:__ and china and without Polly's knowing .where it 
curios and books and· pictures and, had gone. 
at last, the furniture, piece by Polly was an adorable child, as her 
piece ; but that was nothing to what grandmother readily acknowledged ; 
her misery would be if she were she was, along with Casuarina and 
forced to sell the estate and live outo1 a passion for cribbage, foremost 
her remaining life elsewhere. , among the things that still gave life 

She -smiled at the portr_ait of her meanmg. But she had a head full of 
husband on the wall. Dear brawling, confetti, no doubt about it. She had 
arrogant Marcus who had come out failed out of the University at the 
of a Boston slum to carry off a end of one semester; she held her 
Beacon Street princess. He had receptionist's job at the law offices 
brought her south with the assur- of Peabody ·and S�n only because 
ance that he would make his fortune young Duff Peabody was hopelessly 
here, and he had kept his word. infatuated with her; and at the age 
And once the fortune was made he of twenty she had,an ingenuousness 
had built this hacienda, building by about'life that could be frightening 
building, to her design. at times. • 

Casuarina, it was named, from · B ut, Mrs. Meeker wondered, how 
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does one cope with a breathtakingly 
beautiful young woman who stub
bornly insisted . on taking everyone 
m the world at face ·value? 

Before breakfast was over, a car 
horn sounded, and Polly leaped to 
her feet. 

"Which one is that?" M rs. 
-Meeker asked. ·· -

To her, the young- louts from the 
Umvers1ty who danced attendance 
on Polly were md1stmguishable from 
each other. All football players, 
apparently, . and all astomshingly 
muscular, they had fallen under 
Polly's spell dunng her bnef tenure 
at the Umvers1ty and now took 
turns drivrng her to her office. 

"It's Frank," said Polly, "or Billy. 
I don't know " hich." She flung her 
arms around her grandmother , and 
kissed her loudly. "Happy birthday 
again, darling, and whoever 1t 1s I'll 
have him pick you up later.for your 
shopping." 

After she was gone, Mrs .  Meeker 
had Frazier, the houseman, clear 
the table and bring her the worn 
notebook containing the mventory 
of household belongings. As a young 
man, Frazier had been majordomo of 
Casuarina's numerous staff. _.._ Now 
white-haired, he was the sole. re
maming servant of the house-chef, 
butler, handyman, and sales man
ager all m one. 

With him .Mrs. Meeker combed 
through the inventory book pecid
mg which of the n;:maining pieces of 
furniture must be .sacrificed to 
demanding creditors. T�ere were 

twenty rooms in the house, most of 
them picked clean long ago, and 
her heart sank at the way page after 

. page of the inventory .showed how 
little was left for the market .  The 
only thing of real value remaining 
was the property itself, and that, 
it went w1thout ,saying, was sacro
sanct. 

With this dismal business at last 
settled, Mrs. J\,feeker remO\·ed her 
shoes, donned a broadbrimmed 
straw hat and sunglasses, and walked 
down to the shore for solace. She 
was squatting at the water's edge 
feeding the gulls their daily ration 
of breadcruml;>s when she saw a man 
leave the house and make his way 
thmugh the grove of casuarinas 

- toward her. 
She ·stood up as l_1e approached. 

He was in his middle thirties, good
looking, deeply tanned, dressed in 
an expensive suit. Not a bill col
lector, she decided warily ; more the 
expensive lawyer type. 

"Mrs. Meeker?" 
"Yes." 
"My name is Yaeger. Edward 

Yaeger. I want to offer good wishes 
on your birthday and to tell you 
what a privilege it is to meet you." 

"ls it ? And .what's your business 
with me?" · 

Yaege·r laughed. "Not my busi
ness. I represent a Mr. Leo August 
of Detroit. And since you evidently 
like to . come .right to the point, 
I'll do t�at. Mr. August believes you 
may be considering the sale of. this 
estate, and he wants to make an offer 
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She saw him - to' the driveway for it. I'm authorized to meet any 
&ir price you set." - where his car was parked, and after 

he was gone she stood there survey
ing her domain. Everywhere were 
shattered windows sealed with card-

"Indeed." Mrs. Meeker pointed 
her sharp little chin at the row of . 
pastel and glass skyscrapers, the 
surprising outlines of gleaming new 
hotels, stretching southward into 
the distance. "A�en't there enough 
of these things around here as it is?" 

"Mr. August doesn't intend add
ing to them. He wants this place as 
his residence. It won't be changed at 
all. It will only be restored." 

"Restored ? Does he know what 
that would cost?" 

"To the penny, Mrs. Meeker." 
"But why Casuarina? I'm sure 

he could find a dozen places as 
sui ta hie." 

"Because," said Yaeger, "he's 
looking for prestige. He's a man who 
made it to the top the hard way. I'd 
say that owning the Meeker estate 
would mean_to-him what a knight
hood means to some successful junk 
dealer in England." 

Mrs. Meeker decided that she did 
not like Edward Yaeger. Not only 
was he being impertinent to her, he 
was being downright disloyal to his 
client. 

"I'm sorry," she said; "but Casua
rina is not for sale. I don't know 
where you got the idea it was." 

"Oh, come, come, l\1rs. Meeker," 
said Yaeger playfully. "Your 
circumstances aren't any secret. 
Why not take a handsome profit 
while you have the chance?" 

"Because this happens to be my 
home. So if you don't mind-" 

board, roofs denuded of their tiles, 
stuccoed walls scabrous and cracked, 
and rank vegetation forcing its way 
through broken roads and walks. 
The roof of the building containing 
the indoor swimming pool had long 
ago collapsed. The doors of the 
garage which had once held half a 
dozen cars hung awry on their 
rollers, revealing bleak emptiness 
within. 

To anyone passing on Collins 
Avenue, thought -Mrs. Meeker re
sentfully, the place must look aban
doned. But it was not. I t  was- her 
home,- and it would rem�in her 
home. 

However, she soon learned· that 
Edward Yaeger was not one to be 
readily discouraged. He appeared 
at the house a week later while she 
and Polly were at an after-dinner 
game of cribbage, and he brought 
with him gaudy temptation. 

"I've been in touch with Mr. 
August," he said, "and when he 
heard that you won't set a price on 
the estate, he decided to offer one 
you can't afford to turn down. A 
hundred thousancl dollars." Yaeger 
was carrying a - leather portfolio 
under his ·arm, Now he placed it 
on the table, opened it with smiling 
assurance. "In cash." 

Polly gasped at the display of 
packaged ban�otes before her. 
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Mrs. Meeker felt sorriewhat unset· 
tled by the spectacle. 

"Your client does have a dramatic· 
way of doing things, doesn't he?'.' 
she finally managed to say. 

Yaeger shrugged. "He· believes 
that cash is the great persuader. 
If it is, all you have to do is sign 
this letter of agreement for the 
sale of the estate." 

"Isn't it risky carrying all that 
money around ?" asked Polly with 
wide-eyed admiration. 

"Hardly. If you look through that 
window at my car you 'll see an 
unpleasant-looking gentlemen whose 
job 1s to provide an ounce of preven
tion. He's one of Mr. August's most 
loyal employees, and not only is .be 
armed with a gun, but he would 
have no objection to usmg 1t. " 

"Horrible ," said Mrs. Meeker. 
' ·Incredible All this money, an 
armed bodyguard-really, your Mr. 
August is too much for me. If I ever 
did sell Ca�uarina, it wouldn't be 
to someone like that. But, as I've 
already made plain, I don't. intend
sellmg." 

It was hard to convmce Yaeger 
that she really meant i t-in fact, it 
was hard to convince herself in the 
face of the offering before her-and 
that was bad enough. What was 
worse was Polly's naive regard ,of 
Yaeger, the unabashed interest she 
was taking in him.- He was, Mrs. 
Meeker realized with concern , some· 
thing new to the girl-an o der man, 
attractive; urbane, ov.erwhelmingly 
�ure of himself. for his part, it was 

evident that he had taken close note 
of Polly with a coolly appraising eye 
and liked what he saw. Liked it a 
great deal. 

When he finally accepted tempo
rary defeat, he turned his attention 
to the playing cards and pegboard 
on the table, obvmusly lookmg for 
an excuse to dal ly. 

"It's cnbbage," said Mrs. Meeker 
shortly. "I gather you don't play." 

/ "No, but_ I 'm a quick learner at 
cards. Show me the game, and I'll 
prove it ." 

"Isn't there someone waiting for 
you in your car?"  

"He'll wait," .Yaeger said . "Wait
ing is his business. "  

So, .  short of flagrant bad man-
11ers, there was nothing to do but 
show him the game. In truth, as 
.Mrs. Meeker explained the rules 
she found herself softenmg a little 

. toward him. He listened intently, 
asked shrewd questions, and what 
more could any devotee of cribbage 
want than a willing convert ?  When 
the time came for a demonstration 
she shuffled the deck and placed it 
before him. He cut, and she shook 
her head reprovingly at hun. 

"In cribbage," she said, "one 
never cuts the cards ·even when 
offered them. 1 t  means a' penalty of 
two pomts. Of course, I won't take 
the penalty now since it's your first 
game, 'but please do remember." 

"I'll try to," said Yaeger,· his eyes 
on Polly. 

As he had remarked, he was a 
quick learner. ·At the start, unsure 
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of the best discards, he made several 
blunders. Then he gave Mrs. 
Meeker an honest run for her 
money, losing the first game by a 
wide margin, but very nearly win
ning the second. And all this, Mrs. 
Meeker observed, while he kept up 
a halfflirtatious dialogue with Polly. 
It was dismaying to watch the 
nonchalant · skill with which he 

smmltaneously handled both his 
cards and her moonstruck grand
daughter. Somehow "it seemed to 
deprecate cnbbage and Polly to
gelher, just as tl1c cash thrust under 
her nose had deprecated the true 
value of Casuanna to her. -

All in all, it was a most d1sturbmg 
evenrng. 

Others followed. Y aege1 came 
aga111 and again to renew his client's 
offer, to play cribbage, to court 
Polly. It led Mrs. Meeker to wonder 
if she should not bar him from the 
house. But on what grounds? As for 
appealing to Polly, that would be 
useless. All you had to do was look 
at Polly while in the man ·s Company 
to see how useless. 

So there " as only one satisfaction · 
to be gained from Edward Yaeger's 
intrusion on the scene. He became a 
superb cribbage player, and, as Mrs. 
Meeker guiltily knew, a 'good game 
of cnbbage was as heady for her as 
fine old wine. Other card games had 
never interested her. Cnbbage, she 
would point out, was the only true 
test of gmle and nerve. The trouble 
had always been in finding an 
6pponent of proper mettle, but now 

m Edward Yaeger she had one. 
Although he lost more often than he 
won, he made every game a chal
lenge. 

She began to relish those nightly 
duels with him. Nothing had tasted 
as sweet in a long time as the 
moment of pegging another victory 
over this formidable adversary. And 
to give up this pleasure ·because she 
was vaguely repelled by his cocksure 
manner; his disdainfully smiling self
assurance-well, 'she couldn't. Sim
ply couldn't. 

But she was not unprepared for 
dire revelation when it came. lt was 
young Duff Peabody who brought 
it. His father had handled Marcus 
;nior's legal affaus, and Duff had 
inherited not only the law office but 
a vested interest in the Meeker 
family·. Especially Polly. As he had 
once frankly admitted to Mrs. 
Meeker, havmg Polly working for 
him was a perpetual torment. For 
one thing, she was gaily and totally 
incompetent at her work ; for an
other, her presence addled him 
completely. As far as he could see, 
the only solution was marriage to 
her, but, alas, Polly remained deaf 
to all his pleas. 

Now he suddenly arrived at 
Casuarma on a lowering, gusty 
afternoon when Mrs. Meeker was 
at the water's edge attending to the 
gulls who flocked around her. He 
was in a really bad state, Mrs. 
Meeker saw, and she l½t the gulls 
fend ·for themselves while she heard· 
him out. It was a damned mess, he 
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said. Luckily, Polly was innocently 
pleased to reveal her intention of 
marrying this thug-

"Thug?" said Mrs. Meeker in 
alarm. "Marry?" 

"Yes," said Duff, "tha.t's the word 
she used_:_marry. And now that 
I've taken the trouble to look him 
up, I can tell you that your friend . 
Yaeger 1s no better than a thug. 
The man he works for, Leo August, 
is a racketeer who runs a gambling 
syndicate · behind a big-business 
fa�ade. Yaeger is his fron't man in 
these parts. Not that he's fak ng a 
good background and education. He 
has all of that, and that's exactly 
what he sold to August. From what 
J was told, August yearns to get into 
the social swim. People like Yaeger 
impress him."  ' . 

Mrs. Meeker found herself both 
angry and frightened. "But it's all 
so obvious now. That large amount 
of cash. That ugly little man who's 
always waiting in the car-" 

"Yes; that's August's pet gunman, 
Joe Michalik. He's got-a few murders 
to his credit, if not on his reco,!:d," 

"Does Polly know all this ? Have 
you told her?''. 

"Of course. And when she put it 
to Yaeger he laughed i t  off. Made 
it look as if I was the j ealous suitor 
trying to get rid of him." 

"But she knows. what men : like 
that did to her father. I've never 
kept it a secret from her." 

"And she refuses to draw any con
nect10n. As far as she's concerned, 
Yaeger is the most glamorous thing 

that's ever come her way, and that's 
it: It's impossible to talk to her." 

"How awful. Duff, we must do 
something. What can we do?" 

"You mean, what can you do. 
Well, all this may be Yaeger's way 
of pressuring you in to ��Hing the 
estate. What if you make a deal 
with him? You sell h im Casuarina, 
and he says goodbye to Polly."  

"Would someone like that keep 
any such bargain ? And suppose he 
tells Polly I tried to buy him off? 
Can you imagine how she'd react? 
No, there must be some other way." 

But, Mrs. Meeker knew, easier 
said than done. She stood there in 
despair while the gulls wheeled over
head screeching for their dinner, 
while lacy edges of the tide lapped at 
her bare feet. On an incoming 
wavelet rode the pale, blue-fringed 
bladder of a Portuguese man-of-war, 
and Mrs. Meeker shudderingly 
backed away as the garish scarlet 
and purple of the creature's pulpy 
body, the slender black threads of 
its deadly tentacles w.:shed ashore. 
These men-of-war were old enemies. 
She had once been stung by one 
while swimming, and it had felt like 
a white-hot ' iron playing over her 
arm. It had been an agonizing two 
days before the· pain receded, and 
ever since then she had' waged un
remi ttmg war on any of the pulps 
that came into her ken. , 

Now she looke'd with disgust at 
this one helpless on the sand, its 
bladder inflated and swaying back 
and forth in the warm breeze. 
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"Do fetch me that stick of drift
wood, Duff," she ordered, and when 
he had, she thrust it hard into the 
bladder which collapsed with a pop. 

"The object," . she said, "is to 
deflate and then destroy." 

She carried the slimy residue of 
pulp inshore on the stick and buried 
it deep in , the sand, leaving the 
stick as a grave marker. "[?eflate 
and destroy," she said thoughtfully, 
staring at the upright stick while 
Duff watched_ her in puzzlement. 

She suddenly turned to him. 
"Duff, I'm going to have a party." 

"A party ?" 
"Yes, this coming Saturday. And 

you're to be there with a bill of sale 
for the estate. Can you prepare one 
on such short notice ?" 

"I suppose so. Btit what made 
you-?" 

"Oh, do stop asking questions." 
Mrs. Meeker knit her brow in 
concentration. "And I 'll have Polly 
invite her football-playing friends 
and some pretty girls. And, of 
course, Mr. Yaeger and that nasty 
little associate of his-" 

"Michalik ?" 
"Yes. And as for a coJlation-well, 

Frazier will have to persuade our 
shopkeeper friends to extend their 
credit just a bit further: That means 
we can have a buffet, then ,dancing 
afterwards, and perhaps games." 

"With Yaeger and Michalik run
ning them, of course," Duff said 
grimly. "You sound as if you've 
gone completely out of your mind." 

"Do I ?" said Mrs. Meeker. "Well, 

perhaps I do"-which, to Duff's baf
flement and concern were her last 
words on the subject. 

She was not minded to offer 
further enlightenment "".hen Duff 
arrive� at the party Saturday even
ing. T�e patio and rooms fronting 
it were brightly lit and filled with 
young people alternating between 
dance_ floor and buffet. Yaeger and 
Polly were intent on each other; 
Michalik, gray-faced, stony-eyed, 
and dour, leaned agairw;t a wall and 
surveyed the proceedings with con· 
tempt ;  and Mrs. Meeker was being 
royalty in a light mood, apparently 
delighted to find Casuarina once 
agai� alive with company and 
music. 

She drew Duff aside. "Do you 
ha Ye the bill of sale ready?" 

"Yes, but I still don't know why. 
You said yourself that selling won't 
really_settle matters." 

"So I did, .but you must have 
faith in me, dear boy." Mrs. Meeker 
patted his hand. "Remember that 
man-of-war on the beach? I handled 
it quite competently, didn't I ?" 

"It's hardly the same thing." 
' ·Perhaps you're wrong. Mean· 

while, Duff, your job this evening 
is to stand by me. What I intend to 
,do may seem foolhardy, but you're 
not to put any obstacles in my 
way." 

''If I only knew what you m
tended-" 

'.'You'll know soon enough." 
Mrs. Meeker left him glowering 
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and went about her business of 
playing hostess. She bided her time. 
The cool night breeze rose, couples 
abandoned the patio and crowded 
indoors. The hour grew late. And 
so, Mrs. Meeker told he.rself, it is 
now or ne'ver. She took a _deep_ 
breath and moved serenely smiling, 
toward Yeager who had a possessive 
arm aroupd Polly's waist. 

":E,njoying · yourse)ves ?" Mrs. 
Meeker asked, and Yaeger said, 
"Very much. But as for , our 
business-" 

"I have the papers - ready. And 
I suppose you have the money 
here?" 

"I have. If you don't mind leaving 
the festivities for a few minutes, we 
can close the deal right now." 

Mrs. Meeker sighed. "l can 't say 
I do mind. I'm afraid I 'm not up to 
parties like this any _more My idea 
of a good time is a little game of 
cr1 bbage. Dear me, - how _;ingry 
Polly's grandfather would get when 
I lured someone into a game during 
a party. He always felt 1t was the 
worst of bad manners, but l could 
never resist the temptation." 

"No reason why you should ," said 
Yaeger with neavy gallantry. "If 
you want a game right no.w, I 'm 
your man." 

' '.How kind of you. That tab!� 
i, all arranged . The noise in the 
room won't bother you, will it?" 

Yaeger laughed. · "Yes, · I noticed 
that table before. I had a feeling 
we'd come to this before the' night 
was over." · 

"You're an old conspirato�," Polly 
told her grandmother fondly. "You 
really are, darling."  

"Oh, sticks and stones," said 
Mrs. Meeker. As she sat down and 
opened the deck of cards, she was 
pleased to see that interested on
lookers were gathering around the 
table-among them Duff Peabody 
and the dour Michalik. "When i t  
comes to cribbage I don't at  all 
mind being li:umored. How far 
would you go in humoring me, Mr. 
Yaeger?" 

"I -don't know what you mean." 
_"I mean, would you mind playing 

for ,takes? l 've never done it in all 
my life, and the idea seems quite 
exciting." 

"All right, I leave the stakes to 
you. A dime, a dollar-" 

"Oh, more than that." 
"How much more ?" 
Mrs. Meeker riffled the cards. 

She set them neatly on the table 
before her. "I should like to play you 
one game," she said smilingly, "for 
a hundred thousand dollars." 

Even at this, she saw, Yaeger did 
not lose his poise. In the midst of 
the, surprised clamor that rose 
around the table he sat observing 
her ·w1th an amused curl to his lips. 

"Are you serious?" he said. 
"Ent!fely. Your Mr. August is 

eager to get possession of this 
estate, isn't  he?" 

' 'He is."  
"And lam just as eage� to lay my 

hands on some money. A large 
amount of money. I think it would 
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be entertaining to settle the matter 
over the cnbbage board. Therefore, 
I'll wager the signed bill of sale 
for Casuarina against your hundred 
thousand dollars. If I lose, Mr. 
.'\.ugust gets the estate, and you, of 
course, would have the money for 
yourself." 

"And suppose he loses ?" Michalik 
interposed m a hard voic�. He 
turned to Yaeger. "Forget ,it, big
shot. You don't play games with 
August's money. Understand ?" 

The smile vanished from Yaeger's 
face. "Michalik, remember that 
you're hired help. When I want  your 
ad vice, I 'II ask for it>." 

"But he's right," said Duff Pea
body. "Mrs. Meeker, this is out of 
the question." He appealed to Polly. 
"Don't you agreer Don't you have 
something to say about this "" 

"I don't know," Polly said un
happily. She stood with a hand on 
Yaeger's shoulder as if drawing 
strength from 

1

him. "After all, 
Casuanna isn't mine." 

"And that money isn't yours," 
Michalik told Yaeger con temp
tuously. "So don'r take any chances 
with it.'" 

It was, Mrs. Meeker knew, . the 
worst way to handle any male as 
arrogant as Edward Yaeger. And, as 
she could see, Leo August had been 
right. Cash was the great pefauader. 
In Yaeger's eyes was a visible 
hunger for that money. 

Still he hesitated. But he was 
wavering. Mrs. Meeker said, "Do 
you know, in all our.games I've had 

the feeling . you were 'humoring an 
old woman, that you weren't really 
playing to beat her at any cost. 

. Now I wonder. Do' you admit that 
I 'm the better player? Is that it?" 

Yaeger set his jaw. "Do you 
know what you're letting yourself 
in for? This isn't like playing for 
matchsticks." 

"Of course." 
"And if I- win, August gets this 

bill of sale and I get. the money. 
If you wm-" 

"Winner take all," said Mrs. 
Meeker. "Those are the terms." 

"One game?'' 
"One game, and that settles it ." 
"All right," said Yaeger. "High 

card deals." 
It was only when she picked up 

her . first hand that Mrs. Meeker 
realized the full enormity of what 
'she was doing. 

Up to now she had not allowed 
herself to think of losing, to think 
of giving up Casuarina lock, stock, 
and barrel, and of making herself 
d�pendent on someone's charity for 
survival. Whose, she had no idea, 
but someone's it would obviouslv 
have to be. The thought was � 
unnerving that she discarded too 
cautiously, fell, squarely into the 
trap Yaeger had set for her, and at 
the end of the first deal was already 
behind in score. 

Watching his imperturbable ex
pression, his deft handling of the 
cards, made it worse. She had 
meant what she told him. In · their 
previous matches he had never 
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seemed to extend himself. He ·had 
always been paymg as much atten
tion to Polly as to , the game, and 
even then he had been a tough 
opponent. Now, relaxed 1h his chair, 
his eyes fixed with absolute concen
tration ·on his cards, he took on 
frightening dimens10ns. 

Mrs. Meeker found herself sud
denly weak with apprehension. Her 
fingers, when she dealt, y;ere clumsy. 
Jie was a professional-that was 
what it was. He would never have 
accepted· the challenge unless he 
knew the odds favored h:m. So she 
had baited her trap perfectly-;and 
now had a tiger by the tail. 

By this time everyone in the 
room had gatl:ered arow.d the 
table, silently watching. Not many 
understood the game, Mrs. Meeker 
knew, but all could follow the 
progress of the pegs moving along 
the scoteboard-Yaeger's . red peg 
now far ahead, her white peg pur
suing it feebly. 

They played out the deal swiftly, 
the tension - rising around them. 
Yaeger turned over his cards. '_'Fif
teen two, four, six, and a pair makes 
eight." The pegboard clicked mer
rily as he measured off his eight 
points. • 

Mrs. Meeker. matthed his score 
and sighed with relict' that at' least: : 
she had held her own for that deal. 
Now for the crib, the two discards 
from each· player, which was !allied . 
to the dealer's score. It took orily 
a glance for her to see. th�t- -there 
wasn't a point in it. It · was as if 

Yaeger had read her· mind. Perhaps 
he had. He knew she would ,be 
discar�ing reek lessly to make up 
lost ground, and he was prepared for 
that. 

She changed her tactics. At the 
halfway mark she had made a little 
headway ; then a lucky deal came 
her way, a twenty-point !:and, and 
now the white peg was only a short 
distance behind the red one. 

But  no sign of c;oncern showed 
on Y aeger's face. 

"Fifteen two," he said, "and a 
pair makes four." 

It  was not his face she should have 
been watchmg as he pegged his 
score. I t  was Polly who said to him 
with surprise, ' "Oh, no, you've 
only made four points. You've 

. given yburself five," and reached 
for the red peg. 

Yaeger's hand caught Polly's 
.wrist in a sudden hard giasp-how 
hard was easy to tell from her look 
of alarm. Then the grip was imme
di:itely relaxed. Yaeger showed his 
teeth m a sn'lile. 'Tm sorry, dear. 
I thought It was your mistake, but 
you were right. Go ahead, put the 
peg where it belongs." 

"Thank you," said Polly in a 
strange voice. "I will." And after 
she had done so, Mrs. :Meeker saw 
with gratitud�, Pc;illy no longer 
leaned_ ti;nµcrly close to the man, 
her band on his shoulder. 

There was not much e'se to be 
grateful _ for. X aeger, his face grow
ing taut with strai_n, his eyes nar
rowed, discarded flawlessly and 
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played his cards brillia�tly. Mrs. 
Meeker, knowing that she · must 
look as drawn 'with strain, drew 
even with him, and that was all. One 
point from victory, the two pegs 
stood side by side. 

One point, thought Mrs. Meeker 
as she gathered the cards together, 
preparing to deal. One pomt-and 
winner take all. 

She riffled the deck, did 1t again, 
did 1t once more. Then she slapped 
1t down sharply on the table before 
Yaeger. Automat1cally, he cut the 
cards. Mrs. Meeker watched him do 
this, then with great deliberation 
reached out to place her peg across 
the finish line. 

"Two points penalty for cutting 
the cards," she said sweetly, "and 
game." 

It took Yaeger a moment to com
prehend what had happened. Then 
he rose from his chair. "You old 
biddy," he whispered, "you. tricked 
me into that." " 

"Did I ?" 
"You tricked me into it. That 

means the bet is off. Nobody wins 
and nobody loses." 

"You're wrong, Mr. Yaeger. You 
lost and must pay. I learned long · 
ago by bitter experience that one 
must always pay his gambling 
debts." 

"All right, if that's the way 
you want 1t, consider yourself paid. 
And since Polly and I are getting 
married, consider this money your 
wedding present to us. No_w Mr. 
Michalik will tak<; charge of it. 

He'll be very unhappy otherwise." 
"Who cares about that?" said 

Polly furiously. "As for marrying 
you-" 

. Her voice failed. In his hand 
Michalik was holding a g�n. It was 
not very large and it was not flour
ished with menace, but it was 
clearly and indisputably a gun ready 
for use. And it was, Mrs. Meeker 
saw, one . of Polly's huge football 
players who almost indifferen tly 
knocked the gun out of M,ichahk's 
hand as the bodyguard reached over 
the table to gather in the money. 
Others, even bigger and brawmer 
than the first, surrounded Michalik 
and took ungentle charge of him. 

"Little man," said the biggest and 
brawniest, Frank or Billy or whoever 
he was, "the party's over. It's time 
for you to go."  

Michalik struggled wildly and 
futilely as he. was borne to the door : 
but he managed to point a quivering 
finger at Yaeger. 

"Not without him!" he cried. 
"You hear. me? Not without him. 
Just give him to me. That's all 
I wan t."  

The · news of Edward Yaeger's 
murder broke in the Miami Beach 
Journal a few days later. Mrs. 
Meeker read it with equanimity ; 
Polly seemed badly shaken by 1t. 
No matter, thought Mrs. Meeker 
comfortably, she's young and 
healthy, arid with Duff Peabody on 
hand for solace, she'll soon recover. 
For herself, she went down to the 
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shore· to enjoy th"e familiar scene 
with new zest. 

She was there when Duff came · 
scrambling down the sandy slope 
to the beach, bringing with him a 
tall, shy young man who seemed· 
uncomfortably conscious of being in 
the presence of royalty. 

"This is Detective Morrissey," 
Duff said. "After I saw the paper 
this morning I had a long talk with 
him. He's working on the Yaeger 
case and wants to hear your story 
about what happened the other· 
night. He just booked Michalik for 
the killing, ·and he thinks he can 
land Leo August as the one who 
gave the orders for it, if Michalik 
can be made to talk." 

"Indeed ?" said Mrs. Meeker. 
"And what about the money?" 

"Oh, it's all yours, ma'am," said 
Detective Morrissey earnestly. "I 
mean, unofficially speaking, there 
sure won' t  be anybody else to claim 

·it. You can take my word it's all 
yours." Then he said with concern, 
"Ma'am, hadn't you better come 
away from there? You don' t  have 
shoes on and those things can sting 
like fury."  

Mrs. Meeker raised her eyebrows 
at the man-of-war drifting toward 
her on--the ripples of the placid sea. 

"Not at all," she said graciously. 
"Really, these creatures are no 
trouble at all when you know bow 
to handle them." 
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So Mitch said, "Sure. What's the 
trouble?" 

"I don't like to both.er you a�d 
I hope you don't think I'm silly:, 
but-well, my. friend left me. And 
I don't know where, or why."  

"Boy friend ?" .Mitch said. 
She blushed a deep cr-imson. "Oh, 

no ! A real fn"end. We were traveling 
together and she took the car and 
went, without even leaving me a 
note. I can't understand it. " 

"Let's go inside and get the 
details," Mitch said. ' 

He brought ],er into the Squad 
Room ancl sat her down at a 'desk. 
She looked up shyly, sort of im
pressed with him. He didn ' t  know 
why, because he was only an aver
age-looking guy,

.
of medium_ height, 

on the cocky side,. with stiff, wiry 
hair and a face nobody remembered, 
particularly. 

He sat down opi;osite , her and 
took out a pad and pencd . "Your
name?" he said. 

"Prudence Gilford." 
"Address ?" 
"New York City, but I gave up 

my apartment there." 
"Where I come from, too. Quite 

a ways from home, aren't you ?" 
"I'm on my way to California

my sistc;r lives out there. I answered 
an ad in the paper-just a moment, 
I think I still have it. " She fumbled 
in a big, canvas bag, and the strap 
broke off and the whole business 
d��pped. She picke<l: 1t �p . awk
wardly, blushing again, but she kept 
on talking. "Bella Ta!}sey ad�ertised 

for somebody to share the driving to 
California. S�e sa cl she'd pay all 
expenses. It was a wonderful chance 
for me . . .  Here, I have it ." 

She took out .the dipping and 
handed it to Mitch. It was the usual 
thing: woman companion to share 
the driving, and a phone number. 

"So you :  got m to_uch?" Mitch 
prodded. 

"Yes. We like.cl each other imme
diately, and arra1Jged to go the 
fol'.owing week."  

She was fiddling with the strap, 
trymg to fix it, and she finally fitted 
the tab over some kind of button. 
:Mitch , watching, wondered how 
long that was gomg to last. 

Meanwhile she was still telling 
him about Bella Tansey. "We got 
along. so well , "  Prudence said, "and 
last night we stopped at a motel
The -I-lappy Inn, it's called-and we 
went to bed. Wheri I woke up, she 
was gone." 

"\\Thy did you stop there?" 
Mitf=h asked sharply. 

"We were tired and it had a 
Vacancy sign." She drew in her 
breath and- asked anxiously, "Is 
there somethmg wrong with it?" 

"Not too good a reputation," 
Mitch said. "Did she take all her 
things with . her? Her overnight 
stuff, I mean." 

"Yes, I think so. Or at least, she 
took her bag." 

Mitch got "a description of the car : 
a dark blue Buick ; 1959 or 1960, 
she . wasn't sure ; New York plates 
but she didn't know the number. 
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" "Okay," Mitch said. "We'll 
check. We'll -send out a flier and 
have her picked up and find out 
why she left in such a hurry." 

Prudence Gilford's eyes got big. 
"Yes," she said. "And please, can 
you help me? I have only five 
dollars and the motel is expensive. 
I can 't  stay there and I don't know 
where to go." 

"Leave it to me," Mitch said. 
"I'll fix it up at the motel and get 
you a place in town for a while. You 
can get some money, can't you ?" 

"Oh, -yes. I'll write my sister for 
it." 

"Better wire," Mitch said. "And 
will you wait here a couple of 
minutes? I'll be right back." 

"Of course. " . 
Lieutenant Decker had come in 

and was working on something in 
his tiny office which was jammed up 
with papers and stuff. Mitch re
ported on the Gilford business and 
the Lieutenant listened. 

"Pulasky should have handled it," 
Mitch said, finishing up. "But what 
the hell-The kid's left high and 
dry, so maybe we could give her a 
little help." 

"What do you think's behind 
this ?" Decker asked. 

"I don't know," Mitch said. 
"She's a clinger-scared of every· 
thing and leans on people. Maybe 
the Tansey woman got sick and 
tired of her, or maybe this is lesbian 
stuff. Hard to tell."  

"Well, go a.head with an S-4 
for the Buick. It ought to be on a 

main highway a"nd within a" five· 
hundred-mile radius. Somebody'll 
spo� it. We'll see what cooks." 

Mitch drove Prudence out to the 
motel and told her to get her things. 
While she was busy, he went into 
the office and spoke to Ed Hiller, 
who ran the joint. Hiller, a tall, 
stoop-shouldered guy who'd been 
in and out of jams most of his life; 
was interested in anything from 
a nickel up, but· chiefly up. He 
rented cabins by the hour, day, or 
week, and you could get liquor 1f 
you paid the freight;  but most of his 
trouble came from reports of cars 
that had been left unlocked and 
rifled. The police had never been 
able to pin anything on- him. 

He said, "Hello, Taylor. Any
thing wrong?" 

"Just want to know about a 
couple of dames that stayed here 
last night-Bella Tansey ·and Pru
dence Gilford. Tansey pull_ed out 
during the night." 

"Around midnight," Ed said. 
"She came into the office to make 
a phone call, and a little later I heard 
her car pull out." 

Time for the missing girl to pack, 
Mitch decided. So far, everything 
checked. "Who'd she call?" he 
asked. "What did she say ?" 

Hiller shrugged. "I  don't listen 
in," he said. ·:1 ,  saw her open the 
door and tnen I heard her go m to 
the phone booth. I mind my own 
busmess. You know that." 

"Yeah," Mitch said flatly. /'You 
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heard the coins drop, didn't you? 
Local call, or long distance?" 

Hiller leaned over the counter. 
"Local," he said -softly. "I think.'; 

"Got their registration ?" Mitch 
asked. Hiller nodded and handed 
Mitch the sheet, which had a record 
of the New York license plates. 

That was about all there was to it. 
N_obocly picked up Bella Tansey 
and her , Buick, Prudence Gilford 
was socked away in a rooming 
house in town, and Mitch never 
expected to sec her again . 

When he got home that night, 
Amy kissed him and asked him 
about things, anp then after he'd 
horsed around with the kids a little, 
she showed him a letter from her 
sister. Her sister's husband was on 
strike and what the �nion paid them 
took care of food and rent and that 
was about all ; but they had to keep 
up their, payments on the car and 
the new dishwasher, and the TV 
had broken down again, and could 
Mitch and Amy help out for a little 
while-they'd get it back soon. 

So after the kids were in bed, 
Mitch and Amy sat down on the 
sofa to figure things out, which 
took about two seconds and came to 
fifty bucks out of his [\e�t pay 
check. It was always like that with 
the two of them: they saw things 
the same waY. and never had· any 
arguments. Not many guys were 
as lucky as Mitch. 

The next morning Decker had 
his usual conference with the Homi-

cide Squad and went over all the 
cases they had in the shop. The 
only thing he said about the Gilford 
·business was, the next time Pulasky 
tried to sucker them, figure it out 
so he had to come down here, per
sonally, and then make him sweat. 

Mitch drew a couple of minor 
assault cases to investigate, and he'd 
finished up with one and was on his 
way to the other when the call came 
in on his radio. Go out to French 
Woods, on East Road. They had a 
homicide and it looked like the 
missing Tansey woman. 

He found a couple of police cars 
and an oil truck and the mual 
bunch of snoopers who had stopped 
out of curiosity. There was a kind 
of rough trail going in to the woods. 
A couple of hundred yards m,  the 
Lieutenant and a few of the boys 
and Jub .Freeman, the lab techni
cian, were grouped around a dark 
blue car. It didn't take any heavy 
brainwork to decide it was the 
Tansey B uick: 

When Mitch got to the car, he 
saw -Bella Tans�y slumped in the 
front seat with her head resting 
against the window. The right hand 
door was open and so was the glove 
compartment, and Decker was look
ing at the stuff he'd found there. 

He gave Mitch the main facts. 
"Tru�k driver spotted the car, 
went m to look, and then got in 
touch with us. We've been here 
about fifteen minutes, and the 
Medical Examiner ought to show 
up pretty soon. She was strangled-



H AS IN HOMICIDE 23 
you can see the marks on her neck
and I 'll bet a green h_;it that it hap
pened the night before last, not long 
after she left the motel." 

Mitch surveyed the position of 
the body with a practiced eye. 
"She wasn't driving, either. She was 
pushed in there, after s�e was 
dead." 

"Check," Decker said. Very care
fully, so that he wouldn't  spoil any 
possible fingerprints, he slid the 
junk he'd been examining onto the 
front seat. He turned to Jub Free
man, who was delicately holding a 
handbag. by the two ends and scru
tinizing it for prints. 

"Find anything?" the Lieutenant 
asked. 

"Nothing," Jub said. "But the 
initials on it are B.T.W." 

"Bella Tansey What?" the Lieu
tenant said. He didn't laugh and 
neither did anybody else. He 
stooped to put his hands on the door 
sill, leaned forward, and stared a t  
the body. Mitch, standing behind 
him, .peered over his head. 

Bella had been around thirty and 
she'd been made for men·. She was 
wearing a blue dress with a thing 
that Amy called a bolero top, and; 
except where the skirt had pulled up 
maybe from moving the body, her 
clothes· were not disturbed. The door 
of the glove compartment and parts 
of the dashboard were splotched 
with fingerprint powder. 

Mitch pulled back and -.yaited. 
After about a minute the Lieutenant 
stood up. 

"Doesn't look as if there was a 
sex angle," Decker said. "And this 
stuff-" he kicked at the dry leaves 
that covered the earth "-doesn't 
take footprints. If we're lucky, 
we'll find somebody who saw the 
killer somewhere around here." He 
made a smacking sound with his 
thin, elastic lips and watched Jub. 

Ju b had taken off his coat and 
dumped the con ten ts of the pocket
book onto it. Mitch spotted nothing 
unusual-just the junk women usu
ally carried ; but he didn't see any 
money. Jub was holding the purse 
and rummaging inside it. 

"Empty?" the Lieutenant asked 
sharply. 

Jub nodded. "Except for one 
nickel. She must have had money, 
so whoever went through this missed 
up on five cents." 

"Couldn't be Ed Hiller, then," 
Mitch said, and the gang laughed. 

"Let's say the motive was rob
bery," Decker said. "We got some
thing of a head start on this, but 
brother, it's a bad one. Why does a 
woman on her way to California· 
make a phone call and then · sneak 
off in the middle of the night? 
Leaving her girl friend in the lurch, 
too. Doesn't sound like robbery 
now, does it?" 

"Sounds like a guy," Mitch said. 
"She had a late date, and the guy 
robbed her, instead of-" 

"We'll talk to Ed Hiller- about 
that later," the Lieutenant said. 
"Taylor, you better get going on 
this. Call New York and get a line 
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on her. Her· friends; her back
ground. If she was married. How 
much money she might have had 
with her. Her bank might help on 
that." 

"Right," Mitch said. 
"And then get hold of the Gilford 

dame and pump her," Decker said. 
. Mitch nodded. He glanced into 
the back of the car and saw the 
small overnight ba'g. "That,�· he 
said, pointmg. "She packed, so she 
didn't expect to go back to the 
motel. But she didn't put her bag 
in the trunk compartment, so she 
must have expected to check· 'in 
somewhere else, and pretty soon." 

"She'd want to sleep somewhere, 
wouldn't she?" Decker asked. 

"That packing . and unpacking 
doesn't make sense," Mitch said. 

Decke; grunted. "Homicides 
never do," he said grimly. 

to see Prudence. He was lucky to 
find her i'n. 

She was shocked at the news, but 
she had nothing much to con
tribute. "We didn't ' know each 
other very long," she said, "and I 
was asleep when she · left. I was so 
tired. We'd been driving all day, 
and I'd done most 'of it." 

"Did she mention knowing any
body around-anybody .m town?" 
Mitch asked. Prudenc·e shook her 
head, but he put her through the 
wringer anyhow-it was easy for 
people to hear things and then forget 
them. You had to jog their memo
ries a little. And besides, how 
could he be sure she was telling 
all she knew? 

He felt sorry for her, though...!_ 
she looked kind of thin and played 
out; as if she hadn't been eating 
much. So he said, "That five bucks 
·of yours isn't going to last too long, 

Mitch drove back to headquarters and if you need some dough-" 
thinking about that overnight bag, ' "Oh, thanks !" she said, sort of 
and it kept bothering him. He didn't glowing and making him feel that 
know exactly why, but it was the-Mitch Taylor, he was okay. "Oh, 
sort, of thing you kept in the ba�k thanks !" It's perfectly wonderful of 
of your mind until something hap- you, but I have enough for a while, 
_pened or you found some�hing else, and I'm sure my siste� will send me 
and then everythipg clicked and the money I wired her for." 
you got a pattern. . By that afternoon -most of the 

But, what· wi!h organizing the basic mform?t1oi:, was in. Locally, 
questions to :ask New York, he �he Medical Examiner said that 
couldn't do much_ doping out nght �Bella Tansey ha� been strangled 
now. Besides, there was a lot more with a towel or a handkerchief; he 
information to come in. placed th� time as not long after 

He got New York on the phone she'd left the motel. The Lieutenant 
and they said they'd move on it · had questioned Ed Hiller without 
ril!ht away ; so he hung up and went being able to get anything "hot." 
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Hiller insisted he hadn't left the 
motel, but his statement depended 
only on his own word. 

Jub had used a vacuum cleaner on 
the car and examined the findings 
with a microscope, and he'd shot 
enough- pictures to. fill a couple of 
albums. 

"They stopped at a United Motel
the first night," he recapitulated, 
"and they had dinner at a Howard 
Johnson place. They ate sandwiches 
in the car, probably for lunch, and 
they bought gas in Pennsylvania 
and Indiana, and the car ate up oil. 
There was a gray kitten on the rear 
seat some time or other. They both 
drove. Bella Tansey had ear trouble 
and she bought her clothes at Saks 
Fifth A venue. J can tell you a lot 
more about her, but I'm damned if 
I've uncovered anything that will 
help on the homicide. No trace in 
that car of anybody· except the two 
women." 

Toe· New York police, however, 
came up with a bombshell. Bella 
Tansey had drawn $ 1800 from her 
bank, in cash, and she'd been mar
ried to Clyde Warhouse and they'd 
been divorced two years ago. She'd 
used her maiden name-Tansey. 

"Warhouse !" the Lieutenant said. 
Everybody knew that name. He 

ran a column in the local paper
he called it "Culture Corner" -and 
he covered art galleries, visiting 
orchestras, and egghead lecturers. 
Whenever he had nothing else to 
write about, he complained how 
archaic the civic architecture was. 

"That's why she had the W oo 
her bag," Mitch said. "Bella Tansey 
Warhouse. And Ed Hiller didn't lie 
about the phone call. · she made it 
all right-to her ex-husband." 

Decker nodded. "Let's say she 
hotfooted it out to sec him. Let's 
say she still had a -yen for him and 
they scrapped, ·that he got mad 
and lost his ·head and strangled her. 
But why would he take her dough? 
She must've had around seventeen 
hundred with her. Why would

° 
he 

rob her?" 
"Why not?" Mitch said. "It was 

there, wasn't it?" 
"Let's think about this," Decker 

said. "Prude�ce says �clla un
-packed. Did Bella start to go to 
bed, or what?" 

"Prudence doesn't know," Mitch 
said. "I went into that for all 
it was worth, and Prudence assumes 
Bella unpacked::.......she can't actually 
remember. Says she was bushed and 
went right to sleep. Didn't even 
wash her face." 

"Well," Decker said, .. I guess 
Warhouse is wondering when we'll 
get around to him. I'll check on him 
while you go up there." The Lieu
tenant's jaw set firmly. "Bring 
him m." . 

· 
Mitch rolled his shoulders, tugged 

on the lapels of his jacket, and went 
out. The first time you hit , your 

. suspect, it could make or break the 
case. 

Clyde Warhousc lived in a red 
brick house with tall white columns 



26 H A S  I N  H O M I C I D E  

on the front. Mitch found him at 
home, in _his study. ,He was a little 
guy with big teeth, and he didn't 
really smile ; he just pulled · his lips 
back, and you could take it any 
way you pleased. 

Warhouse came right to' the p9int. 
"You're here about my former 
wife," he said. "I just heard about 
it on the radio, and I wish I could 
give you some information, but I 
can't. It's certainly not the end 
'I wished for.her." 

"What kind of end were you 
hoping for?" Mitch asked. 

"None." The Warhouse lips 
curled bac;k, telling you how smart 
he was. "And certainly not one in
this town " 

"Let's not kid around," Mitch 
said. "You're coming back with me. 
You know that, don 't  you?" 

The guy almost went down with 
the first punch. "You mean-you 
mean I'm bemg arrested ?" 

"What do you think ?" - Mitch 
said. "We know she phoned you 
and you met her. We know you 
sa� her." 

"But I didn't see her," Warhouse 
said. "She never showed up. " 

Mitch didn't even blink. 
"How long did you wait?" he 

asked. 
"Almost an hour. Maybe more." 
"Where?" . 
"On the corner of Whitman and -

Cooper." ·  Warhouse gasped, then 
put his head in his hands,and said, 
"Oh, God !" And that was all Mitch 
could get out of him until they_ had 

him in the Squad . Room, with 
Decker l�ading off . on · the inter
rogation. 

The guy didn't back down from 
that first admission. He knew he'd 
been tricked, but he stuck to his 
guns and wouldn't give another 
inch. He said Bella had called him 
around midnight and said she must 
see him. He hadn't known she was 
in town, didn't want to see her, had 
no interest in her, but he couldn't 
turn her down. So he ·went, and he 
waited. And waited and waited. 
And then went home. 

They kept hammering away at 
him. First, Mitch and Decker, then 
Bankhart and Balenky, then Mitch 
and Decker again. 

In between, they consulted Ju�. 
He'd been examining vVarhouse's 
car for soil that might match sam
ples from French Woods ; for evi
dence of a st_ruggle, of Bella's 
presence-of anything at all. The 
examination drew a blank. War
house grinned his toothy grin and 

· kept saying no. And late that night 
they gave up on him, brought him 
across the courtyard to the city 
jail, and left him there for the night. 
He .needed sleep-and so did the 
Homicide Squad. 

At the conference the next morn
ing, Decker was grim. "We have 
an ex-wife calling her ex-husband at 
midnight and making an appoint· 
ment ;  we have his statement that 
he went and she never showed up ; 
and we have a homicide and that's 
all." 
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''The dough," Bankhart said. 
Decker nodded. "When we find 

that seventeen hundred, then we 
might have a case. We'll get w�r
rants and we'll look for it, but let's 
assume we draw another blank. 
Then what ?" 

"Let's have another session with 
Ed Hiller," Mitch said. 

They had it, and they had a longer 
one with \Varhouse, and they were 
still nowhere. They'd gone into the 
Warhouse background thoroughly. 
He earned good money, paid his 
bills promptly, and got along well 
with his second wife. He liked 
women, they went for him, and 
he was a humdinger with them, 
although he was not involved in any 
scandal. But in Mitch's book, he'd 
humdmged once too often . Still, you 
had to prove 1t. 

For a while they concentrated on 
The Happy Inn . But  the motel 
guests either couldn't be found, 
because they'd registered under fake 
names with fake license numbers, or 
else they said they'd been asleep 
and had no idea what was gomg on 
outside. 

The usual tips came in-crank 
stuff that had to be followed up. 
The killer had been seen, someb'ody 
had heard Bella scream for help, 
somebody else had had a vision. 
Warhouse had been spotted waiting 
on the corner, which proved nothing 
except he'd arrived there first. 
Every tip checked out either as 
useless or a phony. The missing 
$ 1 700 didn 't show up. Decker ran 

out of jokes, and Mitch came home 
tired and irritable. 

The case was at full stop. 
Then Decker had this wild idea, 

and he told it to Jub and Mitch. 
"My wife says I woke up last night 
and asked for a drink of water, and 
I don't even remember it ." 

"So you were thirsty," Mitch 
remarked. 

"Don't you get it?" Decker ex
claimed. "People wake up, then go 
back to sleep, and in the morning 
they don't even know they were 
awake. Well, we kn_mv Bella packed 
her bag, and she was in that motel 
room with Prudence and must have 
made some noise and possibly even 
talked. I'll bet a pair of pink panties 
that Prudence woke up, and then 
forgot all about it. She has a clue 
buried deep in' her mmd ." 

"Granted ," Jub said , "but  how 
are you gomg to dig it up?" 

''I 'll hypnotize her," Decker said, 
with fire in his eyes. "I 'll ask a 
psychiatrist to get her to free-asso
ciate. Taylor, ask her to come in 
tomorrow morning, when my mind 
is fresh. And hers, too."-

Mitch dropped in on Prudence 
and gave her the message, but the 
way he saw thmgs, the Lieutenant 
was sure reaching for i t-far out. 
Mitch told Amy about this screwy 
idea of Decker's, but all she said 
was that tomorrow was payday and 
not to forget to send the fifty dollars 
to her sister. 

That was why Mitch wasn' t  
around when Prudence showed up. 
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He took his money over · to  the 
Post Office and there, on account he 
liked to j aw a little, make friends, 
set up contacts-you never . knew 
when you might need them-he 
got to gabbing with the postal 
clerk. 

His name was Cornell and he was 
tired. Mitch · figured the guy was 
born that way. Besides, there was 
something about a Post Office that 
dragged at _ you. No fun in it, 
nothing ever -happened. All the 
stamps were the same (or. looked 
the same) and all the clerks were 
the same (or looked th,e same) and if 
anything unusual · came up, you 
checked it in th

<:_ 
regulations and 

did _what the rules · said, exactly. 
And if die r!Jles didn't  tell.you, then 
the thing couldn't be done, so you 
sent the customer away and went 
back to selling stamps. 

Which people either wanted, or 
�hey didn't. There_were no sales, no 
bargains. A damaged stamp was 
never marked down-it was worth 
what it said on its face, or n�thing. 
There was .nothing in between. 

Still, the Post Office was a hell of 
a' lot better than what Decker was 
doing over at the Homicide f:quad, 
so Mitch handed in his fifty bucks 
for the mo!]ey order and said, "It's 
not much dough, I gues� What's 
the most you ever handled?" 

The clerk came alive, "Ten thou
sand dollars. Six years ago. '.' 

"The hell with six years ago. Say 
this week." 

"Oh. That dame with seventeen 

hundred dollars. That was the 
biggest." 

Click. 
Mitch said cautiously, "You mean 

Prudence Gilford ?" 
"No. Patsy Grant." 
"P.G.-same thing," Mitc!:i said 

with certainty. "Same girl. And I'll 
bet she sent the dough to herself 
care of General Delivery, some
where in California�" 

_ Cornell looked as if he thought 
Mitch were some kind of magician. 
"That's right," he said. "How did 
yo_u know?" 

"Me?" Mitch said, seeing that it 
all fitted like a glove. Prudence-or 
whatever her name was-had stran
gled Bella for the dough, then 
packed Bella's bag, dragged ,her out 
to the car, driven it to the woods, 

_and left it there. And probably 
walked all the way back. That's why 
Prudence had been so tired. 

"Me?" Mitch said again, riding 
on a_ cloud. "I know those things. 
That's ,vhat makes me a cop. Ideas
I got bushels of 'em." He thought 
of how the · Lieutenant would go 
bug-eyed . . Mitch Taylor, Homicide 

. Expert: 
, H� - walked over to the phone 
booth, gave his shield number to 
the operator so he could make the 
call free and save himself ·a dime, 
and got - through to the_ Homicide 
Squad. 
_ Decker answered. "Taylor?" he 
said "Come on_ back .. The - Gilford 

. qame just confessed:" 
· "She-wJiat?" 
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wy cah, yeah, confessed. While 
she was in here, the strap on her 
bag broke and she dropped it. 
Everything fell out-including a 
money order receipt for seventeen 
hundred dollars. We had her cold 
and she confessed. She knew all 
about Warhouse and planned it 
so we'd nail him." 

There was a buzz on the wire and 

Lieutenant · Becker's voice went 
fuzzy. 

"Taylor," he said after a couple 
of St!Cends. "Can you hear me? Are 
you listening?" 

"Sure," Mitch said. "But what 
for?" 

And he h_ung up. 
Yeah, Mitch Taylor, Homicide 

Expert. 
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Even tho,;gh Perry Mason is not present in this Erle Stanley Gardner short 
novel, tt ts still one of Mr. Gardner's best y_arns. And one of the reasons ts 
that Mr. Gardner is just as much at home -just as attthoniatively at home 
- in the b�ck country of Idaho as he is in a metropolitan courtroom. In
deed, one of the most e.ffect111e thzngs about tl1is short novel is its authentic 
background - the details of Western scenery, the sensory parttrnlars of 
the wide, wtld, big-game country. Erle Stanley Gardner k!zows his outdoors 
from first-hand experience: trat1 ridzng, campmg, guides and wranglers, 
dudes and tenderfeet - and country Slzertjfs. 

Now, read about a man sub;ect to ainnesia attacks who once left his 
office at five o 'clock in the_ afternoon, started for home, disappeared, and 
showed up three months later without the slightest notion of where he'd 
been or what had happened. And now he's done•it again - vanished a 
yea; ago, sent hzs u,ife one picture post card (addressed to her under her 
maiden name!), and hasn't been seen or heard from smce 
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by ERLE STANLEY GARDNER 

C'.'\HERIFF BILL CATLIN spilled the 
0 contents of the envelope on �his 
battered desk and glowered at the 
younger man across from him, who sat 
,!!.PComfortably attentive. 

"The trouble with these dudes," the 
Sheriff said , "1s that they thmk out 
here in Idaho we ain't civilized. Now, 
here's Ed Harvel, the Chief of Police 
that was visiting out here three years 
ago. He wants me to locate an amnesia 
victim, and he writes me a two-page 
letter telling me how·to go about it." 

Hank Lucas nodded vaguely as ihe 
Sheriff's steely eyes looked up over the 
top of his spectacles. 

"Now, this here chap," the Sheriff 
went on, "had a previous attack. He 

· wandered off on his own. Was gone for 
three months, came back, and didn't 
know where he'd been. Never has been 
able · to remember a thmg about it. 
Didn't know what he'd done, what 
name he went under, where he lived, or 
anythmg about it. He just left his office 
five o'clock one afternoon and started 
for home. He showed up three months 
later. Ain't that a heck of a note?" 

"That," Lucas agreed, "is a heck of a 
nok.11  

• _, 

"Now -then," the Sheriff went on, 
"a year ago he_ did it agam. Disappeared 

Copyr,Kht 1946-hy Erle Stanley Ga,dner 
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last September. B u t  this tune he writes 
his wife a picture post card. Sends it to 
her 'way back last October." 

"Hey, wait a minute," Hank said. 
"If he sent his wife a picture post card, 
his mmd hasn't gone plumb blank. 
How did he know where to address 
it?" 

.. I'm coming to that," the Sheriff 
said. "That's the funny thing. He'd 
been roamed three years, but he ad
dressed the post card to his wife under 
her' maiden name and sent it to the old 
address where she lived ,.,,hen he was 
courting her. Been marned to her and 
still thinks she's his sweetie-pie."  

Hank didn't say anything. 
"Now, this here Ed -Harvel," the 

Sheriff went on, "I guess he's a bang-up 
Chief of Police back East, but you put 
him out here and he's j ust a dude. Had 
him mto the Middle Fork coantry 
three years ago, and there wasn't a sin
gle tenderfoot trick he didn't pull
even to getting lost. Now, when he 
writes to me, he tells me what he wants 
done, and then goes on and tells me 
how I should do it. You'd think I'd 
never done any investigating at all. 
Suggests this chap, whose name is 
-Frank Adrian, is still going und¢r his 
own name, because he signed the post 
card 'Frank.' Says it might be a good 
plan to check with the banks to see if 
he's opened an account, talk with the 
proprietors of some of the stores in 
town, go search _ the back country, 
and-" 

"Ain't that all right?" Hank asked. 
The Sheriff .snorted . "It's the idea of 

him relling me how I should go about 
finding the guy ! Anyhow, I don't think 
that's the best way to do it." 

"No.?" Hank asked. 
"Nope," the Shenff said positiYely, 

and then, added, "Funny thing about 
dudes-" 

"You said you wanted - to see me 
official, Bill ?" Hank interrupted, shift
ing his position uneasily. 

"Now, don't get impatient," the 
Sheriff said. "A man would think you'd 
been shooting meat outta season and 
was afraid you'd left a back trail." 

"You'd ought to know how it feels,"' 
Hank said. "I can remember before you. 
was elected when-" 

"Now this here amnesia guy," the 
Sheriff interrupted hastily but authori
tatively, "seems to have gone over in 
the Middle Fork country and lived m a  
cabin. He had a camera, and someone 
took his picture standing in front pf his 
cabin. It  was sent to his wife-ad
dressed to her, like I said, uncle; her 
maiden name, Corliss Latham. 

"The post card was mailed from 
Twin Falls, and darned if they didn't 
waste a lot of time corresponding wnh 
the folks down in Twin Falls. Then 
finally someone suggested it might be 
the Middle Fork country, and it seems 
like the man who is in charge of the 
missing person department found out 
Ed Harvel had been out here three 
years ago. So he goes to Ed and asks 
Ed for the n·ame of the sheriff. And in
stead-of writing a letter of introduction, 
Ed takes over and writes me the whole 
story and-" 

"You wanted to ask me something 
about it?" Hank interrupted . 

The Sheriff pushed the photographic 
post card across t4e desk. "Take a 
look." . _ 

Mank looked at the card. On the 
�ide re-served for the message was writ
ten : "Corliss, dear, this shows where I 
am livmg. It's the wildel>t, !]10St inac
cessible place you can imagine. I still 
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feel the results ·of that auto accident six 
weeks ago, but what with climbing 
around these mountams, living on veni
son and trout, gettmg lots of fresh ajr 
and exercise, I'll be fit in no tune at 
all." 

The card was addressed to Miss 
Corliss Latham. 

Hank turned the card over and stud· 
ied the' photograph of a mountam 
cab,n, with a man standing in front of 
it smilmg fatuously at the camera. 
"Auto accident?" HaFlk asked. 

"Accordmg to Ed Harvel, that acci
dent was three years ago. The date on 
the card shows 1t was sent about six 
weeks after the guy disappeared the 
second time. Apparently he got lus 
head bange� in that accident, and 
whenever his memory slips a cog, it 
goes back to the time of that accident. 
Ever:ytlung after that 1s a blank . . , 

Hank studied the po�t card. 
"What do you make out oi it?" the 

Sheriff-asked. 
"A trapper's cabin," Hank said, "up 

on a ndge. It was built m the fall .  You 
can see where the trees -were chopped 
off around near the cabrn-indicafes 
there was about three feet of snow ori 
the ground.· Th·e guy's sure a tender· 
foot." 

"He is, for a fact," the Sheriff agreed. 
"Those high boots," Hank went on. 

"Hobnails in 'em too. Bet they weigh a 
ton. Look at that hunting knife hang
ing on his belt. Pretty far front. No 
protection on the sheath. He'd go 
hunting, jump o.ver a log,· double up 
when he lit, and the point of that knife 
would run through that leather sheath 
right into his leg and cut the big artery. 
Then we'd have another dead dude to 
pack out . . •  What makes you thi�k 
the cabin's around here ?" 

"Notice that little 'T.M.' up in the 
corned" 

Hank nodded. 
"That's Tom Morton's initials. He 

puts 'em on the post cards he prints, 
with a string of figures after 'em. I 
don't kr.ow just what the idea is, my
self. But I've seen those sets of figures 
O!) p_icture post cards Tom makes of the 
fishmg country and places around town. 
Tom printed that post card, all right." 

"You talk with Tom ?" Hank asked. 
"Nope, I was sorta waiting for you." 
"Why me ?" 
"Well, now," the Sheriff said, "you 

see, i t's like this, Hank. I want you to 
sorta help me out." 

"Now, wait a qiinute," Hank said. 
"The way ym!'re ialking, Bill, ·you've 
gone and made some arrangements.'' 

"Nothing out of the way," Sheriff 
Catlin said hasuly. "I've got you a 
couple of customers. A couple of 
dudes." 

'·Who?" Hank asked. 
"Seems like this Corliss Ad1 1an has 

all oi a sudden got in a helluva lather 
to get her husband located. Seems like 
there's another man been hanging 
around', and maybe she'd like to get a 
divorce. To do that she'd like to make a 
charge of desert10n and serve papers. 
Or, in case she's a widow, then she 
could get marri<,d agam right away. 
This here new man has got lots of 
money, and he's willmg to spend it. He 
wants results quick. And the high· 
pow�red city detective who's been in 
charge of the inve!rtigation, a chap by 
the name ·of James Dewitt, has a vaca· 
ticin coming up. So he and this Corliss 
Adrian are driving out together, and 
they wanted-" · - .  

"Absolutely not," Hank said. "I 
can't-'' 
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"They'll pay regular dude prices," 

the Sheriff finished triumphantly. 
"Well-" Hank hesitated. "That's 

different. How about the other guy, the 
one who wants to marry her? Is he 
coming ?" 

"Course not," the Sheriff said. "He's 
keeping under cover, hugging the 
ground like a spotted fawn and hoping 
no one sees him. He's the rich son of a 
big broker back there. Lots of dough 
and political influence-chap name of 
Gridley. His dad's a pal of Ed Harvel's, 
and that's partly why Ed's all worked 
up. You can see the thing from Grid
ley's viewpoint. S'pose they locate this 
husband and his mind's a blank, or 
maybe he's just checked out of marriage 
because he's tired of it. But he gets a 
lawyer and starts a suit for alienating 
affections or some such business. Nope, 
Gridley's son is sitting just as still as a 
pheasant in a grain patch." 

Hank said, "Well, I've got my pack 
string where I could t�ke a party into 
the Middle Fork. Of course, I don't 
know what sort this city detective is, 
and-" 

"Let's you an' me go to see Tom 
Morton," the Sheriff suggested. 

The Sheriff and Hank Lucas left the 
wooden courthouse and went out into 
the sun. The sprawling Idaho town was 
deceptive to those who didn't know it. 
A single long main street stretching in a 
thin ribbon of frame business struc
tures, ma�y of which were in need of 
paint, gave little indication of the in· 
nate prosperity of the place. 

For a radius of more than fifty miles, 
cattlemen used the facilities of the 
town to service their ranches. Business 
from a county as big as some of the 
Eastern states flowed into the county 

seat. The bank, housed m a one-story 
fra� structure, casually discussed fi
nancial.deals which would have jarred 
many a more pretentious city bank to 
its granite foundations. 
, The Sheriff and Hank Lucas turned 

in at Tom Morton's doorway. The en
trance room was bleak and cold, dec
orated with pictures of familiar-faces, 
young men in uniform, girls at the time 
of high-school graduation . Here and 
there were hand-colored photographs 
of the mountainous back country. 

Ignoring the sign, "Ring for Photog
rapher," the Sheriff and Lucas clumped 
noisily along the uncarpeted corridor 
toward the living quarters ana· the· 
darkroom in the rear. 

"Hi, Tom," the Sheriff called. 
"Hello," a voice answered from be

hind a door marked, "Darkroom." 
"This is the Sheriff. Watcha <loin'?" 
"Just taking some films out of the de

veloper. Stick ar(!und a minute, and 
I'll be with you." 

Making themselves entirely at home· 
with the assurance of people who live 
in neighborly harmony, the pair moved 
on into the living room, settled down 
in ch.airs by a potbellied stove which 
oozed forth welcome warmth, ,and 
waited for Tom Morton to emerge 
from the darkroom. 

A few minutes later the photogra
pher, tall, thin, wrapped in an aura of 
acid fixing bath which gave him the 
odor of a dill pickle, said, "What can I 
do for you boys?" 

Bill Catlin showed him the photo
graph. "You make this post card, 
Tom?" 

"Gosh, I don't know." 
"Ain't these fi�ures in peri and ink 

up in the corner yours ?" 
The photographer took the print, 
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turned i t  over, and examined the figures 
in the upper right-hand corner. "That's 
right," he said. 

"How come?" the Sheriff asked. 
Morton grinned. "Well, if you guys 

have got to know something that's none 
of your business, I don't have a very big 
margin in this business. All photo
graphic stuff has an expira,tion date put 
on it by the manufacturer. Tp.at's the 
limit during which the manufacturer 
will guarantee it's okay. But stuff will 
last for months or even years after that 
if it's had the right kind of care. And 
onc'= the expiration date is past, you 
can pick it up cheap if you know where 
to go. 

"Well, last year I had a chance to 
pick up three or four lots of post-card 
paper on which the expiration date had 
passed. I put figures on them so I'd 
know which lot was which, in case I had 
to discard one. Sometimes just before 
the paper begins to go bad, the_prints 
get a little muddy. But I was lucky. I 
didn't have any trQuble at all." 

"So you're sure this was a print you 
made?" 

"That's right." 
"Try and think when you made it." 
"Gosh, Bill, have a heart!" 
"Take a good look at it," the Sheriff 

invited. 
Morton studied the post card, while 

the Sheriff regarded him anxiously. 
Hank Lucas, having tilted himself back 
in his chair, put his boots up to the arm 
of another chair and perused an illus- . 
trated periodical. 

Morton examined the figure on the 
post card, said, "Say, wait a minute. 
I'm kind of beginning to remember 
something about that picture." 

."Atta boy," the Sheriff encouraged. 
Morton said, "There was something 

funny about it • • •  Yeah, I reme·mber 
what it was now. The guy wanted just 
one print made." 

"What's so funny about that?" 
"Well, when people want a picture 

put on post cards, usually they want at 
least a dozen, to send to friends. This 
fellow came in and said he wanted one 
print made, and only one." 

"You developed the film? Or do you 
remember?" 

"No, I didn't. That was another 
thing. He brought the film with him, 
all developed. And he handed me this 
one post-card-size film and told me to 
make one print on a post card. He said 
he wanted to send it to his girl." 

"Remember what he looked like?" 
"He was the guy in the picture." 
"Well, .Row, that's interesting. Prob-

ably along about last September?" 
"I thought it was earlier. I thought it 

was some time in· the summer." 
"Couldn't have been in the sum

mer," "the Sheriff said. "Must have 
been in September." 

Morton studied the ,pen-and-ink 
number on the upper right-hand corner 
of the post card, said, "I didn't think 
the stuff was still on hand in Septem
ber. This was a batch I got around 
April. I though't it was gone by August. 
Guess I'm wrong, though." 

"Well, we got the date on the post 
card and the time of the man's disap
pearance." 

'tHe- went oft the beam. Had am
nesia. His wife's looking for him. You 
wouldn't remember anything about 
,him-the name he gave or anything of 
that sort?" 

"Gosh, no. Along ·during the fishing 
season I get a lot of work from dudes, 
and I just keep the .names long enough 
to deliver the pictures." 
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' 'Well, Tom, just' m�kc a photo of 
this here post card and make us half a 
dozen prints right _quick. Qm you do 
that?" 

Tom Morton looked at his watch. 
"How soon you want 'cm?" 

"Soon as I can get 'cm." 
"Don't know why I asked;" 1V[orton 

said, aggncvcd. "You been making that 
same answer to that qucsuon ever since 
you b�en Sheriff." 

As the two men went clump-clump
clumpmg out along the board corridqr, 
Hank Lucas said to the Sheriff, "You 
know, B111, if that fcllow'd been in the 
Middle Fork country ever since last 
fall, I'd have known abou t it.-Hc could 
have gone 111 for a month or tW0 and 
holed up m a cabin somewhere; but
let me sec that Jesniption again. ' '  

Catlin · passed ovc-r the description 
from Ed Harvcl's letter. 

"Five feet mnc," Hank said. "Age, 
tlurty-two. Weight, a hundred and 
eight y-fivc pounds. Red hair. Blue 
eyes. Fair complex10n. Freckles . . .  
Shucks, Bill. he hasn't  been in the coun
try very long. And if he went in, he 
didn't stav. ' '  

"I kno'w," the Sheriff said sooth
mgly, "but this here Ed Harvel, he 
thinks the only way to make a search is 

to go on into the Middle Fork and 
prowl up and down the country looking 
for this cabin . ' '  

"The cabin," Hank said, "can prob
ably be located . It's up on a ridge, was 
built by someone who had a line of 
traps, was started 111 the fall before 
there was any snow on the ground, and 
finished after there'd been a storm that 
brought in about three feet of snow. 
You can tell where the stumps were cut 
cl= to the grqund and then )1igher up. 

And those last saplings that stick out 
over the door. to hang traps and stuff 
on were cut off five feet above the 
ground. The stumps are right near the 
cabm." 

Bill Catlin grinned at him. "I would
n't say anything like that to this detec
tive that's commg out, Hank." 

"Whv not?" 
"Well, now," the Sheriff said, "it's a 

funny thmk about city • detectives. 
They think they're the only ones can 
do any of this here deductive reasoning. 
They don't realize that all that police 
work 1s just following a trail, and that 
a cowboy has to do more trail work in a 
day than a detective does in a month. 
This here Dewitt 1s goin' to pose as a 
sportsman, but he's going to be playing 
old eagle eye. And if you steal his 
thunder, It might not go so good." 

Hank gnnned. "�,fe ? I'm just a 
rough, tough old cowpoke turned 
wrangler. How Jong's it been since this 

Gridley guy got to hangin'  around?" 
"Now, that," the Sheriff said, "is 

something Ed H3:rvel didn't tell me 
about. You ain't s'posed to know a 
thing about Gridley, Hank. And don't 
treat this dude like a detective. You're 
s'posed to know you're lookin' for a 
cabin and a guy that's missing, but this 
detective will probably be posin' u a 
dude friend of the family." 

"That makes 1t easy." 

The woman who left the noon stage 
and entered the hotel was slender
waisted, smooth-hipped, self-reliant. 
She seemed to have confidence in her 
ability to accomplish what she set out 
to do and to know exactly what it was 
she had in mind. , 

There was about her the stamp of the 
city. Obviously, she was in unfamiliar 
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surroundings as she stocxl for a moment 
glancing up and down the street with 
its variegated assortment of frame 
buildmgs. Then she raised her eyes to 
look over the tops of the structure's at  
the background of high mountams. At  
this elevation and m the dry air, the 
shadows, with their sharp lines of de
marcation, seemed almost black as 'con
trasted with the vivid glare of the sun
light. Rocky peaks stabbed upward mto 
the deep blue of the sky, danling in 
their sunbathed brilliance. 

Abruptly conscious of the fact that 
the stage driver was watchmg her curi
ously, she walked smoothly and un
hes1tatmgly mto �he hotel, crossed the 
lobby to the desk, nodded to Ray Field, 
the propnetor, who had taken his place 
behind the counter to welcome incom
mg guests, and took the pen which he 
handed her. 

For a brief moment she hesitated as 
the point of the pen was held over the 
registration card, and Ray Field, know
ing fcom long experience the meanmg 
of that momentary hes1tat10n, cocked a 
quizzical eyebrow 

Then the woman wrote in a firm, 
clear handwnting, "Manon Chandler, 
Crystal City." 

Ray Field became sociably communi
cative. "Lived there long?" he asked, 
inJicating the place she had marked as 
her residence. 

Ray Field kept that particular ap
proach as an ace up his sleeve for women 
who registered under assumed names. 
Expmence had taught hun that there 
would be one of two responses. Either 
she would flush and become confused, 
or she would look at him with cold, 
haughty eyes and take refuge behind a 
mantle of dignity." 

But this woman merely gave him !1 

frank, disarming smile. Her steady 
hazel eyes showed no trace of embar
rassment. She said, in a voice which 
was neither too rapid nor yet too hesi
tant, "Oh, I don't n:J!ly live there. It 
just happens to be my legal residence." 
She \\ent on . calmly, "I'd like some
thmg w1tl1 a bath, if you have it. I ex
pect to be here only lor.g enough to 
make arrangements to pack in to the 
Middle Fork country. Perhaps you 
know' of some packer who 1s thoroughly 
reliable." 

Field met those steady, friendly eyes 
and acknowledged defeat. "Well, now, 
ma'am, the best packer 'hereabouts is 
Hank Lucas. As a matter of fact, he's 
startmg m to the 1'11ddle Fork country 
tomorrow, taking a party in-a man 
and a woman. Just a _chance you might 
get to team up with them-that 1s, if it 
was a�reeable all around. You could 
save a lot of expense that way. Of 
course, you'cl want to be sure that you 
were gomg to get along all nght to
gether. Y:ou might speak to Hank." 

She hes1t:ited. 
"The ot:1er two are due to arrive 

some tnne this afternoon," Field went 
on. "Man by the name· of Dewitt and a 
woman named Adrian. If you want, I'll 
speak to Hank." 

"I w1�h you would." 
"He's m town and I-" 
Field broke off as the door was 

pushed open, and Manon Chandler 
· turned- to survey the. loose-jointed 
figure in tight-fitting lev1s and high
heeled boots that entered the lobby. 

"This IS Hank.now," Field said in an 
undertone. 

"Seen anything of my dude�?:' Hank 
called out. 

"They weren't ·on the ;tage. Guess 
they're commg by car," Field an-
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,wered. "Come on over here,- Hank." 
Hank gave the young woman a swift, 

comprehensive glance, then swept off 
the sweat-stained sombrero to disclose 
dark curly hair, carelessly tumbled 
about his head·. Field performed intro
ductions and explained the reason for 
them. 

"Well, now," Hank said, "it's all 
right with me, but you'd better sort of 
get acquainted with those other people 
this afternoon, see how you like them, 
and then sound them out. It's sort of 
embarrassing if you get out with people 
you don't like. You ca!l get cabin fever 
awful easy." 

"Cabin fever?" she asked, her voice 
and eyes showing amusement as she 
took in Hank's picturesque sincerity. 

"That's right. We call it cabin fever 
hereabouts. Two people get snowed in a 
cabin all winter, Nothing to do but 
look at each other. Pretty quick they 
get completely fed up, then little 
things begin to irritate them, and first 
thing you know they're feuding. Out· 
sidcrs get the saine feeling sometimes 
when they're out on a camping trip 
with people they don't like." 

"Oh, I'm quite sure I'd get along 
with these other people." 

"Well, they'd ought to get along 
with you," Hank said, with open ad· 
miration. "What you going in for? 
Fishing? Or hunting? Or-?" 

She gave him the same smile she had 
given Field when he had interrogated 
her about her residence. -"I'm an ama· 
teur photographer. I want pictures of 
the Middle Fork country, and I'm par· 
ticularly anxious to get pictures of 
people-people who have lived in that 
country for a long time. The old resi· 
dents, you know. Types. Character 
studies. "  ' 

"Well, _I guess that could be ar
ranged," Hank said, somewhat dubi
ously. "The country and the cabins are 
all right. The people, you'd have to 
approach tactfully." 
, She smiled. "You'd be surprised to 
find how tactful I am." 

Hank grinned. "Well, those people 
are due in this afternoon. You can sort 
of size them up." 

"What," she asked, "arc they going 
in for? Hunting? Or fishing?" 

Hank said, "Well, now, up in thi� 
country people just don't ask questions 
like that off-hand." 

"You asked me." 
Hank shifted his weight from one 

foot to the other. His eyes were pools 
of amusement. "\Veil, now, ma'am 
you've just got to make allowances for 
me. I'm different." 

"I'm quite good at making allow· 
anccs for people,"  she said. "I've had 
lots of experience. , ,. 

"That'll come in handy," Hank told 
her. 

"And since you're the one who asks 
the questions," she went on, '\uppose 
you find out from the other people 
whether it's all right for me to join the 
party." 

"After you've had a chance to look 
'em over and see if it's okay by you," 
Hank said. 

"I am quite sure it will be all right 
as far as I'm concerned." 

"You got a sleeping bag, ma'am ?" 
"Down at the express office-that is, 

it should be. I sent in most of my stutl 

by express a few days ago.': 
"I'll look it up," Ray Field said, and 

then asked casually, "Sent from Crystal 
City?" 

She met his eyes. "No," she said. 
"Merely inquire for a package sent to 



38 A M A N  J S  M I S S IN G  

Manon Chandler, care of  the express 
office, 1f you will please." 

Sometime early the next afternoon 
Manon Chandler looked back on the 
long line of horses from her position 
near the head of the string. The ,packs, 
covered with white tarpaulins and 
swaymg slightly from side to side with 
the motion of the horses, made the pack 
strmg look like a huge centipede, each 
white pack a joint in the body. 

The trail nself was hardly two feet 
wide in most places, a narrow nbbon 
cut out of'the wall of the cai1yon. Be
low, a stream tumbled pell-mell over 
rocks and sunken logs, hurling ,itself 
around bends, lashing 1tsdf mto spumes · 
of white foam m its brawlmg haste. 

High up above towered ,the walls of 
the canyon, granite pinnacles, m places 
seemmg to overhang ,the trail. Farther 
back were more gradual slopes, splashed 
!{ere and there with dark patches of 
pine, until, findly, far, far up were the 
scnated ridges oT the highest peaks. 

The' trail wound mtermmably. Start
ing from a ranch located 10 a mountain 
"cove," it had followed a stream 
through timbered meadows where the 
cold lay ·m a sttll, hushed blanket of 
frosty white. Now the sun was lngh, 
and the trail had dropped sharply 
down the canyon . At these lower eleva
tions the sun poured heat mto the nar-
row defile. . 

Hank Lucas led the procession. ·Be
hind him was Corliss Adnan, whom 
Manon judged to be about twenty
seven. She had chestnut hair, brown 
eyes, and was wrapped in an aura of 
subdued tragedy. It was a pose which 
well smted her, a pose which Marion 
felt would make men refer to her as 
"brave." 

Marion, watching her ride,- knew 
,that she was a tenderfoot, Her back 
was too stiff. She insisted on having her 
stirrups too short, the effect being to 
,throw her weight far back m the saddle. 
Twice lately she had asked casually of 
Hank Lucas, "I wonder how far we've 
gone since -we started."  And Marion 
'kn�w from tpe vague but cheerful 
manner in which Lucas answered "the 
question that this was a routme with 
him, the first indication that a "dude" 
was becoming fatigued. But Corliss was 
,bemg brave: and uncon-iplaming, riding 
in silence. 

Back of Marion Chan"cller, James, A. 
Dewitt, a thick, jolly mdividua in the 
m1cld1e thirties, frankly hung to the 
horn of the Western saddle -when he 
came ,to the bad ,places 111 ,the trail. 
Behmd him rode Sam Eaton, who was 
domg the cook.mg for the party, a 
quiet, middle-aged man who said noth
ing except � hen absolutely necessary. 

Back of him the pack horses came 
swaymg along, and bnngmg up the rear 
was Howard_ Kenney, the assistant 
wrangler, a you�g man who had re
cently been discharged from the Army 
and whose eyes contained a touch of 

. sadness. Manon hacl not iced that when 
he became jovial'he seemed to make a 
conscious attempt at wrenching his 
mind away from past memories, an 
attempt winch would almost mvanably 
be tollowed by a period of detachment 
dunng \\hich his tired gray ,eyes would 
focus on the.distance. 

Now he was· riding.along, accepting 
. the cloud of dust kicked up by rhe 

pack tram as part of the day's work, 
from time to time swrnging over in the 
saddle to scoop up a rock of conve111ent 
throwing size from the side of the 
mountain.- Then he· would stand in his 
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stirrups and chuck the rock with un· 
erring accuracy "to prod along whatever 
pack horse at the moment seemed to be 
inclined to hold back. 

Hank L�cas, at the head of the 
procession, rode with long stirrups and 
a loose back. His sweat-stained som· 
brero was far back on his head, and he 
kept up a steady succession of cowboy 
songs. At times he would raise his voice 
so that those behind him could hear the 
rol1icking words of a fast-moving verse 
or two, then suddenly he would invoke 
a veil of self-imposed censorship which 
left the words mere ga1 bled sounds. 

At midafternoon the long string of 
horses wound its way down the canyon 
and debouched on the Middle·Fork of 
the Salmon River. 

The trail followed the river for a 
couple of miles, then wound around a 
rocky point where the way had been 
blasted out of sheer gra_nite, and here 
the trail was barely wide enough ' to 
give a horse footing. On the left there 
was a drop of some two hundred feet, 
and so narrow was the way that the 
overhang of the saddle and the bulge 
of the horse's side completely obscured 
the edge of the trail. Sitting erect in 
the saddle and looking down, one saw 
only two hundred feet of empty space 
under the left stirrup, with glinting 
water far below. 

Dewitt, grabbing his· saddle horn and 
staring with fear-widened eyes at the 
trail, still managed to preserve a sem· 
blance of !us joviality. "I say up there, 
Hartk," he yelled. 

Hank swung loosely in the saddle, 
looking back inquiringly over his left 
shoulder, pivoting in such a way that 
he didn't disturb his balance in the 
least. His face slfowed only courteous 
and casual interest. 

"What would you do if you met 
another pack coming from the opposite 
direction in a place like this?" Dewit t  
asked apprehensively. 

"Well," Hank drawled, after an in
terval, "you couldn't turn around, and 
you couldn't pass. Reckon the on}y 
thing to do would be to decide which 
outfit was the· least valuable and shoot 
it." 

"Please don't joke about i t," Corliss 
Adrian said in a low, throaty voice. 

Hank's grin was infectious. "Ma'am," 
he said. "I'm not joking. That was my 
answer. S'pose you try and figure out 
some other way." 

He included them in a lazy grin, 
said, "Only about ten minutes to 
camp," and swung back around in the 
saddle. Almost immediately his voice 
rose in a plaintive melody . . .  

His ten minutes turned out to be 
exactly twenty-three minutes, as Mar
ion Chandler noted from her wrist 
watch. Then they made camp in a 
grassy meadow, with pines furnishing a 
welcome shade. The packs came off in 
record time. The cook had a fire going, 
and even bef0re the wranglers hiid 
finished hobbling the horses and put· 
ting a cowbell on the leader, Marion 
could smell the aroma of coolcing. 

James Dewitt came over to stand by 
her. "You seem to have stood the trip 
quite well." 

"It wasn't bad." 
"You do quite a bit of riding." 
"What makes you think that ?" 
"I don't know-the way you were 

sitting on the horse. You seemed to be 
a part of him. You aren't tired ?" 

"N-Ot particularly." 
'Tm all in," he confessed . .  "Too 

much weight to pack around. I'm 
going to get busy and take off twenty 
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or twenty-five pounds. Been threaten
ing to do it for a year. Perhaps this will 
be a good chance to start." 

Marion nodded toward the camp
fire. "Wait until that g�ts down to 
coals and you begin to smell the broil
ing steaks. 

"Steaks?" 
"That's what · Sammy told me. 

Steaks the first night out." 
Dewitt made an exaggerated motion 

of wiping the back of his hand across 
his lips. "Guess I'll start my diet to
morrow," he said. "So you're taking 
pictures?" 

"That's right." 
"Have a contract with some maga

zine ?" 
"No, I'm free-lancing." 
"Rather an expensive trip just. for 

free-lancing, isn't it?" 
"I don't thmk so," she said coolly. 
"Pardon me," he grinned. 'Tm al

ways sucking my neck out, saying 
things that happen to crop into my 
mind. Did you get any pictures along 
the trai l?" 

"No, I'm going to wait a day or two 
before I do much photography. It's 
always better to play 1t that way. The 
scenery's better, and the first day's 
journey 1s usually the longest and the 
hardest on the stock and the people. 
Packers don't hkc to have you hold up 
the stnng the first day out." 

"You sound like a veteran." 
She laughed gaily and said, "I've 

.been listening to Hank." . 
"But you have been on quite a few 

camping tnps?" 
"Oh, yes." 
It was plam that Dewitt wanted to 

ask more qucst10ns, but her manner 
held his curiosity in check. 

Corliss Adrian came over to join 

them. "Wasn't it perfectly delightful?" 
she asked, but her v01ce was flat with 
fatigue. 

Hank Lucas, having finished hob
bling the horses, pulled a can of fruit ·  
juice from one of the kyacks, jabbed a 
hunting knife through the top of the 
can, produced paper cups and a bottle. 
He mixed the ingredients with haste. 

"Now, this here," he announced, "is 
a little mountain tonic. A couple of 
these has the effect of loosening the 
sore muscles, removing kinks from the 
back, and whetting the appetite. How 
about 1t, Mr. Dewitt ? Want me to 
get out your fishing tackle so· you can 
catch a few trout before supper?" 

Dewitt grabbed the cocktail. "Gosh, 
no," he said. "All I want is to sprawl 
out and rest. Where arc the sleeping 
bags?" 

Lucas passed the drinks around, 
tossed off one lumself, said, ,,,Coming 
nght up." And he promptly proceeded 
to busy himself getting things un· 
packed. 

, Marion was grateful for the fatigu� 
that permeated the camp, which she 
knew had interposed a shield between 
her and what had apparently been a 
well-planned ·course of questioning 
agreed on in advance. Dewitt had done 
his part, but Corliss had been too tired 
to do hers. 

As the sun declined in the west, the 
shadows of the mountains on t'.1e other 
side of the stream marched rapidly 

.....toward them. Almost mstantly it be
came cool and by the time the broiled 
steaks, potatoes, and salad were on 
their plates, the sharp tang of the 
mountain au, pluf the' effect of the 
cocktails, had whetted their appetites 
so that eating was a full-time ·occupa· 
t1on And m an incredibly short time 
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after eating the food induced a drowsy 
torpor which made even the most 
fragmentary conversation an effort. 

The fire crackled cheerfully for a 
while, then died down, and the circle 
of darkness which had been wa1tmg 
just outside the camp moved silently 
m. 

"I'm going to roll in," Marion an
nounced, "Good night, everyone." 

James Dewitt sighed, and said, 
"Good night." He rose and started for 
his sleeping bag. His first two steps 
were sraggenng, off-balance attempts 
to keep himself erect as his cramped 
muscles for the moment refused to 
work. 

A moment later Corliss Adrian had 
rolled in, and Marion, hurriedly dis
robing, slid down into her sleeping bag. 
She looked over at the campfire, where 
Hank Lucas, Sam Eaton, and Howard 
K�nncy were gathered in a little group 
silhouetted against the glowing embers. 

- She wondered sleepily at the subject 
of their conference and determined 
that she would lie awake to watch 
them, suddenly suspicious of the in
tense attitude of concentration. 

She doubled the light pillow of her 
alccping bag to prop her head up so she 
could sec them more clearly, closed her • 
eyes momentarily when they began to 
amart, to shut out the light of the 
campfir.c. Her consciousness was almost 
instantly sucked down into an abyss 
of warm comfort • . • 

When she wakened there was the 
feel of dawn in the air. The stars over 
the tops of the big pines had receded 
into a sky which was taking on just a 
faint suggestion of greenish-blue color. 

She knew that it was cold outside 
because she could feel a tingling at th11 
dp of her nose, but the envelope of the 

sleeping bag was filled with warm down 
and she was too comfortable to even 
move. Sl-ie lay there in a state halfway 
between sleeping and waking, listening 
to the sounds of the purling river and 
the Stir of activity around camp. Time 
ceased to exist. 

There was color in the pine trees now. 
The stars had disappeared and the sky 
had taken on a distinctly bluish tint. 
She heard the sound of distant shouts, 
and then the clanging of the bell on the 
lead horse became suddenly a hysterical 
clamor. 

Hoofs pounded and, startled, she 
raised herself on an elbow, to see the 
horses coming into ca!np, driven along 
by Howard Kenney, who was riding 
bar•hack, letting out cowboy yells at 

intervals. Sleep was effectively ban· 
ishcd. 

Marion struggled into her clothes, 
splashed ice-cold water on her face, and 
felt that surge of vitality which comes 
with the dawn when one has been 
sleeping on the ground in the open. 

With an appetite sharpened by th11 
-fresh air, she watched the cook bring 
flapjacks to a golden brpwn and put 
them on her plate together with slice, 
of crisp, meaty bacon. A thick slab of 
country butter melted to run down 
the sides of the hot cakes and mingle 
with the maple syrup. There was clear, 
strong coffet in a huge agateware cup. 

She ate with zest, and then walked 
down to the edge of the river, where 
Dewitt was just finishing putting his 
trout rod together. He had made a few 
preliminary casts to soften up hia 
leader, and now, with a skilled wrist 
motion, sent • fly winging out in a 
long cast. 

"Hello," he said, gdnning amiably. 
_ "You're looking mighty fit this morn-
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ing." Using his left hand to-pull the line 
through the guides, he brought the fly 
around the edge of a little ripple, 
then across a straight stretch of swift 
current. 

"Feeling hke a million .dollars," she 
said. 

A trout suddenly flashed up out of 
the water, struck at the fly, missed, and 
then went sulking down to the clepths 
of the stream 

"Missed him," Dewitt said. "I was a 
little too anxious. Whipped the fly 
right out of lus mouth." 

Hank Lucas, who had joined them 
without bemg observed, said, in '11s 
peculiar drawling voice, "No need to 
get discouraged. There's lots of 'em _ in 
here. �f you want to £sh an hour or so 
wlule we're getting the packs on, you'll 
have mqre fish than you can carry . . •  
Haven't seen Mrs. Adriari, have you ?" 

Dewitt snapped in the line, made 
another cast. "No. Is she up?" he asked, 
his eyes glued to the fly. 

. "She's up, all right. Took a little 
walk upstream. She hasn't come back 
for breakfast " 

Dewitt said abruptly, "Huh? You 
say she's gone?" 

"That'� nght. Seems to have taken a '  
walk," Lucas said, "but there aren't 
any tracks on the trail. I thought I'd 
take a look along the stream here, and 
then I saw you fishing." . , 

Lucas strolled more or less aimlessly 
up the stream edge between the rocks. 
then said suddenly, "Here's where she 
\\ COt." 

,.,, .  

Manon had to look twice to see the 
track. Then it appeared to be only a 
famt d1scoloration ol the ground But, 
some twenty yards farther on, Luca�, 
who had kept movmg on ahead, uncov
ered another fresh. u:ack-this time, 

made in damp ·sand and distinctly 
visible. 

Dewitt abruptly lost interest in the 
fishing and snapped in his hoe. "Guess 
I'd better follow her." 

"Keep on fishing if you want," Hank 
said. "1'11 go on up . . .  Maybe you'd 
like to take a walk," he said to Marion, 
and then added, with a grin, "In case 
she's takmg a· swim,�you can go on 
ahead and tell her she'll have to hurry 

-if she wants breakfast. We\•e got to 
get the packs on." 
, Dewitt hesitated. "Really, I should 

come." he said. 
:'Why?" Hank asked, and then 

added, "I.can probably follow her trail 
as well as you can." 

Dewitt gnnned. "Oh, well, if you 
put it that ivay," he said. 

He resumed his fishing, and Hank 
and Manon moved slowly upstream. 

Almost instantly the lazy smile left 
Hank's eyes. His manner became tense 
and busmesshke. "Any idea where she 
n1ight have· gone?" he asked . 

"No. I woke up shor�ly before dawn 
�nd_ then dozed agaiq I didn't hear her 
move." 

"She was m her sleeping bag when 
Kenney and I took out after the horses. 
You haven't any idea what she might 
be after?" 
-- "She m1gh"t have wanted to bathe." 
. "Water's pretty cold," Hank said, 

and then added abruptly '.'You know 
what she's tn here for?" 
· ''She . wants to find her husband?" 

Manon ventured. 
"That's nght You're a p_hotog· 

rapher?" . · 
'"Yes." 
Hank said, "Here s a copy of a p1c· 

ture. It am't too clear because It isn't 
a print:-it's a picture of a ·  picture. 
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· What do you make· of it?" He hande'd 
her one of the post card reproclucuons 
Tom Morton had made. 

"What," Marion asked, studying 
the photograph, "do you want to know 
about it?" 

"Anything you can tell about the 
picture. Just from looking at it." 

"Lots of things, " Marion said. 
"What, for instance?" 
"To begin with," she said, "the 

picture "as probably taken with a 3-A 
·foldrng Kodak with a rapid rectilinear 
lens. It was taken in the middle of the 
day." 

"How do you .figure that?" 
"Well," she said, "despite the fact 

that the lens was stopped 'way down, 
there's still a certain blurring at the 
extreme corners and there's a peculiar 
diffused warmth to the shadows. You 
get that with a rapid_ rectilinear lens. 
The anast1gmat1c lens has a tendency to 
cut things wire-sharp. But there isn't 
guile the warmth in the shadows 
and-" 

"Wai t. a mmute. What do you mean 
the lens was stopped "way down?" 
Hank asked. 

She said, "When the diaphragm 
shutter of a lens is wide open, the 
speed is increased but there's very little 
depth to the field. In other words, if 
you take-a fairly loog focal-length lens 
such as is necessary to cover a post
card-size film, and set it, say, at  
twenty-five fret and leave it wide . 
open, things beyond thirty feet or so 
will be out of focus, an'cl things closer 
than twenty feet will also be out of 
focus. I've forgotten the exact table, 
but that will serve as an illustration. 
On the other hand, if the lens 1s stopped 
'way down, virtually everything wiJ! 
be in focus. The stopping down gives 

a depth orfield. Objects"only 'eight or 
ten feet away will be fairly sharp, and 
liO will things in the distance." 

"And this lens was stopped down?" 
"Yes," Marion said. "Moreover, se·e 

the little white fog down there in the 
corner?. Well, that's a light leak, and 
probably came from a little hole in 'the 
bellows of the camera. If it had been 
careless windmg on the �pool, you'd 
have seen a lrttle different type of leak 
and . . .  Here's Mrs. Adrian now." 

Corliss Adrian, trim and fresh, 
stepped out from �ehmd a rock. Ap
parently she was engaged in watching 
the other side of the stream very in
tently. But she seemed to watch it a 
little too long, and her surprise ori 
finally seeing Hank and Marion seemed 
a little too pronounceo. 

, Marion started to say, "I think she:, 
been watchtng us," but then abruptly 
changed her mind and remained silent. 

Hank said good-naturedly, but still 
with a certain rehuke m his voice, 
"This here is a searching party out to_ 
locate the lost tenderfoot." 

"Don't ever worry about me," 
Corliss Adrian said, with a quick, 
nervous laugh. "I decided to get up 
and see if I couldn't see a deer." 

"See anythmg�" 
"I saw some does and fawns and one 

young ouck." 
"Breakfast is just about over," 

Hank said. "We're trymg to get thing, 
cleaned up so we can get away." 

"Oh, I'm sorry. I'll rush right on 
back. Hank-" 

.. Yes?" 
"Do you see that canyon up there, 

the one-with the peculiarly shaped 
rock up near the top of the ridge?" 

"Uh-huh." 
"What place is th�t?" 
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"Broken Leg Canyon." 
"I wonder if we could go up there. 

It looks hke marvelous country." 
"That's just about where I'm aiming 

to go," Hanksaid. 
·"Oh, that's wonderful." 
"You see," Hank explained, "when 

Bill showed me the picture of that 
cabin, there wasn't anything on it 
that gave a definite clue to where it was 
but somehow, from the way the ground 
looked, I had a hunch the thing might 
be up Broken Leg Canyon. I thought 
we'd take a look up there. Provided 
-it's okay with Miss Chandler, hese." 

"Oh, I think that would be wonder
ful," Marion said eagerly. !'That rock 
would really make a magnificent 
photograph." 

"Then that's all settled," Corliss said. 
Marion wondered if Hank Lucas had 

detected a cert3:in note of smug satis
faction in Corliss' voice. She glanced 
at him from the corner of her eyes, but 
he seemed thoroughly engrossed in pick
ing his way over stream-worn boulders. 

Dewitt was landmg a fish as they 
walked past, and was too engrossed 
in what he was doing to even see them. 
The cook was plainly angry, and 
Howard Kenney, faced with the job of 
getting the pack saddles on the horses, 
was i-ndignaAtly silent. 

Corliss Adrian moved over to a place 
by the fir-e, apparently heedless of the 
tacitum disapproval of the cook. Luc..s 
started gel:'ting pack saddles on the 
horses, and Marion moved over to the 
two men. "Is there anything I can 
do?" she asked Kenney . 
. "Not a thing " Kenney sa.id, smiling. 
"You might get your personal · things 
all toget:her and the air out of your mat· 
tress. No use trymg to break a.Ry 
records getting a start, though. 'f.he 

Queen of Sheba is going to take her 
time." 

Marion glanced over to where Cor' 
liss Adrian was settling herself in a 
folding chair at the camp table, with 
every evidence of preparing to enjoy 
a leisurely b.reakfast. 

"Not much we can do until we get 
the kttchen ready. to l,oad," Kenney 
explained. "Perhaps I'd better help you 
get the air out of your mattress." He 
walked over to the beds, unloosened 
the valves, and slowly rolled up the 
sleeping bags, letting the air escape. 

"You like this life, don't you?" 
Manon asked. 

"Love it." 
"But it's hard work, isn't it?" 
"Oh; off and on. But it 's nice work. 

It's the only way I can afford to hang 
around the country as much as I'd 
like to. Sort of vacation." 

"I see." 
"Sleep all right last night?" he asked. 
"Fine." 
"You would. You were taking 'th!! 

ride all right yesterday. You're used 
to Western saddle trail riding." 

She became conscious of the curious 
interrogation in his eyes, and knew 
suddenly that this was no casual ques
tioning, but a well-planned examina
tion which probably linked in with 
the three-way conference at the camp-
fire last night. 

"Yes, l'v� done some mountain 
riding," she said, and calmly turned 
away and began_ packing -her personal 
belongings. 
• Thereafter 1viarion avoided Howard 
Kenney . . •  

\\'.hen camp had been broken and 
all but the last two horses loaded, Hank 
Lucas approached his dudes. 
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"Kenney can finish throwing the 
packs, with the help of the cook, and 
bring the string along," Lucas said. 
"I want to move on ahead and pick 
out a good campsite. If you folks would 
like to come along with me, you can 
,ave a little time." 

"That'll be fine," Marion said. 
"Waif a minute," Dewitt interposed 

cautiously. "How do you propose to 
save this extra time ? As I see it, the 
pack train will be ready to start in ten 
or fifteen minutes." 

"There's quite a bit of smooth trail 
ahead," Hank said. "We can put the 
horses in a trot." 

"In a trot I" Corliss Adrian exclaimed 
in dismay. 

Hank gri�ned . .  "Don't appeal to 
you. eh?" · "If i t  makes any difference to the 
others I'll be only too glad to go along," 
Corliss said with dignity, "but if it 
doesn't I think I'd prefer to walk my 
horse. However, you're in charge; 
and I'll do as you say." 

Dewitt stepped into the situation. 
"You two go right1 ahead," he said. 
"Take all the time you want. We'll 
come along with the pack string. After 
all, we've got all day. Our time isn't 
that vaiuable." 

Lucas glanced at Marion. 
She nodded. 
"Okay, let's go," Lucas said. He 

took his chaps off the horn of the 
saddle, buckled them around his waist, 
fastened the snaps under his legs, put 
on his spurs, and swung into the saddle. 

They started out at a brisk trot. 
There was a wide valley to skirt where 
another stream came into the Middle 
Fork. It took a detour of nearly three 
miles to bring them back opposite 
the mouth of the canyon on the other 

side of the stream. The horses splashed 
through a ford, followed relatively 
level going for' three-quarters of a mile, 
and then started an abrupt climb. 

Marion regarded the sweating horses 
during one of the brief rest periods 
which enabled the animals to catch 
a few quick breaths. 

"Aren't you pu�hing the horses a 
bit fast?" she asked.· Hank tilted back his sweat-stained 
sombrero. "To tell you the truth, I 
wasn't anxious to have those other two . along. I don't want to disappoint them, 
in ��se I don't find what I'm looking 
for. 
· "What arc .you looking for?" 
"Tne cabin shown in that ·photo-

graph." 
. . "You think you know where it  is?" 

"Well, now," Hank said, shifting 
sideways in rhe saddle and cocking his 
right knee over the horn of the saddle, 
"I can best answer that by saying that 
I know the places where it ain't." 

She laughed. 
"You see," Hank went .on seriously, 

"that cabm is up on a ridge somewhere. 
I know just about when it must have 
been built. That is, I know it was built 
after the last real heavy winter-on 
account of the down timber. I know 
the general nature of the country it's 
in. And, well, I've been doing a little 
listening around. 

"A year ago a chap who could be this 
man they're looking for showed up here 
and had a partner with him. They 
went up in this country somewhere 
end sort, of disappeared. Everyone 
thinks they went out the other way 
through the White Cliff country. Had 
one pack horse between them. I talked 
with the chap who sold 'em the horse. 
One of the fellows was a pretty good 
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outdoor man ;  the .other was a rank 
tenderfoot. Now, maybe there's a 
cabin up in here somewhere that wu 
built and then abandened." 

"Do you know where it is?" 
Hank shook his hoad. 
J\larion surveyed the tumbled waste 

of wild, rugged country. "How in the 
world do you ever expect to find ,t 
in this wilderness if you don't know 
where it is?" 

"Same way the people who lived in 
1t found it," Hank said. "Take along 
in the winter when trails were pretty 
well snowed over, they had to have 
something to guide them when they 
wanted to go home." 

"How do you mean?" 
Hank motioned toward the trees 

along the trail. "Sec those marks?" 
"Oh, you mean the blazes?" 
"That's right. Now, you sec, along 

this trail you've got a long blaze and 
underneath it two short ones. They're 
pretty well grown over and a person 
that didn't know what he was -looking 
.for wouldn't find them. But they show 
up plain enough to a woo<lsman." 

"And you think these men blazed 
a trail i'n to their cabm?" 

"Must have." 
"How much farther?" 
Hank grinned "I'm darned if I 

kno�. I'm just looking for blazes " 
He swung around, in the saddle, 

dropped his nght foot back in the 
stirrup. "Okay," h� said, "let's 'go." 

From little natural meadows which 
existed here and ther� along the trail, 
Marion could see out over an awe· 
inspinng expanse of country-mile 
on mile of tumbled mountain peaks, 
deep, shadow-filled canyons, high, 
jagged, snow·c<?vered crests. 

Hank I,,ucas looked back at her and 
grinned. "Lots of i t, ain't there ?" 

"I'll say there is." 
Abruptly he reined in his horse. 
"What is it?" 
"There's an elk," he said. 
"Where? I don't sec him." 
"Over there. Wait a minute ; he's 

going to bugle to the horses." 
From the shadows came a clear, 

flutelike whistle which started on a low 
note, , ran to a higher note, then 
dropped through two lower notes into 
final silence. 

"Oh, how bea11tiful!" Marion ex· 
claimed. 

"First time you ever heard an elk 
bugle ?-" 

Her eyes were glistening. She nodded 
her head. 

"He doesn't like the horses," Lucas 
said. "Thinks they're a couple of bull 
elks which may be rivals. This country 
is pretty wild. He don't know much 
about men. There he is over there in 
the shadows under that tree." 

She caught sight of him then, a 
huge. antlered animal standing in the 
shadows. Abruptly he pawed the 
ground, lowered his head, gave a serie, 
of short, sharp, barking challenges. 

"He looks as though he's getting 
ready to attack," Marion said, alarmed. 

"He 1s," Hank grinned. "But he'll 
get our scent before he does any dam
age, find out we am't other elk�, and 
beat it .''. He turned to her sharply. 
"I don't notice you trying to photo· 
graph him. I haven't seen you photo· 
graph anything so far. If you didn't 
come in here to take pictures why did 
you come in here?" 

She _said, "If I told you, would you 
keep it t9 yourself?. 

"I might." 



A MAN I S  M I S S I N G  47 

Marion's speech was quick and I didn't want to use the last name 
nervous. "I came in here to find my until I knew more about things. I 
brother. I think he's the one who was thought perhaps if Harry had got in 
with Frank Adrian. That's why I was any trouble I might be able to help 
willing to go along with these other him. He's impulsive and a little wild." 
two." Hank regarded her s�rewdly. "Ever 

Hank spun his horse so he was facing been in trouble before?" 
her "Okay," l:e said quietly; "suppose "Yes, You see, he's-well, he's 
you tell -me about him." impulsive." 

"I don't know too much about it," "And what's the reason you didn't 
she said. "The last letter I had from tell Corliss Adrian about this?" 
Harry was last summer. He was at "Because if he's got into trouble," 
Twin Falls then. There was an ad m Manon s.1id, "I can do more for him if 
the paper stating that a man who was people don't know who I am. I'm 
g01ng into the hills for his health telling you because you know that I'm 
wanted a partner who was fully farni- in here for something other than 
liar with campmg, trapping, and mm- photographs, and I want you to know 
ing. This man was willing to give a what It 1s SO-\':ell, so you'll know." 
guarantee, m add1t1on to a half interest "So I'll quit trymg to find out?" 
m any mines or pelt!. It sounded good. Hank asked. with a grin. 
Harry wrote i:rie he'd ansv,ered. the ad "Somethmg like that." 
and got the iob, that he liked his part- "This brother of yours is sort of the 
ner a lot, and they were g01ng to head black sheep of the family?" 
into the Middle Fork country. That's "Yes." 
the last I heard from !um." "But he's your favorite, just the 

"He write you often?" same?" 
"Only once every two or three "Yes." 

months," she said. "But he's close to "Want to tell me about the other 
me. He's my older brother." time he was in trouble?" 

"He give you any address?" Hank "No." 
asked. Hank gently touched the tip of his 

"Yes, the county scat back -there." spur to his horse. "Okay, let's go." 
"You wnte to him there?" They rode on for another half mile, 
"Yes." passing now through big-game coun-
"What happened?"- _ try. Twice they saw deer standing 
"The letters came back. I don't watching them. Once they heard 

think Harry would have gone away and ' crashes m the forest as a big bull elk 
-well, he wouldn't have gone this long stampeded his cows out of their way, 
w1thout writing unless something had then turned, himself, to bugle a 
happened. I've been wondering · challenge. 
whether that ad was on the up and up." ' "Usually the deer don't hang around 

"I see," Hank said. "Your brother's so much in the elk country," Hank 
name Harry Chandler?" said "but there seem to be a lot of 

"Harry Benton," she said. "My them in here. I-What's this?" He 
name is Marion Chandler Benton. stopped abruptly. 
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"I don't see anything." 
Hank pointed to a tree. 
"Oh, yes; I see it now. It's a ·blaze

a different blaze from this trail blaze. 
Looks as though the person who made 
it didn't want it to be too prominent." 

Hank indicated other trees bearing 
all but imperceptible scars "Want to 
take a look?" he asked. 

She nodded. 
Harik turned his horse down the 

ridge, following the faint trail. 
"Shouldn't you leave a note or 

something, in case the pack string 
catches up with us?" 

"They'll see our tracks," Hank said. 
They skirted wide patches of down 

timber, lost the trail twice on such 
detours but eventually picked it up 
agam. Then, without warning, they 
came to a 'little cleanng and a cabin. 

Hank swung down off his horse and 
dropped the reins to the ground. 

Marion looked at the cabin for a 
moment, then flung her�elf out of the 
sacfdle. "It's the same cabm that's m 
the picture," she said. "The picture 
was taken from over there." 

They crossed the little opening and 
Hank pushed the cabm door open. 

Manon stood at his side, looking 
over the one-room structure. 

There was a wood tove of rough 
iron, two bunks, a table, a rude bench 
a row of boxes which had been nailed 
to the wall so as to form a cupboard 
and m wluch were a few dishes, knives, 
and forks. A frying pan hung from a 
·nail, and there was a large stewpan 
face down on the stove. 

The cabm had a dirt floor, but 1t 
was cleaner than any abandoned cabtn 
Manon had ever seen. Yet 1t held that 
charactensuc musty smell which m· 

dicated it had been some time since 
there had been a fire in the stove or 
si�ce men had slept on the two bunks. 

On the table was a kerosene lamp 
partially filled with kerosene. 

"Well," Hank said, "I guess this 4 
it. You say your brother's an old-time 
camper?" 

"That's right. He's done quite a good 
deal of trapping and prospecting. He 
didn't like too much civilization." 

Hank nodded. He took off his hat 
and scratched the hair around his 
temples. 

"What is it?" she asked. "Any
thing?" 

"No," Hank said, "I guess it's okay. 
Let's get back to the trail. We'll want 
to camp right around here somewhere." 

"We could camp in the flat here and 
use the cabin, couldn't we?" 

"Better not," Hank said shortly. 
"Let's go back to the trail and

, Hello. what's this?" 
Hank was looking at the three boxes 

which had been nailed to the side of 
the cabin. 

"What is it? I don't �ee anything." 
Hank said, "That piece of paper. 

Looks hke the edge of an envelope." 
"Oh, yes, I see it now." 
Hank moved over. His thumb and 

forefinger gnpped the corner of an 
envelope which had been pushed into 
a small space between the boxes and 
the log wall of the cabin. 

Marion laughed nervously. "It must 
be a letter he put there and forgot to 
mail." 

Hank turned the envelope over, 
said, "It's addressed, 'To Whoever 
Ftnds This Letter.' The envelope isn't 
sealed. Let's just take a look." 

( Contmued·on page 150) 
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NE YEAR AFTER CAPTAIN COR· 

bett retired, he received a 
letter that puzzled and intngued 
him. For perhaps thirty seconds he 
thought it might be a trap-set by 
some vengeful ex-con who was out 
to get him. But the message sounded 
too sincere to have come from 
an embittered criminal. Corbett 
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Dear Captam Corbett:  

I happened to read a story about 
,you in a magazine, and was partic
ularly interested in  your 'references 
to the Stapledon Isotope Case of 
twelve years ago. There was some
thing rather wistful in your account  
of that only unsolved case m your 
career. 
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The fact is, I have some vital 
informat10n about the case which 
would certainly be of value to you
at least, psycholog1cally, if not in 
any legal sense. 

If you would care to join me for 
dinner at seven on Friday, I wilt 
be happy to tell you what I know 
about the crime. 

Sincerely yours, 
Max Frankau 

For the life of him, Corbett 
could not recall any Max Frankau. 
His memory, like that of any com
petent police officer, had to be 
excellent, yet the name meant 
nothing to him. But since he was 
now desperately bored by retire
ment, and anxious to have any light 
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shed on the puzzling , matter of 
Staplcdon Isotopes, he e_agerly ac
cepted the invitation. 

_ Max "Frankau proved to be a 
dark, sardo01c little man in his early 
forties. His face was no more fami
liar to Corbett than his name. 

All during dinner, the excellence 
of which was lost on the retired 
detective, Corbett kept darting 
furtive glances at · his ho�t's face ; 
but there was no corresponding 
response 10 his brain. To make 
matters more exasperating, Frankau 
politely but adamantly avoided any 
discussion of the unsolved case. 

Finally, when coffee was served,. 
and his host had given Corbett 
a silpenor cigar of the long dark 
kind, nqt even a Capta10 of- Detec
tives can afford very often , Frankau 
sat back 10 his chalT, blev.; a huge 
cloud of fragrant smoke, and said, 
"There are just two · conditions I 
must impose if I am to clear up the 
Stapledon case." 

Corbett was somewhat taken 
aback. ·  He had not expected more 
than a few m10or facts, at best ; 
but _his host spoke of breaking the 
entire puzzle. 

"First," Frankau continued, be
fore the detective could reply, "I 
would like complete details of your 
own 10vestigat1on at the time. And 
wcond, I want your word not to 
repeat. to anybody what I am going 
to �ell you." 

0>rbett blinked. 
"A crime was committed," the 

ex-detective said slowly. · "A big one 

-merchandise worth over two hun
dred thousand dollars vanished." 

''TechnicaHy 1t was a crime," 
Fran½;.au admitted calmly. "But 
there were e�tenuating circum
stances, as I th10k you will agree 
when you know the facts. Besides," 
he, said- with a smile, "we both are 
aware that the statute of limitations 
now makes prosecution, after twelve 
years, impossible. And ' at best it 
would be only your word aga10st 
n11ne." 

Corbett was, aboYc all, a realist. 
"I don't seem to have much 

choice," he said a little wryly. 
"Okay, you ·have a deal. If I don't 
find out the truth-after what 
you've already said-I'll never sleep 
aga10. You have no idea how that 
case has nagged at me all those years. 
The only one I ever bungled. Not, "  
h e  added hastily, "that anybody 
else did better on it ." 

"You ·11 see why very soon," 
Frankau stud, his dark eyes tw10-
kling with a kind of cheerful malice
that Corbett did not find offensive. 
"Now suppose you tell me your 
side of the case first." 

"Suits me. It will be a relief to 
go over the damned thing again 
with somebody other than the little 
observer in my own thick head ."  
He took two puffs on the cigar, and 
then said, "Well, to begin with, 
Stapledon Isotopes was making a 
special powdered form of platinum 
-an isotope of the ordinary metal. 

· It was fabulously · valuable as a 
catalyst-that is , it helped other 



T H E  U N S O L V A II L E  C R I M E  51  
chemical reactions. I t  was a break- started, they began to miss powder. 
through in smog eliminators, in the The stuff was worth fifty thousand 
manufacture of sulfuric acid-oh, in dollars an ounce in this country, and 
a thousand things. I'm not a sc1en- might've brought almost twice as 
tist,"  he added hastily, "but I had much in the Communist countries. 
to learn a little. \Vant to know what Naturally, the stuff was well 
an isotope is_?" guarded. But they couldn't r�ally 

"Neyer mind," Frankau said, mass-produce the isotope; don't ask 
his lips twitching. "I'm well up on me why. Each technician had to use 
such things. " practically an individual laboratory 

"Frankau, my God I" Corbett approach-the way the discoverers 
cried. "Of course! You were called had. Stapledon told me it was a 
'Franklin' on the company books- joint research project that first 
that's why I didn't place you." developed the powder. 

"Right-I knew you'd spot me "Anyhow, we checked e'"'.ery pos-
sooner or later. Stapledon didn't sible way the powder might ·have 
like 'foreign' names, so they urged been got out. All the technicians 
me to use 'Franklin . '  " changed clothes coming in to the 

"You were one of the technicians plant, also before leaving. They 
there-they had about fifty, · as brought nothing in, a�d they took 
I recall." nothing out. They were even in

"And )'OU checked me out, of spected physically-by doctors; you 
course." know what I mean. Even x-rays of 

"Well . . .  yes. But  not in too their stomachs; the dense metal 
great detail-not with fifty of you would · show up clearly if anybody 
all alike in your routines. It was swallowed some. 
more a matter of the security "The men ate in a cafeteria; no 
procedures, the precautions that one was permitted to bring in his 
Stapledon used. But you must know own food. They had to serve 
all that, so why ask me?" diabetic lunches for some of the 

"I don't know the details-most staff-supply pills or insulin, too. 
of the investigation was kept con- So nothing came in-absolutely 
fidential between the police and the nothing. 
big-shots. You didn't want the thief "The windows were screened, but 
to guess your methods, I suppose. if anybody , dropped anything 
So please go on as if I hadn't  been through, it would still fall inside the 
there." fence, and there were enough guards 

Corbett gave him a sharp glance, . to keep the thief from recovering 
then shrugged.- whatever had been got out that 

"All right, you're calling the ,, way. 
cards. A few weeks after production "We checked every man who 
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handled the stuff; they were all 
clean. Nobody was spending a Lot
we especially watched everyone with 
a big mortgage or other debts. 
Finally, after three ounces had 
disappeared over six weeks, the 
thefts stopped. And that's where 
the case stayed. It was never 
solved." 

"Then it's ti�e someone solv�d 
it," Frankau said, smiling. "You're 
lookmg at the thief."  

"I  �uspected as  much," Corbett 
said dnly. "Now it's your turn." 

"In the first place,"  F�ankau said, 
"Stapledon lied to you. The isotope 
was not .a committee job. I did it 
alone, and he cheated me. Instead 
of ending' up w1th mill10ns, I got a 
·promot10n, along \Vith advice to 
change my name.� Oh, 1t was a 
smooth bit of puacy-1 couldn't 
prove a thing 111 court. But I stayed 
there only to get my own back. 
I meant to take them for two 
hundred thousand, at least, and 
then leave. I didn't know how diffi
cult it would be, but I'm a research 
man, and felt sure I could outwit 
their security force if I put my 
nund to 1t. 

"Then, wheq they instituted all 
those safeguards, I began to have 
doubts ; the place was locked up 
tight." He looked at Corbett, his 
eyes twinkling, and added, "And 
then I found somq;iriceless helpers." 

"So it wasn't a one-man 106," 
Corbett said, almost with sausfac- , 
tion. "I often wondered. The guards 
seemed incorrupuble, and they 

watched each other; besides, they 
were being rotated all the time-" 

"It was a one-nian job, all right, 
but I had several thousand accom
plices-and they didn't care about 
sharing any of the loot." He saw 
Corbett blink, and laughed. 

"As you said, we took our lunch 
in the cafetena. But we could also 
buy snacks there, or bring a package 
lunch up to the lab if we liked. 

"It  was a simple matter for me 
to have my favo1 1te dessert. Oddly 
enough, I seldom• ate much of 1t. 
Instead, I added a few grams of the 
isotope, and put the dessert out on 
the wrndow ledge-inside the 
screen, of course. One quick move, 
as 1f I were ad1ustmg the window, 
and 1t was done." 

He gave Corbett a quizzical stare. 
"Do you know the subject of my 

:Master's thesis?" 
The detective shook his head. 
"\Vell , It was on bees." 
"Bees?" Corbett's eyes were 

cloudy ',v1th be\vilderment. 
"Twelve years ago I had one of 

the few hives m that rather commer· 
crnl area-and I lived quite near 
the plant. There were not many 
flowers those last weeks in Septem
ber, so the bees had to forage very 
hard . It didn't take them long to 

· find my spiked honey. They gorged 
th_emselves, notified the other girls 
at th� hive, and soon started a 

. _!ypical assembly lme. Naturally, 
they were not bothered by the 
screen, fence, or guards!" 

Corbett gulped. 
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'·You're telling me-?" 
"Exact! y. My five thousand ac

complices. ' They brought almost 
every milligram back to the larvae. 
All I had to do was 'pan' the refuse 
heap and the stored honey to re
cover the powder. It's easy to 
separate such a heavy dust-it was 
really a dust, you know. With a 
powder, my scheme might not have 
worked ; bees won't swallow just 
anything-they're fussy." 

"One point-no, two," Corbett 
said. "I'm not clear on the window 
screen. You did say the dab of 
honey was inside the screen-that 
is, indoors." 

"Oh, it wasn't insect screen. I t  
was just ordinary mesh-to stop 
human thieves or prowlers, not bees. 
What's the second point ?" 

"You never spent any' large 
amounts-nobody did." 

"Of course not. I held my three 
ounces for a year, then sold-not to 
RuSSLa, although I could have got 
a higher price: there. No, it was 
easy to find a discreet buyer in this 
country; 'every manufacturer was 

begging for the isotope-we 
couldn't make it fast enough. No 
questions asked, and full. price or 
more. I kept the cash five years 
before spending a dime, even though 
it was in small, unmarked bills. 
There was no hurry ; it was as much 
a matter of revenge as profit. 
I wouldn't have cared if my bees 
got away with half of it-never took 
it to the hive. But luckily that 
didn't happen, Hell, with hungry 
larvae wa'iting, my little accomplices 
would have cleaned out Stapledon 
if I had put bigger dabs of honey on 
the sill. You've no idea how hard 
and fast bees can work; three ounces 
was nothing." 

He paused, took a sip of coffee, 
and waited. "Now, isn't that a 
simple solution for a crime no one 
could solve?" 
' For a moment the detective was 
silent ;  then an irrepressible Irish 
grm lightened his face. 

"I never did like StaP,ledon," h� 
said. "Besides, I'm retired ; the 
statute of limitations has taken over 
-and I love honey I" 
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C
.OLONEL CLAPPER TON ! "  SAID GF.N

eral Forbes. He said it with an 
effect midway between a snort and 
a sniff. 

Miss Ellie Henderson leaned for
�ard,. a strand of her soft gray hair 
blowing across her,face. Her eyes, 
dark and snapping, gleamed with a 
wicked pleasure. 

"Such a, sold1erly-looking man ! "  
she said with malicious intent, and 
smoothed back the lock ·of hair to 
await the result. 

"Soldierly !"  exploded 
Forbes. He tugged at his 
mustache and his face 
bright-red. 

General 
military 
became 

"In the.Guards, wasn't he ? "  mur
mured Miss Henderson, complet
ing her work. 

"Guards ? Guards ? Pack of non
sense. Fellow was on the music hall 
stage ! Fact ! . Joined up and was out 
in France counting tins of plum 
and apple._ Huns dropped a stray 
bomb and he- went home with a 
flesh wound in the arm. Somehow 
or other got into Lady Carrington's 
hospitnl." 

"So that's how they met." 
"Fact ! Fellow played the wound

ed hew. Lady Carrington had no 
sense and oceans of money. Old 
Carrington had been in munitions. 
She'd been a widow only six 
f11onths. This fellow snaps her up 
in no time. She·wangled him ·a job 
at the War Office. Colonel Clapper
ton ! Pah ! "  he snorted. 

"And before the war he was on 
Copyright 1936 /JJ· Agatha Chnst,e; ong,naJly 111/ed "Problem at �ea" 
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the music hall stage," mused Miss 
Henderson, trying to reconcile the 
distinguished gray-haired Colonel 
Clapperton with a red-nosed come
dian singing mirth-provoking 
songs. 

"Fact !" said General Forbes. 
"Heard it from old Bassington
ffrench. And he heard it from old 
Badger Cotterill who'd got it from 
Sm1oks Parker." 

Miss Henderson nodded bright
ly. "That does seem to settle it," she , 
said. 

A fleeting smile showed for a 
minute on the face of a small man 
sitting near th�m. Miss Henderson 
noticed the smile. She was obser
vant. It had shown appreciation of 
the irony underlying her last re
mark-irony -which the General 
never for a moment suspected. 

The General himself did not no
tice the smile. He glanced at his 
watc-h, rose, and remarked, "Exer
cise. Got to keep oneself fit on a 
boat," and went out through the 
open door onto the deck. 

Miss Henderson glanGed at the 
man who had smiled. It was a well
bred glance indicating that she was 
ready to enter into conversation 
with a fellow traveler. 

"He is energetic-yes ?" said the 
little man. 

"He goes round the deck forty
eight times exactly," said Miss Hen
dersop. "What an old gossip ! And 
they say t11e are the .scandal-loving 
sex." 

"What an impoliteness!" 

"Frenchmen are always polite," 
said Miss Henderson-there was 
the; nuance of a question in her 
voice. 

' The little man responded prompt
ly. "Belgian, Mademoiselle." 
· "Oh l Belgian." 
_ "Hercule Poirot. At your serv
ice." 

The name ,aroused some memory. 
Surely she had heard it before-P 
"Are you enjoying this trip, M. 
Poirot ?"  
, "Frankly, no. It  was an  imbecil
ity to allow myself to be persuaded 
to come. I detest la mer. Never does 
it remain tranquil-no, not for a lit
tle minute." 

"Well, you admit it's quite calm 
now." 

M. Poirot admitted this grudg
ingly. "A u moment, yes. That is 
why I revive. I once more interest 
myself in what passes around me-
your very _adept handling of the 
General Forbes, for instance." 

"You mean-" Miss Henderson 
paused. 

Hercule Poirot bowed. "Your 
methods of extracting the scanda
lous matter. Admirable: ! "  

Miss Henderson laughed in  an 
unashamed manner. "That touch 
about the Guards ? I knew that 
would bring the old boy up splut
tering and gasping." She leaned for
ward confidentially. "I admit I like 
scandal-the more ill-natured, the 
better ! "  
· Poirot looked thoughtfully at her 

-her slim well-preserved figure, 
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her keen dark eyes, her gray hair
a woman of forty-five who was 
content. to look her age. 

Ellie said abruptly, "I have it! 
Aren't you the famous detective ?"  

Poirot bowed. "You are too ami
able, Mademoiselle." But he made 
no disclaimer. 

"How thrilling," said Miss Hen
derson. "Are you 'hot on the trail,' 
as they say in books ? Have we a 
criminal secretly in our midst? Or 
am I being indiscreet ?"  

"Not at all. Not at  all. I t  pains me 
to disappoint your expectations, bui: 
I am simply here, like everyone else, 
to amuse myself." 

He said it in such a gloomy voice 
that Miss Henderson laughed. 

"Oh ! Well, you will be able to get 
ashore tomorrow at Alexandria. 
You have been to Egypt before ? "  

"Never, Mademoiselle." 
Miss Henderson rose somewhat 

abruptly. "I think I shall join the 
General on his constitutional," she 
announced. 

Poirot sprang politely to his feet. 
She gave him a little nod and 

walked out onto the deck. 
A faintly puzzled look showed 

for a moment in Poirot's eyes ; then, 
a little smile creasing his lips, he 
rose, put his )lead through the door 
and glanced down the deck. Miss 
Henderson was leaning against the 
rail talking to a ta!!, soldierly-look
ing man. 

Poirot's smile deepened. He drew 
himself back . into the smoking 
room -with the same exaggerated 

care with which a tortoise with
draws itself into its shell. For tho 
moment he had the smoking room 
to himself, though he rightly con
jectured that would not last long. 

It did not . . Mrs. Clapperton, her 
carefully waved platinum head 
protected with a net, her massaged 
and dieted form dressed in a smart 
sports suit; came through the door 
from the bar with the purposeful 
air of a woman who has always 
been able to pay top price for any
thing she needed. 

She said,- "John-? Ohl Good 
morning, M'. Poirot-have you seen 
John ?" 

"He's · on the starboard deck, 
Madame. Shall I-?"  

She arrested him with a gesture. 
''I'll sit here a minute." She sat 
down in a regal fashion in the chair 
opposite him. From the distance· 
she had looked a possible 28. Now, 
in spite of her exquisitely made-up 
face, her delicately plucked eye
brows, she looked not her actual 49 
years, but a possible 55. He-r eyes 
were a hard pale blue with tiny pu
pils. 

"I was sorry not to have seen you 
at dinner last night;" she said. "It 
was just a shade choppy, of course 
_,, 
· "Precisement," said Poirot with 

feeling. 
"Luckily, I ain :m excellent sail

or," said Mrs. Clapperton. "I say 
Juckily, because, with ,my weak 
heart, seasickness would probably 
be the di:ath of me." 
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"You have the weak heart, Mad
ame?"  

"Yes, I have to be  most careful. I 
must not overtire myself! All the 
specialists say so." Mrs. Clapperton 
had embarked on the-to her
ever-fascinating topic of her health. 
"John, poor darling, wears himself 
out trying to prevent me from do
ing too much. I live so intensely, if 
you know what I mean, M. Poi
rot?" 

"Yes, yes." 
"He always says to me,-'Try to be 

more of a vegetable, Adeline.' But 
I can't. Life was meant to be lived, 
I feel. As a matter of fact J ·wore my
self out as a girl in the war. My hos
pital-you've heard of my hospital ? 
Of course I had nurses and matrons 
and all that-but I actually ran it." 
She sighed. 

"Your vitality is marvelous, dear 
lady," said Poirot, with the slightly 
mechanical air of one responding 
to his cue. 

Mrs. Clapperton gave a girlish 
laugh. 

"Everyone tells me how young I 
am! It's absurd. I never try to pre-
tend I'm a day less than forty
three," she continued with slightly 
mendac-ious candor, "but a lot of 
people find it · hard to believe. 
'You're so alive, Adeline,' they say 
to me. But really, M. Poirot, what 
would one be if one wasn't alive?" 

"Dead," said Poirot. 
Mrs. Clapperton frowned. The 

reply was not to her liking. The 
man, she decided, was trying to be 

funny. She got up and said coldly, 
"I must find John.'' 

As she stepped through the ·door 
she dropped her handbag. It opened 
and the contents flew far and wide. 
Poirot rushed gallantly to the res
cue. It was some few minutes be
fore the lipsticks, vanity boxes, cig
arette case and lighter, and other 
odds and ends were collected. Mrs. 
Clapperton thanked him politely, 
then she swept down the deck and 
called out,_ "John-" 

Colonel Clapperton was still deep 
in conversation with Miss Hender
son. He swung round and came 
quickly to meet his wife. He bent 
over her protectively. Her deck 
chair-was it in the right place ? 
Wouldn't it be better-? His man
ner was courteous, full of gentle 
consideration. Clearly an adored 
wife spoiled by an adoring hus
band. 

Miss Ellie Henderson looked out 
at the horizon as though something 
about it rather disgusted her. 

Standing in the smoking-room 
door, Poirot looked on. 

A hoarse quavering voice behind 
him said, "I'd take a hatchet to that 
woman if I were her husband." The: 
old gentleman known disrespect
fulJy among the Younger Set on 
board as �he Grandfather of All the 
Tea Planters, had just shuffle<! in. 
"Boy!" he called. "Get me a whisky 
peg." 

Poirot fitoopcd to retrieve a torn 
scrap of notepaper, an overlooked 
item from th4 contents of Mrs. 
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Clapperion's bag. Part of a prescrip
tion, he noted, containing digitalin. 
He put it in his pocket, meaning to 
restore it to M� Clapperton later. 

"Yes," went on the aged passen
ger. "Poisonous woman. I remem
ber a woman like that in Poona. Ia. 
'87 that was." 

"Did anyone take a hatchet to 
her ?"  inquired Poirot. 

The old gentleman shook his 
head sadly. 

"Worried her husband into his 
grave within the year. Clapperton 
ought to assert himself. Gives his 
w1[e her head too much." 

"She holds the purse strings," 
said Poirot gravely. 

"Ha, ha ! "  chuckled the old gen- -
tleman. "You've put the matter in 
a nutshell. Holds the purse strings. 
Ha, ha !"  · 

Two girls burst into the smoking 
room. One had a round face' with 
freckles and dark · · hair streaming 
out in a windswept confusion, the 
other had -freckles and curly chest
nut hair. 

"A rescue-a rescue !"  cried Kitty 
Mooney. "Pam and I are going to 
rescue Colonel Glapperton." · 

"From his wife," gasped Pamela 
Cregan. - . -

"We think he's a pt:t . . . .  " 
"And .she's just awful-she won't 

let him do anything," the two girls 
exclaimed. 

"And if he isn't with her, he's usu0 

ally grabbed by_ -the Henderson 
' ,, . woman . . . .  - . 

"Who's nice. But terribly old ., . .  " 

They ran out, gasping in between 
giggles, "A rescue-a rescue . · . .  " 

That the rescue of Coloi1el Clap-
- perton was no isolated sally, but a 
fixed proj ect, was made clear· that 
same evening when the eighteen
year-old Pam Cregan came up to 
Hercule Poirot, and murmured, 
"Watch us, M. Poirot. He's going 
to be cut out from under her nose 
and taken to walk in the moonlight 
on the boat deck." 

It was just at that moment that 
Colonel Clapperton was saying, "I 
grant you· the price of a Rolls Royce. 
But it 's practically good for a life
time. Now, my car-" 

"My car, I think, John." Mrs. 
Clapperton's voice was shrill and 
penetrating. 

He showed no annoyance at her 
ungraciousness. Either he was used 
to it by this time or else_:_ 

"Or else ? "  thought Poirot, and let 
himself speculate. 

"Certainly, my dear, your car," 
Clapperton bowed to his wife and 
finished what he had been saying, 
perfectly unruffied. 

"Voita ct: qu'on appt:llt: lt: pukka 
sahib," thought Poirot. "But the 
Gener'al Forbes says that Clapper
ton is no gentleman at all. I won
der." 

There ,vas a suggestion of bridge. 
Mrs. Clapperton, General Forbes, 
a!_ld a hawk-eyed couple sat down 
to it. Miss Henderson had excused 
hers'elf and gone out on deck. 

"What about your husb'and?" 
asked General Forbes, hesitating. -
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"John won't play," said Mrs. 

Clapperton. "Most tiresome." 
The bridge players began shuf

fling the cards. 
Pam and Kitty advanced on 

Colonel Clappcrton. Each one took 
an arm. 

"You're coming with us !" said 
Pam. "To the boat deck. There's a · 
moon." 

"Don't be foolish, John," said 
Mrs. Clapperton. "You'll catch a 
chill." 

"Not with us, he won't," said 
K.itty. "We're hot stuffl" · 

He went with them, laughing. 
· Poirot noticed that Mrs. Clapper
ton said No Bid to her partner's 
opening bid of Two Clubs. 

He strolled out onto the prome
nade deck. Miss Henderson was 
standing by the rail She looked 
round expectantly as he came to 
stand beside her and he saw the 
drop in her expression. 

They chatted for a while. Then 
rresently, as he fell silent, she asked, 
What are you thinking about ?"  
Poirot replied " I  am wondering 

about my knowledge of English. 
Mrs. Clapperton said, 'John won't 
play bridge.' Is not 'can'� play' the 
usual term?"  

"She takes i t  a s  a personal insult 
that he doesn't, I suppose," said 
Ellie drily. "The man was a fool 
ever to have married her." 

In the darkness ·Poirot smiled. 
"You don't think it's just possible. 
that the marriage may be a suc
cess ?" he asked diffidently. 

"With a woman like that ?"  
Poir�t shrugged. "Many odioua 

women have devoted husbands. A n  
enigma of Nature. You will admit 
that nothing she says or docs ap
pears to gall him.'' 

Miss Henderson was considering 
her reply when Mrs. Clapperton's 
voice floated out through the smok
ing-room window. 

"No-I don't think I will ·play 
another rubber. So stuffy. I think 
I'll go up and get some air on the 
boat deck." 

"Goodnight," said Miss Hender
son. "I'm going to bed." She disap
peared abr1:1ptly. 

Poirot strolled forward to the 
lounge-deserted save for Colonel 
Clapperton and the two girls. He 
was doing card tricks for them, 
and noting the dexterity of his han
dling of the cards, Poirot remem
bered the General's story of a career 
on the music hall stage. 

"I sec you enjoy the- cards even 
though you do not play bridge," he 
remarked. 

"I've my reasons for not playing 
bridge," said Clapperton, his charm-· 
ing smile breaking out. "I'll 1how 
you. We'll play one hand." 

He dealt the cards rapidly. "Pick 
up your hands. Well, what about 
it ?"  He laughed at the b�wildered· 
expression on Kitty'• face. He laid 
down h1s hand •nd the others fol
lowed suit. Kiny held the entire 
club suit, M. Po1roc t.11 the hearts, 
Pam all the diamonds, and Colonel 
Glapperton all the spades. 
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"You see ?" he said. "A man who' 
can deal his partner and his adver
saries any hand he pleases had bet
ter stand aloof from a friendly 
game! If the luck goes too much 
his way, ill-natured things might 
be said." 

"Oh !" gasped Kitty. "How could 
you do that? It all looked per£ ectly 
ordinary." 

"The quickness of the hand de
ceives the eye," said Poirot senten
tiously-and caught the sudden 
change in the Colonel's expression. 

It was as though he realized that 
he had been off his guard for a mo
ment or two. 

Poirot smiled. The -conjuror had 
shown himself through the mask of 
the pukka sahib. 

The ship reached Alexandria at 
dawn the following morning. 

As Poirpt came up from ,.break
fast he found the two girls ready to 
go on shore. They were 'talkrng ·to 
Colonel Clapperton. 

"We ought to get·off now," urged 
Kitty. "The passport people will be 
going off the ship presently. You'll 
come with us, won't you ? You 
wouldn't let us go ashore all by our
selves ? Awful things might happen 
to us." 

"I certainly don't think you ought 
to go by yourselves," said Clappcr
ton, smiling. "But I'm not sure my 
wife feels up to it." 

"That's too bad," said Pam. �'But 
she can have a nice long rest." 

Colonel Clapperton looked a lit-

tic irresolute. Evidently the desire 
to play truant was strong upon 
him. lie noticed Poirot. 

"Hullo, M. Poirot-you going 
ashore ?" 

"No, I think not," M. Poirot r� 
plied. '-

''I'll-I'll-just have a word with 
Addine," decided Colonel Clapper
ton. 

"We'll come with you," said Pam. 
, She flashed a wink at Poirot. "Per
haps we can persuade her to come 
too," she added gravely. 

Colonel Clapperton seemed to 
welcome this suggestion. He 
looked decidedly relieved. 

"Come along then, the pair of 
you," he said lightly. They all three 
we_nt along the passage of B deck 
together. 

Poirot, whose cabin was just op
_ posite the Clappertons, followed 
them out of curiosity. 

Colonel Clapperton rapped a lit
tle nervously at the cabin door. 

."f\deline, my dear, are .you up?" 
The sleepy voice of Mrs. Clap

pcrfon from within replied, "Oh 
bother-what is i t?" 

"It's John. What about going 
ashore?"  

"Certainly not." The voice was 
shrill and decisive. "I've' had a very 
bad night. I shall stay in bed most 
of the day." 

ParQ nipped in quickly, "Oh, Mrs. 
Clapperton, I'm so sorry. We did so 
want you to come with us. Arc you 
sure you're not up to i t?" 

"I'm quite certain." Mrs. Clap-
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perton's voice sounded even shrill
er. 

The Colonel was turning the 
door handle without result. 

"What is it, John ? The door's 
locked. I don't want to be disturbed 
by the stewards." 

"Sorry, my dear. Just wanted my 
Baedeker." 

"Well, you can't have it," snapped 
Mrs. Clapperton. 'Tm not going to 
get out of bed. Do go away, John, 
and let me have a little peace." 

"Certainly, my dear." The Colo
nel backed away from the door. 
Pam and Kitty closed in on him. 

"Let's start at · once. Oh, gracious 
-your passport isn't in the cabin, is 
h?"  

"As a matter of fact it's i n  my 
pocket-" began the Colonel. 

Kitty squeezed his arm. "Glory 
be !"  she exclaimed. "Now, come 
on." 

Leaning over the rail, P@irot 
watched the three of them leave the 
ship. He heard a faint inta}<e of 
breath beside him and turned his 
head to see Miss Henderson. Her 
eyes were fastened on the three re
treating figures. 

"So they've gone ashore," she said 
flatly. 

"Yes. Are you going ?"  
She wore a shade hat, he  noticed, 

and a smart bag and shoes. There 
was a shore-going appearance about 
her. Nevertheless, after the most in
finitesimal of pauses, she shook her 
head. 

"No," she said. "I think I'll stay 

on board. I have a lot of letters to 
write." 

She turned and left him. 
Puffing after his morning tour of 

the deck, General Forbes took her 
place. "Aha! "  he ,exclaimed as his 
eyes noted the retreating figures of 
the Colonel and the two girls. "So 
that's the game! Where's the Mad
am ?"  

Poirot explained that Mrs. Clap
perton was having a quiet day in 
bed. 

"Don't you believe it !" The old 
warrior closed one knowing eye. 
"She'll be up for tiffin-and if the 
poor devil's found to be absent with
out leave, there'll be ructions." 

But the General's prognostica
tions were not fulfilled. Mrs. Clap
perton did not' appear at lunch and 
by the time the Colonel and his at
tendant damsels returned to the 
ship at four o'clock, she had not, 
shown herself. -

Poirot was in his cabin and heard 
the husband's slightly guilty knock 
on his cabin door. He heard the 
knock repeated, the · cabin door 
tried, and finally heard the Colo
nel's call to a steward. 

"Look here, I can't get an answer. 
Have you a key ? "  

Poirot rose quickly from his 
bunk and �ame out into the passage. 

The news went like ·wildfire 
round the ship. With horrified in
credulity people heard that Mrs. 
Clapperton had been found dead in 
her bunk-:a native dagger drive!'! 
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through her heart. A string 0f am
ber beads was found on the floor of 
her cabin. 

Rumor succeeded · rumor. All 
bead sellers who had been allowed 
on board that day were being 
rounded up and questioned. A 
large sum in cash had· disappeared 
from a drawer in the cabin. The 
notes had been traced. They had 
not been traced. J ewdry worth a 
fortune had been taken. No jewelry 
had been taken at all. A steward 
had been arrested and had con
fessed to the murder. 

"What is the truth of it all ? "  de
manded Miss Ellie Henderson, way
laying Poirot. fler face was pale 
and troubled. 

"My dear lady, how should I 
know ?"  

"Of course you know." 
It was late in the evening. Most 

people had retired to their cabins. 
Miss Henderson led Poirot to a 
couple of . deck cha irs on the shel
tered side· of the ship. "Now t�II 
me," she commanded. 

Poirot surveyed her thoughtfully . 
"It's an interesting case," he said. 

"Is it true that she had some very 
valuable jewelry stolen ? ''. 

Poirot shook his head. "No. No 
jewelry was taken. A small amount 
of loose cash that was in a drawer 
has disappeared, though." 

"I'll ·never tee! safe on a ship 
again," said Miss Henderson with a 
shiver. "Any clue as to who did it?" 

"No," said Hercule Poir<ilt. "The 
whole thing is rather-strange." 

"What do you mean ?"  asked Ellie 
sharply. 

Poirot spread out his hands. "Eh 
bi�n-take the facts. Mrs. Clapper
ton had been 9ead at least five 
hours when she was found. Some 
money had disappeared. A string Gf 
beads was on the floor by her bed. 
The door was locked and the key 
was missing. The window-win
dow, not porthole-gives on the 
deck and was open." 

"Well ?"  asked the woman impa
tiently. 

'"Do you not think it is curious 
for a murder to be committed un
der those particular circumstances ? 
Remember that the postcard sellers, 
money changers, and bead sellers 
who arc allowel on board are all 
well-known to the police." 

"The stewards usually lock your 
cabin, all the same," Ellie pointed 
out. 

"Yes, to preYent any chance of 
petty pilfering. But this was-mur
der." 

"W�at exactly are you thinking, 
M. Poirot ? "  Her voice sounded a 
little breathless. - · 

"I am thinking of the locked 
door." 

Miss Henderson considered this. 
"I don't see anything io that. The 
murderer left by the door, locked 
it, and took the key with him so as 
to avoid having the murder discov
ered too soon. Quite intelligent' of 
him, for it wasn't discovered until 
four o'clock in the afternoon." 

"No, no, Mademoi�elle, you don't 
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appreciate the · point I'm trying to 
make. I'm not worried as to how 
he got out, but as to how he got m." 

"The window, of course." 
HC'est possible. But it would be 
a very narrow fit-and ,there were 
people passing up and down the 
deck all the time." 

"Then through the door," said 
Miss Henderson impatiently. 

",But you forget, Mademoiselle. 
Mrs. Clapperton had locked the 
door on the inside. She had done so 
1before Colonel Clapperton Jeft the 
,boat ,this rooming. He actually 
,tried it-so we know that is so." 

"Nonsense. It probably stuck-or 
he ,didn't turn the ,handle properly." 

"But it does not rest on ,his word. 
We actually heard -Mrs. Clapperton 
herself say so." 

"We?"  
"Miss Mooney, Miss Cregan, -Col

onel Clapperton, and myself." 
Ellie· Henderson tapped a neatly 

shod foot. She did not speak for a 
moment or -two. Then she said in a 
slightly irritable tone, "Well-what 
exactly do you deduce from that ? 
li Mrs. Clapperton could lock the 
door she could unlock it too, I sup
pose." 

"Precisely, precisely." Poirot 
turned a �earning -face upon her. 
"And�you see where that leads us. 
Mrs. _ Clapperton unlocked .the door 
and let the murderer in. Now would 
she be likely to- do .that for a bead 
seller ?" 

Ellie objected : "She might not 
have known who it was. He may 

have knocked-she got up and 
opened the door-and he forced his 
way· in and killed her." 

Poirot shook his head. "Au con
. tr.aire. She was lying peacefully in 
bed when she was stabbed." 

Miss Henderson stared at him. 
"What!s i}'OUr idea ?" she asked 
abruptly. 

Poirot smiled. "Well, it looks, 
does it not, as though ·she knew the 
person she admitted . . .  " 

"You mean," said Miss Hender
son, and her voice sounded a little 
harsh, "that the murderer is a pas
senger on the ship ?" 

P.oirot nodded. "It seems indi-
cated." 

"And .the string of .beads left on 
the floor was a.blind ?"  

"Rreciscl y ." 
"The theft of money also ?�' 
"Exactly." 
There was a pause, then Miss 

Henderson said slowly, "I thought 
Mrs. Clapperton a very unpleasant 
woman_and I don't think anyone 
on board rea!Jy liked her-but there 
wasn't ·anyone who had any reason 
to ·kill her." 

"Except · her ' husband, perhaps," 
said Poirot. 

"You don't really think-" She 
stqpped. 

"It is the opinion of every person 
on this ship that Colonel Clapper
ton would have been quite justified 
in 'taking a hatchet to her.' That 
was, I think, the .expression used.'' 

Ellie Henderson looked at him
waiti�g. 
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"But I am bound to say," went 
on Poirot, "that I myself have not 
noted any signs of ,exasperation on 
the good Colonel's part. Also, wh�t 
is more important, he has an alibi. 
He was with those two girls all day 
and did not return to the ship till 
four o'clock. By then, Mrs. Glap
pcrton had been dead many hours." 

There was another minute of si
lence. Ellie Henderson said softly, 
"But you still think-a passenger on 
the ship ?"  

Poirot bowed his head. 
Ellie Henderson laughed sud

denly-a reckless · defiant laugh. 
"Your theory may be difficult to 
prove, M. Poirot. There arc a good 
many passengers on this ship." 

Poirot bowed to her. "I will use 
a phrase from one of your detective 
story writers. 'I have my methods, 
:'-:Vatson.' • 

The following evening, at dinner, 
every passenger found a typewritten 
slip by his plate requesting him to 
be in the main lounge at 8 :30. When 
the company were assembled, the 
Captain stepped . onto the raised 
platform where the orchestra usu
ally played, and addressed them. 

"Ladies and Gentlemen, you all 
know of the tragedy which took 
place yesterday. I am sure you all 
wish to cooperate in bringing the 
perpetrator of that foul crime to 
justice." He paused and cleared his 
throat. "We have on board with us 
M. Hercule Poirot who is probably 
known to you all as a inan who has 

had wide experience in-er-such 
matters. I hope you will listen care
fully to what he has to say." 

It was at this minute that Colonel 
Clappcrton, who had not been at 
dinner, came in and sat--down next 
to General Forbes : He looked like 
a man bewildered by sorrow-not 
at all like a man conscious of great 
relief. Eithec he was a very good 
actor or els� he had been genuinely 
fond of his disagreeable wife. 

"M. Hercule Poirot," said the 
Captain, and stepped down. Poirot 
took his place. He looked comically 
self-important as he beamed on his 
audience. 

"Mes.czeurs, Mesdames," he began. 
"It is most kind of you to be so in
dulgent as to listen to me. M. le Cap
itaine has told you that I have had 
a certain experience in these matters. 
,I have, it is true, a little idea of my 
own. about how to get - to the bot
tom of this particular case." 

He made a sign and a steward 
pushed forward and passed up to 
him a bulky, shapeless object 
wrapped in a sheet. 

"What I am about to do may sur
prise you a little." Poirot warned 
them. "It may occur to you that I 
am eccentric, perhaps mad. Never
theless, I assure you that behind my 
madness there is-as you English 
say-a method." 

His eyes met those of Miss Hen
derson for juH a moment. He be
gan unwrapping the bulky object. 

"I have here, Messieurs et Mes
dames, an important witness to the 
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truth of who killed Mrs. Clapper
ton." 

With a deft hand he whisked 
away the last enveloping cloth, and 
the object it concealed was revealed 
-an almost life-sized wooden doll, 
dressed in a velvet suit and lace col
lar. 

"Now, Arthur," said Poirot, and 
his voice changed subtly-it was no 
longer foreign-it had instead a 
slightly Cockney inflection. "Can 
you tell me-I repeat-can you tell 
me-anything at all about the death 
of Mrs. Clapperton ? "  

The doll's neck oscillated a little, 
its wooden lower j aw dropped and 
wavered, and a shrill high-pitched 
woman's voice spoke : 

"What is it, folm?  The door's 
locked. I don't want to be disturbed 
by the stewards . . .  " 

There was a cry-an overturned 
chair-a man stood swaying, his 
hand to his throat�rying to speak 
-trying . . .  Then, suddenly, his 
figure seemed to crumple up. He 
pitched headlong. 

It was Colonel Clapperton. 
Poirot and the ship's doctor rose 

from their knees by  the prostrate 
figure. 

"All over, I'm afraid. Heart," 
said the doctor briefly. 

Poirot nodded. "The shock of 
having his trick seen through," he 
said. 

He turned to General Forbes. "It 
was you, General, who gave me a 
valuable hint with your mention of 

the music hall stage. I puzzle-I 
think-and then it comes to me. 
Supposing that before the war Clap
perton was a t1entriloquist. In that 
case, it would be. perfectly possible 
for three people to hear Mrs. Clap
perton speak from inside her cabin 
when she was already tf ead . . .  " 

Ellie Henderson was beside him. 
Her eyes were dark and full of pain. 
"Did you know his heart was 
weak ? "  she asked. 

"I guessed ,it . . .  Mrs. 1Clapper
ton talked of her own heart being 
affect�d, but she struck me as the 
type of woman who likes to be 
thought ill. Then I picked up a torn 
prescription for digitalin. Now, 
digitalin is a heart medicine but it 
couldn't be Mrs . .  Clapperton's be
cause digitalin dilates the pupils of 
the eyes. I had never noticed such 
a phenomenon with her." 

Ellie murmured, "So you thought 
-it might end-this way-for 
him ? "  

"The best way, don't you think, 
Mademoiselle ? "  he said gently. 

He saw the tears rise in her eyes. 
She said, "You've known. You've 
known all along . . .  that I cared. 
But he didn't do it for me . . .  I t  
was those girls-youth-it made 
him feel his slavery. He wanted to 
be free before it was too late . .  . 
Yes, I'm sure that's how it was . .  . 
When did you guess-that it was 
he ?"  

"His self-control was too perfect," 
said Poirot simply. "No matter how 
galling his wife'.s conduct, it never 



6(, T H E  Q U I C K N E S S  O F  T H E  H A N D 

seem�d to touch him. That meant 
either that he was so used to it that 
it no longer stung him, or else-eh
hi�-I decided on the latter alter
native . . .  And I was right. 

"And then there was his insis
tence on his conjuring ability-�hc 
evening before the crime. He pre
tended to give himself away. But a 
man like Clapperton doesn't give 
himself away. There must be a rea
son. So long as people thought he 
had been a conjuror they weren't 

likely to think 6£ his having been a 
t1entriloqu1st." 

"And the voice we heard 'from 
the platform-Mrs. Clapperton's 
voice?" 

"One of the stewardesses had a 
-voice not unlike hers. I induced her 
to hide behind the stage and told 
her the words to say." 

"It was a trick-a cruel trick,., 
Ellie cried out. 

"I do not approve of murder," 
said Hercule Poirot. 
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T HAD STARTED AS A DISCUSSION
a mere difference of opinion dur

ing dinner on the logg� that looked 
across the open marble-tiled court
yard to the wide pool's turquoise 
ripplets, and beyond the exquisitely 
regal, Grecian-columned gazebo to 
the faraway mountaips obscured by 
desert mist, ·mauve and hovering in 
the hot distance. 

And later, with darkness following 
the waning bursts of florid sunset in 
the thick, tinted window-walls -of 
the library, the discussion had 
erupted with an ugly suddenness, 
despite Alex Nicolson's obvious at
tempts to .fend it off. 

"I suppose it's just an interesting 
theory, that's all," Alex said, delib
eratdy keeping his voice mild and 
unemphasized. 

But it was too late. 
67 

Borden Strother was not going to 
let Alex off so easily. "It's a lot of 
stupid rot, if you ask me !" he said. 
His voice had · grown surly and 
abrupt during the Rast hour as he 
kept drinking the brandies that 
made his large and handsomely griz
zled face red and angry-looking. 

He was a superb specimen of a 
man at 5 1 ,  Alex conceded, looking 
up· at Borden . standing against the 
massive graystone fireplace, his thick 
chest spreading the checkered shirt 
taut. He wore faded cotton pants 
and espadrilles. - , 

Alex said nothing in the silence 
that followed, and Borden refilled 
his glass. 

No one took offense or seized a 
challenge-no matter how veiled or 
subtle it might be-as quickly a 
Borden Struther. Alex knew Bor· 
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den's susceptibilities well. In fact, it  
would seem that Borden enjoyed 
challenges rather too much; it gave 
him an opportunity for the massive 
assault he could always bring _to it, 
arrogant in the knowledge of his own 
powers and inevitably victorious
as he always was. Just as he had de
feated nature herself, snatching 
these seven acres from the desert's 
arid, hot grasp to build his sumptu· 
ous, - elaborate house despite every 
incredible obstacle, so his arrogance 
pre_yailed over all resistance. 

The lawns flaunted their green· 
ness in the face of the vast emptiness 
of dust and sun-the sod had been 
brought by railroad car in great 
packed rolls ; and now an under
ground network of elaborate piping 
kept feeding the lawns a steady 
nourishment of water and protec
tive chemicals. -

The swimming pool was stupen
dous-as large as a Roman bath and 
deep enough to accommodate a high 
diving board ; and, with a perverse
ness that Borden enjoyed exhibiting 
-and despite the preciousness of · 
water in the desert-the pool was 
drained once a week and scoured of 
·all desert dust and nettles. 

Borden was, Alex acknowledged, 
a remarkable man in many ways, 
and now Alex waited to see which 
path his vindictiveness would take
to correct the error of .imprudence 
that Alex had committed by -con
tradicting The Great Man himself. 

"It's really not wortry arguing 
about," Alex said .in a conciliatory 

tone, sipping his drink and making 
his voice as unprovocative as he had 
tried to make it at dinner when he 
had first mentioned, as casual table, 
conversation, the subject in ques
tion. 

"The article points out that some
times the loss of one faculty .can di
rectly affect the performance of a 
learned ability not immediately in
volved ."  Alex had gone on to cite 
examples : even though hearing, say, 
is not directly involved in some· 
one's driving a car, sometimes it hap
pened that the newly deaf suffered a 
lessening of their driving ability be
cause of their new handicap ; or the 

' loss of sight could impair a person's 
ability to swim, even though the 
eyes are not directly involved in the 
act of swimming. 

"I suppose there are psychological 
factors, too," Alex had said, accept
ing another portion of the asparagus 
which Borden had found some clev
er way to grow in the desert. "But it 
probably 1s more a question of bal
ance-of the'body's natural and au· 
tomatic tendency to use all its facul
ties in doing things like swimming or 
driving a car, eve!]- when we're not 
aware that all faculties are being 
used." 

Borc!_en Struther was a superb 
swimmer who frequently performed 
his specialties on the high diving 
board for the enjoyment and ad
miration of his invited guests, and it 
had been the reference to swim
ming which had obviously incited 
Borden at first. 
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"You mean to say that -1 couldn't 
swim if l went blind?" Borden asked 
sarcastically. "Or was blindfolded ?" 

"No, not necessarily," Alex said 
carefully, and hesitated. "It might 
affect your-well, your prowess, 
say. The article did point out that 
there are individual differences, of 
course-'' 

"It wouldn't make any differ
ence !" Borden broke in. "Why, I 
could swim asleep!" he added, tossing 
off his drink. 

Alex hesitated again, then said. 
"You're right, of course." 

But Borden was not ·satisfied. 
"You say that as if you meant the 
opposite," · he objected, almost , 
pouncing; his black eyes glittering 
with the prospect of a victim. "How 
much do you want to bet me that I 
can swim just as well blindfolded as 
not?" 

There was a movement from the 
sofa-;-a soft, floating pink against 
die vivid colors of the room. 

"Ann!" Borden said .- "Where are 
you goingr' 

The girl turned without stopping. 
"Just to get some aspirin,"  she said, 
bringing a pale hand to her face. She. 
had excused herself after dinner and 
had reappeared in the library a half 
hour later. "I have a headache," she 
said. 

"You're coming back?" Borden/ 
said gruffly. "Aren't you?" 

He must have an audience, Alex 
thought, knowing that Borden nev
er performed without one. 

"Yes," Ann said. 

Alex followed her progress out of 
-the room. She was incredibly beauti
ful. Borden had seen her photograph 
on a magazine cover, had decided 
she was what he wanted, and after 
conducting a spectacular siege, had 
brought her back to the desert with 
him as his wife. 

She was, Alex knew, no.more than 
twenty-six. 

There were no children. 
"Get me so1!1e bathing trunks," 

Borden called out to her before she 
left the ,room. "And some sort of 
blindfold-" 

"Wait a minute-" Alex started 
to protest, but Borden cut him off, 
throwing him a derisive glance. 

"I thought you believed in all 
,this psychological claptrap," Borden 
said,. kicking off the espadrilles. His 
feet were long, the tendons flexing 
against a thin scattering of blond 
hair on a tanned skin. "Here's your 
chance to prove you're right." 

"I didn't say that." But Alex 
-knew it was futile. 

"I suppose that's wha.t they 
taught you in all those fancy schools 
in the east where your folks sent 
you," Borden went on, almost petu
lantly. His face made no attempt to 
disguise his - scorn of Alex, now 
slumped in 'his chair, holding the 
warm, ice-melted drink in his hand, 
saying nothing, knowing how Bor
den hated · college men, knowing 
how contemptuously The Great 
,Man regarded any kind of weakness, 
or anyone who had failed. 

The Nicolson Furniture Company-
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had been, up to two years before, a 
highly regarded and very old family 
business that, on the v�rge of bank
ruptcy, had saved itself by merging 
with Struther Enterprises, a com
plex of holding companies that Bor
den Struther personally coutrolled. 
Then, galvanized by Struther's fe
rocity and unbridled confidence, the 
old company experienced an aston
ishing resurgence. 

The only Nicolson who had been 
retained after the merger was Alex, 
as figurehead president because, as 
Borden had so bluntly put it, he was 
" the only halfway presentable , one 
in the whole rotten bunch." 
- Alex slumped de_eper in his chair, 
now feeling the cold breath of the 
vigorous air conditioning on the 
back of his neck. 
- "Well, now, let's see." Borden

was saying. "Let's make it a decent 
stake, at least. How about a thou
and-no, make it two thousand." 

Alex said nothing for a moment, 
knowing Borden was toying with 
him, his eyes intent on Alex's reac
tion. It was a good deal more money 
than Alex could afford to lose; but 
to confess his poverty would be a 
mistake, he realized, an admission of 
weakness and defeat. Borden would 
loathe him all the more for it. 

"All right," Alex said as calmly as 
he could ; and looking up he caught 
Ann's sympathetic eyes on him as 
she re-entered the room, and an al
most imperceptible nodding of her 
head in appr9val. 

She dropped the swim trunks in a 

chair. "Borden, please, I wish you 
wouldn't-" 

Borden cut her off, "Nonsense, 
Ann. Besides, this doesn't concern 
you 1rnyway." He went to the bar 
and replenished his glass. "So stay 
out of it !" 

She was really too blonde, too 
fragile for the desert, Alex thought. 
Her beauty was a Wedgwood's deli
cacy, to be cherished with tender
ness. Her eyes were now pale and 
unhappy. Alex sent her a 'brief look 
of compassion. 

"Where's the blindfold ?" Borden 
said shortly. 

She withdrew a hand from the 
pocket of her dress. It held a narrow 
headband of black linen. 

"That's fine," Borden said, reach
ing for it and grinning. "The two 
thousand's yours, tootsie," he 
laughed loudly. "You can buy your
self a new hat." 

"Borden," Ann said worriedly. 
"You might get hurt." Then, after 
a pause, her voice fell- to a whisper. 
"I wish . you wouldn't-I really 
do."  

His face became angry. Alex knew 
that her protests would do nothing 
but goad him on. 

Borden drew off his shirt, kicked 
off his pan

.
ts, and pulled oa the 

·swim trunks. "Tie this blindfold 
for me, will you, Ann?" he said, 
bending forward. 

. Alex sat m his chair, finishing his 
-cigarette, · watching intently. Then 

he ros� to.his feet and pulled a book 
of matches from his jacket, lit • 
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match, and· held it close to Borden's 
face. 

"Well?" Borden said, -not flinch
ing. "Let's go." 

"Wait a bit lpnger," Alex sug
gested. "Get a· little more used to 
the dark." 

Ann lit a cigarette during the 
silent interval that followed, and 
avoiding Alex's face, tried to calm 
the trembling of her hands. 

She looked ill, Alex thought. The 
desert was so wrong for her-that 
fine skin of hers with blue veins 
tracing the line of her j aw, the skin 
that took the sun so badly that she 
had to avoid it with wide-brimmed 
hats and sun shields. The nights 
were lonely for her too, with Borden 
away on business so often ·and no 
servants who could be persuaded to 
"live in."  The nearest village was 
six miles away. 

"C'mon," Borden grunted irrita
bly. "Let's go." 

"All right," Alex said and took 
his arm. "I'll lead you."_ 

They walked together across the 
room to the tall panel of sliding 
wood shutters and then out · into 
the courtyard and the sweet dry 
smell of the desert night. The wind 
was cooler now as Alex, guiding 
Borden across the still-warm tiles, 
heard Ann's heels behind him. 

"I'll take the high diving board," 
Borden said. 

"Borden, don't/" Ann cried:"Not 
the high one !" 

"Oh, be quiet, Ann i" Borden said 
rudely. 

-

Alex made a swing around the 
pool's corner and walked down 
its long length. 

"I'll climb· up with you," Alex 
said, placing Borden's large
knuckled hands on die railings. 
"Wouldn't  want you to trip and 
fall on the way up." 

Alex followed him up, aware of 
the orderly rows 9£ softly glowing 
pool-edge lights below and of Bor
den's wide muscular back above 
him, stiff with compet�nce. 

In a few mom en ts they were 
standing on the coarse, hemp
knotted covering of the flexible 
board. 

"You ·all right?" Alex said, be
hind him. 

"Of course !" Borden said irri
tably. "How near am I to the end 
of the board?" _:_ 

"About five or six inches," Alex 
said. 

He saw-Borden's right foot move 
out cautiously, his toes exploring. 
"Okay," he said confidently. 

Alex turned and went back to the 
platform. 

"I've got a float ready," he said. 
"In case you should need one." 

He heard Borden's full-voiced 
roar of derisive · laughter and then 
saw the muscles of his heavy legs 
tense and flex in the eerie pool lights 
as he jumped, testing the divin·g 
board's'springing rhythm, and then, 
lifting his body in one beautiful 
high arc against the pale half-moon
lit sky, Borden plunged downward 
•into the pool. 
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The sound of the dive's impact 
stayed in Alex's ears as he ran down 
the tower's ladder ; then, turning at 
the botto�, he rari to the shining 
rail at the pool's corner and began 
quickly to descend)nto the still-wet 
but-newly drained pool. 

"Is he-is he dead?" Ann said 
fr�m the pool's edge above him. 

Murder was, really, · the simplest 
thing in the world, Alex thought, 
gingerly pulling off the stained, 
wet blindfold-especially if you 
understood the psychology of it and 
knew the victim as well as he had 
known Borden Struther. 

"Of course, darling," Alex said, 
looking up at her. 

Eo1T0Rs' QuERY : What story are Alex and Ann going to tell 
the police? That Borden deliberately dove from the high board 
into an empty pool? Or are Alex and Ann planning to refill 
the pool and claim that Borden k}'lled himself accidentally? But 
• • .  ·yes, there are "buts" either way . . .  
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THE WAT C H E R  IN  T H E  D R E A M  

by MILDRED CLINGERMAN 

T
HE HOUSE WAS VERY UGLY-ONE 

of those narrow three-story 
Queen Anne houses with scalloped 
siding and a turret .  Back in the nine
ties some other woman, perhaps, had 
occupied the turret bedroom and 
considered it romantic. Sometimes 
in the late afternoons I'd lean my 
arms on ·the window sill and stare 
down through the green leaves of the 
tulip tree, watching for Hugh to 
turn into this quiet street, and I'd 
remember that tower rooms were 
the traditional vantage points for 
wives 'of soldiering husbands. There 
were half a dozen other wives wait
ing in that house for their men, but I 
knew that none of them waited with 
my peculiar fear. 

As a matter of fact, Hugh and I 
felt ourselves very fortunate to be 
in that house. Hugh was neither an 
officer nor an officer candidate, and 
the landladies in that town upheld 
fumy tradition by almost never 
mixing enlisted men with the officer 
caste. But our landlady had a streak 
of romance and rebellion. She also 

-
had a soft spot for the enlisted para· 
troopers, who seemed to represent 
for her the essence of the crazy wild· 
ness that _Southern women find so 
attractive in men. 

Moreover, I was able to fall into 
Southern speech at will . I had only 
to remember the tones of my grand
mother's voice, an� my tongue 
obligingly produced the sounds that 
made my landlady happy; my voice 
grew higher and draggingly sweet, 
and th<!_ rhythm of the words 
changed subtly. One used almost 
any weapon to acquire a room in 
those days, in that town. Mrs. Allen, 
our landlady, had grown very fond 

· of me almost immediately. 
The officers' wives were not in the 

leastJond of me. We smiled coolly at  
one another when we passed on the 
stairway. They were punctilious 
about all'owing me my turn in the 
bathroom, but the only conversation 
I'd ever had with any of them was 
once when the tall dark one ran out 
of cigarettes and borrowed, a pack 
from me. She was in a great hurry to 

Copyniht 1956 by Mildred Clingerman; or,tmally tilled "First L,sson" 
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get back to her room and only 
paused long enough to tell me that 
the turret room was charming, really 
charming. Her enthusiasm alarmed 
me. I was afraid she wanted it for 
friends and might · influence Mrs. 
Allen to make us move. But then I 
recalled Tall Dark's New Jersey ac
cent and knew how unlikely it was 
that Mrs. Allen would ever be 
swayed by crisp consonants. 

I ought to have been very lonely, 
I suppose. I was homesick for moun
tains' and desert a·nd d1sfance, and I 
was often sickened by that hate and 
fear, so palpable in the South that it 
oppressed one's breathing at  tim·es; 
but I wasn't lonely. 

Unless there was a night jump 
s'cheduled, · Hugh came swinging 
down the street every afternoon, 
having been deposited at the corner 
by the bus labeled JORDAN, which 
one must always remember to pro
nounce "Jurdan." Later the two of 
us would sally forth for the evening 
meal, since the turret room had no 
cooking facilities. 

So, except for the recurring dream 
that tortured me most nights, the 
evenings were good. I never told 
Hugh about the dream, and when I 
cried out in my sleep, he w�ke me 
with sleepy little kisses, murmuring 
all our familiar love words till I 
slept again. 

I roused briefly when his alarm 
cl!=Jck ra�g at 4 :00 A.M._and lay blink
ing at the brightness of the over· 
head light while Hugh· dressed, 
listening to the heavy sighing with 

which. l;ie greeted another day of 
soldiering. Watching his meticulous 
lacing of the paratrooper boots had 
such a hypnotic effect on me that 
generally I fell asleep again and nev
er even 'heard his departure. 

Mrs. Allen gave me coffee in the 
late mornings. She kept her coffee 
pot full all day-I was free to help 
myself. Several times a day she stood 
at the foot of the stairway and sum
maned me m her fluty, penetrating 
voice to come have a "dope" with 
her. Bottled cola drinks in the South 
were so strong they made me feel as 
if my scalp were floating, and I rare
ly managed _to down more than one 
a day, while Mrs. Allen easily dis
posed of six or eight. 

When Mrs. Allen wasn' t  drinking 
coffee or cola, which she drank al
ways standing up, staring exhausted
ly at the kitchen sink, she was fol
lowing the colored maid around, 
exhorting and pleading in a sweetly 
despairing voice audible all over the 
housr;. Iris was a sullen-faced young 
woman who never swept the corners 
of rooms, , but plied her broom in 
aimless circles while she gazed in
scrutably at the cobwebs hanging 
from the high ceilings. One ,often 
met Iris carrying a mop bucket full 
of cold, greasy blac� water and drag· 
gi!}g a_ string mop that resembled a 
tumbled heap of dark worms. 

Between the two women there 
was sometimes an omi�ous silence 
tpat k�pt me confined to my room, 
despite :i:nY longing for .co�ee. There 
were days, I knew, when the wid-
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owed Mrs. Allen woke up  "suffer· 
ing" and dosed herself liberally with 
bourbon. The kitchen wasn't a pleas· 
ant spot on such mornings. But af· 
ter a few hours I'd hear Iris and 
Mrs. Allen laughing together
shrieking, rather�their laughter so 
much :i like I �ou!dn't distinguish one 
voice from the other. I'd go down 
then and have my coffee before 1 
dressed to leave the house for a late 
luncheon. 

I was one of an army of wives 'that 
invaded die streets at that hour. 
Most of them walked in pairs like 
schoolgirls, eating together, shop
ping together, shanng little private 
jokes, and occasionally quarreling 
with the bitter intensity of bor:ed 
women. I came to recognize many 
of these couples, and we all smiled 
and nodded, but I had no desire to 
join them, or to link myself with 
any of the other unattached women 
who made tentative efforts to form 
an alliance. 

My reluctance was, I suppose, a 
kind of snobbery, but it was also· a 
healthy effort to maintain some 
semblance of my normal civilian life 
which had never depended on j ust 
that type of feminme companion
ship. 

I explored the town on foot 'and by 
bus. I spent hours in the library. The 
war was going badly for us at that 
time, and any day Hugh's group 
would be shipped out. In the mean· 
time they were practicing night 
jumping with full equipment, and 
with this step-up in the training 
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program my nightmare dream be
came more msistent, more detailed. 

I became less and less able each 
morning to shake off the horror of 
the dream. Mrs. Allen began to chide 
me for looking so poorly. Even Iris, 
who had ignored me for the most 
part, began to cluck a soft, wordless 
counterpoint to Mrs. Allen's mourn
ful inventory of all that was wrong 
with my appearance. I was much too 
pale, they assured me; my ·eyes 
looked like two burned holes in a 
blanket;  my bones would soon be 
poking out of my skin. 

Iris fol lowed me back to my room 
one day carrying the mop bucket 
and the squirming mop, with the 
avowed intention of domg up my 
room for me. At her insistence I re
treated to the bed-while she smeared 
the middle of the worn linoleum 
with the liquid that resembled 
swamp water. 

Her eyes flashed with something 
like friendliness when I offered her a 
cigarette and asked her to sit down 
a minute and talk to me. She 
dropped into the straight chair, as 
far away from me as she could get in 
that small room. For a while we 
simply smoked, avoiding each oth
er's eyes, both of us acutely em· 
barrassed. 

Finally Iris said, "You 'bout wor-
ried sick?" 

I shook my head. "I keep having 
the same dream," I said. "It's so real 
-I can't 'forget it in the daytime. It 
haunts me. I know it's silly to let it 
bother me so much . . .  " 
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My voice trailed off, and I tried I told her about the expanse of 
to find something jn the room to white silk that billowed over Hugh's 
l�k at, because Iris's eyes were un- head for a moment, before 1t par· 
readable. tially collapsed ; of h9w he shook the 

"Is it a real bad dream?'.' lines, his head strained back, his 
"Horrible," I said. We stared ear-- voice cursing in the sudden silence ; 

nestly at each other then for a long of how, finally, the chute blossomed 
moment, and something stirred be- out again, hut with two panels 
tween the black woman and me-a _blown. Beside him and above him, 
tenuous thread of communication men caJled to one another-some 
that seemed to dispel all the barriers bughing from n;lief of tension. One 
we'd _each put up. I forgot that I r:nan, far off in the windy darkness, 
_was not superstitious, and I realized was talking coaxingly to his para
I was asking for help. I can't be sure, chute, "Come on, baby, baby
but I think Iris forgot for an in- sweet baby." 
stant that I was white and too know- Suddenly a voice warned, strident 
i!·all to be deserving of help. In any and . angry, "Slip to the nghtl  
case, her .response came almost auto- They've dropped us over the trees !" 
matically. Hugh i:eacted instantly, tugging 

"T elflris . . . " , at his lines. He began tq ,_ oscillate. 
I drew.a d_eep breath and told her. He seemed to be dropping faster, 
I told her about the inky night swinging in a great arc. Never mind. 

sky and the droning airplane and die Get set for the landing fall, knees 
tense men lin� up in the aisle of the slightly bent and together, shoul
plane, waiting for the signal light · ders hunched for the rolling tumble, 
that would tell them they were over . head down, chin in. Was that the 
their drop area. -ground? Don't te�se .' . .  

I tolq_ her about Hugh, standing . He never saw the jagged, heavy 
in the open door, just behind the fence post. H� back was turned to 
lieutenant who was to lead off the it, _ and ·he could not know that it 
j ump. I saw the first man whisked was slanted toward him, �aiting 
out the door, with Hugh right be_- like a giant fork. Only the watcher 
hind him . .  I saw their grimacing · i_n .the dream saw the fork spear the 
faces when the opening shock hit man through the back, and em.erg�, 
them-somewhat.comparable, I told glistening and sti�ky, through his 
Iris, to. hitting a padded brick wall torn chest. 
at eighty-five miles an hour: Bµt There_ wasn't any outcry from the 
this, was all right, this was normal. I t  man at  all. It \Yas the _dreamer who 
always happened when they hit the cqed out in horror and grief. The 
end of the static line and the chut�s , ·ma!). hung there, impaled, while the 
opened. · uncollapsed 'chut_e danced

° 
angrily 
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where it touched the meadow, tug· 
ging unmercifully at the dead man 
and the fence post . . 

Iris shuddered and opened her 
eyes. I found I'd been staring at one 
of the brass knobs at the foot of the 
bed, but I hadn't known I was 
looking at it. My eyes had been 
turned inward to the dreadful vision 
that was becoming more real than 
anything else in my life. 

It was queer how the dream 
gathered details to 1tsel as time 
went by. At first I'd seen orily the 
body on the fence post. I hadn't 
known it was Hugh. Little by little 
the dream had developed backward 
from that moment, till now it was 
as if I were accompanying Hugh in 
the airplane, j umping beside him, 
watching and listening, hovering 
near him in terrible anxiety and 
helplessness . . 

There was something else about 
the dream that frightened me. Hugh 
rarely spoke of his job to me. Was it 
possible for me to h:ive gathered so 
much knowledge about his jumps 
from the little he'd said ? Perhaps. 
I'd never j umped out of an airplane 
in my life and I hoped I never 
should. Still-it was j ust barely 
possible that I might imagine how 
it was. I. think it was this daytime 
reasoning that ha<l kept me free 
of the panic I now experienced. 

Iris brought me a cigarette and 
lighted it with shaky hands. "What 
-what do you think, Iri.�?" I asked. 

"It sound bad to me," Iris said. 
"You tried pray in' ?" 

I shook my head: "I-the truth 
is, Iris, I don't know how." 

Iris looked at me in surprise. 
"Ain't you got faith?" 

"I guess not." I turned away from 
Iris' eyes. They had a look that said 
I was a strange breed of cat. 

"Don't you believe in nothing?" 
I could tell that Iris was not so 

much censuring me as indulging her 
curiosity. "A few things, maybe. 

• Bad thing�, · mostly," I guess. Ob
viously I'm beginning to believe in 
this rotten dream." 

"Yeah, "  Iris said, and it was com
ment e11ough. Clearly Iris regarded 
me as a pitiful object. "You got an 
idea?" she asked, after a long 
silence. 

"None," I said. "I ,can't very 
well go to Hugh's commanding 
officer and ask him please not to 
make Hugh j ump any more, because 
I've had a bad dream." 

"N " I . 
I k I d d "Y o, ns ac now e ge . ou 

reckon your man could play sick?" 
"He wouldn't do it .  Anyway, 

I've never told him-I won't tell 
him-about the dream." 

"You did right there," Iris said. 
"It would only fret him. When he 
gonna jump again ?" 

"I don't know. In a few days, I 
guess. He'll tell me beforehand." 

"Well, now, listen ," Iris said. 
"They is something you can do." 
She looked at me measuringly. 
"You got twenty dollars? That's 
what it costs-twenty dollars. And 
you gotta do just like I say. You 
just give me the money, heah? Pll 
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fix it all up so's you don't need to 
worry. Now, listen . . .  " 

1 I listened with a kind of numbed 
distaste to the instructions Iris gave 
me. When she finished I protested 
that I could never, never believe 
in such foolishness, or magic, what
ever she wanted to call it. 

!'You don't have to believe," Iris 
said. "They's others will do the be
lievin'. You just pays the money. 
And anybody could do the rest of it 
-them two little bitty things I told 
you. Lordy ! Ain't you willin' to 
spend any amount to save your 
man?" · � 

I got up and found my purse and 
gave Iris a twenty-dollar bill. _I 
didn' t  believe for a minute that 
she could help me any more than· 
she'd helped me already, simely by 
listening to me. 

"I gotta go," Iris said. "Remem
ber, tomorrow, you listen for the 
strawberry man." She stood in the 
open doorway . with the mop and 
pail. Just before she closed the door, 
she spoke again, her voice sly and 
amused. "Don't be �urprised none 
if you start be11evin' in . it yourself. 
Most folks does believe in the power 
9f a twenty-dollar bill:" �-

The next morning I got up and 
dressed much earlier than usual. 
When I went to . the kitchen for 
coffee, ·the kitchen was empty, ·  but 
I heard Iris and Mrs. Allen in ·the 
front part of the ·house. I didn't 
want to see Iris that day, · so I 
drank my coffee hurriedly and sped 

· back to my room to wait for the 
Negro peddle,r� whose distinctive 
calls would· soon sound in the quiet 
street. 
· The ·first one to appear pushed a 
barrow filled with fresh black-eyed 
peas. "BACK! Ah, peace . . .  " the 
man called, with a poignant, sorrow
ful cry. He got a good response 
from the housewives or their maids. 

I leaned on my window sill to 
watch. After ten minutes or so 
of silence the street was filled with 
the cry of the strawberry man. 
"Star bees? RIPE star bees . . .  " 

It was a charming, plaintive ques
tion and answer. Often when I'd 
been lying half awake listening to it, 
I'd tried to 1magme just what a 
"star bee" _looked like, tempted to 
empty my purse fQ_r a swarm of 
them. This morning, though, the 
call meant something else to me, 
something dark and alien and faintly 
disgusting. Whatever it was I was 
buying from the man, I was certain 
_it wasn't anything so nice as star 
bees. 

He had rested his barrow directly 
beneath my "'.indow and stood there 
as if waiting, for my appearance. I 

' called down to him and gestured 
stiffly when· he coked up at me. On 
my way down to him I was.glad not 
to meet anyone on the stairs. 

The strawberry man, I saw, w� 
v.ery old. He pulled a long \\'.rinkled 
earlobe by _ way of greeting me. 
From _his 'torn old c9at he produced 
from an inside pocket _a small gray 
envelope and handed �t to nie. 



T H E  WATCHER- I N  T H E ,  DREAM 79 

"Ir.is sent me," I said unneces
sarily, since I already held the 
envelope; 

He nodded and seemed to look 
far beyond me. "You f'm Arizony ?" 

"Yes, " I said. 
"Cowboys," the old man mur

mured. '!And Indians." He nodded 
positively at me as if to assure me 
that the world held endless riches. 
Then the old yellowed eyes filled 
with tears and his pendulous lower 
lip trembled. "Some say . . .  " He 
looked a thousand questions at me, 
as if doubt tormented him. 

"Oh, it's true," I answered, and 
his face lighted with delight.  

I turned away then, because I 
didn't want the strawberry man to 
see in my eyes that the cowboys and 
Indians I knew were not in the least 
like the godlike creatures he 
dreamed of, that the mythical 
men he revered were exactly as 
numerous as star bees, and truth 
more elusive than either. 

Back in my room I opened the 
small envelope and examined its 
contents-three pieces of white rice 
paper, scrawled all over with red 
ink. I recognized the paper as 
leaves from a book of cigarette 
papers. I couldn 't make anything 
of the scrawled writing. If there were 
words written on the papers, they 
were in no language I had ever seen. 
Some of the words seemed to flow 
into minute, scratched pictures, one 
of which might have been a rooster, 
another a goat. 

But, according to Iri,' reiterated 

instructions, it wasn't a part of my 
task to decipher the markings. I had 
only to chew up the 'papers and 
swallow them. 

- You've gone this far, I told my
self. Why balk now? The papers 
went down more easily than I had 
expected. 

The next part was even simpler. 
I fished two pennies out of my 
change purse. As I slipped them into 
the evelope I saw that the rim of 
one of them was dented, as if 
someone had hit it hard with a 
hammer. I thought briefly that 
I ought to find a newer penny, but 
then decided not to· bother; Iris 
had not stipulated as to the condi
tion of the coins. 

I left Mrs. Allen'fhouse then and 
took a bus to town. From the bus 
terminal I walked eight blocks to 
the river. From the pedestrians' 
walk on the bridge I threw the 
envelope with its two pennies into· 
the mu_ddy water. Afterward I ate 
a good lunch and went to a movie, 
and I felt strangely peaceful. 

I had scarcely returned to my 
turret room when Mrs. Allen called 
me to the telephone. in the down
stairs hallway. 

"Sorry, darling," Hugh said. "I'll 
be late tonight. They've scheduled 
ano_ther jump. You'd better go have 
your dinner without me. I'm not 
sure just what time I'll get back. 
They've got a whole mob of us 
stacked up here at Malfunction 
Junction." 

"Malfunction Junction" was the 
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paratroopers• · wry name for the 
airport . , . 

)t _.was a long evening. I wasn't 
hungry enoughr to go out to eat. 
I drank coffee with Mrs. Allen and 
ate.a candy bar I found in our room. 

I tried to read, but I was unable 
to bring to my reading the same 
quality of attention I usually de· 
vo�ed to it on the, nights Hugh 
jumped. But that fact was, in a 
way, a relief. I hated ever to use 
reading as one uses a drug. 

I sat in my room and tried to 
decide if I was as fearful as I had 
been over past jumps. Yes, but 
with a difference. What was it? 
For one thing, I was able to sit still 
without the anchor of a book. For 
another, I had made 'some kind of 
contact with the future, with to· 
morrpw, by my imitation of an 
act of faith. Unable to believe for 
myself, I was yet able to believe 
that somebody, somewhere (more 
primitive, more gullible) was be
lieving in my stead. 

At ten o'clock, when the tall, 
dark girl from New Jersey knocked 
on my door, I was able to answer 
without any show of fear. How 
many times I'd waited for Hugh, 
terrified that somebody would come 
knocking at the door to t�ll me he 
was dead. 

Seei�g my light, she said, she'd 
come to borrow c_igarettes again. 
She was appealingly shamefaced 
about it, remembering that she'd 
never paid back the first package: 
It took me a few moments to realize 

that she hadn't really come for that 
reason. 

After I'd shared my cigarettes with 
her and invited her to sit down, she 
�dmitted she'd met Mrs . .  Allen 
hovering in the ha! way, and that 
Mrs. Allen had asked her to step in 
and keep me company for a little 
while. 

"My husband's away this evening 
too," the ·girl said. "Isn't this a dull 
hole to be stationed in ?" We talked 
for an hour , and then parted with 
shy friendliness. 

At midnight I was still sitting in 
the lumpy old wing chair, numbly 
waiting for the- sound of Hugh's 
boots on the stairway. 

At 2 :00 A.M., when he opened the 
door, I knew at once that something 
disastrous had happc:ned. Hugh was 
very pale. I remembered thinking 
that he looked exactly as if some
body had dusted his face with 
flour. 

He came to me at once and put 
his head against mine. His hands 
gripped my shoulders so hard I 
wanted to protest, but I didn 't. I 
began to cry very quietly, and for 
a time neither of us spoke. 

Fi�ally Hugh said, "Three of 
them drifted into the river. All 
drowned. Lots of them landed in the 
trees, but none seriously injured. 
Two ·malfunct1ons---one man with 
a streamer hit the ground, still 
flippmg at his lines. We yelled at 
him to pull the chest pack. It was as 
if he couldn't hear us. Was it windy 
here? Very windy over there across 
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the river . - .  ·• I came down by. 
a fence. You know those barbed· 
wire fences they have out in the 
country here? Like military entan· 
glements, almost. There was a jagged 
post . . .  

"Somebody yelled at me. Baby, 
it was close ! What startled me
every body, you know, was yelling 
tonight-was that it sounded like 
you. Whoever it was, some real 
young kid, I guess, he called me · 
by my first name. He saved my life. 
It was a loused-up jump from the 
word go. The pilot must have seen 
what he thought was the ground 
signal-probably some farmer's Ian· 
tern-and he thought he was over 
our drop area. It took hours to 
find everybody. Darling, darling, 
don't cry . . .  " 

Slowly Hugh relaxed enough to 
begin undressing for bed. He talked 
softly, monotonously, though, all 
the time he was unlacing his boots. 

"Look, here and here, at the riser 
burns on my neck . . . And my 
helmet fell down over my · face
separated from the helmet liner. 
Took me forever, it s,eemed, to 
shove it back so I could see any· 
thing. The opening shock was bad 
tonight. I blew two panels. Shook 
one old boy right out of his 
boots . . .  " • 

Hugh pulled off one of his own 
boots, and a penny rolled out. He 
stared at it in disbelief, and then 
slowly pulled off the other boot and 
shook it. �nothe_r penny rolled 
across the floor. 

"Now what stupid · idiot did 
that?" Hugh was spaking with 
anger. "Anybody knows it's danger· 
ous as hell to do silly, superstitious 

, things like that�" 
I picked up the penny nearer to 

me and saw it had a dent, as if 
somebody had hit it hard with a 
hammer . . .  

That was the last j ump Hugh 
made in the States. A week later he 
was shipped out foi Europe. I 
should have been very happy if I'd 
known when I said ·goodbye to 
him that I 'd see him again in two 
years, that he would be the same 
Hugh, a little quieter and older, but 
otherwise untouched. 

I gave up the turret room . to 
friends of the tall dark girl from 
New Jersey. I told Mrs. Allen and 
Iris goodbye and went home to the 
desert to work and wait. 

Mrs. Allen sent me a Christmas 
card that year and enclosed a note 
from lri�. It · read : They is a kfndy· 
garten for faith, too. You ;ust swal· 
lo·ws the good words and casts yo_ur 
bread on the waters: That was all 
I meant to teach you. All that fancy 
stuff was ;ust plumb foolishness, li� 
you said. The strawberry man is my 
daddy. It was me drawed the pictures 
with red ink. It was me and my daddy 
that prayed. Excuse me, but your 
letter don't make any sense to me. I 
never put no pennies in your mister's 
boots. How could I? I thought they 
went in the river. Please answer, 
because them pennies are fretting me. 
Best wishes-from Iris. 
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''"i �EN PABLO PICASSO WENT TO 
'V'o/ live in a small town in 

Provence, he was invited to turn 
his attention to a de-consecrated 
chapel nearby. He proceeded to 
grace the chapel's interior with a 
masterpiece of mural art, and to this 
day the hope of seeing the work and 
perhaps catching a glimpse, of the 
great painter himself a�tracts to the 
town an endless stream of visitors
much to the benefit of the local 
community. 

The mayor of Grenier-en-Haut, 
a neighboring but smaller town 
higher up in the hills, viewed these 
events with a pang of civic envy. 
He was therefore delighted when, 
subsequently, a house in Grenier-en-
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Haut was purchased by none other 
than Louis Tral, possibly the great
est of Picasso's contemporaries. 

There were no de-consecrated 
chapels in Grenier-en-Haut, but it 
chanced that the communal granary 
from which the town derived its 
name had long been disused, and 
this municipal "white elephant," a 
fine specimen of o'.d Proven�al archi
tecture, was ideally· placed · for an 
artist. 

Louis Tral, at this time, was over 
eighty. In the early days of his 
career he- had been one ·of a circle 
of painters who had endured pov
erty and derision but now were 
generally recognized as great artists. 
.To · most of these friends of his 
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youth, fame had come only post
humously; but he himself had sur· 
vived to enjoy it, and he fully appre· 
ciated his good fortune. 

With his creative zest seemingly 
unimpaired by age, he readily ac
cepted the mayor's invitation to 
turn his attention to the granary, 
and in a modest ceremony viewed 
by millions-for the artistic signifi
cance of the event caused it to be 
televised to many countries-he 
was formally presented with the 
keys. 

In London, on the day of the 
ceremony at Grenier-en-Haut, it  
was raining heavily as Henry Ches-_ 
ney hurried home from his work 
in a large building on the -Emoank
ment especially to catch the event 
on television. A bachelor in his 
early thirties, he was a painter in 
his spare time-one of the legion of 
week-end artists-and he particu
larly admired the work of Louis 
Tral. 

Letting himsetf into his flat, 
Henry Chesney at once switched on 
the television. He .was j ust in time. 
As he took off his wet trenchcoat 
and trilby hat, while the rain beat 
dismally on his living-room win
dows, the brilliant sunshine of 
Grenier-en-Haut faded in on the · 
TV screen. Henry had his first view 
of the building already referred to, . 
by flippant artists· of the younger 
school, as '.' Papa Tral's Granary." . 

It made an immediate and deep 
Impression on Henry Chesney. 

With its massive stone walls and · 

roof of weathered tile, the granary 
backed on a rampart-edged -gorge 
beyond which cypress-dotted hill· 
sides fell away steeply to the distant 
gleam· · of the Mediterranean. In 
the dusty area in front of the 
building was gathered a crowd of 
local citizens with a peppering of 
visiting artists, critics, and dilet· 
tantes. From the steps before the 
ponderous, iron-studded doors, 

. above which hung the flag of France, 
the mayor was orating. He bran· 
dished the granary's _archaic keys 

, almost constantly. 
Behind the eloquent mayor stood 

a small group among whom Henry 
Chesney quickly singled out Louis 
Tral. The old artist was short, 
sturdy, gnarled by his early years 
as a laborer in the olive groves and 
vineyards of the Midi. While the 
mayor worked up to his peroration, 
Tral massaged his furrowed, leathery 
face with a strong but wrinkled
hand. He looked at his feet, con· 
templated the sky and now and 
then exchanged an enigmatic glance 
with a _distinguished-looking, silver- 
haired man who stood on his left, 
and a slender, sunbrowned, dark· 
haired girl who stood on his right. 

Henry Chesney, who for years 
had read everything he could lay 
his hands on about Louis Tral, 
guessed the identity of both of the 
artist's companions. The girl, Henry. 
knew, must be Tral' s grand· 
daughter, Victorine, and the silver• 
haired man was undoubtedly Paul 
Sauvagnac, the bold, foresighted 



84 PAPA TRAL' s HARV E S T  

dealer-head of the Sauvagnac Gal
leries in Parir-who almost alone 
had championed Tral and his circle 
of fellow artists in the days when 
they were derided and who for half 
a lifetime had been Tral's business 
representative and closest confidant. 

Henry Chesney felt ne was watch
ing a great moment ih the history of 
art when at last the mayor bestowed 
the keys on Tral. The old artist said 
a few awkward words of thanks and 
would have turned to unlock the 
doors of the granary, but an excited 
interviewer armed with a micro
phone sprang into the breach. 

"Monsieur Tral," babbled the 
interviewer, "have you anything 
to tell our vast unseen audience ;is 
to the project· you have conceived 
for the glorification of this charming 
old buildmg?" 

"Well, it's a granary, is it n'ot?" 
said Tral. He scratched his cheek, a 
twinkle in his fine old eyes. "I 
naturally hope to garner a creditable 
harvest in it." 

"A harvest," beamed the enthu
siastic interviewer, "which will make 
Tral's Granary a rival achievement 
to Picasso's Chapel?�' 
· "A rival achievement?''. Tral re

moved his beret and gave his bris'cle 
of gray hair a rueful rub. "Oh, 
la-la !" pe said. "My old friend 
Picasso-there's only one of him, 
quand meme. Still-" he smiled at 
the interviewer with almost rustic 
simplicity-"! shall do my best here 
for the good of �rt." · · · 

He turned ·to the grai;iary doors 

and inserted one of the massive keys 
in the lock. The mayor, Victorine, 
and Sauvagnac helped him push 
the doors opef!, then stood back. 
For a moment Tral gazed into the 
shadowy interior. It seemed to 
Henry Chesney that the old artist 
visibly braced himself to face what 
well might be the last major chal
lenge of his long career-the chal
lenge of the unadorned walls within. 

Turning then, Tral beckoned to 
the crowd, inviting all to enter; and 
escorted by the mayor and followed 
by Victorine and Sauvagnac, he 
walked in slowly through the door
way and thus took formal' possession 
of Tral's Granary. 

To Henry Chesney i t  seemed an 
unforgettable moment: He drew in 
a deep breath as the scene at 
Grenier-en-Haut faded out. He 
switched off the television· set. The 
London rain still streamed down the 
windows as he looked round his 
room. From floor to ceiling its walls 
were crowded with his own can
vases, framed or on stretchers. 
Frowning, he took 'pipe and pouch 
from the pocket of his neat business 
suit. 

A tall man with a keen, clean
shaven face, gray eyes, and blond, 
wiry hair, he walked slowly round 
the room, filling his pipe, studying 
his work.:.._the worlc 9f a sparetimer, 
a week-end artist. Oi was , there, 
after all, some'thing more in it than 

' that?  
He lighted his pipe, then studied 

his work 'with critical intensity. For 
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a long time now, he had felt he 
was approaching a_ crossroads in his 
life. He was doing well in his profes
sion . It offered him an assured 
future. Yet lie got no deep satisfac
. tion out of it. He wanted to paint. 

But was his work any good? That 
was the question. Nobody had ever 
said a kind word for his pictures, 
let alone bought one. But might 
that not be a good sign rather than 
a bad one ? Hadn't Van Gogh, 
Gauguin, Louis Tral, and many 
others been in the same boat, yet , 
hadn't they let go all oth�r holds 
and plunged for better or worse into 
the stormy seas of paint? What had 
happened inside such men, what 
revelation must have come to them, 
to 111ake them so stubbornly certain 
they were right when the rest of 
the world so angrily insisted they 
were wrong? · . .  

Henry puffed hard at his pipe. 
Rain beat at the windows, but he 
scarcely heard it. Vivid in his mind 
was the challenge of Tral's Gran
ary, sunlit above the rampart-edged 
gorge. 

"How does a man know?" Henry 
muttered. 

He felt that he stood, finally, at 
the crossroads of his life. 

While Henry Chesney stood at• 
his crossroads, Louis Tral, a t  
Grenier-en-Haut, had the workmen 
in. They prepared the granary walls 
for his brush, inserted in the 
ponderous doors a strong wicket 
door with a-modern lock, and in the 

rear wall built tall windows inac
cessible to spies bec�use there the 
gorge dropped sheer from the win
dows for over a thousand feet. 

His preparations completed, Louis 
Tral went to work. He locked him
self into his granary for an average 
of eight hours a day. The fact was 
widely reported, and.curiosity about 
the progress of Teal's mural, stimu
lated by the television inauguration, 
brought to Grenier-en-Haut visitors 
from many lands. Motor coaches 
soon were regularly making the 
steep ascent up from Nice or Cannes. 
The on_ce-neglected little town on 
the heights enjoyed a bonanza, and 
the mayor's admiring fellow citizens 
elected him triumphantly to another 
term of office. 

·But the esthetic satisfaction de
rived by visitors was limited to what 
they could get from gazing on Teal's 
Granary strictly from the outside. 
From the day the great artist started 
work in it, Tral allowed nobody to 
set foot inside except Victorine-and 
Paul Sauvagnac when, from time to 
time, he showed up from his world
wide travels, bringing works of 
Tral's which the old. artist had 
loaned for exhibition in the galle�ies 
of foreign capitals. 

All this was common gossip, and 
Henry Chesney, on a fortnight'! 
tramping anc! painting holiday in 
the hills of Provence, · came to 
Grenier-en-Haut with no expecta· 

. tion whatever of sei;ing the inside 
of Teal's Qranary. Henry came be
cause he was unable - to -stay away. 
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Three long years had passed since he 
had seen the granary on television, 
but it had never ceased to haunt his 
imagination, and on the next to the 
last day of his holiday he came trudg
ing into Grenier-en-Hau t  in the 
hush of a sun-baked noon. 

In spite of his deep tan, dusty 
brogues, paint-smeared shirt and 
slacks, two-week's blond beard, and 
his knapsack, roll of canvases, 
strapped-up easel, and battered 
paint box, he still was only a Sunday 
artist;  he still was awaiting an inner 
revelation to decide his course in 
li&. 

Flatly torpid,- Grenier-en-Haut 
ignored his arrival. There was hardly 
a soul in sight as he trudged down 
the cobbled main street. The side
walk trees cast blurs of shade on the 
dust. From witlun the cafes, cool 
and diin under their awmngs, sound
ed the de�ultory r:lt lle of lunchtime 
cutlery, the drone of voices, the idle 
clicking of billiard balls. 

There was a queer feeling of fat� 
in Henry as he passed through the 
town like a noonday pilgrim and 
followed the rough track, edge<l by 
pines and cactus clumps, which-led 
to the rock ledge overlooking the 
gorge. Then he saw it. Ahead, loom
ing up solid and four-square against 
the ethereal blue vacancy, was 
Tral's Granary. 

A policeman was pacing slowly to 
and fro before the steps that led to 
the ponderous doors. 

Henry paused, conscious of a _sud
den .uneasiness. He wiped the sweat 

from his face with a handkerchief, 
then walked forward to the dus·ty 
area in front of the granary. To the 
left, against the rampart that 
rimmed the gorge, a car with Neth· 
erlands license plates was parked.; 
Near it, a man and a woman sat on 
the rampart with a picnic cloth 
spread between them.· They were 
eating cheese with caraway seeds in 
it and exchanging backchat with a 
little girl who wore flaxen pigtails. 
Evidently their child, she appeared 
to answer to the name of Gretchen 
and was hopscotching about as she 
ate a banana and skylarked with a 
Schkipperkee puppy. 

Except for this family and the 
policeman, there was nobody about ;  
and Henry Chesney, puzzled to ac· 
count for the policeman's presence, 
approached the man courteously. 

"Excuse me," said Henry in ex· 
cellent French. "May I inquire if 
Monsieur Tral is in good heal th ? "  

The policeman stopped pacing. 
"What is your interest, monsieur?"  

"Just that of an interested visi· 
tor," said Henry. "Seeing a police 
officer on duty here, I-well, I 
feared something might be wrong."  

"Wrong?" The policeman seemed 
not to like the idea. He put his 
thumbs in hIS belt, looked Henry 
up and down, and decided, "I will 
see your ide_ntity papers, if you 
please." 

"Certainly," said Henry, and 
handed over his passport. 

'.fhe policeman turned the pages, 
said abruptly, "Tiens!", and gan 
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Henry a keen look. "You are here on 
business, monsieur?" 
· "No, just on holiday," Henry 
said. "I do a little painting myself, 
so I thought I'd like to see Monsieur 
Tral's granary." 

"You are very welcome."  His 
manner now cordial, the policeman . 
returned Henry's passport. "I'm 
glad to tell you that Monsieur Tral 
is in good health-and at w9rk, 
within, this very moment. If I spoke 
sharply . to you, it was because, as 
you will understand, this granary is 
a magnet for sightseers." He glanced 
meaningly toward the Dutch fam
ily. "Many have withdrawn to the 
town for lunch, or you would have 
found quite a crowd- here, all snap
ping their cameras. I am here to 
safeguard Monsieur Tral's privacy 
and keep an eye on visitors. Who 
knows? Some of them may have 
ulterior-motives. We have had an 
epidemic of art robbenes in France 
these past few years." 

"In England,, too," Henry said. 
"Everywhere," agreed the police

man. "The Riviera coast, them be7 
low, has suffered badly. Thieves 
seem particularly attracted by the 
works of masters. One wonders 
about the motive. Often the pic
tures stolen are so well known that 
there would seem to be no hope of 
disposing of them. Yet they vanish ! "  

"In London, " Henry said, "I've 
heard it rumored that such pictures 
find buyers behind the Iron _ Cur
tain."  

"Ttins!" the policeman exclaimed. 

"Monsieur the Mayor· is certainly 
right; then, to insist that Tral's 
Granary, so much in the eye of the 
world, be efficiently guarded day 
and night." His tone changed. "You 
see that little red sports car ap
proachmg along the track from the 
town ?" 

"Yes, " said Henry. 
"Between ourselves," said the 

policeman, "Monsieur T,ral's grand
daughter, Mlle. Victorine, is driving 
it. You would like to catch a glimpse 
of Monsieur Tral, perhaps? Mlle. 
Victorine is coming to fetch him to 
lunch. He will be emerging in a mo
ment now. If you care to stand over 
there by the rampart-" 

"Thank you," said Henry. 
' Moving over to the rampart he  

leaned with "his back against it and 
watched the girl he had seen on tele
vision drive her car into the dusty 
area. She curved the car round, 
stopped, went into reverse. Appar
ently she intended. to back and turn 
the car, bringing it alongside the 
steps so that it would be facing in 
the direction fr9m which she had
come. 

Looking round ov�r her shoulder, 
she sent the car humming backward. 
She failed to see the Schkipperkee. 
It sat down full in her way and 
started scratching · itself. . Henry 
dropped his painting gear, made a 
long-legged leap, and just managed 
to scoop the puppy from under the 
wheels. 

Gretchen started to screech and 
bound up and down, her pigtails 
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flying. Her startled parents fell off 
the rampart-though not 0n the 
gorge side, fortunately-and Vic
torine Tral stopped her car with a 
jerk, jumped out, and taking the 
Schkipperkee from Henry, cradled 
i t  in her arms: 

"No harm done, mademoiselle," 
H�nry said, touched by her concern. 

"Thank you," she said: She looked 
up at him, her brown eyes warm with 
gratitude. "A thousand thanks, 
monsieur !" 

The parents and the policeman 
arrived simultan�ously and there 
broke out around Henry a polyglot 
hubbub of inquiries, assurances, and 
general felicitations; while the wrig: 
gling Schkippcrkce attempted � to 
lick everyone in reach, and Gretchen 
redoubled her bounds and screeches 
-though to no great effect, as none 
of the self-centered adults paid any 
attention to her. 

Nor did they see the wicket door 
in the ponderous portals of the 
granary open and Louis Tral emerge. 
Locking the door carefully after 
him, he stood for a moment survey
ing the commotion, then desc.ended 
the steps and approached the dis
turbance. 

"What's going on here, Victor
-inc?" he said. 

Everybody except the embar
rassed · Henry Chesney hast«ned to 
explain. Tral nodded. In his simple, 
direct· way he took the puppy from 
Victorine, placed it in the arms ef 
Gretchen, and silenced the child by 
giving her pigt�ils a friendly tug. 

"Run along, little blonde · cab
bage," he said. He looked at Henry, 
glanced at Henry's painting gear 
lying in the dust, looked back at 
Henry. "Monsieur, if you have not 
yet taken lunch, perhaps you will do 
us the honor?" 

Henry said, "I-" 
"Good." Teal turned to the po

liceman. "Goubillon, my old, kindly 
put monsieur's things in the car." 

"At your service, messieurs," said 
Goubillon, with a salute that made 
his hand vibrate-and catching 

, Henry's eye he gave him a wink of 
congratulation. 

As for Henry, he could hardly 
believe his luck as, squeezed beside 
Tral in the car, with Victorine at 
the wheel, he rode back in triumph 
to Grenier-en-Haut. 

Turning off the main street, Vic
torine pulled up presently before a 
tall old house with faded blue win
dow shutters. While she went to tell 
someone called Marthe that there 
would - be one extra for lunch, 
Tral conducted Henry hospitably 
through-a dim cool hall to a terrace 
speckled with vine shade at the 
back. Against the · terrace parapet, 
from which gre;it clumps of cactus 
in rust-red and orange flower dan
gled above the gorge; stood a table 
set for lunch with a checkered cloth 
and horn-han·dled cutlery. 

Tral took up a bottle from the 
table. "A small aperitif, Monsieur
Monsieur-" 

"Hcnry' Chesney," said Henry, M 
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he unharnessed himself from his · 
gear and placed it on the flag
stones. 

Victorine reappeared, smiling, and 
Tral said, "Come, my dear-a toast 
to the English artist, Henri Ches
ter." 

"To your quick wits, monsieur," 
said Victorine, raising her glass to 
Henry, " that rescued the little dog 
and-" she ·shuddered-"saved me -
from nightmares."  

"Quite true," said Tral. "Vic- -
torine . has a weakness' for dogs-as 
the English have,, I believe?" 

"I'm not well up on dogs myself," 
Henry said, "though they're used 
sometimes in my profession." 

A woman of housekeeperish ap
pearance, presumably Marthe, came 
out on to the terrace with a tray of 
hors d'oeuvres; and Tral, motioning 
Henry to a chair at the table, asked, 
"You are not, then, an artist by pro
fession, monsieur ?'' 

Henry hesitated. He glanced to
ward his roll of canvases, the fruits of 
his holiday. Already he had re
solved to ask Tral to look at them. 
There was no living painter whose 
opinion would mean more to him. 
Instinctively, he knew that - on 
Tral's verdict would depend the 
course of his future. But this was not. 
the tactful moment to unveil his 
work. Tral was crunchingladishes. 

Henry said, "I pamt as� pastune ., .. � 
"f-lappy man!" .said Tral. 
Henry, who had been about to 

add, "At present," was taken aback, 

and- lie said, instead, "You think so, 
sir?" 

Tral did not answer at once. He 
dipped a radish in salt and looked 
out thoughtfully over the gorge to 
the distant blue gleam of the sea. He 
shrugged. 

"Who. knows?" he said. "A few 
are lucky-like me-like my, old 
friend Picasso down yonder. A few 
of us. But many another, the com
pamons of my youth-names · you 
would know well, Monsieur Chesley 
-what of them? Gone long ago. 
Only their works remain . But I am 
an old man. I remember their lives
and their deaths. H'm? It is the na
ture of the artist to sow-though he 
may not always harvest. Sometimes 
I-" 

"Grandpapa," murmured Victor
in�, with a hint of warning in her 
voice. 

The old man glanced at her as 
though startled. "So," he said. 
"Who knows? Who is to say, Mon
sieur Chesney ? En.fin, a man does as 
he must." He ate his radish. '.'So you 
are .on a painting holiday in these 
hills of ours?" he asked Henry.. 
."Now, . what places have you vis
ited ?'.' 

They still were discussing Henry's 
wandenngs when Marthe brought 
coffee out to the terrace. Wi�h grow
ing tension, Henry knew the mo
_!llent was approaching when he must 
ask Tral -to look at his pictures. He 
cast aoout m his mind for the best 
way to brmg up th� subject. The 
palms of his hands felt moist. _ He 
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swallowed and was about to take the 
plunge when Marthe came out to 
the terrace again .  

. "Monsieur Sauvagnac has ar� 
rived," she announced. 

Tral rose at once, tossing d�wn 
his napkin. Victorine stood up, too, 
and Henry had no option but to do 
the same. 

"You will excuse me, Monsieur 
Cheston ?" T ral said . He shook Hen
ry's hand .warmly. "Come and see us 
again sometime. A great pleasure !" 

He went into the house, and the 
bottom fell out of Henry Chesney's 
world. Victorine obviously was wait
ing for him to go. There was nothing 
he could do except gather his gear. 

He began to do so, but a thought 
came to him, a sudden and irresisti
ble temptation. As he slung his 
knapsatk over his shoulder, he stole 
a glance at Victorine. Her eyes were 
on the shutters, standing ajar, of a 
room along the terrace. Her expres
sion "'.as speculative. Henry picked 
up his strapped-up easel and his 
paintbox. He left the {Oll of can
vases lying where it was, on th� 
flagstones against the angle of the 
parapet. 

He said, "Thank you very much 
for the lunch." 

She looked at him with a quick 
smile. "It is I who have to thank 
you-for saving th,e dog." 

He was in dread that she would . 
notice the roll of canvases, but she 
did not. She walked 'with him 
through the hall to the front door. 
Outside, beside her small car, was 

parked an elegant but dusty conver-
tible-presumably belo�ging to Paul 

Sauvagnac, Tral's man of business, 
who had arrived so inopportunely. 

"Come and see us again some 
time, Monsieur Chesney," said Vic· 
torine, as they shook hands. 

Henry assured her he would. 
He walked off up the street rather 

hurriedly. He half feared that at any 
moment he would hear Victorine's 
voice or Marthe's call after him, 
"Monsieur, you have forgotten 
something !" He was glad to get 
safely round the corner and out of 
earshot .  
' He made for  the cafe on  the main 
street, where he chose a table well 
back in the shade of the awning and 
ordered himself a cognac. He felt 
slightly ashamed of his duplicity in 
leaving the canvases behind, but his 
cause was desperate. He had to be in 
Nice tomorrow, to fly back to Lon· 
don. After liis luck in actually meet· 
ing Tral, it was unthinkable that he 
should return to London without 
Tral's verdict on those canvases-to 
settle once and for all, one way or 
the other, the indecision that 
plagued his life. 

"Damn Sauvagnac !" lie thought. 
Grenier-en-Haut was coming to 

life.  The sidewalks were no longer 
vacant.  The cafe tables began to be 
thronged. He. kept a sharp lookout 
foi Vi�torine's car. She might drive 
her grandfather back to his work -in 
the .granary. Or perhaps Sauvagnac, 
who. also had en tree to the granary, 
mighMake Tral back there . 
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The afternoon wore on, but  Henry 

saw neither car. He wondered what 
was happening at Tral's house. Per: 
haps Tral and Sauvagnac had strolled 
out on to the terrace by now. Per· 
haps they had spotted his roll of 
canvases. An artist and a dealer, 
could they possibly resist taking a 
look at them? Perhaps at this very 
moment they were commenting on 
his work. With the excitement of 
artistic discovery ? Or with shrugs 
and grimaces? If only Henry knew! 

Restless, he looked at his watch. 
It was an hour and a half since he 
had left Tral's house. If he really 
had forgotten his roll of canvases, he 
certainly would have discovered the 
fact by now. He hissed for the 
waiter, paid for his drinks, and 
gathered up his gear again. 

As he trudged back to Tral's 
house, he decided he would ask to 
see Victorine. If necessary, he 
would confide to her how important 
it was to him that Louis Tral should 
look at his work. He had a feeling 
Victorine would be sympathetic. 

But it was Marthe whom he saw. 
The two cars were still standing in 
front of the house; and Marthe 
was coming out as he arrived. She 
carried a milk jug and seemed to �e 
in a hurry. She listened to him with 
impatience. 

, "A roll of canvases, monsieur?" 
she said. "On the terrace? Perhaps 
·you would care to go through' and 
find them. Excusez·moi, I go for 
milk-the dairy closes in a . few 
minutes." 

- Henry walked through the dim 
cool hall, stepped out onto the ter
race. There was nobody there. The 
vine shadows stirred a little over the 
flagstones ; beyond the parapet, the 
wide view quivered with heat. His 
roll of canvases was lying where he 
had left it. 

He walked across and picked i t  up. 
He felt disappointed, reluctant to 
go without seeing anybody after 
all the trouble he h�d gone to in 
order to return here. He supposed 
Victonne must be with her grand
father and Sauvagnac in that room 
with the partly open shutters along 
the terrace. He _ could hear voices 
from the room. -
· "Somerset Maugham?" he heard 

i:ral's voice say angnly. · " Why  
should Monsieur Maugham have 
sold his collection, Paul ?" 

The answering voice was pre· 
sumably Sauvagnac's. ' 'He told a 
newspaper interviewer that he was 
worried by this prolonged epidemic 
of art robberies. And he's not the 
only · one, Louis. There's Miss 
Guggenheim, the American col
lector who lives in Venice-" 

"She would dream of selling? 
Because of the robberies ?" Tral'1 
voice sounde� dis�ayed. "But such 
people as these"are true 'art lovers
collectors of genuine taste and per
ception. They have nothing to fear 
from us. We wouldn't lay a finger 
on their colltctibns." 

Henry Chesney stood quite still. 
He was har�ly aware of his sur
rounding�, only of the voices. 
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Sauvagnac's said, "There_ are the works in your charge, u my 
other fingers besides our�_at work, personal representative, and you 
Louis. Recently, for example, the travel with them to their destina· 
London police recovered nearly half tion, superintend their hanging, and 
a million pounds' worth of stolen so forth. This has been our method 
art, which included ap., early Tral,' for half a lifetime. Heads of well· 
in a Thames-side warehouse. It was • known galleries the world over are 
thought to be awaiting shipment to perfectly familiar with it. " 
behind the Iron Curtain." "Of course, Louis," Sauvagnac's 

"Our man had nothing to do with voice said. "BuJ-" 
this?': "Elsewhere in the particular 

"Of course not. It was the work city," Tral's voice continued, "per
of less s�illful thieves. But, as our haps �n private ownership, perhap! 
man complains to me, Louis, the in the gallery of a Mayfair dealer, 
outcry ab�ut these art robberies is a Fifth Avenue dealer, a Boulevard 
constantly increasing-and the clan· Auguste Reyers dealer, as the case 
ger ,  increases proportionately. "  may be, hangs one-or possibly 

"I . regret," . Tral's voice said, more-of those pictures, not from 
!'the concern caused to such col- my own brush, which I've . listed 
lectors as Monsieur Maugham and as essential to my 'project for turning 
the American �dy in Venice. I Tral's Granary significantly to !he 
didn't foresee this. But we've gone best interests of art." - ·  
too far now to draw back. M y  design Henry Chesney did not move .  He 
is laid out-and far advanced. hardly breathed. A trickle of sweat 
Would you have Tral's Granary a ran down his cheek. 
fiasco, Paul ?" "Good," said Tral's voice. "Our 

"You assured us," another voice man, than-this brilliant thief you 
put in-it was Victorine's, "that knew and recruited to our service-
our man was ti1e most brilliant art steals the required picture or pie
thief alive. The question is, Paul- tures, Paul, and delivers them to 
is he losing his nerve or does he you. Good ! In due course the 
seek a greater return from us for exhibition which includes my own 
'Yhat he is doing?" , · works, on loan, closes. You reframe 
--- "Exactly," said Teal's voice. one or two,of the- works. Under my 
"After all, we have made things easy o:wn canvas. you - place the stolen 
for him. We have worked out the canvas. For half. a lifetime you've 
perfect iystem_-simplicity itself. I · been traveling the world with Trals. 
loan various works of my own- You're a familiar, respected figure 
\\'.Orks I- prefer not to sell-for inclu- to all. port and custom authorities 
sion in exhibitions in-London, New concerned with ,the international 
Yqrk, Brussels, qr wherever. I put · traffic in wo�ks of art;-11 man of 
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distinction and unquestioned in· 
tegrity. Have you ever detected the 
slightest suspicion that during the 
past three years there have been 
occasions when you've brought into 
France, among the Trals you took 
out, one or sometimes even two 
extraneous works-non· Trals, in 
fact?" 

"No," Sauvagnac's voice ad· 
mitted. "I'm not questioning our 
system, Louis. I-" 

"After all, Paul,"  Victorine's 
voice interrupted, "our man him· 
self said that his real problem, as 
a specialist in art robberies, was 
never the actual theft i tself. I t  was 
getting a picture out of the country 
where he'd stolen it-and, still 
more, finding a buyer for a stolen, 
picture �hat was very well known." 

"We've taken- both those prob· 
lems off his shoulders," said Tral's 
voice. "And we pay him well 
enough, mon Dim! Fo� every coup 
he makes for us, I have to instruct 
you to sell a Tral, Paul-to pay our 
man's fee. In all truth, I deplore it 
if the gradual acquisition of the 
pictures I require for my project in 
Tral's Granary. has contributed to 
the worries of such true art con· 
noisseurs as the Englishman, Mon, 
sieur �faugham, or the American 
lady in Venice. But as for these 
rwnors about stolen art works of 
celebrity being spirited behind the 
Iron Curtain, surely this is a red 
herring greatly to our man's advan· 
tage? The works we've acquired are 
perfectly safe in the granary-

which, on the insistence of Monsieur 
the Mayor, is under police guard 
night and day; though nobody but 
our three selves, admittedly, has the 
slightest idea what it is that is being 
guarded ! No, Paul, all things con· 
sidered, I-" 

Henry Chesney, rigid on the ter
race, heard a knock sound on the 
door of the room behind the 
shutters. 

"Entrez," Victorine's voice called. 
Then : "What is it, Marthe?" she 
asked. 

"The English gentleman," said 
Marthe's voice, "your luncheon 
guest-" a tingle of shock passed 
over Henry Chesney-"is , he in 
here? The agent of police Goubillon 
is inquiring for him. " 

"Gou bi lion?" Victorine's voice 
said. "For Monsieur Chesney ? But  
he  left nearly two hours ago, 
Marthe." 

"He returned j ust now, mademoi
se le," Marthe's voice said. "You 
requested cafe·au-lait for Monsieur 
Sauvagnac, you recall. I was hurry· 
ing out to get milk before the dairy 
closed when Monsieur Chesney 
arrived. He had missed a roll of can· 
�ases, thought he had left them on 
the terrace, so I told him to go 
through. I thought I heard his voice 
in here?" 

"No, Marthe," Henry heard Vic
torine say in • strange tone, , "he 
isn't in here." 

And he saw the shutters pushed 
slowly open. Victorine looked out 
onto the terrace, and she saw him, 
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and her brown eyes opened wide. 
.Tral and the silver-haired, distin
guished Sauvagnac appeared, one 
on each, side of her. All three of 
them stood gazing at Henry 
Chesney. 

Tral broke the silence. "Marthe," 
the old man said heavily, "Monsieur 
Chesney is on the terrace. Tell 
Goubillon to come through." 

Henry swallowed with a dry 
throat. He held out the roll of 
canvases. 

"I came back for these;" he said. � 
None of the three answered. 

They went on gazing at him. Foot
steps sounded in the hall. Marthe 
and the policeman cam,e out to the 
terrace . .  

"The English gentleman," said 
Marthe, and withdrew. 

Goubillon saluted Henry smart
ly. "A message for you, monsieur
from Monsieur the Mayor. He 
passed by the granary shortly after 
the imperiling of the little dog. I 
told him of the incident, and he 
said, if I should see you again when 
I came off duty, to give you a mes
sage. As you went to lunch with · 
Monsieur Tral, I thought you 
might still be here .. The messag�. 
monsieur, is : Will you take an 
aperitif with Monsieur the Mayor 
at seven this evening in his parlor 
adjoining, the hotel-de-ville?" 

"That's-very kind of Monsieur 
the Mayor," Henry said mechani-
cally. 

"Not at all, monsieur," said the 
poli�eman. "Monsieur the Mayor 

told me he would be disappointed 
if ne missed meeting a visitor to 
Grenier-en-Haut who was not only 
a lover of art but also, as I noted 
when I examined your passpoF!, 
an officer of the famed Criminal 
Investigation Department of Scot
land Yard." He stepped back a 
pace, smartly. "Seven o'clock, mon
sieur. Merci bien!" 
' He saluted, turned, and marched 
ba�k through the hall. 

Henry looked down at the roll of 
canvases he held. He had made use 
of them to provide himself with 
an excuse for coming back to this 
house. As a result, he had stumbled 
on a discovery-and was now faced 
with a duty. It was plain, ines
capable, and it would make his 
name, lift him many rungs up the 
ladder- of success in his profession. 

Yet a black cloud weighed on his 
spirits. He had to force himself to 
look at the three people standing 
there at the window along the 
terrace. 

They had not moved. The shock 
of realizing that he must h�ve over
heard, followed by the greater shock 
of learning what he was, seemed to 
have paralyzed them. He felt a 
sudden surge of anger. 
' " Why?" he said. "In heaven's 
name, Monsieur Tral-why these 
thefts?" 

The old man did not answer, but 
Victorine, her eyes fixed steadily on 
Henr-y, said; -"Grandpapa, give me 
your keys." She took them from 
him and walked out to the terrace. 
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"Come, Monsieur Chesney," she 
said. "See for yourself." 

As though confident that he 
would follow, she went into the 
hall. Henry hesitated, glancing at 
Tral and Sauvagnac, then abruptly 
walked after Victorine through the 
hall to the front door. She was get· 
ting in to her small red car. He got 
in beside her. 

Neither of them spoke during 
the brief drive to Tral's Granary. 
It stood out four-square a.nd solid 
on ·its rock ledge against the wide 
sky growing tinted and luminous 
with sunset. The Dutch family was • 
gone, but a few sightseers still were 
about. They watched curiously as 
Victorine, to a salute and a smile 
from the policeman on duty, walked . 
quickly up the steps, followed by 
Henry Chesney with his knapsack 
and painting gear, his roll of can· 
vases under his arm. 

Victorine unlocked the wicket 
door, stepped inside, and held the 
door open for Henry to enter. Her 
face was pale under its tan, her lips 
were compressed, her brown eyes 
smoldered. She closed the door with 
a snap of its strong lock. 

"Wait here," she said. "I'll open 
the shutters." 

Deep -twilight filled the granary 
except at the far end wh�re the 
slats of four tall window shutters 
were edged with light. He heard her 
quick footsteps re1=eding, hollowly 
echoing. He set down his things on 
the stone floor. Dimly he made out 
tall trestles, with a plank across 

them, standing against the wall 
to his left. Framed canvases of 
various sizes leaned against the 
trestles. He smelt paint, sizing, 
turpentine. 

The clang of shutter bars echoed 
through the granary. One by one, 
Victorine drew open the shut·ters of 
the high windows overlooking tile 
gorge. The glow of sunset filled 
Tral's Granary. 

Victorine turned, silhouetted 
against the windows. Henry heard 
her clear voice. 

"My grandfather's mural begins 
just to your right, Monsieur·Ches
ney." She came toward him down 
the length of the granary. "As you 
see, it's been painted on the walls 
all around the framed canvases of 
other artists-pictures you will no 
doubt recognize, by men whose 
names will be familiar to you. My 
grandfather was young in a time 
now recognized . to have been a 
great period in modern art. He has 
painted his m_emories of the friends 
of his youth-of their lives, of the 

·circumstances in which he remem-
bers their pai_nting the particular 
works you s� hanging here-of the 
deaths of these friends of his, mon
sieur, and something of the subse- 
_quent history of these works they 
left behind them. He is an old man
with a long memory. Seel Begin 
here. This artist at his easel-you 
will know him, perhaps, from the 
picture which you see he is 
painting?" 

"Yes," Henry murmured. 
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"A poor room in,which he works, 
,is it not, monsieur?" said Victorine. 
"Could any � have less? Ah, 
·but he had ,his ·picture ! See, here ,is 
the actual picture-hanging here, 
framed. A famous picture today, is it 
not? You notice the typewritten 
,card attached to the frame. I typed 
it. It shows the sum for which the 
artist sold this now celebrated work. 
My grandfather clearly remembers 
the transaction. It brought the 
artist enough to buy canvas for 
several more pictures-also a ·pair 
of ,boots he needed desperately. 

"But look, now, at this scene in 
the mural. Here is the same picture 
displayed in a famous London auc
tion establishment. How chic, -the 
ladies and gentlemen, are they not? 
One notes the date of this auction 
from the newspaper headline which 
my grandfather has painted with 
photographic exactitude into the 
scene. Seven years ago, this auction ! 
And younotice the sum mentioned 
in this headline-the great sum, 
the fabulous sum which the picture 
brought at this auction?" 

She looked up challengingly at 
Henry. 

"What would the artist have 
said, Monsieur Chesney-had he 
known?" She shrugged. "He never 
did. He had been dead for many · 
years. We see that from the calendar 
hanging crooked on the .bare wall 
of the room-in this next scene, which 
shows the artist's last hour. Still the 
same room. But he has got less, 
after all ! See, the bed is gone--'the 

.mattress he's lying on is now on the 
floor. Ah, but he still has the boots
rather the worse· for wear, it is true, 
but here ·they stand, in the very 
middle-of the floor." 

.Sh� gripped Henry's wrist. 
"Let us move on, Monsieur 

Cliesney," she said. "There is much 
to see. My grandfather's mural is far 
advanced-the lives of his friends, 
the stories of their pictures. Or, 
rather, of the particular pictures 
which hang in this granary-these 
stolen pictures!" 

Tog�ther, slowly, they moved on 
around the granary filled with the 
sunset. Victorine now was silent. 
Once or twice she glanced up at 
Henry, ·but she said noth:ng. Louis 
Tral's · mural, painted around the 
stolen pictures, spoke for itself. 

At last they reached the trestles 
with the plank across them. 
. "This is as far as grandfather's 

work has gone," said Victorine. 
"This is what he's working on at 
present. He hid hoped to-acquire 
the remaining pictures on his list, 
the pictures whose fates he's fol
lowed for many, many years, during 
the next year or two, and so be able 
to complete his work." 

'.'And then?"· Henry said in a low 
voice. 

"Monsieur," she said, "my grand
father was begged to make · use of 
this granary for the good of art. 
Was· Monsieur the Mayor really 
thinking about the good of art 
when he gave the invitation ? No, 
monsieur! And many of the worldly 
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-people shown in these auction scenes 
-are they motivated by the love of 
art ? Or by other motives, such as the 
acquisition of status symbols, de· 
vices for tax reliefs, means to make 
capital gains? Oh, many other mo· 
tives l And the larger and larger 
sums for which these pic.tures have 
changed hands through the years
does the artist benefit by them? Does 
any descendant or connection of 
his? Does art itself benefit?" 

She waved a hand at the walls of 
Tral's Granary, filled with the glow 
from the tall windows ab9ve the 
gorge. 

"This work, Monsieur Cheney," 
she said. "It is certainly my grand
father's last. It is his manifesto. 
It has been agreed by Monsieur the 
Mayor that Tral's Granary shall 
not be opened or entered by any· 
body, that it shall remain under 
police guard until six months, to the 
day, after my grandfather's death. 
Monsieur, did you by any chance 
see on television the occasion when 
Monsieur the l'vfayor handed my 
grandfather• the keys of this 
granary?" 

"I saw 1t," Henry said. His heart 
thumped. 

"Is it not certain,"  said Victorine, 
"that Monsieur the Mayor will 
arrange for the day he opens Tral's 
Granary to be an even greater occa· 
sion ? Is if not certain that the dis· 
covery of the missing masterpieces 
will make the headlines of every 
newspaper in the world-and so 
launch my grandfather's crusade?" 

"His crusade?" Henry said. 
"The artists who painted these; 

. pictures," said Victorine. "They 
sowed but they did not reap. My 
grandfather has garnered the harvest 
for them, and stored it here in 
Tral's Granary-for the sustenance, 
he hopes, of young artists today and 
in the future. My grandfather has 
set out his hopes in a document 
which will be found here on the day 
the granary 1s op_ened. Quite sim· 
ply, my grandfather desires a tax." 

"A tax?'� Henry exclaimed. 
Victorine's eyes shone. 
"It is only justice," she said. "A 

tax, monsieur!  In all countries ! A 
simple tax, payable every time a 
picture changes hands at auction
a tax to be levied on the difference 
between the sum of the successful 
bid and the sum · proved to have 
been receivi;d by the artist who 
originally created the picture! Tpe 
proceeds of this tax to be used solely 
for the sµpport and encouragement 
of struggling young ai:tists in all 
lands today !" 

Henry Chesney looked at her. 
He looked round at the walls of the 
granary. He looked at his own gear, 
and his roll of canvases, lying on the 

. stone floor, Then slowly he took 
from his pocket a mica-faced case 
containing a blue card and looked 
at the card thoughtfully. 

"What is that, monsieur?" Vic
torine asked, puzzled. 

"An identification card," Henry 
said. "My professional identi.fica· 
tion." 
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"Your profession," ·she saii:1 -slow
Iy. "I-for a ,moment, I had 'for
gotten that." 

He saw the ;,light go out of her 
eyes. And !knew ,now, after all the 
years he ·had -wasted marking time 
at the inescapable crossroads in his 
life, that there really was only one 
way for him. It was no easy \\'.ay, 
as the painted walls showed. But, as 
Louis Tral had said, a man did as 
he must, come what might-and 
as he looked_ at Victorine, Henry 

Chesney -hoped that' he might not, 
after.all, have to walk his way alone. 

He smiled .at her-and tore up his 
identification card. 

Meanwhile, outside ,the tall win
dows, ,the light was fading over the 
gorge. Along the coastline far 
below, the Riviera resorts were 
beginning 'their nightly glitter. In 
front of the iron-studded doors of 
Tral's Granary on the rock ledge, 
the vigilant policeman paced slowly 
to and fro. 
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hy CORNELL Jf'OOLRICH 

SHERMAN 

MANON 

FowLER . 

Cast 

and 

an American Jewel thief 
a petite Pari'simne 
a man in plain ,lothn 

I-lotd porter, train conductor, 
ship's st.eward, passengers, 
purser, First Officer, etc. 

SHERMAN :  She worked in a little 
jewelry store near the Rue -de la 
Paix. I "worked" all Paris, but 
in a different sense of the word. 
Picking up money here and there, 
this way and that-in any way 
except working for it. Working 
is for fools. 

Manon was her name. She was 
brunette and petite, like so many 
French girls. Vivacious and full 
of life, like so many French girls. 
Arid ready to fall in love heart 
and soul, always providing 'the 
right man came her way-like all 
French girls. 

I first met hc:r when I went into 
the little jewelry store to ask 
ab�ut a cigarette case they had 
in the window. J wasn't  interested 
in the case, and I wasn't interested 
in her-I was interested in 
"casing" the place. Jewelry stores 
ue my metier, or as they say it in 
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English, my meat. I came back 
another time, and we talked some 
more about the cigarette case. 
And then another time after 

-that. After a while the cigarette 
case dropped out of it entirely. 
I never did get around to buying 

. it. 
By now she was in love with 

rne, and I was-well, letting �er 
be. I started picking her up ·every 
night, after the store closed. 
We'd buy a bottle of red wine 
and one of those thin loaves of 
bread as long as an umbrella, and 
it was all very boy-and-girlish. 
It was /'amour, la lltt parisienne; 
only, her rival, the jcwelry - ,torc, 
was still way out in front. 

Finally I saw what I wanted. 
I knew that if'I kept calling for 
her long enough I'd sec something 
that would be of spt1eial interest. 
Pearls. Wot just pearls-but' what 

I ' 
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pearls ! I got her to take them out 
of the showcase when her boss 

- wasn't looking. She even held 
them up around her own neck to 
let me see how they looked. I 
handled them a bit myself, just 
enough to get the feel of them. 
My eyes are quick and my fingers 
are smart. · ·If they weren't, I 

might just as well go to work. 
My fingers told me their size and 
shape. my eyes told me their. 
color and how many of them 
there were on the string. That 
was all I needed. 

The dummy �et, the duplicates, 
didn 't have to be an exact imita· 
tion-just as long as they fooled 
you at a quick glance on their· 
way to or from the �-afe where 
they were kept overnight. That 
was enough. A friend of mine 
made the false ones for me. I 
carried them unwrapped in a 
side pocket of my jacket. 1 got 
her to tak_e the origmah out of 
the case for one last ,howmg. I 

must have jarred her elbow clum
sily without realizmg 1t, because 
they dro'pped to the carpet-on 

_ my side of the case. I stooped 
and picked them up for her
after an awkward moment of 
fumbling. She hurriedly put them 

'back inside the case, with a 
nervous glance' at her boss' (!fnce 
door. I walked out ot there with 
an unwrapped stnng of pearls 
still in my pocket, just the way 
I'd come in. But they'd gone up 
in value considerably The dif-

ference was about fifty thousand 
-and ·I don't mean francs I 
·mean dollars. 

And then, while I was w�iting 
for the hotel porter to come up 
and get this big wardrobe trunk 
of mine, so it could be put on the 
boat train and I could get the 
devil out of Paris, but fast, before 
they opened up that safe in the 
little jewelry store next morn· 
ing, someone knocked on the 
door . . .  

SHERMAN:  Entrez. It's about time 
you got here ! I have to make 
the Gare du Nord in less than 
three-quarters of an hour. How 
am 1 going to do it with all that 
traffic out there? (door opens) 
Manon i 

MANON :.. (dangerously quiet at first) 
Bien sur. (then volubly angry) : 
This is a fine thing you do to me, 
yes? I stand there like a fool for 
two hours, waiting. What you 
think I am anyway, that you can 
do this to me? You think I am 
an ingenue, a beginner? That I 

must stand on the street corner 
like a little lost dog, wagging my 
tail for you to come? 

SHERMAN : (stzll not o·ver his dismay) 
How'd you know where to find 
me? 

MANON: (laughmg bitterly) Me, I am 
no fool either when it ·comes to 
men. Two can play the same 
game, no? You come to my door 

· with me many times, no? Maybe 
one time I follow-you back, yes? 
Et voilal )' ou are not going t9 
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throw me o, e r  like . an old glove 
when you have finished with it. 
I t  is not that easy. What is mine 
I keep, whether it is a man or a 
bus ticket. 

SHERMAN: What're you getting so 
excited about ?  Pipe down. 

MANON : Er11d(llm11e11t. No, I should 
1 emam calm, tra11qu1lle. So you 
have to make the Gare du Nord 
m three-quartc1s of an hour. And 
who is she, the one you go away 
with ? Where 1s she, the one who 
takes you from me ? Maybe you 
think I don 't see your trunk 
standing open there m the middle 
of the room i 

Sm::1u,1A=-i :  l t 's too big for the 
closet, that's t he only reason it's 
in the room. · . 

MANo=-i :  (beg11111111g to sob..) Lies ! 
All lies ! You are packing. You 
are go111g away. 

SHERMAN: (t11c;ously) Come rn here 
and shut up ! What're you trying 
to do, rouse the whole hotel ? 
(door slams as he pulls her roughly 
inside; then d,-opping his t101'ce, 
lie tnes to l'Cluon rl'ith her) Now 
listen, ?-.fanon ,  be sensible, will 
you? There's no other girl and 
I 'm not going anywhere. Here, 
take my handkerchief and dry 
your cyes-(she gwes q slight 
scream) What is 1 t?  What  are y'ou 
staring at ? 

1'-fA::-zoN: (drt111J1i;g 1i1 lier breatl,, 
deathly f, 1ghte11ed) On the floor
I see them fall, when you take 
out your handkerchief-

SHrn�r.,N : (as he match:s tl1em up) 

Keep your hands _offl Get away 
from 'em! 

·MANON : No, let me have-I I know 
what they are !  The pearls from 
the stpre ! You have stolen them! 

SHERMAN: Shut up, damn you ! 
Keep your voice down. One more 
peep out of you and-

MANON: (her voice rising tmcontrol
lably) Vo!eur! Miserable! So that 
is why you make love to me
lo steal from my employer ! He 
think I do it !  He blame me! I call 
the police right now! 

Sm:R�1A:--:: Stay away from that 
door! 

MA=-io:--: Let me out of here or I 
scream ! 

Snrn:...P .:-i : All right, you want· 'em 
so bad, here they are-right 
around your neck. Now let's hear 
vou scream. Go ahead. Let's hear 
}'OU .  (sound oj strangle_d coughing, 
then (I muffled imvact, as when a 

· body falls) 
Smm\lA:'.I.':  (slot{lly letting out hi! 

b,eath) Dead. My God, she's 
dead. (bending down, whispering) 
i\lanon. Manon . . . This 1s it, 
all right. If I never 'knew what 
trouble was before, I sure know 
now. No place to put her. The 
closet, under the bed-they'll 
find her in no time after I leave 
and have a pick-up waiting for 
me when the train gets to Le 
Havre . . .  Damn pearls, they've 
cut into her throat so tight ( 

, can' t  get 'em off! (kfi9ck on door) 
PoRTER: (off) Les bagages sont prl,, 

m'sieu? 
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SHERMAN : Pas encore. Attendez un 
tout petit moment. Hold it just one 
second. I'll be right with you, 

PORTER: Mais SI m'steu tJe se depeche 
pas, ii va manquer son tram. 

SHERMAN : No, I'll make the trau;i, 
all right. If it's the last thmg I 
do I'll make the tram. (tn a lower 
vozce, to himself) I've got to
now. (creak, as he swmgs the runk 
open wider; rzppmg sound, as he 
pulls out the thtn lath partztions) 
She'll make it if I fold her legs up. 
Stay up, will you ? (creak, aJ he 
brmgs both halves oj the trunk 
together again; thud, as he forceJ 
them closed; click}, as he fastens the 
hardware) 

SHERMAN : ( opening room door) Come 
in and get the trunk-it's ready 
and waiting. (squeak oj wheels as 
hand truck rolls in; thump as trunk 
is hozsted onto zt) 

PoRTER: Is heavy, no, m'sieu? 
SHERMAN : Js heavy yes, m'sieu. 

(squeak oj wheels gozng out) 
Whe-ewl An ocean voyage for 
two, one on the outside, one �n 
the inside. (doo1 slams shut, as he 
hastily leaves room) 

(Train starter's vozce, o.ff') En voiture! 
(A shrill whistle, then tram wheels 
start to click) 

SHERMAN : It goes in the compart
ment with me, w�ether you like 
it or not ! 

CONDUCTOR : Que/le bettse! ,a ne fe 
permel pas! C'est seulement vqus, 
/es fo/s ame11cams, qut-

SHERMAN : Never mind about the 

crazy Americans. It's in already, 
isn't it?  So if you want it out 
again, you can tackle it by your
self. 

CONDUCTOR : (warningly) You pay 
extra charges for to do 'this, you 
wait and see! Cela va couter ,bien 
cher. 

SHERMAN, All right, so I 'll pay ex
tra charges. Who's arguing about 
that ?  I ' ll even buy an extra 
ticket, if that'll satisfy you. Here, 
take it out of this. 

CONDUCTOR : Bon. (compartment door 
closes, as conductor goes out grum· 
bling; _ trunk gives pn additional 
thump, as Sherman relocates it; 
sound oj a newspaper cracl(lmg, as 
other occupant of compartment p1:ts 
it away) 

FowLER : Watch iny legs, please. 
- SHERMAN: -Watch 'em yourself. 

Slide 'en;i over, that's all you have 
to do. It ain ' t  near you. 

FowLER : l paid for a first-class seat, 
with floor room to go Y.ith it. 
That thmg's supposed to stay out 
in the corridor. In fact, it 's not 
supposed to be in a passenger car 
at all-it's suppo�ed to be up 
front in the baggage car. 

SHERMAN : D'you O\\ O the railway? 
FowLER: What's in it that's so im

portant an)'way ? 
SHERMAN : The Eiffel Tower, of 

course. 
FowLER : And you ain 't kidding, 

only it happens to be fastened 
down-that's the only reason it's 
still there. I had you spotted 
clurty seconds after you showed 
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up in this compartment. I can 
smell one of you gu3/s a mile 
away. 

SHERMAN: And I can smell one of 
you guys two miles away. I had 
you sp6tted forty seconds after I 
showed up in this compartment. 
The extra ten seconds it took me 
was because you had a newspaper 
over your puss. 

FowLER : Let me give you a little 
rundown-see if I'm not right. 
As soon as we clear Le Havre 
you'll drum up a little game-a 
friendly little game for nickels 
and dimes, just to make it inter
esting. The first night you'll lose 
-just a little bit. The second 
night the suckers'II lose-just a 
little bit. That's so they'll come 
back again the third night, to try 
to make it up. But the last niglit 
out, the night before the ship 
docks in New York, that's when 
you'll make your killing. And 
the next morning you'll be mighty 
hard to find-they'll look high 
and low for you, but they won't 
find a trace, not even a s_meJI of 
you. (Long pause, while they size 
each other up) 

SHERMAN : (finally) Wise guy. 
FoWLER: Wise to you anyway, Mr. 

Con Man. 
SHERMAN : And I'm wise to you, 

Mr. Plain�lothes Cop. 

(cabin door opens) 
STEWARD : Yes, but there's another 

gentleman going to share this 
cabin with you . 

SHERMAN: Look, am I going to have 
treuble with you too? First the 
taxi driver on the way to the 
train, then the train c(mductor_on 
the way ·down, and now you. 
This trunk goes right in here 
along with me. And it stays in. 
Oear? Clear! 

STEWARD: Ye�, but that's what 
we've got the hold for, sir. Don't 
you see, if the ship rolls, it's liable 
to injure someone in here, either 
yourself or the other party. 

SHERMAN : Then clear him out of 
here-put him in an�ther cabin. 
I asked for a cabin by myself 
anyway. 

STEWARD : I don't l:iook the cabins, 
sir. They do that at the com
pany's Paris office. 

SHERMAN: All_ right, blow. You 
heard me. It's in and it stays in . 

VorcE : (off, as steward is leaving) 
I'm looking for 42-A. 

STEWARD : (off) Right in there, sir
where you see that door open. 
(footsteps enter, stop short) 

FowLER : What do you know? Small 
world, isn 't it? Looks like we're 

-going te be buddies. 
SHERMAN: Buddies we won't be ! I 

may have to be holed _up in here 
with you, but-

FowLER : You've been in jail before. 
SHERMAN: Now let's get one thing 

straight. I don't have to take any 
gulf from you, cop or no cop. 
We're on the high seas, and you 

- don't have any j urisdiction out 
here. You can't do a blasted thing 
to me. 
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FmVLER: Funny how they always 
know their _rights, these crooks. 

SHERMAN : You got any evidence 
that I've stolen anything? 

FowLER : I will have. Give me time. 
SHERMAN: Either put up or shut up. 

And don't call me a crook until 
you do have 

Fowu�n : Still got it with you, I see. 
SHERMAN : You see real good. 
FowLER: Sure must be smoking-

hot. 
SHERMAN : Yeah. I use it to cook 

hot dogs on. 
FowLER: (thumps his hand against 

trunk) Just wanted to see if you'd 
jump or not. 

SHERMAN :  Quit leaning against it. 
FowLER: What's the matter, can't  I 

rest an dbow while I'm smoking a 
cigarette? 

SHERMAN: Not against my pr9perty. 
FowLER: Y_our problem, is what 

you mean. 

WoMAN : Thank you very much. I 
had that stateroom coming over 
the last time, and tm very fond 
of it. I was very comfortable m 1t. 

PuRSER : I 'll see that your thing� are 
taken up nght after dinner, 
madam. 

WoMAN: Thank· you, you're very 
kind. That's why I always love 
to cross on one of your ships. 

PURSER : Our pleasure, madam. 
SHERMAN: Are you the purser? 
PURSER: Yes sir. What can I do for 

you?-
SHERMAN: I'd like to change my 

stateroom. I'm m 42-A, and- · 

PURSER: I'm sorry, I 'm afraid- I 
ca�' t  do anything for you. There 
isn't a vacant stateroom on the 
ship. We're bookedsolid . 

SHERMAN :  You moved that woman, 
the one j ust ahead of me, didn't 
you ? What about that? 

PURSER : That was different. There 
was a last-minute cancellation 
from Pans, and she' wanted this 
particular stateroom in the first 
place, bu t couldn't get it at the 
time. 

SHERMAN : So what about the one 
she's moving out of?, Why not 
_put me m there? 

PURSER: But you don't·understand, 
sir. S�e . was sharing that with 
another lady: The other lady is 
still staymg in it. 

SHERMAN : You've got it all covered 
up real nice, haven't you ? All 
worked out. Who do you think 
you're kidding? Don ' t  you sup
pose I know he came out here'and 
flashed his badge at you, to make 
sure I couldn't get my stateroom 
changed? 

PuRSER : Flashed his badge? You 
mean the other gentleman in 42-A 
with you ? We don' t  work that 
way on · this ship. With us, it's 
first come, first served. In fact, I 
had no id_ea he was a police officer. 

SHERMAN : You wouldn't have. 
You've got to be-in the know for 
that. 

(door opening, then closing) 
FowLER : Didn't  work, did 1t? 
SHERMAN : What didn' t  work? 
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FoWLER : Trying to switch state· 
rooms. 

SHERMAN : You ought to know, you 
were the one who queered it. 

FowLER : Maybe you give me more 
credit than I deserve. And then 
again maybe you're right. 

SHERMAN : How about getting a lit
tle fresh air in here? 

FowLER: Since when are you a fresh 
air fiend ? 

SHERMAN : Don't have to be a fresh 
air fiend, for Christmas' sake. 
You've got the porthole closed 
up, the fan turned · off-what're 
you afraid of letting a little venti-
lation in here for? (porthole opens, 
fan begins , wl1imng) It's stale in 
here. 

FowLER: Sure it's stale in here. I 
noticed that long ag9. I just � 
wanted to see if you noticed it 
too. 

SHERMAN : Anybody'd notice it. 
FowLER: But would their face turn 

green ? Would it frighten them
the way it does you? 

SHERMAN: (no answer) 
FowLER: Noth ng to say, eh? 

(gong sounds) You sure ; umped 
that time. That's the first call for 
dinner. They carry a gong around 
the deck and take a whack at it 
every so often . Didn't you ever 
hear that before? 

SHERMAN: I wasn't expecting it. 
FowLER: (with fake consideration) I 

know how it is when your nerves 
are all shot . . . May as well 
start getting ready, I guess. 
(drops one shoe) Now we'll play 

tqe usual game. You trying to 
take all the time you can, so 
you'll be sure to outlast me, and 
not leave until after I do. And 
then gulp you,r food and beat it 
back here before I do. All so I 
don't get a crack at your precious 
trunk. 

SHERMAN :  Got it all figured, haven 't 
yeu ? 

FowLER : I haven't got it figured. It 
figures itself. (gong sounds again, 
farther off) Incieentally, it's none 
of my business, but ,sn't  it about 
time you' put on a clean shirt? 

SHERMAN : You said it first. It's none 
of your business. 

FowLER : You haven't changed it 
since you've been Qn' the ship. 
Mean to say that's the only one 
you brought with you? It's start· 
ing to look pretty shabby for a 
first-class dining room:Why don't 
you get a pare one out of your 
trunk? 

SHERMAN : That's it, huh? You 
wish! 

FowLER : Suit yourself. Just to make 
it two out of three times, it's none 
of my business. I don't have to 
sit next to you at the table. 

SHERMAN: (with sudden alertness) 
What's that you've got in your 
hand ? 

FowLER : Bottle of liquid shoe pol
ish. What did you think it wa�, a 
rod ? I always carry this kind 
along with me. If you put 'em 
outskle the door, the stewards 
use that wax kind which makes 
'em sticky as molasses. 
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SHERMAN : Keep ·It away from my 
trunk ! (impact of small bottle fall
ing o fioor and rolling, but without 
breakfng) Now -look what you 
did ! I ought to haul off and hang 
one on you ! All over my shirt !  

FowLER : You were the one who did 
it, not me. You pushed my arm 

- up. (c/1ucklmg) Are you gomg to 
report me to the steward, 1s that 

- what you're ringing the bell for?
SHERMAN : Shut up! Shut up while 

you're still able to ! 
FowLER : Easy enough fixed. Why 

blow your top about it? All you 
got to do is take a clean shirt out 
of your trunk. 

'SHERMAN : So that was the game, 
huh ? Well, watch where it gets 
you r 

STEWARD: (off, behind closed door) 
Did you ring, sir? 

SHERMAN: I'll have my meal in 
here. 

STEWARD: (o}J ) Very good, sir. 
What would you-? 

SHERMAN: (impatiently) Anything at 
all ! 

FowLER : (mockingly) As they say in 
France, bon p,ppetit! (do01 opens, 
closes again, as_ he goes out) 

SHERMAN: (door opens) Back al
ready� Sure di<;ln't take lo'ng to 
eat this time, aid you? Talk 
about me. 

FowLER: I didn't begin yet. I came 
back because I forgot something. 

SHERMAN : Y.ou're a liar. You didn't 
·come back because you forgot 
something. You •came back be-

cause you hoped you'd catch me 
with the trunk open. 

FowLER: You know all the answers. 
SHER:MAN :  You're not very smart, 

though. Wouldn 't I ·lock the door 
to keep you out, if I'm going to 
take a dive into the trunk? 

FowLER: (contemptuously) How long 
would it take me to kick it in? 
(thumps the panel with /us kJ1uckle 
to show how thin it is) \;l,lhat-were 
you doing over there with one 
shoulder halfway out the port
hole? Seasick ? Or measuring it for 
size? Too bad they make 'em so 
small, isn't  it? (pause) Your face 
looks green again-this time even 
with the porthole open. Maybe 
the trunk was the wrong place 
to have the steward set down your 
dinner tray, I wouldn 't like to eat 
off the top of a trunk, myself. 
(temfic dash and clatter as Sher
man, goaded now beyond endur
ance, fiings the tray and everything 
on it at hzm) 

FowLER: (laughing uproariously) 
Shame to waste good food like 
that. 

(sound of six bells striking) 
SHERMAN: (narrating in a halj-whis-
, pered vozce) Six bells. That's sea

time for three o'clock. The state
room is dark We've both been in 
our bunks since midnight, him 
and me. He seems to be asleep. 
I can hear his steady, heavy 
breathing all the w�y over here. 
Of course you can be fuoled that 
way, too, but I don't think he 
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could keep it up that long-three 
hours-if it wasn 't the McCoy. 
Anyway, I've got to take ·the 
chance. It's got to be now or 
never. It can't wait another night. 
The stateroom already has a 
peculiar odor to it-in spite of the 
fan, in spite of the open porthole. 
By tomorrow the steward will 
notice it, if he hasn 't already. 
I'll have to take it-her-out 
through the stateroom door, 
along the passage, up the stairs, 
and to the deck above. And over. 
(groans) And all because the port· 
hole is too small. 

And i t's got to be tonight-the 
longer I think about it, the worse 
it'll be. I'll wrap her in this 
blanket from the bunk. Spread it 
here on the floor first, so it'll be 
ready.  Now the trunk-(tinkfe 
oj keys; then the snap of the trunk 
lock; then a grinding sound as the 
two halves swing apart; Sherman 
makes a gagging - sound; Fowler 
coughs two or .three times in his 
sleep, then ·breathe, regularly again) 

SHERMAN: (in the same half-whis· 
pered voice as he opens corridor 
door softly) I've seen deliverymen, 
when they're delivering carpeting 
or linoleum, carry i.t like this. 
Hold it pointed the long way, in 
the direction. you _ _'.re go1J1g, with 
your grip around the middle. 
She isn't much thicker, at that. 
Now down this passageway . . •  
I've made it this far, but here 
comes the ticklish part. 
(footsteps descending staircase) 

. 
SHERMAN : Somebody coming down! 

· And I 'm cut off-too far from the 
stateroom door to get back in 
time. Caught out here in · the 
open, halfway between. Wait, 
this door here ! (sound of door 
opening swiftly, then shutting again; 
voices fading in)· 

·WOMAN : I love nothing better than 
a good brisk walk around the deck 
at night, but I had no idea it was 
so late. 

MAN : That's the way the time goes 
when the company's agreeable. 

WoMAN : Good heavens, what's 
that ? 

MAN: Must be that door we just 
passed. 

WoMAN: Imagipe leaving doors open 
at this time of night . . .  
-(voices fading off) (door opening 
stealthily, then Sherman's footsteps 
continuing cautiously down tM 
passage) 

SHERMAN : Now the stairs. Just this 
one last stretch, and I 'm in the 
clear. (another door opens, then the 
rhythmic sound of the sea) Deck 
dark, not a soul around. Just set 
her down in this deck chair a 
minute, so , I  can get my breath 
back. 
(footsteps on deck) 

FowLER:  So the trunk finally gave 
up its secret ? (Sherman utters a 
startled, high-pitched exclamation 
almost like a woman's scream) 
Yeah, right behind yoti every step 
of the way. But you didn't look 
back enough, you kept looking 

- ahead too much. , (chuckles) All 
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, that trip for nothing. Now, stand 
clear and let's take a look at what· 
ever you've piied up on that deck 

- chair. I couldn't make out what 
1t was in the dark down there 
when you first took it out, and 

· I wanted to give you plenty of 
rope to hang yourself-

SHERMAN : (almost whimpering) 
No-o! No-o! 

FowLER: (savagely) Stand clear, I 
said! I've got a gun here that 
warns you to do what I tell you. 

SHERMAN : You better not look in 
that blanket. 

FowLER: Yoti bet your sweet life 
you'd like me not to, wouldn't  
you? But this is the pa'yoff right 
here and now. The old payola. 
The end of the line 

SHERMAN: (narrating) He had to 
part the blanket with one hand, 
so he could hold the gun on me 
with the other. He did 1t at the 
top. He must have been looking 
right square at her face-or what 
had been her face. He gave a 
jolt, then a whinny of fright, like 
a rearing horse when 1t sees a 
Jack o' Lantern on Halloween. 
The gun went way off center. I 
gave him a right into the side of  
his head that sent him skittering 
across the deck and up against 
the rail. The tilt -of the ship 
helped too. I dove low for his legs 
in a flying tackle, just heav�d 
them up and over. The gun went 
off straight into the sky abov� 
(crack of a revolver) and he went 

down the other way, with a death 
cry that the wind stretched out 
like the tail of a kite.' 
(long-drawn s_cream, fading) 

But i t  was too late to go back 
and get her. I couldn't get there 
in time. The long row of lights in 
the deck ceiling flashed on,' as far 
as the eye could reach, and people 

· came crowding out of the lounge 
door. The First Officer, and a 
couple of members of the crew, 
and a lot of passengers nght be
hind them. They spotted me· 
right away. I just stood there
there was no place for me to go, 
anyway. Only over, after him. 
Too many lights, too many people 
'all around me, and all at once. 
I'd lost the game. In the last two 
minutes of it. Well, many a game 
is lost in its last two minutes. 
(hubbub oj voices) 

Then a woman passenger came 
up, the one who had passed me 
in the passageway a few minutes 
before. She was half hysterical, 
and a stewardess had to help hold 
her up. 

WOMAN : I saw the body go by my 
porthole as it fell ! It went right 
by, almost close enough to touch. 
It was dark out there, but I had 
the lights on, and the light struck 
it for a moment as it went by. 

FIRST OFFICER : Could you tell who . 
f . 1t was. 

Wo¥AN : (shuddering) No! Oh, nol 
FIRST OFFICER: Check on his room

m�te. If he doesn't turn up, that's 
who it was. \ 
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SHERMAN: (narrating again) He went 
over and took a look at what was 
on the deck chair .. When he came 
back, his face was white. He said-

FrnsT· OFFICER: I've been sailing 
the seas twenty-seven years, and 
this is about the worst I 've ever
stay down at the ·other end of the 
deck, you people. Bring some can
vas, you two, and remove-what 
you see over there on that chair. 
(to Sherman, zn a lowered vozce) 
Who was she? -

SHERMAN : Someone I killed back in 

Paris. 
FrnsT _9FFICER: You brought her 

with you all this way? 
SHERMAN : I had to. I was stuck with 

her. This cop fastened on me, 
and I couldn't shake him. He was 
even down there in the stat�room 
with me the last three da-ys.-

FmsT OFFICER: Cop? What cop? 
SHERMAN: The one I j ust tossed 

over. 
FmsT OFFICER: That was no cop. 

That guy was wanted by the cops 
himself. He was a blackmailer. 
His specialty was impersonating 
cops, and shaking people down on 
ships and trains whenever he 

caught on to something they had 
to hide. It wasn't you we were 
after, when we came out on the 
double just now- it was him. 
We'd found the stateroom empty 
a moment before. The radio oper
ator had just received a message 
asking us to put him under ar_test 
and hold him until-the ship gets in 
to New-York. 

If you'd have waited just ten 
minutes more, just sat tight and 
been patient ten minutes more, 
we'd have taken �im off your 
neck. You wouldn't have had to 
commit the second murder, and 
probably , the first one would 
never have been found out. Hqld 
out your hands. 
(click oj handcuffs) 

This way. Come with us. And 
don't give any trouble. 
(footsteps moving ·away along decli) 

SHERMAN: Well, that's it-the story 
of me and my wardrobe trunk. 
One thing's for sure : no matter 
how many murders they hook 
you for, you can only die for 
one of them. But one is e_nough, 
isn 't it?  In fact, one is one too 
many • • •  



Do you believe in ghosts? Of course not! In this ultra-scientt]ic day? 
Rzdiculousl Just a superstztzon Jeji over fro_m the dark ages. Then you 
really have nothing to be afrazd of • • .  have you? 

G H O S T  IN T H E  H O U S E  

by GEORGE SUMNER ALBEE 
. , 

W
ANT A BEER, DARLING?" 
asked Henry Decke,, home 

from the office at 5 :30, now com
fortable in slacks and a p�le-blue 
_1X>lo shirt. "Or a martmi?" 

' '.A martini," said Deborah firmly. 
"Henry, I don't know how to tell 
you this-but there was a ghosf in 
the house this afternoon !" 

Henry stirred the cocktails in 
the monogrammed pitcher she had 
bought for their fourth anmversary, 
and_ they went out on to the screened 
porch that overlooked their small 
but tnm back yard. 

"That darned grass is four inches 
tall," observed Henry. "I'd swear 
I mowed it only a couple of days 
ago. Tell me about your ghost." 

" It isn't a bit funny. It scared 
me out of my wits," said Deborah 
from her alummum chaise. She 
smoothed her candy-striped summer 
skirt. "I tp.ought I heard someone 
in the living room, so I went rn, and 
there it was." 

"In . broad daylight?" 
"Broad daylight. It was a pudgy 

little man, about forty, in a choco
late-brown suit with a pin stnpe, 
a tan shirt, and a dark red tie. His 
shoes looked as if they'd just been 

polished. He had a brown hat with 
a narrow brim, shoved back on his 
head, and there was perspiration 
on his upper lip." 

"I never knew that ghosts per� 
spired," said Henry, with a chuckle. 
"Who was it?" 

"I'm not joking !" 
"Qh, come on, darling. But how 

did he get in? I told you to always 
keep the front door locked." 

"I don't know how he got in. 
He was twirling .a key around one 
finger, on one of those chains made 
of tiny silver balls-I suppose he 
got in with that. He took out a note
book and began to make notes m 
it, and I said, 'I , beg your pardon,' 
and he paid no attention to me. 
I asked him who he was, but he 
j ust went · on writing, and then he 
started down the hall to the bed
rooms. 'Hey, where do you think 
you're gomg?' I said · to him. 
And then"-Deborah faltered-"! 
reached out to take hold of his arm, 
and my-my hand went nght 
through hil_Il." 

1 10 

"You're serious, aren't you?" 
Surprised, Henry put down his 
cocktail glass on the yellow plastic 
top of the . alummum porch table. 
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"You must ha,:e a fever. Maybe you 
have this one-day virus everybody 
is catching." 

"I took my temperature, and I 
feel fine," Deborah said impatiently. 
"But there was a ghost in the house 
this afternoon, at exactly twenty 
minutes past three. I saw him just 
as plamly as I see you right now." 

"I can see you're upset, and I 
don't  blame you a bit," �id Henry. 
"All right, the thing to do is to look 
at it  sC1ent1fically. First, " e  have to 
assume 1t was a real man. He could 
have been any number o1 things
an appraiser, an inspector from the 
Fire Department who got the wrong 
address and happened to have a 
passkey that opened our door. Those 
guys do have passkeys, you know. 
He didn't hear you because he was 
so wrapped up in what he was 
doing. Or maybe he was sent out to 
repossess somebody's furniture, and 
he thought you were the owner and 
was trying to get in and out of t�e 
house without having you scratch 
his face with vour nails or throw a -
vase at him. That would explain his 
pretendmg not to listen to you." 

"It doesn't explam my hand going 
through him. You don' t understand. 
I stuck my arm in front  of him
as if it were a fence, or a gate-and 
he walked straight through it. 
My hand ·went ·in at his chest and 
came out through his back as if 
he were a soap bubble." 

"You were excited and upset, 
darling, so it 1ust seemed that way 
to you," Henry reassured her. "It 

was a hallucination, Deb. Even 
normal, healthy people have hallu
cinations sometimes. I must have 
told you about' the time I thought 
the barn was following me, that tlffic 
I drove nonstop to Florida. I t  
was so real I could see the cracks 
between the boards, and a sign on 
it advertising a baking powder." 

"My hallucination smelled of 
talcum powder and bay rum," said 
Deborah, unconvinced. "From a 
barber shop. And he was chewing 
gum. Anything that real, I'd as 
soon call a ghost and be done with. 
i t !"  

Henry· laughed. "Okay, so WC 

have a ghost m the house," he said. 
"He didn't do anything to !mrt you, 
did he? He didn't even say 'boo' ? 
Let's have a drink to him." 

Deborah lifted a forefinger. 
"Shhh-" 

"What?" 
"There's somebody in the living 

room right now. I hear voices." 
"I don' t ." 
She was pale. "He's back ! My 

God, Henry, he's back!" 
"Nonsense. You sit �ere, and I'll 

go see." 
"I'm coming with you." 
With Henry leadmg they sped 

silently along the hall to the Jiving 
room. Just inside the front door; 
which was open, stood three people 
-the man in the chocolate-brown 
suit, precisely as Debora_h had de
scribed him, and a younger man 
with extraordinarily dark, heavy 
eyebrows and a girl of twenty or so 
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in a green silk maternity blouse and 
white sandals. 

"This is the one I think you 
should take," th-e pudgy little man 
was saying. "Two bedrooms. An 
all-electric kitchen. The · price is 
twenty-three-five, but the bank has _ 
taken it over. Give me a good down 
payment and l . think r can get it 
for you for twenty-two."  

"Look here, folks," Henry broke 
in, "I think there's been some mis-
take-" 

The three paid not the slightest 
attention to him. 

"What about the furniture?" 
asked the young wife. "It's lo,•ely. 
Wall-to-wall carpet, too.'' -

"That's the spcci:il induct:ment 
I mentioned;'' said the pudgy real
estate man. "It's all paid for, · but 
used furmture doesn't bring much 
at an auction, which is the way the 
bank would have to sell it. You folks 
tack on a thousand-makmg the 
total price an even twenty-three
and I'm sure you can have the 
furniture. It will represent a big 
savmg for you." 

"Listen," said_ Henry, raising his 
voice as he grew angry, . "I don't 
know whose house you think you're 
in, but this place is not for sale." -

With an exclamation, Deborah 
turned and ran back down the hall. 
The door of the rear' porch slammed. 
Henry hesitated, then decided he 
could deal with the intruders later
Deborah's fright was more impor
tant, for the moment. He followed 
her, calling her name. 

"I'm out here, dear," she an· 
swered. She was standing on the 
lawn, close to a panel of plastic 
screen, where a trumpet vine hid her 
from the house. "Oh, I 'm so fright-
ened-" 

"It's all right," Henry reassured 
her. "There's nothmg to be afraid 
of. I t  just came to me. You know 
what?  They're deaf. That's what 
1t is-all three of them are deaf." 

"But they're talking to each 
other. " 

"Deaf people talk to each other. 
They're reading each other's lips." 

"But they saw us ! We wc1c right 
10 the same room with them !" 

"No, we really weren't. We were 
at the front end of the hall, and it's 
dark there. Their eyes were still 

. dazzled from the sunshine outside. 
They simply didn't see us." 

"They're ghosts. I tell 5·ou they 
are. " 

He kissed her. "Ghosts don't sell 
real estate, sweetheart. They don't 
wear maternity dresses, either-not 
any ghosts I ever heard of! You 
stay here now, and I 'll go in and get 
rid of them." 

"Don't leave me !" cried Deborah 
in terror-. "I-I haven't told you, 
but I've felt strange for days. Oh, 
darling, I'm afraid I'm losing my 
mind ! "  

"Then I'm losing mine too," 
said Henry comfortmgly, "because 
I saw your ghosts and they didn't 
scare me a bit. Deb, you know per
fectly well there's no such thmg as 
a ghost." 
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"I'm commg back in�ide with 
you." 

"l wish you wouldn't." 
"Please-" 
They found the three strangers, 

evidently after a tour of the two 
bedrooms, in the kitchen. The hus
band was agreemg that the house 
was a bargain, furnished, and saying 
he could pay five thousand dollars 
down m cash. 

"Tlus house belongs to me," said 
Henry. He raised his voice to a 
shout. "This house is not for sale )" 

"I'm sure that will be satisfac
tory," said the real-estate _ man to 
the husband, "and since you're 
dealmg with the bank that holds 
the mortgage, it'll be a · simple 
matter to transfer the papers." 

The young wife was so happy to 
know the house was hers that she 

pirouetted out of th_e kitchen 4tto 
the living room, and on through the 
living room to the front door. Smil
ing, the two men followed her. 

Jaw thrust out, Henry went after 
them doggedly. J::le caught up with 
the realtor· just as, key in hand, the 
pudgy-man- stepped out onto the 
red brick stoop and· turned to lock 
the door. "I've had about enough of 
dus. Now you listen to me,". Henry 
said, and put his hand heavily on 
the man's brown worsted shoulder. 

It sliced right through. 
"The young couple that had this 

place would be glad to know you 
like it so much," the real-estate 
man was saying. "They were just  
about your age. I t  was a terrible 
thmg. A trailer truck sideswiped 
their car on the throughway. They 
never knew what hit them." 
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1963 was the year of 'the spy novel, the year of intrigue and assassination 
in fiction and in terrible fact, the year when Ian Fleming gained thousands 
of new readers (with one of his weakest novels) and lost (may he rest in 
peace) one old one, the year of a renewed outcry against violence in enter
tainment, as if a world of violent terror would turn idyllic if only writers 
would pretend it wasn't there ... 

The book year started well, with a model of the police-procedural novel 
on the first publishing day of the year:  

GIDEON'S RIDE, &y J.  J.  Marric (Harper & Row, $3.50) 

followed in sho_rt order by a brilliant book of criniinous stories : 
PllACTISI TO DECIIVI, &y George 8rad1haw (Harcourt, Brace & World, $3.95) 

and the ultimate definitive bibliography of 
SHHLOCK HOLMES, &y Edgar W. Smith (Baker Street Irregulars, $5) 

February brought the most distinguished work of a noted critic-novelist 
and a grand comedic change of pace hy an old master: 

THI EXPENDAILE MAN, &y Doroth y a. Hughe1 (Random, $3.95) 
THE LIGHT OF DAY, &y Eric Am&ler (Knopf, $3.95) 

plus an admirable new version of a classic trial and the first book appearance 
of important fact-crime essays from 190 1 :  

OSCAR WILDE, &y H. Montgomery Hyde (Penguin 1857, 85¢) 
STRANGE STUDIES FROM LIFI, &y A. Conan Doyle (Candlchght, $3) 

March introduced a faultless fiction-from-fact and the first of the year's 
many strong debuts from abroad : 

THE MASSINGHAM AFFAIR, &y Ed.ward Grierson (Doublcda)', $3.95) 
LOVE IN AMSTERDAM, &y N�co/a1 FrHling (Harper � Row, $3.50) 

along with the first of the year's anthologies, all excellent: 
ILLEIY QUEEN'S ANTHOLOGY1 1 963 MID-YEAI IDITION (Davis, $1) 
ELLERY QUEEN'S 1 964 ANTHOLOGY (Davis, $1) 
ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MIX • , • 1 1 1  (Random, $'1.95) 

In April, two, of crime's most witching women cast their latest spells, 
aad the greatest of detectives received a witty and stylish trib"-1te : 

A LITTLE LESS THAN KIND, &y Charlotte Arm1trong (Coward-McCann, $3.95) 
lHE TROUILE MAKHS, &y Cella Fremlln (l

1
1pprncott, $3.50) 

?HI SHHLOCK H OLMES COMPANION, by Mlcl1nl & Molli• Hardwiclc 
· (Doubleday, $i.95) 

I l l  



and with the bright foolishness of spring came the perfect parody oo 
1963's preoccupation with spy novels: 

ALLIGATOR, by ,.n fl•m•n9 [M/cl111el K. Frltli & d,rldephr •. �] 
(Vanitas VH02, so,!,) 

English writers dominated May, with a strong formal detective story, a 
scudy "in the mqods of love and death, and a fine fresh novelty : 

MURDEI A LA MODI!, by "otr/cla Moyes (Holt, Rinehart & Winston, $3� 
DEAD Of SUMMi!R, by Mary Kelly (M,ll-Morrow, $3.95) 
IT'S DIFFERENT AIIOAD, by Henry Colvin (Harper & Row, $3.50) 

and August brought another remarkable new foreigner : 
aLACK SISTO, by Dagmar Edqvlat (Crime, Club, $3 95) 

With the fall arrived the best of the year's intrigue-thrillers and two 
perfect specimens of the simon-pure detective baffler: 

THE MOST DANGH OUS GAM!, by Govin Lyall (Scribner's, $3.95) 
THI! MIHOR CRACK'D, by A9atfia Christle (Dodd, Mead, $3.75) 
THE l"�YliR ON THI! OTHl!R SIDI, by Ellery QuHn (Random, $3.95) 

October produced the year's best non-Queen anthology : 
ALFHD HITCHCOCK l"HSENTS STORIIS MY MOTHiR NIVU TOLD Ml 

(Random, $5,9') 
and 1 963's two outstanding American first novels : 

PLOHNTINI FINISH, by Cornelius H/rsd,berg (Harper & Row, $3.95) 
THI Nl!0N HAYSTACK, by Jame, Michael Ullman (Simon & Schwter, $3.50) 

November was an unusually rich month, with the year's leaders in short 
stories, in fact-crime, in imp0rts, and in crime-cri�ique : 

THE MIN WHO U.PLAINl!D r,111l�CLES, by John D/cbon Carr (Harper, $3.50) 
OSCAR SLATU, by "•t•r Hunt (Collier AS500, 95¢) 
TM£ 1 0:30 FllOM MARSEILLIS, by Sebastien Japrlsot (Cnme Club, $3.50) 
DOWN THliSE MIAN STll!liTS A MAN MUST GO: RAYMOND CHANDLD'I 

KNIGHT, by Philip Durham (U. North Carolina, $5) 

along with a nobly absurd reduction of the intrigue-melodrama and a lesson 
m the application of detective techniques to·the straight novel : 

THI ASSASSINATION BUREAU, LTD., by Jade london, completed l,y •obert 
, 

· 
t. fi•I, (McGraw-H,11, $4.50) 

THE LAST TUSILIANS, by J. I. M. Stowart ( "Michael Innes"( (Norton, $4.50) 

Even normally dull December greeted us with a strong procedural novel 
and a joyous volume of EQMM stories: 

THE GRUDGE, by Serl 0. Doloros Hitchen, .(Crime Club, $3.50) 
PEOPLI! VS. WITHUS & MAL0NI, by Stuart "aimer & Craig •ice 

(Simon & Schuster, $3.51)) 

It was the year of intrigue and violence and irony. Tack London's brilliant 
try at making political assassination comic was published on November 25, 
the day that-we all watched a veiled woman walk in tragedy. 
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COMI\IENTS: A quiet lit�le tale-oh, how quiet/ 0 
"' But you will_ feel the characters, you ._ 
- will know Elame and George-as iJ 
1111 you've known them all your life . • .  

G
EORGE HAD REMEMBERED IT WAS 

his wedding anniversary even 
before she called at five minutes of 
five to remind him, ever so subtle
ly, that this evening was something 
special, and would he please pick UP. 
her beige suit . a t  the cleaners· and 
some: vanilla ice cream. It was her 
third call of the day, and the con
versation ended with a refrain that 
was \�1thout variation. 

"You love me, hon ?" she cooed. 
''.Yes, " he ans\vered 10 a low 

voice, knowing she would challenge 
t�is simple confirmation, insist on 
uncompromising surrender. 

"Yes?" she pursued. "Yes, what?" 
"Yes, I do,"  he said, not ready,  

just yet, for the inevitable capitu
lation. 

"Georgie," she coaxed, "you do 
what?" 

Then he whisp�red it, trapped 
finally by the guile of her insistent 
catechism. "I love you." 

Across , the desk, Miss Patterson 
• scanned her sho�thand _ notes, 
frowned at a broken fingernail, and 
tned, unsuccessfully, not to listen. 

George had not been able, in 
three years of marriage, to dis
courage Elaine's_ twice-daily calls 
to the office He: had broached the 
subj ect one evening, months ago, 
d'uring a television commercial. But 
the minute the words left his mouth 
he knew he was going to be sorry 
. for them. She had stopped humming 
the breakfast food commercial and 
had lifted her head from his shoul

. der. Although her eyes brimmed 
with tears, she: made it at once 
evident, by the manner in which 
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she lifted her chin, that she wasn't 
going to make an issue over a little 
thing like that. -

But later, when he had got into 
bed and touched her cheek with his 
lips, she turned silently away. 
"Good_ night," he said. The words 
hung in the air-empty, unan
swered. H1s· head tensed against the 
pillow; he would not be able to 
sleep. He heard the single half hour 
chime of the clock and then the soft, 
regular sound of her breathing. 

"Elaine," he whispered in the 
night. But there was no answer. 
Without having nsen to the occasion 
of a scene, she had, it seemed to 
him, won a total victory. 

Contrite, he had called lier from 
the office the next morning. She 
was petulant at first, until, resigned 
in his defeat, he suggested that if she 
weren' t  busy in the afternoon ,  she 
might give him a ring. 

This apologetic remark had been 
the license for which she had 
waited. The phone calls �·ere imme
diately resumed-one at mid-morn· 
ing, the other after lunch. But  the 
time when he had looked forward to 
them was p�t. Her ability to cull 
naive adventure from the purchase 
of four lamb chops or the use of a 
new detergent ha_d dissipated all the 
original charm . . 

Anniversary or not, today had 
got off to a bad start. Miss Patterson, 
who liked the inevitable to occur on 
schedule, had made it a- practice 
to take her morning coffee break at 
1 0 :30 sharp, the establishl!d time of 

Elaine's first call. But she had DO 

sooner stepped out the door than 
Mr. Boyle entered. It was an unex
pected visit ;  junior partners were 
ordinarily summoned to Mr. Boyle's 
office on the floor above. 

"George," he said, "I've just 
gone over the draft of your report. 
If your -projections are one hun
dred per cent correct, we're in a 
great . . .  " The phone rang. " . . .  
bargaining position." At  the second 
ring he nodded toward the phone. 
"Answer it, George." 

At the first sound he pressed the 
receiver closer to his ear. 

"Georgie?"  
How could she take an ordinary 

name like George and make it come 
out Joe-jee? There had been a time 
when the sound of his name, more 
pouted th;m spoken, had exacted an 
indefinable sensation of pleasure. 
When, he wondered, at what exact 
moment had the same sound begun 
to irritate him? 

"Yes," he said, keeping his voice 
flat and businesslike. 

"Swcetie-iover, I j ust wanted to 
tell you that while you're sitting in 
that nice, air-conditioned office, I 've 
been to\ling hke a slave. I've cleaned 
the pantry and put fresh paper on 
the shelv·es, and now I've started on 
the living room. Talk about heat in 
the city, you ought to be out here ! 

( Mr. McHugh was by and fixed the 
fan. I just tote it around with me, 
from room to room. And while he 
was here . . .  oh, that's going to be 
a surprise. No, I'm not goi_ng to 
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mention ii: !  Never mind now ---=-" 
Suddenly her voice dropped, con

spiratorially. "Miss Lady, please !"  
she whispered to the cocker spaniel 
he had given her \l year ago. "You 
know your daddy doesn't allo� you 
in his chair. You'll get hair all over 
it and I j ust finished-" 

"Yes," he broke in, "certainly." 
"Georgie," she cried, "are you 

terribly bu�y, or something ? Is 
mean old bossman standing over 
you ?" 

He felt the color rising above his 
neck. "Y cs," he said. 

"Well, then, I'll call you after 
lunch,"  she bubbled, and he eased 
the receiver onto its cradle. 

"The little bnde, I 'll bet," Mr. 
Boyle said. "You can always tell. 
Brmg her in for lunch some day, 
George. Like to see her again ."  He 
paused and picked up the report. 
"Well, first things fi!_st. Let's polish 
it a bit and tighten up your conclu
sion. That's where the directors will 
sit up and take notice. See 1f you 
·can have it ready for another run-
through at four o'clock." 

When the afternoon phone call 
came, Miss Patterson glanced at her 
watc�. 3 :30. "We've still got four 
pages to go," she said tentatively. 

George waited until she had 
closed the door, then picked up the 
phone. He immediately told Elaine 
that he had eaten a light lunch. 
Since it was her daily custom to 
inquire, he volun teered the infor
mation at once. She had to plan for 

dinner, she remindea him" from time 
to time, and she didn't want to 
duplicate. M_any a marriage had 
"gone on th·e rocks," she had read 
somewhere, from just that sort of 
thing. 

". . . and no dessert," he said, 
pleased with the ease of his lying. 

"You 'II be starved by dinner," she 
cried. "Guess what we're having?" 

"Can't imagine," he said, pencil
ing in a comma that Miss Patterson 
had omitted on page nine. 

"Steak !" she breathed into the 
phone, as though suddenly inspired. 
"And mashed potatoes, baby limas, 
and sliced tomatoes. And guess what 
we're having for dessert?" 

He waited, and her voice thrilled 
in a far{fare. "Apple pie with ice 
cream." 

"Sounds fine," he said, under
lining a sentence on page ten. 

"I just hope you realize why I 
wen� to all this trouble. I promised 
myself I wouldn't tease you-but 
you do know, don't you ?" 

Hearing the door open, he swung 
around m his chair. "Mr. Boyle," 
Miss Patterson warned. "He_ just 
got off the elevator." 

"Oh, no," George said into the 
phone. Another few minutes and 
the report would have been fi'nished. 
If only she hadn't called, just this 
once. "Got to hang up," he said 
brusquely. "Meeting. See you at . " 
SIX. 

Mr. Boyle �pened ' the door. 
"Ready, George ?" 

"Just the last two pages," George 
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said. Wfhey still need a little polish
ing. I'll have it on your desk in fif
teen minutes." 

"You've got exactly eight. I'm 
making that plane for Chicago, or 
else." He pulled his head out the 
door and was gone. 

"Another few minutes," George 
said aloud to the closed door. 
'1'hat's all I needed . ., 

At five minutes to five the phone 
rang. "It's your wife," Miss Patter
son said, unable to control the fact 
that this third and unscheduled call 
had caught her completely off 
guard. 

"Georgie? Hon, you do know 
what today IS, don't you ?" 

"Yes," he said, "I know." 
.. There ! I knew you knew. Hon, 

you won't forget to pick up my 
beige suit at  the cleaners? And the 
ice cream?" 

The fact that he did not really 
like ice cream-just as he was not 
particularly fond of apple pie-had 
never made any impression on 
Elaine. Once, on a dinner date, he 
had remarked that he thought the 
Great American Dessert was a little 
overrated. "You're teasing," she had 
laughed, "all men like apple pie." 
After that it appeared on the menu 
at least once a week . . . ' 

On the 5 :20 home, George took 
the carbon copy of the report from 
his brief case, riffled through a few 
pages then put it back and closed 
his eyes. His fingers moved over the 
case;, rested on the lock. 

The cultured pearls were inside_. 
· Miss Patterson had taken an extra 
half hour at lunch· to pick them out 
for him. Th_ey were very fine, per
fectly matched, and had an exqui
site luster, she had assured him. 
Their very perfection had somehow 
depressed him. 

I'm 34, he thought suddenly. 
How had everything happened
the way it had ? How had he come 
to marry Elaine? What had failed 
to warn him, four years ago, on that 
first date, that he was easing himself 
into a trap? What had driven him 
on-? 

No doubt about it, he thought, 
the rites of courtship are a throw
back to the old caveman stuff. If 
you don't fight for the prize, you 
don't want it. Maybe it �as that 
simple. 

And it had been a tournament. At 
the peak of the campaign he had 
thought he could not live without 
Elaine. He had doubled his efforts 
to outstrip Hank Belson, his fellow 
junior partner. He had persevered, 
and he had emerged victorious. The 
prize was his, forever his, until-as 
the Justice of the Peace had mur· 
mured over them-"death do you 
part." 

When, he thought, was the point 
of no teturn ? ·  Did other men also 
wonder two, three, ten years later
always too late-just what had 
happened? 

It had begun, innocently enough, 
four years ago in April when Elaine 
had joined the firm as Mr. Boyle's 
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private secretary. He remembered 
the softness of her accent, Southern 
even m its laughter, and the chang-
ing sea-green of her eyes. \Yhen, that 
Monday morning of her second 
week, she accepted the rose for · her 
bud vase and lifted those melting 
eyes to his, he officially entered the 
tournament .  

Then, one Thursday night as  they 
waited in line to see a new French 
movie, George asked Elaine to Long 
Island for the coming Saturday. He 
would meet her at the stati'on, show 
her the house, and maybe they 
would take a lunch to the beach. 
She might like the house, he said, 
though- he hadi1't done much with 
it since his folks retired to Florida. 
It was a double-threat invitation : he 
would have her company for the 
day and she would be unavailable to 
his opponent. Hank always dropped 
by her apartment on Saturday 
afternoons, she had confided to 
George earlier.' 

Elaine accepted the invitation 
with demure alacrity. But he would 
have to put her ' on the train ·by 
midnight, she said; she had her 
reputation to think of. 

The following- week she set about 
cooling Hank's attentions, and with 
little more than a shrug · he had 
withdrawn from the battle. Had he 
looked deep int� her eyes, George 
wondered now, and discovered the 
imminent, irrevocable reflection of 
orange blossoms? 

In the first few months of their 
marriage George had shown off his 

bride like a prized possession· to· 
which he had fallen heir through 
some unaccountable stroke of good 
fortune. She charmed the grocer, the 
butcher, the corner florist. The 
entire male constituency of their 
block was ever-ready to lend a hand. 
Is was no fault of hers, she said, 
that women did not take to her ; 
i t  was merelv ·a statement of fact. 
As a result,' they" seldom enter
tained, and were even less - seldom 
invited out. 

But through the ·cool 'nights of 
that autumn and into the warm 
mornings of spring, she continued 
to coo like a turtle dove m her 
kitchen, in the living room, in the 
bedroom. She was vivacious when 
he left for �ark and effervescent 
when he returned. Each week-end 
was a new _honeymoon. It would 
always be this way, �he promised. 

A honeymoon with anniversaries, 
he thought But didn't she know, 
couldn't she tell that he didn't want 
a honeymoon forever-that on a 
moment's -notice he would have 
traded the bride in her for a wife 
and a real home and children. When 
li� had mentioned the possibility of 
a child-as recently as last Christ
mas-she had put him off with her 
special laugh and had snuggled 
closer. "After all," she whispered, 
"we have Miss Lady." 

It was on a Sunday evening
three? four? months ago-that he 
had come to a sudden realization. 
He was glad the week-end was ovec. 
He had been unable to ,get beyond 
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the first ·page of the Times. Osten
sibly, she was watching a variety 
show on television as, one arm 
around his shoulder, she ran a finger 
across the stubble of his Sunday 
beard. 

At last he let the crumpled paper 
slide to the floor. At that moment he 
knew he looked forward to the 
office, looked forward to the relative 
peace of crowded elevators and 
voices, muted through walls, to the 
comforting anonymity of street 
noises, even to the efficient, imper
sonal, undemanding Miss Pat
terson . . .  

Swinging off the train, George 
started up the street, and then 
remembering her instructions he 
stopped at the cleaners. "A beige 
suit," he said to the clerk absently, 
involved totally now in his reverie. 
What would it have been like, he 
wondered, if he had remained a 
bachelor, living alone in the house 
with its peace and quiet. One thing 
sure, he told himself, the furniture 
wouldn't have been shifted around 
every month. He would have been 
able to walk through the house 
blindfolded without tripping over a 
chair, or reach out in the night and 
switch on the bedside lamp without 
knocking over a cluster of china 
figurines. 

George shifted his brief case, 
poeketed the change, and picked 
up the hanger. Static electricity in 
the plastic covering pulled her suit 
against him. He brushed it away. 
She must be up to something, he 

thought. What will it be this time� 
The bedroom? The kitchen, maybe. 
Surely not the bathroom. Last year 
she had painted the bathroom twice. 
First, a pale blue. The color was 
good and it was an improvement. 
But in the fall, for a number of 
reasons which· she cited from a 
decorating magazine, she painted it· 
pink. It was the very latest for bath
ro(i)ms, she said ; one has to keep up 
with the newest style trends. Had 
the mailman left another magazine 
at the door, he wondered. 

As he turned up the steps, he 
juggled the hanger. and brief case 
and attempted with a free hand to 
separate the door key from the loose 
change in his pockl'lt. He heard the 
staccato clatter of her heels in the 
foyer. It was the sound that little 
girls made when they paraded in 
their mothers' shoes. 

"Hi, sweetie," she cried, swinging 
the door open. She took the hanger, 
loaked quickly to his hand with the 
key ·poised in mid-air. "You forgot 
the ice cream. I Jrriew I should have 
tucked a note in your suit. t' She 
pulled him into the living room and 

, carefully placed the brief case on the 
coffee table. 

No, he thought, I won't give her 
the pearls just yet. He looked at the 
brief case. After dinner, he thought. 

Bending for her kiss, his eyes 
swept the room. 

"Notice anything?" she asked, 
watching his face. 

Here we go, he thought, the old 
guessing game. If he were lucky he 
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could be in a shower in five minutes. 
"New lamp shade," he · said. "Looks . " nice 

. She shoo!< her head. "Too ob
vious. Something else." 

He surv.eycd the room again. 
Everything was shifted, but what 
was the one single thing he was 
supposed to seize on ? He· began 
guessing at random. The record 
albums were rearranged. No. His 
humidor had been moved from its 
customary place beside his chair. 
No-and she stamped her foot with 
delighted impatience. The Chinese 
water color from upstairs now hung 
where his favorite Braque print had 
been. She laughed, shaking �er head. 

'T give up," he said. "I want to 
get out of this suit. What is it?" 

"The clock !" she cried. '_'Your 
father's old mantel clock that never 
worked And you didn't even· miss 
it !  Mr. McHugh took i t  with him 
when he stopped by to fix the fan. 
If the mainspring isn't broken, he 
can make it work-he promised. All 
it needs is someone to take a little 
interest. He said he'll try to bring it 
back this evening." 

"Elaine." He wanted his voice 
to sound severe. "W_hy do you let 
old man McHugh keep doing things 
for you ? It just gives hil)'l a chance 
to hang around." 

He hoped McHugh wouldn't re- . turn with the clock tomght.  He · 
didn't feel up to listenmg to a 
recitation of various crimes .the old 
man had allegedly solved during 
his twenty years on the police force. 

George had never · understood 
Elaine's fascination for those morbid 
stories. It was bad enough that Mc
H ugh had made a habit of coming 
across the back yard to scratch on 
the screen door-"Anybody home? 
Anybody home?" Once started on a 
talc, embellished beyond credulity, 
he was impossible to get rid of. 
"Besides, the spring is broken," 
George said: "Now I 've got to get 
into a shower. Give me ten 
minutes." 

Upstairs, he ' closed the bedroom 
door and stripped off his suit. Pull
ing the seersucker robe over his 
shoulders, he slipped a hand into the 
pocket. He knew it' would be there. 
Unfolding the paper, he read : Did 
my lover miss me today? 

She had used that one last week. 
He walked to the bed, ran a hand 
under the pillow, extracted the note. 
For a wonderful year, a trillion kJsses, 
always, always, always, your wzft. 

Rolling both slips into a single 
ball, he realized now that after three 
years he took pleasure in seeking 
them out, quickly and efficiently, 
and destroying them. 

He switched on the shower ; then 
turning to the mirror he saw his 
face through a cluster of white 
wedding bells sketched in soap. 
They" were linked with deficate 
scrolls of ribbon drawn in lipstick. 
He clicked the lock on the door. 
\Vetting . a corner of his towel, he 
erased the bells. He lifted the bar of 
soap, hel1 it bef�re the mirror. 
What could he1 write? 
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"Hurry, hon," she called from 
the stairwell. "We're going to have 
two martmis apiece and then a nice 
dinner by candlelight. Doesn 't that 
sound nice?" 

"Watch the vermouth," he called 
through the door. "Not too much." 

"They're already made," she cried 
triumphantly, "Whipped them up 
this afternoon and put them in the 
refrigerator." _ · 

Drop dead, h'e scrawled across the 
mirror and let the soap fall into the 
basin. Better a trite something than 
a clever nothing, he said aloud, and 
stepped into the shower. 

At the first rapping on the door 
he continued to sing. When it came 
again, louder, more insistent, he 
turned off the shower. 

"What are you doing?" she c�lled. 
"I'm going to pour the martinis 
now. I just wanted to tell you 
beforehand that · I forgot to get 
cocktail onions, so I'm going to put 
an olive in yours anyway. Just for 
looks. You don't have to eat it." 

"Be right down," he answered. 
He waited, and when the sound 

of her heels had faded down the 
stairs, he wiped the mirror clean 
and unlocked the door. 

Sprawled across the sofa, he 
switched on the lamp and picked up 
his newspaper. Clicking, clicking, 
like those bone sticks they rattle 
in rhumba bands, he hie:ard her heels 
approaching from the kitchen, 
through the dining room, through 
the doorway of the living room. 

With a tilt of her head she 

directed him to move over and 
handed him his martini. "Did him 
have a bad day at •that bad old 
office?" she asked, easing herself 
beside him. 

"So-so," he replied softly, glanc
ing at the headline. It was the tone 
he had learned to inflect so that he 
could take part in the question-and
answer session without thinking, 
and still give a semblance of mean
ing, of careful consideration, to his 
reply Lifting his martini in silent 
toast, he sipped. Still too much 
vermouth he thought, but I'm not 
going to bring it up. Fishing the 
olive from his glass, he held it out to 
Elain·e. He sipped again. 

"Miss Lady was a very bad girl 
today. I told her I was going to have 
Papa speak to her. She was in the 
yard and that nasty black scottie got 
in through the fence. I chased him 
right out and put Miss Lady in the 
kitchen and I told her she couldn't 
have dinner with us tonight." Re
plenishing both glasses, she carried 
the empty pitcher and the ashtray 
with its two olive pits into the 
kitchen. 

George looked ·at the swirling, 
oily surface and drained the glass. 
He stretched out again and . picked 
up the paper. He looked for the ash
tray, then flicked his cigarette ash 
into • her African violet pot. He 
would have liked another martini 
but, hearing her voice, decided 
against going into the kitchen. She 
and that dog were talking. 

"Naughty, naughty, naughty girl," 
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the words drifted into the room and 
hung in the air like a trapped echo. 
"I don't like my Miss Lady carrying 
on with just any . . .  " And a mo
ment later, "Georgie, light the can-' 
dles, s'il 11011s plais, everything's 
ready." 

When he held her chair, she 
dipped in curtsey. "Mercy,'' she 
said, and he knew he was being 
thanked in her best South Carolin
ian French. 

When George had finished -his 
apple pie, Elaine rose and came 
around the table. "No, you gG 
right on into the living room and 
get comfortable with your paper. 
I ' ll just give the dishes a lick-and-a
promise. Then we'll have the whole 
evening to ourselves." 

George eased off his shoes and 
turned to page three. He heard her 
voice, but he read on, determined to 
finish the first paragraph of the 
President's speech. 

"Georgie," she called again, 
"could you come here for just a 
moment ?" 

He ,folded the paper, rose, and 
ground out his cigarette in the soft 
earth around the violet. 

She was scouring the steak grill. 
The dishwasher hummed through 
its final rinse. "It's positively swel
tering in this kitchen. Open the 
door and latch the .screen, please. 
Miss Lady· is positively not going 
outside." She raised a hand from the 
sink, pointed to the overhead cup
board. "If you've finished that news
paper, hon, would you get your 

mother's Dutch oven down for me? 
It's on, the top shelf-here; right 
over the sink. It 's iron and it weighs 
a ton but it's just the thing for baked 
beans. Be careful now-use the 
ladder." 

He opened the ladder, braced it 
against the counter, and mounted to 
the top step. Opening the cup. board door, he pulled the oven to
ward the edge of the shelf to get a 
better grip. It was heavy. 

"I don't know what we'd do with
out'a strong man around the house," 
she .cooed to Miss Lady. "Even 
though he forgets to bring home ice 
cream-or even what day it is." 

He looked down. She was sprin· 
kling scouring powder over the grill. 
Her head was directly in lme with 
the heavy Dutch oven. If he dropped 
it, she would be dead in an instant 
. . . He felt a sudden dizziness, 
closed his eyes. Elaine!  he would cry 
afterward. But she would be dead, 
very dead. 

He would tip over the ladder to 
show how he had fallen. He would 
take out the pearls, leave them on 
the coffee table for someone to dis
cover. Then he would call Doctor 
Meyers, cry hysterically, "There's 
been an accident-my wife-I'm 
afraid she's-,-" Doctor Meyers could 
call the police when he got here. -
· George opened his eyes, saw the 
veins on his hands straining with 
the weight of, the oven. Then her 
head lifted . In the timeless quantity 
of that moment, when their eyes 
met, he wondered if she guessed . 
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But her face revealed no flicker of 
surprise, no suspicion, no fear. Hat· 
ing her confide.nee, outraged by its 
meaning, George opened his fingers, 
felt a sudden, aching relief, and 
jerked his eyes toward the ceiling. 

A dull thud stifled her cry. Then 
the heavy Dutch oven caromed 
against the sink, skidded, and shook 
the ladder as it finally crashed on the 
floor. 

A half moan escaped with the 
sound of her body slumping down· 
ward. 

Then it was quiet. 

Frozen on the ladder, unable to 
take his eyes from the ceiling, he 
thought :  I must get down now. 
There's a lot to do. 

As he lowered 'his head, then 
turned his eyes across the room, 
down the opposite wall, down the 
screen door, he saw the man framed 
against the screen. Under one arm 
he carried a mantel clock. A twisted 
spring dangled like a ridiculous toy 
from the other hand, and the man's 
mouth hung open like that of a 
child momentarily hypnotized by 
the performance of a wondrous act. 
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We publuhed Ed Dumonte's "first story" ("Thank You, i'vlr. Thurston") · 
in our July 1963 issue; you will recall it as a fine "first," tlltth an especially 
strong narrative gnp . . .  Well, hard as ti is for a new writer to sell his or 
her "first story," selling the second story often proves more difficult. Here 
is Mr. Dumonte's second story, and he comes through with fiymg p'ennants. 

His "first story" showed mrpnsmg control, both of plot and of writing, 
for a beginner. In his second story Mr. Dumonu's control oj content and 
restraint of expression are even more manifest . • .  We expect "great 
things" of this newcomer-and we are confident that he will not 
t/uappoint UI. 

T H E  T H I R D  W E D N E S D AY O F  T H E  M O N T H  

by ED DUMONT.E 

A.T TWENTY MINUTES BEFORE NINE · had been a minor godsend to the 
.t'\. o'clock on the seventeenth of Overton First National. He was 
May, Clarence Willoughby stood neat, accurate, reliable, punctual, 
outside the front door of the First and willing to work for a bank 
National Bank of Overton, Iowa, teller's salary ,vhile everybody dsc 
fidgeting, and waiting impatiently was making a fortune at defense 
for the Head Cashier to arrive. work . . . 

"You take the term -'banker's "Morning, ·Willoughby-ready 
hours' literally, ch, Johnson?" arid waiting again, I see. A fine 
Clareru:e would like to say. Or, day to rob a bank, ch, Willoughby?" 
cuttingly, "Arc you here this morn· "Good morning, Mr. J�hnson," 
ing as Head Cashier, Johnson, or as Clarence replied. "Yes, sir, it's a 
a customer?" · fine day." 

Johnson just wasn't a bank;rnan; Behind schedule as usual, Clar-
he didn't seem to understand that ence rushed into the bank and 
there were important things to be' hurriedly hung up his hat and -coat. 
done before the doors opened in the When Johnson had the vault op�n, 
morning. But then he had come into Clarence got his cash drawer and 
the bank only a few years ago by took it to his cage. He quickly 
way of the president's daughter-so counted the money in the drawer, 
what could you expect?. checked the amount with die figure 

Clarence, on the other hand, had he had arrived at the mght before, 
started at the bank during the war, filled the change machine Ill the 
twenty years ago. At that time he cage, and made out the tedious 

126 
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Report of Currency Denomination 
and J\n:m:nt. 

By that time it was nine o'clock, 
and Johnson snapped back the lock 
on the front door to begin another 
day at the Overton First National 
Bank. 

With the opening of the door 
Clarence was swept up in the first 
rush of the day's bank business, 
mostly making change for local 
shopkeepers. That wa� followed 
almost 1mmcd1ately by the second 
rush-housew1ves depositing money 
to cover checks they planned to 
write or had already written. So it 
was after eleven before Clarence 
realized that the seventeenth was 
the third Wednesday of the month. 
And that was significant. 

"\I/hat the hell goes on here, 
Willm:ghby? That was a twenty 1 
just gave ·you-this is only change 
for a ten." 

"I'm sorry, Mr. Hampden. You're 
right, it was a twenty you gave me." 

"Do the tellers in this bank get 
to keep all they knock down, 
Willoughby ?" 

On the third Wednesday of May, 
as on the third Wednesday of every 
month, the First National's ar
mored-car service arrived in Over
ton to make its monthly collections. 
It came mto town by way of High
way 32, across the Overton Avenue 
bridge, stopping at the Sunset Inn 
at the edge of town and then at the 
Corn Exchange Bank on Main 
Street before finally reaching the 
First National at 2 :30 P.M. 

The schedule had been exactly 
the same ever since Clarence started 
at the bank twenty years ago and 
the rout·ne never varied. Two men 
got out of the front of the armored 
car and walked around to the back. 
One of the men stepped three paces 
to the rear of the car and drew his 
revolver while the second unlocked 
the heavy, steel-plated back door of 
the car. A third man, inside the car, 
passed out several bags of money, 
closed and bolted the door, and then 
covered the two outside men from 
a peephole in the side of the car. 

The first two men-one carrying, 
the. other acting as armed guard
brought the money through the 
front door of the bank and back to 
the vault where Clarence would be 
waiting to surrender several other 
bags of money that were to be the 
First National's deposit _ for the 
Federal Reserve Bank at Des 
Momes. The armored-car guards 
would take a receipt from Clarence 
for the money they brought and 
sign another for the .-money they 
took. Then they would leave the 
bank, one man carrying and the 
other following three paces behind 
with his 'gun drawn, put the money 
in the back of the armored car, 
lock the door, get in, and drive 
away. 

The whole operation never took 
more than five minutes. Clarence 
had watched it happen once a 
month for twenty years. 

And for the past y�ar he had been 
timing the actiqn1 of the armored-
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car guards to the split second . • • 
"For heaven's sake, Mr. Wil

loughby, I 've been -standing here for 
ten minutes waiting to make a 
deposit. I f  you don't want my 
money, say so and I 'l l take it over 
to the Corn Exchange." • ', 

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Conklin. I 'll 
take care of you nght now." 

"What are you daydreaming 
about, Mr. Willoughby ? Embez· 
zling the bank's money ?" 

Clarence served the lunch-hour 
rush of deposit9rs with something 
less than his usual efficiency. His 
mind was preoccupied again with 
making a · decision he had been 
pondering once a # month for the 
past year. 

It would be so easy . · . . 
At one o'clock business slowed 

down a bit and Clarence had half 
an hour off for lunch. Mr Johnson 
relieved him in the cage and Clar
ence took his lunch mto the vault 
to eat. Sitting on a chair surrounded 
by money, he nibbled a tuna fish 
sandwich-and finally came to a 
decision. 

The money that was to be picked 
up by the armored car had been 
counted, wrapped, and placed to 
one side of the vault. Clarence 
separated the canvas bags filled 
with paper money from the ones 
filled with coins. On a ledge beside 
the canvas bags was a list of the 
serial numbe"rs of the larger bills. 
Clarence folded this piece of paper 
and stuffed it into his pocket .. 

There would be no way of tracing 
the bills of larger denomination. 
And no incom� tax to pay . : . 

Shortly before two o'clock Sadie 
Claridge parked her fla�hy con
vert1 ble at the side door of the 
bank and came ·in to make the 
weekly deposit for her personal sav
ings account. A tall, full-blown, 
smoky-blonde, Sadie was proprietor 
of the Sunset Inn on the ou tskirts of 
town. 
- Sadie, it was rumored, had started 
work at the Sunset as one ot the girls 
upstairs, and when her head for 
business had proYed as adept as the 
rest of her she was promoted to the 
tables in the back room ; finally she 
became the propnetor. Her second 
favorite pastim� was adding up th� 
figures in her bank book. She was 
the perfect partner for any scheme 
th.it made a lot of money and made 
it fast. 

lf�adie repo1 ted that the armored 
car had come into town on schedule, 
Clarence would say the code \\ords 
that set the plan in motion . . .  

"Good afternoon, Mr. Willough
by. Lovely day, isn't it?" 

"Yes, mdeed, Miss Claridge," 
Clarence said. "A fine day to be out 
getting ·some sun." 

"Well, ·banker's hours being what 
they are, perhaps you'll get the 
chance this afternoon."  

- The last half hour of  Clarence's 
long-term operation passed slowly. 
He spent the time thinking pf Sadie 
Claridge and a lakeside cabin where 
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they would have to hide out for a 
month. Or maybe it would be for 
three months. 

At fifteen minutes past two 
Clarence sneaked the revolver from 
his cash drawer into his pocket. 

The armored car stopped outside 
the front door of the bank exactly 
on time. The two men in front got 
out and walked around to the back 
of the car. One of them unlocked 
the rear door and the other stepped 
back three paces and drew his gun. 
They walked through the bank
one carrying, one guarding-while 
Clarence finished a transaction with 
a customer. 

Long association-twenty years
had removed all suspicion of Clar· 
ence on the part of the guards. So 
by arriving a few seconds late 
Clarence easily managed to get 
behind the guards as they entered 
the vault. Inside. the first guard set 
down the bags of money he was 
carrying and the second holstered 
his gun to help his partner load up 
with the bags that were going out to 
the armored car. 

At the precise moment that the 
guard's gun was safely in its holster, 
Clarence whipped out his own re
volver. He pushed , the first man, 
who was off balance, to the floor and 
,lammed the other over the head 
with the barrel of his gun. When the 
first made a move to get up, 
Clarence kicked him in the head. 
That would keep them quiet for_ 
the minute or-two he needed to get 
away. 

Clarence stuffed half a dozen of 
the canvas bags under his arm and 
stepped out of the vault. Johnson's 
desk was between the vault and the 
side door of the 'bank. 

"Willoughby, what arc you do
ing? What's the meaning of this?" 

"Okay, Johnson, this is it !" 
Clarence snarled. He squeezed the 
trigger and felt the gun buck in his 
hand. The .38 caliber slug hit John
son between the eyes and exploded 
out the· rear of his head. "I hadn't 
planned on that, Johnson. I did it 
just for fun." 

Then it was only four steps out 
the d,,or of the bank to Sadie 
Claridge's convertible-and to a 
six-months' idyll at a lakeside hide
away with a beautiful woman and 
all the money he could ever use . . 

"Willoughby, are you finished 
counting the money for your cash 
drawer?" 

"Just finishing, Mr. Johnson." 
"Well, hurry it up. I want to 

close the vault and get out of here." 
When the vault had been closed 

and locked they left the bank to
gether. Johnson pulled the front 
door shut, shook it to test the lock. 

"Well, we got through another 
day at the salt mine, eh, Will
oughby?" 

"Y cs, sir, we got through another 
day," Clarence said, and as he 
turned away to _walk to his room at 
thc boarding house he smiled faintly. 
One day-one third Wednesday of 
one month of one year-it would 
happen, it would really happen . • •  
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T
ROUBLE WITH YOU AMATEUR 

detectives-private investiga
tors, as you call yourselves-is you 
always have fancy cases to solve," 
Inspector Leeds grumbled to Fran
cis Quarles. "Locked rooms, queer 
murder weapons like harpoons or 
swordsticks, rare Malayan poisons 
th_at tell you who the murderer is 
because only one of the suspects 
has been in Malaya. Fancy stuff, all 
of it. You'd be just lost if you had 
a plain humdrum murder case to 
solve that meant doing some real 
hard work." 

"There arc no humdrum murder 
cases," Quarles said. They had 
reached the brandy stage of a-good 

dinner in his flat, and he spoke 
oracularly. "And no insoluble ones 
either. In every unsolved crime 
there is always a human error, a 
clue which if we could understand 
its meaning would point straight to 
the murderer. I remember ten 
years ago in the Anhalter poison
ing-" 

If wine and �randy had made 
Quarles oracular, they had made 
the Inspector bellicose. "Rubbish," 
he said roundly. "And I don't want 
to hear about what happened ten 
years ago. Save it for your reminis
cences. Just take the case I'm work
ing on now-the murder of a thir
ty-five-year-old motor mechanic 
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named Jim.my Dreever. No fancy 
clues, nothing to rate more than a 
few lines in  the papers-just a 
h umdrum crime which is going to 
be solved by a lot of hard work." 

"Tell me about it," Quarles 
suggested. 

He slumped down in his chair 
with his eyes closed. He might 
have been thought to be asleep, but 
for the fact that halfway throu�h 
the Inspector's recital he opened his 
·eyes and poured some more brandy. 

The facts were pretty simple, the 
Inspector began. Jimmy Dreever 
lived in a one-room Rat with kitch
enette in a block named Mellifont 
Court. "Don't get the idea there's 
anything grand about the block 
from that name," the Inspector said 
with an edge of sarcasm. "There's 
nothing grand at all about this case. 
Mellifont Court is a dingy red-· 
brick block in the Wandsworth 
Road. It was put up about twenty 
years ago, jerry-built, and the pa
per's peeling off the walls-whole 
place is damp because there's no 
central heating system. 

"Dingy's the word for it. Most of 
the flats are crowded with work
ing-class families, three or _four 
children in one bedroom. Dreever 
had been lucky-his, Rat had origi
nally been taken by his father and 
mother and he lived there with 
them. Then ·. his father got a job 
down at Southampton and the par
ents moved down there, leaving 
Dreever in occupation." 

In his flat Jimmy Dreever had 

· been shot-twice-between 12 and 
1 o'dock on one Monday afternoon. . The people in the nearby flats we.re 
out-the men at work and the 
women shopping. The shots had 
been heard, but nobody paid much 
a ttention to them or even realized 
that they were revolver shots and 
not a motorcycle backfiring. You 
learned not to poke your nose into 
other .people's business in Mellifont 
Court. 

None of the inhabitants had no
ticed anyone suspicious leaving 
around that time; they had seen 
people about, of course-there were 
a dozen vague descriptions given 
by children and old crones of men 
in light overcoats and womel) with 
scarves tied round their heads, even 
one description of a man with a 
limp. All these had been painstak
ingly followed up, but so far they 
had led nowhere. 
- The llat contained something 
more substantial in the way of 
clues. It was possible to reconstruct 
the crime fairly well. Probably 
Dreever had opened the door to· his 
murderer and they had talked ta:
gether-at least, there were the 
stubs of two cigarettes of different 
brands in an ashu:,ay. 

Then the murderer must have 
produced the revolver, got Dreever 
into a corner of-the room, and shot 
him twice at close range. The re
volver was not there ("probably at 

. the pottom of the Thames by now," 
the Inspector said cheerfully), but 
the slugs showed that it was a small 
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one-a .22.- A woman's weapon- ' Any one o f  'em might suddenly 
but had a woman used it? There have discovered she was mistaken 
was no lipstick on. either of the cig-_ and gone to see Dreever with a 
arette stubs. gun. Then there are the discarded 

In a locked drawer of a dressing girl friends, but we've pretty well 
table the police had found a small ruled all of them out except one, a 
book containing the names of more sultry piece called Ruby Power 
than twenty girls, with notes on who swore she'd have his blood at 
each of them which indicated that one time. Finally, there's a chap 
Dreever was a persistent and sue- named Bill Chapman, a builder's 
cessful Don Juan. This fact was foreman. Dreever had gone about 
confirmed by half a dozen bundles a lot with Chapman's daughter, a 
of letters, each from a different girl, teenager, and Chapman had threat
tied together by colored ribbons. ened him more than once. Dreever 
Further confirmation was offered got what was com_ing to him, no 
by neighbors at Mellifont Court, doubt about that." 
who said that girls would_ of;en be The Inspector _paused and 
in Dreever's flat until midnight or wagged a finger at Quarles. "You 
later. can take your choice of the five of 

"We've done a lot of chasjng 'em ; all had opportunity-the girls 
around to check on thes<. girls," the i n  their lw1ch hours, Chapman be
Inspector went on. "Real hard cause he had a day off sick. That's 
work, . something that wouldn't ap- the kind of case · we geL-not in
peal to you." soluble or anything like it, just the 

Quarles opened one eye, looked kind you solve through hard 
at the Inspector, and closed it again. work." 

"As a result- we've got five sus- I t  was then that Quarles poured 
pects. Three of 'em are his current the brandy. "Talking of work, 
girl friends, a secretary named Bet- wha.t about" Dreever's job ?  How 
ty Brewer, a manicurist named Ella was it he was at home waiting to be 
Morris, and a girl named Maureen murdered in the middle of the 
Pitt who worked in a dress shop. day ? "  
Dreever went i n  for girls a cut " I  was coming to that. Dreever 
above himself socially as a general worked for Pottle and Brady, mo
rule." tor engineers, unti� last Friday. He 

"He also apparently believed was a good W<ilrkman but quarrel
there was safety in numbers," some, and he had a real hard nerve 
Quarles murmured. -didn't mind what he said to any

"Yes. Point is he was pretty slick body. That comes out in his rcla-
with his excuses, so that each of t,he tions with women, too. 
girls believed she was the only one. "Last Friday after lunch he went 
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a bit too far with Brady, one of the 
partners, and Brady told him to get 
his pay straight away. One of the 
other men told Dreever there was 
a job going at Alfred Lamprey's, 
about half a mile away, and he 
might try for that. Dreever laughed 
in his conceited way and said, 'Try 
for it ? I'll get it.' 

"When he got there the job that 
had been available was gone, but 
there was another for night work, 
and Dreever took that. He was due 
to start Monday night at nine.'' 

"How did he pass the week
end?"  

"Funny you should ask. I've 
talked to Brady, who said he 
thought Dreever might have had 
one or two drinks at Friday lunch
time, and to Lamprey who said he 
didn't mind about that. Lamprey 
engaged him because he could sec 
Dreever knew his- stuff, and he 
wanted a man badly for the night 
job. 

"After he left Lamprey j ust after 
five o'clock on Friday evening, 
Dreever certainly hit the bottle. 
We've traced him round three or 
four pubs-he was with strangers 
all the time-and about nine 
o'clock that night he was refused a 
drink in a pub, argued · with the 
publican, and was arrested as 
drunk and disorderly. 

"He cooled off in jail over the 
week-end, came up on Monday 
morning, and was fined a pound. 
He went straight back to his flat 
after leaving court." 

Now Quarles opened his eyes 
and sat up straight. "Y ou,say Drec
ver was with strangers from the 
time he got the new job until he 
was arrested ?"  

"You can take that as practically 
certain, yes.'' 

"And he spent the whole time in 
prison from Friday evening until 
he was set free on Monday ?" The 
Insp�ctor agreed. "And then he 
went straight back to his flat. How 
do you know that?"  

"He sported a taxi back to Melli
font Court. Then a little boy there 
saw him get out of the taxi and go 
up to his fl�t without speaking to 
anybody. Said hello to Dreever and 
got no answer.'' 

"Is there a telephone in Drecver's 
flat? "  

The Inspector laughed. "No. 
There aren't many telephones in 
Mellifont Court.'' 

Quarles wrote on a piece of pa
per, pushed the paper over to the 
Inspector, and sank back in his 
chair. "That is almost certainly the 
name of the murderer," Quarles 
said. "I can offer no proof, but I 
suggest you look for a connection 
�ith one of the girls in Drecvcr's 
little book." 

The Inspector looked at the pa
per and then stared at Quarles with 
his mouth open. "But how-?" 

"Just check if there is  a connec
tion," Quarles said. "I am a modest 
man and I admit I may be wrong, 
but I cannot hdp thinking it un
likely.'" 
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Two days later, a rueful Inspec
tor Leeds came to -sec Quarles. 

"You were right," he said. "One 
of those girls on the list had been 
engaged to him. Then Dreevcr 
picked her up, went about with her 
for a few months. got her into 
trouble, and ' refused to have any
thing more to do with her. She 
committed suicide. The murderer 
used the .22 revolver because it had 
belonged to the girl-sort of sym
bolic revenge-and he was fool 
enough to hep it. We've got a full 
confession. But I don't see how 
you knew." 

"Simple enough. Drecver was 
killed in the middle of the day by 
someone who expected to find him 
at home. But who would have ex
pected to find him at home on 
Monday, a working d:iy ? Not his 
girls, because he'd had no chance to 
communicate with them since he'd . 
been sacked on Friday. Not the 
people at his old firm, Pottle and 
Brady, because they thought the 
job at Alfred Lamprey's was a day
time one: 

"From Friday after he was 
sacked until he got back to his flat 
on Monday, .Dreever didn't sec or 

talk to anyone he knew well. There 
was no telephone in the flat, s0 he 
c_ouldn't have rung up any of his 
girl friends after returning on Mon
day morning. 

"So the astonishing fact was that 
there was only one person who ab
solutely and positively knew that 
Drcever wouldn't be at work on 
Monday lunchtime, and that was 
the man who'd engaged him to 
start on Monday evening-the 
name I wrote down as that of the 
probable murderer-Alfred Lam
prey." 

"Very neat," said the Inspector 
grudgingly. "Though there was 
another pos�il.ile explanation. Dree
vcr m ight have met one of his girls 
on Friday night unknown to us, 
nnd told her about his new job." 

"Yes.-You will rem cm bcr that I 
said there was a chance I might be 
wrong. I did not refer, of course, to 
my deduct ions but to the possibil
ity that the information you gave 
me might be inadequate or incor
rect. Happily, it was not. Do you 
know how this case was solved, my 
dear Inspector ? "  The Inspector 
grunted. "By mental effort. Hard 
Yt'O�k ." 
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I
F PROFESSOR MALDEN RECOGNIZED 
me when he opened the door, he 

didn't show it. 
I felt suddenly at a loss. I had ex

pected recognition. For though he 
had seen me but once, and that a 
year before, he had reason to re
member. Of course it had been at 
night and in a dimly lighted r�m, 
but be should have rememberea. 

As it was, it made things doubly 
hard, and I had little enough to go 
on. A hunch, a suspicion, nothing 
more. 

I had knocked at the door a year 
ago, and he had answered it. My 
uniform and badge had been my 
identification, and he'd stood aside 
to let me enter; then with a wave of 
his hand he'd indicated a chair. 

It was my first such assignment. 
And I blurted out that his wife was 
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dead. But he just stood there as if 
he hadn't heard, as if his ears and 
mind were closed against it. 

I was not used to death-not as 
used to i t  as I am now. A year ago I 
remembered the blood. My -vision 
blurred, and everything went black 
for the second · time within the 
hour. 

I came to lying on a couch, with 
Professor Malden hovering over me. 

Seeing that I had come around, he 
picked up a glass from an end table 
and held it to my lips. 

"Drink," he said. 
The brandy burned going down 

and I coughed, but it cleared the 
shadows. 

Professor Malden then busied 
himself straightening the room. 
Whatever his wife had been, she 
hadn't been a housekeeper. But 
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Malden, plump and motherly, was 
obviously just that: 

Later when I_ was sitting up, I 
tried to apologize for the incon
venience I'd caused, but what could 
I say?  Nothing. I should have been 
comforting him. 

Didn't he realize what had hap
pened? Didn't he care? He didn't 
seem an unfeeling man ;  in fact, he 
showed a_very real concern for me, a 
gentleness that was almost womanly. 
Perhaps caring for me took his mind 
off his own troubles. 

Now, a year later, there was no 
hint of recognition. In a curious way 
I was disappointed. 

Again my uniform gave me en
trance, and again with a wave of his 
hand he indicated a chair, then 
rushed ahead of me to clear it off, 
so that I could sit down. Books and 
papers were everywhere. Ashtrays 
overflowed. Cups and saucers were 
on all the tables and chairs·. 

Seeing my eyes take in the dis
order, Protessor Malden colored. He 
looked about as if he suddenly 
wanted to straighten the room, but 
instead he sat down abruptly. 
· "I must apologize for - for the 

state of things," he said, "but I 
haven't been well . . .  It's hard for 
a bachelor, you know." 

Didn't he mean widower? 
He seemed to sense that he should 

know me but obviously he couldn't 
recall why or from where. Nor could 
I say, "Remember me? I'm the 
one ""ho told you of your wife's 
death . "  

Instead, I _ said, "I'm Sergeant 
Cochran of Homicide ." 

He showed interest at the word 
"homicide." Most people do. That's 
why I use · it, even though·our de
partment is too- small to have sep
arate divisions. But I'd been work
ing on homicides since my pro
motion. 

A framed photograph was lying 
face down on the_ table beside me, 
and instinctively I set it  upright. 

The picture showed a man in his 
mid-thirties, and scrawled across i t  
was the inscription, For Allen Mal
den-no boy could ask for a better 
mother. As humor 1t was certainly in 
poor taste. 

Before I could glance away from 
it, Malden picked up the photograph 
and without explanation slipped it 
into a desk drawer. 

What was a picture of Thompson 
doing here, I wondered. And did it 
disprov.e my theory-:-or make it the 
more feasible? 

I studied Malden as he returned 
to his chair. He was thinner than I 
remembered him, his skin fitting 
him more looselj•, especially around 
the eyes. He had lost color, and for 
some reason his appearance and his 
actions didn't seem to go together. 

He turned to me once he was 
seated, then said, "And now, Ser
geant, what is it you want?" 

"It's about the Deer Hill mur
ders." 

"Oh ? I 've been reading about 
them. The work of a madman obvi
ously." 
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"That's what we think too, but 
being a small department we · feel 
handicapped. We've asked for help, 
but so far haven't received it. I 
thought perhaps you-" 

"Perhaps I could tell you about 
insanity ?" 

"Yes." 
He looked at me, cocking his 

head to one side. 
, "I suppose you want my full 
semester's course in thirty min
utes?" 

I grinned. "That's about the size 
of it." 

"Well, I can only try." 
His manner became. more precise 

as he spoke, and I was transported 
across the years to the classroom. 

"We all have within us the seeds 
of insamty,"  he began. "Sometimes 
illness, frustration, overwork, ex
haustion, or shock suddenly bring 
them into bitter flower. Actually 
insanity is a social term, not a medi
cal one. Primarily it's a disease of 
civilized people. ' '  

· His irony was too apparent. I t  
was a joke straight from the class· 
room. 

"There are," he continued, "vari
ous types of insanity, but the one 
we're dealing with here is probably 
schizophrenia-what you'd call a 
split 'personality. I t's like somnam· 
bulism, the two differing mainly in 
degree, and somnambulism being 
much the simpler form. The classic 
case concerns a certain-" 

I took notes as he talked, and 
when he had finished, he turned, as 

if to one of his students, and said, 
"Now, do you have any questions?" 

I did, and began at  once. "In 
effect you're saying that two people 
are living in one body, each un
aware: of the other's presence, and 
that without reason, without warn
ing, either can take over from the 

, other at any time?" 
"Essentially so; though I'd qualify 

what you said about reason. At 
times one facet of the perso_nality 
will take over from the other 'ap
parently' without reason, whereas 
at other times an obvious association 
may call the other personality into 
being." 

"Since these ' two people' are one 
and the same, are they alike or 
different?"  

"Usually quite different. That's 
why the mind has imprisoned them 
in separate cells-so they can never 
confront one another. Take, for ex
ample, one of its commonest forms
the man whose private morality is 
unquestioned, but who in business 
is completely corrupt. He's not 
really the conscious hypocrite you'd 
call him. He keeps the two person
alities walled apart in his mind. In a 
sense you might say that he keeps 
two sets of books--one for himself 
and one for God." 

He paused , then suggested that 
we adjourn to the kitchen for coffee. 

The kitchen was in even greater 
disorder than the living room, and 
again he apologized. 

He lit the fire under the coffee 
pot, then -rinsed two cups from a 
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stack o f  dirty dishes i n  the sink. 
"What makes you think the Deer 

Hill murders is a case of split per
sonality?" I asked. 

"Several things-if I can trust 
what I've read in the papers. "  

"You can. They haven't missed a 
trick." 

"Including the usual criticism of 
the police ?" 

I smiled without humor. "Includ
ing that." 

"Schizophrenia is one of my ma
jor areas, " he said. "I 've been work
mg on a book about 1t for years, but 
can't get it finished . It's about a boy 
and girl, both schizophrenic. In one 
phase they're madly m love, but in 
the other they hate each other. And 
as they can't _ botli change at ,the 
same time, there are occasions when . 
the one m love 1s cruelly hurt by the 
one who hates." 

The idea disgusted me, and se,eing 
i ts· effect, he changed the subject. 

"But excuse me, Sergeant, I 
know you didn't come to hear about 
my faltering book. "  . 

He poured the colf ee and set a 
cup 111 front of me. 

"Cream and sugar?" 
"Please."  
He pushed the sugar bowl toward 

me, then took a container ot cream 
from the refrigerator ; but the cream 
had turned sour, and in the end he 
returned with a carton of milk and 
apologized for the lack. of ·cream. 

"The first Deer I-Ml murder," 
he said, handing me a spoon, "was 
that of a woman driving alone. Her 

car left the road on Deer Hill, and 
it ri:ught have appeared that her 
death was the result of the crash: 
But a message scrawled on the wind
shield with lipstick led to an au
topsy, and it was discovered that 
most of her mjuries had been m
flicted with a knife. By the way, 
what was the message ?"  

"It  was never released , and for 
good reason-it didn't make any 
sense. The message read : 'Mother 
loved me but she died . ' " 

I expected him to show surprise, 
but his face lit up with recognition.  

"Wait.here," he said excitedly. 
He disappeared mto the l iving 

room, :md I could hear him rum
,maging among his books. Then, a 
few moments later, he returned 
with a slim volume, The Lonely 

·ones, �y \V1lham Steig, which he 
thumbed expectantly. 

Suddenly the smile faded from his 
face. The page he'd been looking for 
was missing. Some�ne had npped it 
out. 

"The dc:nl !" he said angrily·. 
"Who' could have done that? Tear 
up a book ?" 

"When'd you read 1t last ?" 
He flipped to the copyright date. 
" 1942-probably not since then." 
I took the book and glanced 

through it. The name Harv�y 
Thompson was written diagonally 
across th<; flyleaf. Thompson again. 

The book 1 tsc:lf consisted of simple 
line - drawings-cartoons really. 
Maybe they'd be called expres
sionistic. One of them was of a sour-
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facccl old man sitting cramped-up 
in a box. The caption opposite it 
read : "People are no damn good." 

"At one time these drawings were 
used commercially nearly every
where," Malden said. "On cocktail 
napkins, coas�ers, what-have-you. 
I still see them on occasion." 

P�rsonally I didn't see anything 
to get excited about, but Malden 
evidently thought them something 
special. I slipped the book into my 
pocket, and he didn't object. 

"We live in different worlds," I 
said. "I can't remember ever seeing 
them." 

"I can see the missing picture 
vividly, "  he said. "A cross-eyed, 
frigid old maid with braids and she 
was saying: 'Mother loved me but 
she died . '  It was one of my fa
vorites.' ' 

"Why?" 
That stopped him. 
"To be honest, I don ' t  really 

know-I never gave it any thought. 
I guess it struck a note of-" 

He paused and I prodded him. 
"Of what?" I asked. 
"W ell--of recognition ."  
I let  i t  drop and changed the 

subject. "What did you make of 
the first Deer Hill murder?" 

"A number of things, though I 
might have made much more out of 
it if I'd known the message. That 
message opens up a whole realm of 
possibilities. Apparently the mur
derer was overly dependent on his 
mother-" 

Why had he said his when the 

message had been written in lipstick 
and the cartoon was that of a 
woman? 

"No doubt she made him de
pendent, was too possessive. Then 
she died, and he considered her 
death a betrayal ." 

"Could it be that he recognizccl 
she'd made him dependent, that he 
considered her death a second be
trayal?" 

�alden pursed his lips before he 
answered. 

"It's possible," he said, "though 
I wouldn't say 'recognized.' 'Sensed' 
rather. It would be one of the things 
that he'd lock away in his mind, hide 
from himself. " 

He paused, and I wanted to say, 
"And what was your mother like, 
Professor Malden ?" But  I couldn't 
bring myself to ask the question. 

Instead, I said, "So far as we 
could determme, no one had reason 
to harm her, let alone cause her 
death, or even her disfigurement." 

Malden frowned. Then he said, 
"There was never any doubt about 
the identification ?" 

"None." 
"Could one of the murders be a 

cover for the other? Or for a murder 
yet to come?'' 

"It's unlikely, though I admit the 
messages calling attention to both 
crimes do suggest it." 

"Probably someone who thinks 
he's too clever to be caught." 

"Delusions of grandeur?" 
.. You could call it that. Delusions 

arc common (:nough and of various 



1 40 THE L O N E LY O N E S  

types. For example, a man once 
complained of the sound of church 
bells when in reality he was jealous 
because a clergyman's-poetry had 
been preferred over his own. Be· 
cause he was ashamed of �is jealousy, 
there was a transference in his mind 
from 'poetry' to 'bells.' " 

I made a note of this, and he 
waited till I had finished. 

"The second Deer Hill murder," 
he continued, "was that of a man 
and his wife whose car went off the 
road at the same spot. Both bodies 
were mutilated, and again_there was 
a message scrawled in lipstick. What 
was it this second time?" 

''. 'Put out the light, and then put 
out the light.' It's from Othello," 
1 added. "I looked it up. Othello is 
considering extinguishing the can· 
dle, then murdering Desdemona." 

Professor Malden seemed to look 
deep into the past to envision the 
quotation. 
.. Put out the light, and then put out 

the light :  
If  I quench thee, thou flaming 

minister, 
I can again thy former light restore 
Should I repent me. But once put 

out thy light, 
Thou cunning'st paragon of ex� 
_ celling nature, 
I know not where is that Pro· 

methean fire 
That can thy light rclume." 

Except for "paragon" mstead of 
"pattern," and "fire" instead of 
"heat,·" he had it'perfectly. I'd read 
it over more than a dozen times; 

but hearing Malden recite it now, 
gave it new meaning. I liked the two 
changes. But was . there perhaps 
some hidden meaning in them? A 
transference as he had called it? 

"What do you make of it?" I 
asked. 

"There was no candle, but two 
bodies. He wanted them both dead." 

"How do you figure that?" 
"He mutilated both." Then a 

thought struck him. "Was there any 
relation between the second couple 
and the first woman?" 

"None. The -woman was local
the couple came from out of town. 
I checked that angle myself, but 
couldn't tie them together. The 
husband ·and wife were on vacation, 
j ust passing through, and so far as 
we could learn had no enemies." 

"There's a pattern in it, though,'� 
Malden said . "The locale's the same, 
the means, the mutilation, the lip
stick message. What about the time 
-the day of the month, the hour of 
the day?" 

"The same in both murders. And 
both · times, so far as we could tell, 
there was no attempt at robbery." 

"I hadn't thought of that-but it 
fits." 

"What do we have then? Some· 
one overdependent on his mother, a 
possessive type who made him 
deliberately so, and the mother's 
life and death a double betrayal." 

Malden took it from there. 
"Though released by his mother's 
death, he probably sought a mother· 
image in marriage-someone else on 
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whom he could be dependent. But  
no doubt  his wife proved a disap
pointment to him, still another 
betrayal, just as he must have been 
a disappointment to her. There 
might even have been another man 
-there often is in such · cases. And 
that would be the final betrayal." 

"Being the same in both murders, 
aren't the place, the means, the 
time bound to have-" 

But Malden anticipated me. 
"That's it, Cochran !  Check the 

records of part accidents on Deer 
Hill-on that day of the month, 
perhaps at that hour i" 

He was pleased with himself that 
I hated to do it. 

"It's not necessary," I said quiet
ly. "I already know. I knew before 
I came." 

He frowned to show his bewilder
ment. 

"If you knew, why did you come 
to me?" Then in afterthought :  "But 
who was killed?'" 

"'Your wife." 
•My wife? I have no wife." 
�ot now-nor any memory of 

her either, just as you have no 
memory of my coming here a year 
ago to tell you of her death." 

The implication was a l l  too clear 
as disbelief shadowed his face ; but 
then, almost i�mediately, compre
hension seemed to light 1t. 

"But it's you-" he began, then 
stopped. 

I continued, -"You showed me in 
as you did to.day, and I sat in this 
very same chair and told you that 

she · and Professor ''Thompson had 
been killed in an accident on Deer 
Hill. You'd j ust come from the 
university, whfre you'd been at
tending a symposium, and had 
found her note saying that she was 
leaving you. From the way you 
talked about it ,  matter-of-factly, 
without the least emotion, one 
would have thought they'd just 
gone to the corner store for a loaf 
of bread." I paused, then went on, 
"You said to me, 'I started to cat! 
him friend, but can you call a man 
who steals your wife a friend?' 
Then you said, 'I guess it depends-' 
and left the words dangling in mid-

- air." 
Malden �hook his head slowly 

from side to side, his eyes wide but 
unseeing, as if he were struggling to 
recall something lost in the past. I 
could sense the doors being unlocked 
and thrown open in his mind. 
Maybe it was only my imagination, 
but I could' hear the turn of the 
key, the creak of the hinges. 

I didn't think, from what he'd 
said, that the doors could be opened 
so quickly, so easily ; but knowing 
the workings of the mind as he did, 
he might have taken what I'd said 
on faith. 

At any rate, after a moment he 
said, "Excuse me, Sergeant," and 
left the room. 

It was so natural, so matter-of
fact, that it was some time before I 
realized what he intended. I should 
have known, should have stopped 
him. What would it be, I wondered. 
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Poison? A razor? A gun? Bathroom 
or bedroom? 

By then I was mqving quietly 
and quickly. 

But he wasn't -.doing what I 
expected him to be doing. He was in 
the bedroom, on the phone. 

"Hurry !"  I heard him say. "I 
remember now. He came here a year 
ago, after his wife's death, to return 
one of Thompson's books. Professor 
Thompson, the man she'd run away 
with, had roomed with me. Mrs. 
Cochran was an ambitious woman. 
She'd been in one of my classes, 

NEXT MONTH . 

had met Thompson through me. 
"No doubt in his investigation 

Cochran discovered the truth, and 
the shock caused a· transference from 
his wife to me - a crusty, old 
bachelor. Evidently he feels I'm 
respons1ble, thinks I'm-" 

He glanced up then and caught 
sight of my reflection in the dresser 
mirror. 

"Oh, dear God!" he cried. "Help 
me!  Help -" 

Reaching into my pocket for the 
lipstick, I knew what I must wnte : 
�'People are no damn good!" 
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F
Al\NY BAUER HAD AN IDEA HOW 
to kill Loren. It seemed like 

a g0od idea in the beginning, and 
the more she thought about it the 
better it looked . She got_ the idea 
from watching a late movie on 
tdevisron. This is not intended as 
a criticism of television , which 
already gets more than its share, 
but just shows you how simply a 
murder can sometimes begin. 

If you have to blame someone, 
blame the Sioux-or the Cheyenne 
-or was it the Apaches ? They were 
in the movie that F:mny saw, an old 
Western, and they took the hero, 
tied him up with wet rawhide 
thongs, and left him out in the sun. 
Wet rawhide shrinks as it dries, 
as almost everyone knows if he will 

!�3 

only stop to think about it, and the 
idea was to make the rawhide cut 
into the flesh of the hero. It turned 
out that the hero was rescued by the 
United States Cavalry, but he was 
only tied by the wrists and ankles, 
anyhow, which would have been 
painful for a while, but not fatal. 

What ,j a wet mwh1de thong were 
tied around someon_e's throat? Fanny 
thought. 

She kept it impersonal to start 
with, sort of academic, and it wasn't 
until later that the throat became 
Loren's. She dicln't  know if the 
Sioux-or Cheyenne or Apaches
had ever us�d this method to 
strangle a captive, for i_t wasn 't in 
the movie ; but she did have a vague 
memory of having read about it in 
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a mystery story sometime or other. 
The movie merely stirred up the 
memory of the story and so she 
couldn't claim any originality for 
the idea-although it required, 
after all, a certain amount of clever
ness to apply it. 
-And Loren Bauer was certainly 

an ideal subject. Or victim. 
In the first place, as a retired 

political boss with a severe defi
ciency of ethics, he had made at  
least a hundred bitter enemies who 
would gladly strangle him if given 
the chance. ' · 

In the second place, he was now 
relatively vulnerable, having had 
a stroke that left him with legs that 
were practically useless. 

In the third place, he was always 
taking some kind of drug for the 
relief of his physical d iscomfort or _ 
his conscience or both, and it would 
be quite easy to give him enough 
to knock him out, although not 
enough actually to kill him, because 
of what might be discovered post 
mortem. 

In the fourth place, he was rich. 
In the fi fth place, ·it was beginning 

co look as if he were going on 
indefimtely refusing to die natu
rally ,  for his heart was sound, in 
ip1te of the stroke, and he adhered 
rigidly to his low cholesterol diet 
and had given up �moking. 

In the sixth place, he was too old 
for Fanny by some thirty years, and 
it was high ume he was discarded, 
jf not replaced. 

Six reasons for murder. Fanny 

could probably have added a few 
more, if pressed, but surely six 
were enough. She decided, after 
much thought, that she would dis
cuss the matter in general terms with 
Stuart, who was Loren's nephew. 
As a matter of fact, Stuart might 
have been Fanny's seventh reason. 

" I've thought of a way t� kill 
Loren,'.' she said t9 Stuart one day. 

"Your rate of production is low," 
he said. "I've thought of a dozen 
ways." 

"If you're so clever, why haven' t  
you done something about it." 

"Thinking- and doing are two 
different things, honey. Doing is far 
too risky."  

"Well, my way, if  properly ex
ecuted, is hardly risky at all."  

"I 'm intrigued, to say the least. 
What way do you have in' mind?" 

"I don't believe I'll tell you. 
You ' re rather weak, however charm
ing, and you!d only be a handicap 
in a touchy project like this." 
_ This suited Stuart perfectly. He 
always preferred, if possible, to 
profit from the efforts of others. 
As for Fanny, the brief conversation 
had the effect of making a plan, 
and the very next time she was 
down town she went to a small 
leather shop on a side street and 
bought a strip of rawhide to be used, 
she explained , as a lacing. A mini
mum of research had taught her that 
raw;hide was frequently used as 
lacing, and the purchase was routine. 
. She took · the strip of rawhide 

home and put it in a basin in the 
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basement to soak. It was necessary, 
of course, to wait for an appropriate 
day. 

The year was still in the first half 
of June, and it had been, morever, 
unusually cool. Then, just when 
one might have expected warmer 
weather, it began to rain, and 
it rained steadily for almost a 
week-a gray drizzle every day. 

Fanny was impatient to get some
thing accomplished, now that she 
had made a decision, and she was 
about to despair of ever having a 
warm fair day. She listened to the 
weather forecast each evening on 
radio and television, and even veri
fied the daily forecasts by consulting 
the evening paper. 

Finally, of course, the wet spell 
ended , and the mercury in thermo
meters began to climb, and the 
days became as appropriate as she 
could possibly ask for-appropriate 
for murder. 

The day she chose was a Saturday. 
The cook and the maid left at noon 
for the remainder of the week-end, 
and Loren himself, ironically 
enough, made a certainty of wh_at 
had been, so far, no more than a 
plan. He had his lunch in his wheel
chair in the library, which was used 
for almost anything except reading, 
and later, just before the servants 
left, Fanny went in to get his tray 
and take it back to the kitchen. 

"Do you know what ?" he said. 
"No," Fanny said . "What?" 
"I believe I 'll si t out in the sun 

for a while . ., 

Fanny was, naturally, quite 
pleased and excited by this oppor
tunity, which required no clever 
maneuvering on her part ; but she 
was careful not to seem too eager. 

"It's pretty warm out there, " she 
said. "In the eighties." 

"That's all right. I need some sun 
for a change. I 'll come in when I 've 
had enough." 

"Would you like me to push you 
out on the terrace?" 

"Don't bother. I can manage by 
myself. " 

"I tell you what I 'll do. I 'll fix you 
a tall cold drink of something_ and 
bring it out to you. Would you 
like that ?" 

He said he would, which was his 
mistake, and Fanny went to fix him 

- a tall cold anesthetic highball that 
contained incidental ingredients of 
citrus juice and gin and carbonated 
water. As a gesture of innocence, she 
asked the maid to take it to him on 
her way out of the house for the 
week-end, and five minutes later, 
-seeing the cook off, she found 
the glass already half empty when 
she went out herself. 

"It's such a warm day," she said, 
"I think I 'll go out to the Country 
Club and have a swim in the pool. 
Do you mindt' 

"Go right ahead," he said. 
"You '11 be all alone if l do." 
"I like being alone. •• 
"You aren't expecting anyone?" 
'·'No, I 'm not. And if anyone 

comes, I'll pretend I 'm not here. 
You run aloQg. Call Stuart to come 
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pick you up, if you like.- Being an 
escort is _about all he's good for." 

"That's a good idea. It's better 
than my going alone. "  

She went inside and phoned 
Stuart. I t  took him,quii:e a while to 
answer the telephone, because · he 
wasn't up yet. Stuart was hardly 
ever out of bed before early after
noon, and Fanny had counted on 
this when she called. 

Stuart agreed to pick her up, 
although he was somewhat less than 
enthusiastic about taking a swim, 
and It took him slightly longer than 
half an hour to dress and get there. 

In the meanwhile Fanny used 
the time profitably. Returning to 
the terrace, havmg detoured en 
route by way of the basement, she 
found the tall glass empty and 
Loren dead to this world if not yet 
alive 10 the next. He was, indeed, in 
such a deep sleep that it gave her 
a little shock of fear. She was afraid 
she had been too generous with the 
dr�g, and it would never do to have 
him dymg because of that. It 
couldn't reasonably be passed off as 
heart failure, not with Loren's re
cent electrocardiograms on record, 
and the excess ot drugs would cer
tainly be detected in an autopsy, 

But after a close mspection she 
was satisfied that she was safe. 
Loren would not die of the drug, 
and any dose less than lethal would . 
surely be accepted as normal, for 
he took the stuff all the time, as was 
well known. 

And so, satisfied, she had merely 

to _tie the wet rawhide strip snugly 
around Loren's throat. It was easy 
to do-Loren was wearing an open
neck sports shirt. Then she carried 
the tall glass mside, washed it and 
dried it and put it away, and went 
upstairs to get a beach bag, into 
which she put a black swimming 
suit, brief, a striped towel, immense, 
and a tube of suntan . lotion, 
economy size. She was 'waitmg 
downstairs, ready to go, when 
Stuart arrived. 

He was so grumpy from having 
been wakened early that I'-anny was 
tempted to tell him what she had 
done, j ust to cheer him up a little; 
but she decided that it  wouldn't be 
wise. She resisted temptation all the 
way to the Country Club, and 
finally compromised, as they were 
arriving, by hinting at just enough 
to give ·him something pleasant to 
anticipate. 

"I have a notion," she said, "that 
there is going to be a happy surprise 
in your life today." 

"Yes?" He looked at her dis
agreeably. "What arc you, an 
astrologer or something?" 

"You'll sec," she said. "You need 
only be a little paticn t. " 

She wouldn't tllll him any more, 
not a -word, -but his humor did 
improve, and they had_ a cool 
pleasant swim in the pool and sat 
for a while �n deck chairs along 
the side_. It was really quite warm in 
the sun, and ·so they dressed pretty_ 
soon and moved into the clubhouse, 
where they had cold drinks and 
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played several hands of gin rummy. 
All in all, it was quite a pleasant 
afternoon that passed quickly, and 
it was a little later than Fanny had 
plai:i,ned when Stuart got her home 
agam. 

' 'Come in and say hello to Loren," 
Fanny said. 

"Well, I don't want to, but I 
suppose I 'd better," he said. 

They walked inside together and 
Fanny went off ostensibly to look 
for Loren. She ran upstairs and 
down again. She looked into several 
rooms. She called his name. At  last, 
after putting on a good show, she 
went out to the terrace-and all 
of a sudden she had the most terrible 
feeling that thmgs had gone wrong 
and that Loren would be alive and 
waiting for her. 

But as it turned - ou t, the feeling 
was no more than a foolish appre
hensmn,' for the rawhide had shrunk, 
as guaranteed by the old Wes tern, 
and Loren was stone dead. 

Working as fast as she could, 
Fanny began trymg to remove th� 
stnp of rawhide from Loren's 
throat. But 1t had drawn deeply 
into the flesh and had become very 
hard in the sun, and for a fearful 
moment she thought she might have 
._to call Stuart to help her remove it. 
Then she remembered the penknife 
rhat Loren mvanably carried in his 
pocket. 

She finished out the knife, cut 
the rawhide, and dropped i t  and 
the knife into her beach bag, which 
she had carried all this time. Then, 

feeling relieved and composed, she 
went back into the house and found 
Stuart waiting where she had left 
him. 

"Loren is still out on the terrace,., 
she said. "He seems to be dead. You 
had better call the police." 

"Police ! "  Stuart j umped and 
stared at her. "Why the devil should 
I call the police?" 

"If I'm not mistaken, Loren has 
been murdered. Strangled, I be
lieve. He had many enemies, you 
know. Apparently one of them 
slipped up behind him and choked 
him to death." 

"Oh, sure !" Stuart's eyes, which 
had popped wide open, were now 
narrowed. "This wouldn't be the 
happy surprise you were talking 
about, would it?" 

"Please don't waste time, Stuart. 
Are you going to call the police, or 
aren't you?" 

"I am not. What I'm going to do 
is get out of here immediately." 

"Don't be absurd. You can't pos
sibly be involved, and neither can I. 
After all, we were away togetlier all 
afternoon. Besides, it will only look 
\YOrse for you if you leave." 

"Not if )'.OU don't telJ. anyone I 
was here." 

'TU certainly have to tell the 
police. You know very well that it's 
illegal to withhold information in 
a murder case." 

"It's also illegal to strangle hus
bands."  

"I  haven' t  strangled a nusband
not mme nor anyone else's. Stuart, 
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do as I say . .  Go and call the police 
immediately." 

"Well, it looks like I 'm h_ooked, 
and I'll have to. " 

'"Tha_t's a good boy. In the mean
time, I'll go up to my room and lie 
down. It 's expected of widows to 
behave properly in these matters, 
and I don't want to create a bad 
1mpress1on-especially for the po
lice." 

She went upstairs, carrying her 
beach bag. In her room she hung 
the bag on a hook far back in her 
closet, then kicked off her shoes 
and lay down on the bed. She was 
mwardly far too excited to continue 
lying there, however, and after a 
while she got up and sat in a chair 
by a window. 

She wished that the window over
looked the terrace so that she could 
watch what would go on down 
there; but the ter:race was on the 
other side of the house. It would 
be necessary, she thought ·co dispose 
of the strip of rawhide, but there 
would be plenty of time for that 
later. Meanwhile· it  would be safe 
enough where -it was, in the beach 
bag, for there was no reason in the 
world why anyone should look into 
i t, or even think of looking. 

-Now that · it was so nearly 
finished, she felt a great urgency to 
have it firushed altogether. She sat 
quietly, listening for sounds, but 
she could hear nothing in the big 
house and see nothing pertinent 
from the window. After a long time 
she began to suspect that Stuart 

had not even ·called the police as 
he was instructed to do. She was 
almost ready to go downstairs and 
see for herself if he was still there 
or had sneaked away like a coward, 
when there was suddenly, without 
the prelude of any other sound, a 
brisk rappmg on her door and a 
voice that sounded somehow official. 

"Mrs. Bauer. Are you there ?" 
"Yes," she said. "Who is it, 

please?" 
"Lieutenant Peavy. Police. I'd 

like to talk with you if you feel up 
to it. " 

"Of course. Just a moment ." 
She stood up and put on her 

shoes and opened the door. 
"I 've been lying down,"  she said. 
"I understand. Are you sure 

you're ready to talk?" 
"Quite ready." 
"Will you come downstairs, or 

would you prefer to talk here?" 
"Here, if you don't mind. Please 

come in." 
She crossed to the bed and sat on 

the edge of 1t, while he pulled the 
chair around from the window 
and sat facmg her .. A; a policeman, 
she thought, he looked remarkably 
inoffensive. To be perfectoly candid, 
from her particular point of view, 
he lo.oked relatively safe if not 
inept. He was slight of build, with 
limp brown hair brushed over from 
the side, and ,his tired suit hung 
loosely on his body. He held his 
hands clasped between his knees, 
as if he were embarrassed and uncer
tain of himself. 
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"I wonder," he said, "if you 

would j ust tell me just what hap
pened." 

"There isn't much to tell, really. 
I've been away this afternoon. I 
went swimming at the Country 
Club with Mr. Bauer's nephew. 
I believe you met him downstairs. 
When we left here, Loren was sitting 
on the terrace in the sun. He was 
going to wheel himself inside when 
he'd had enough. Stuart and I didn't 
return until rather late, and I found 
Loren still on the terrace. You know 
how he was when I found him."  

"Yes. Dead. Strangled. Tell me, 
Mrs. Bauer, did you see the 
weapon?" 

"The weapon?" 
"Yes. Whatever was used to 

strangle him. From the appearance 
of his throat it must have been a 
very stout cord or a steel wire. 
Something like that." 

"I didn't see it whatever, it was. 
The murderer must have taken it 
away with him. Wouldn't he natu
rally do that?" 

"He might He m-ght not. In this 
case, he did. Or he didn't. \Vhat I 
mean is, the weapon was taken away 
-but not at the time of the murder. 
It remained in place around the vic
tim's throat all the time he was on 

the terrace. Until you came l'10m6, 
Mrs. Bauer?" 

"What's that? What did you say ?"  
Lieutenant Peavy twisted his 

hands together, giving the impres
sion of wringing them in an agony of 
cm barrassmen t. 

"I see that you got the beginning 
of a tan on your face and throat this 
afternoon, Mrs. Bauer. So did your 
husband. Except on the narrow line 
around his throat that the sun didn't 
touch. Can you explain that?" 

She couldn't, of · course. She 
. couldn't even try. She wondered 
desperately if she could somehow 
put the blame on _Stuart, but it 
didn't seem likely. Most of all, she 
wondered how she could have 
failed to think of such a simple 
thing while being so clever about 
everything else. Now they would 
certainly search her room and look 
into her beach bag-and there was 
not a thing she could do to prevent 
it. 

What was Peavy saying? 
"I've been trying to figure out 

how you did it, Mrs. Bauer," he 
was saying, "and I think I've got it." 
His expression was almost ludi
crously apologetic. "You see, I 
watch the late movies on television 
too." 



A M A N  I S  M I S S I N G  

by ERLE STANLEY GARDNER 

( Contmued from page 48) 
Hank pulled back the flap of the 

envelope and took out the single sheet 
of paper, which was covered on both 
sides with fine pen-and-rnk "writing. 
He spread it out on the table. 

Marion, standing at his shoulder, 
read the letter with him. 

"My name 1s Frank Adrian, '  al
though until the last few days there 
was a great deal I couldn't remember 
about myself. I am marned to Corliss 
Latham Adrian, and I will put her 
address at the bottom o[ this letter, so 
the finder may noufy her m the event 
it becomes necessary. 

"I have been su b1ect to attacks of 
amnesia. Some lime ago I had an 
attack \� luch sent me \\ andering a,\ ay 
from home. For a while I didn't know 
\\ ho I \\ as, then I could remember 
only a part of my life. There was a 
hiatus followmg an automobile acci
dent 111 \I l,1ch I received a hlm" on the 
head. However, recently my mind has 
cleared, and I know now who J am. 

"For some time I have been engaged 
in a partnership wnh a chap n:imed 
Harry Benton, a man who 1s an expe
rienced woodsman, packer, and pros
pector. We came up here to tlu� cabin 
to do some prospecting until the 
weat�er got cold and then do some 
trappmg. 

"I have heard sometlung about 
cabin fever, that -peculiar malady 
which grips two - persons who are 
forced i'nto constant association with 
each other, until finally they become 
so thoroughly annoyed and irritated 
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that a species of insanity is generated. 
"I had never thought that could 

happen to me. . 
"I am all right, but my partner, 

Harry Benton, has developed a bad 
case of cabin fever. He hates me with 
an insane, bitter hatred. I think the 
man 1s crazy. 

"A· [cw days ago we had a quarrel 
over a matter so trivial it seemed 
absurd to me, but J can see that 
Benton has become absolutely funous 
and 1s br,odmg over It. J am gomg to 
try anJ lea\,r here,:but I am still pretty 
much of a tenderfoot ;111d it 1\11] be a 
hard trip for me. J iec:l certain that if 
Benton finds I ha, c run out on him 
he will track me- down and kill me. 
Therefore I �want to get enough of a 
head srart so he can't catch up with 
me. 

"I( the worst should come to the 
worst and anythmg �hould happen, 
will the finder of this letter plea� 
notify my \1 ife." 

The letter was signed, "FRANK 
ADRJA--i," · and below that was the 
address of his wife. 

Hank looked up at Marion Benton. 
"Why, how absolutely absurd !" she 

exclaimed. "The man must be insane. 
Harry never was a bit like that." 

"Cabin fever is a peculiar tlung," 
Hank said. "I've seen people that were 
just as mce as could be. They'd be 
swell campmatcs until they got cabin 
fever and-well, it is a kind of insanity. 
You can't-" 

"Oh, bosh and nonsense I Harry has 
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camped with people all over the coun
try. He's been ou t m the hills as much 
as you have. It's absolutely absurd 
to think of Harry flying off the handle 
that way." 

"Of course, a tenderfoot is some· 
thing of a tnal to live with," Hank 
pointed out. "There are times when 
just wrangling them gets you to the 
point where-" 

"But, Hank, that"s absolutely fool
ish. I don't know why this man wrote 
that letter, but it's absurd." -4 

"Well," Hank said, "let's go on. back 
and stop the pack tram. We'll camp 
around here somewhere and then take 
a closer look at the cabin. Everything 
seems to be all nice and shipshape." 

Mauon nodded, too stunned and 
angry to engage in much conversation. 

Hank looked carefully around the 
place for a while, then said, "Oh-oh, 
what's this?" 

"What?" 
Hank turned to. one of the walls. 

Down near the floor were reddish
brown st�ins which had evidently 
spattered against the wood in pear-
shaped drops, then had dried. 

Marion looked at the stains, then 
raised her eyes to Hank. "Hank, _ 
IS it-" 

Hank nodded and said, "I guess we'd 
better close up the_ place and go get 
the others." 

It was well along in the afternoon 
when Marion Chandler Benton, Corliss 
Adnan, James Dewitt, and Hank 
Lucas returned to the cabin. In the 
meantime they had found a camping 
place, and left Kenney and the cook 
to unpack the horses and make camp. 

Lucas had briefly described what 
they had found and had shown the 

others the letter. Marion had an
nounced to one and all that she was 
Harry Benton's sister and had ridiculed 
the letter. 

James Dewitt had accepted the 
announcement of her relationship to 
Frank Adrian's partner without sur· 

· prise. He liad, however, promptly 
taken sides with Mrs. Adrian. 

"You don't suppose Fran� Adrian 
wrote that letter just for fun, do you?" 
he said. 

"He was a tenderfoot," Marion said. 
"He wasn't accustomed to living out 
in the hills with anyone. Harry was 
probably a little taciturn, and Frank 
took it for cabin fever." 

"Well, if nothing happened to him, 
and it was all a mistake," Dewitt said, 
"why hasn't his wife heard from him?" 

"Because he has amnesia. He's had 
another lapse of memory." 

"Could be," Dewitt said, in a tone 
that failed to show any conviction. 
"Since we're taking off the masks, I 
may as well tell you I 'm a detective 
in charge of the missing persons depart· 
ment of-Well, here, take a look at my 
credentials, all of you." 

"Please let's get started," Corliss 
Adrian said. "I don't want to make 
any_ trouble for anyone. All I want is 
to find Frank. Please let's go." 

When they arrived at the cabin, 
Dewm inspected the reddish-brown 
stains on the wall and promptly took 
charge. "Those stams arc blood," he 
said. "Now, let's be .  careful not to 
disturb anything in the cabin. Hank, 
show me exactly where it was you 
found the letter." 

Hank Lucas replaced the letter be
hind the boxes. "Right here," he 
said. "It was sticking out just about 
like this." 
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"As much as tha t?" 
"That's right. Just about like this!' 
"I see. Let's look at this stove." 
Hank said, "Doesn't seem to be any 

firewood or kindling here, ' �ut I can go 
out and get some dry wood and in just 
a few minutes have this whole cabin 
heated up." 

"Definitely not," Dewitt said. "We'll 
leave everything exactly as it is, except 
that we'll look through these ashes 
down below the grate here." 

Dcwll t found a piece of flat tin from 
which he made a scoop, and began 
shoveling the ashes. After the second 
shovelful he gave an exclamation. 

There were four or five badly charred 
buttons in the ashes. 

"I guess you folks better get out," 
Dewitt said to Corliss and Marion. 
"It's beginning to look bad. You girls 
wait outside. We don't want any evi
dence obliterated. You'.d better wait 
over there by the door, Hank. This is a 
case " here too many cooks spoil the 
broth. I know exactly what to do and 
how to do it. Remember, this is nght 
down my alley." 

Corliss and Marion went outside. 
Corliss was crying, Manon indignant. 
Hank strolled off down the trail, which 
he �id probably led to a spring. 

The1e followed a period of waiting in 
11n atmosphere of hostility. Manon and 
Corliss sat on a fallen log, mamtammg a 
distance of some eight feet, both ap
parently intent on the scenery, both 
under emotional tension. 

Then Hank Lucas came walking back 
rather hurriedly. He talked briefly to 
Dewitt. The men took off, carrymg 
with them a shovel which had been 
standing 10 the corner of the cabin by 
the stove. 

Corliss apparently failed to appreci
ate the significance of Hank's errand, 
but Marion waited, watching with fear· 
strained eyes as the men walked rapidly 
down the path toward the spring. 

When they returned, _twenty mm· 
utes later, Marion knew what had hap· 
pencd merely from their attitudes. 
Dewitt, bustling in his efficiency, was 
now very definitely in charge. Hank, 
coming along behind him carrying the 
shovel, had a dejected droop to his 
shoulders. 

Dewitt said, "Corliss, we want you." 
She came to him, and Dewitt en· 

gaged in low-voiced conversation, 
glancing almost surreptitiously at Mar· 
ion. Marion saw Corliss catch her 
breath, heard her half scream; then 
they were gone down the trail. They 
were back within ten minutes. The 
cold hostility of Dewitt's ey·es con
firmed h�r worst fears. 

He said, "It's my duty to inform you, 
Miss Benton, that we have discovered 
the body of Frank Adrian. The evi
dence is unmistakable that he was shot 
in the back of the head with a high· 
powered rifle, firing a soft-nosed bullet. 
In view of other evidence I've found, 
there can be no question but what 
your brother was the murderer." 

Marion was on her feet. "How dare 
you say any such thing! You are mak· 
ing a superficial appraisal of circum· 
stantial evidence. My brother may 
have been living with him, but he 
wasn't the only man in these moun· 
tains. After all, Adrian was mentally 
deranged. He-" 

"Shot himself in the back of the 
head with a rifle?" Dewitt asked sar
castically. 

"Well, I guess there arc other people 
in these mountains. My brother and 
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Adrian might have found a rich mine "And the body's that of Frank 
and�" Adrian?" 

"That," Dewitt said coldly. "is some· "Doesn't  seem to be any question 
thing you can try to prove to a jury about that . . •  We don't  feel that it's 
aft� we'11e caught your brot�." right for you to hang around the cabin 

"Or," Marion went on desperately, the way things arc. Don't you want to 
"that body could be someone else." go back to camp and stay there with 

"The identification is absolute," De· Kenney and the cook?" 
witt said. "Not only is there an identi· "I don't. I want to get out of this 
fication by Corliss despite the state of country. I want to get away," Marion 
the body due to the time it's been in a said, feeling her voice rise almost to the 
shallow grave, but there are certain point of hysteria. "I want to talk with 
means of identification which were someone who's got some sense. I want 
given me- by Corliss before she ever to find the Sheriff of this county." 
came in here. There's no question "That's right," Lucas said, sooth· 
about the identity of the body. And as ingly. "The Sheriff is a square shooter, 
far as my duty 1s concerned, it's plain. but there's no use kidding ourselves. 
Your brother is a fugitive from justice. So far, ·the evidence is dead open and 
He has a head start-too big a head shut." 
start: But there seems to be no question "If they accuse Harry of this I'll get 
as to the .trail he took-in going out, and the best lawyer money can buy," 
I am going to ride over that trail. Marion stormed indignantly. 
There's a telephone at the other end of "Now, don't go making any mistake 
it." -on that," Hank said. "That's where you 

Hank Lucas was downright apolo- really could get in bad. Don't go get 
getic when he moved up to talk with any high-priced city lawyer and bring 
Manon after Dewitt had gone over. to him in here to this county. You take 
comfort Corliss. "There's another way the run-of-the-mill country lawyer up 
out of this country," he said. "It's only here, and he understands cabin fever. 
about fifteen miles of trail from here, The iury understands cabin fever, and 
and gets you to an automobile road. the lawyer understands the jury-" 
There's a ranch there and a telephone. "We're wasting time," D;witt inter· 
Dewitt feels he should get m there rupted. "We haven't too much day· 
right away, and I've got to guide him. light left. We'll have to ride fast. Think 
Corliss 1s pretty much all in, but she it will be necessary to take a pack horse 
doesn't want to remain here." with our sleeping bags?" 

"Hank, tell me," Manon said tear· "Nope," Hank said. "There's a 
fully. "I don't trust tlus man on the ranger stauon there and a ranch. We 
evidence. He's a prejudiced, overbear· can get them to put us up for tlie night. 
ing, bullying-" But I think probably we can get an 

"He's a pretty good detective," auto to ·drive out from Boise and pick 
Hank Lucas said. "As far as the evi· us up." 
dence he's uncovered is concerned, "Let's get started," Dewitt said. 
Marion, there are half a dozen clues "This is going to ·be tough" Hank 
that tell the whole story." warned. 
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Dcwitl was ·grim. · "We can take it. 
This !� part of t�c day's work-my 
work. , 

It wasn't until shortly after dark that 
the four horsemen rounded the last 
turn of a trail  that had seemed abso
lutely interminable and saw an oblong 
of light and heard the sound of a radio. 

Corliss Adrian was virtually in a 
state of collapse. Dewitt, holding gri111-
l y  to the saddle horn, lurched along 
like a sack of meal. Marion, accusLomed 
as she was to a prope1 seat in the saddle, 
was unspeakahly \\ eary. Only. Hank 
Lucas seemed al ea�e and untired. 

Once Ill the ranger station, however, 
Dewitt's spirits soon 1evived. He �as 
in )us clement, pulling through tele
phone calls, requisitioning cars, assum
ing command. And Marion had to 
admit reluctantly that as an executive 
he showed considerable ability. 

While they were waiting for the c-ar 
to arrive from Boise, Ted Meeker, the 
rancher who lived about half a mile 
away and who had arrived in a state of 
excitement after quite frankly havmg 
listened over the party phone, fell into 
conversaLion wi th Hank. 

"How's the stock coming?" Hank 
asked. 

"Prctt y good. Time certainly is lots 
of feed m this meadow during about 
eight months of the year." 

"How are the ho1ses?" 
"Fine." 
"Got any you want to sell ?" 
Meeker grinned. "None you'd want 

to buy." 
"Haven't had a stray in here,- have 

you?" 
"Say, there is, for a fact," Meeker 

said. "When the horses came in to hay 
last winter, there was a black that came 
in. Big, powerful horse. I haven't seen 

him bcfo�, and I don't know who 
owns him. There's no brand." 

"White left front foot? Star on his 
forehead ?" Hank asked, rolling a cigar
ette deftly with one hand. 

"That?s right." 
"Back in good shape?" Hank asked 

cast1ally. 
"It is now," Meeker said, and 

laughed. "Wasn't quite so good when 
he came in.". 

"Maybe fifteen years old ? Sort of 
swaybacked ?" Lucas asked. 

"Don't tell me you ow11 him ?" 
"Nope. But I know who does." 
"Well, by this time the owner's got a 

feed bill." 
Marion listened absent-mindedly to 

this conversation, not quite under
standing its 1mplicat1ons. As the siste1 

, of an accused murderer, she found her
self in the posiuon of bemg apart from 
the little group. She knew, in fact, that 
Dewitt had even disliked having her in 
the room where she could listen to the 
telephone instructions which had gone 
out pertaining to the apprehension of 
Harry Benton. Ir was a welcome relief, 
therefore, when she heard the sound of 
an automobile motor and realized that 
they would be on the move again. 

The drive to the county scat was a 
long one, and it was nearly noon when 
the party finally reported to Bill Cat
lin. They were <!11 exhausted. 

The old country Sheriff eyed them 
cunously. His rnanrier was calm, un
hurried, and deliberate. "Looks to me 
like you've been takin' i t  pretty hard," 
he said to Dewitt. "Maybe you'd bet
ter roll in for a while befo� we clo any
thing else." 

Dewitt squared hjs shoulders. "I 
can't sleep when there arc a lot of 



A M A N  I S  M I S S I N G  1 55 

things to be done. I won't rest until I 
know every wheel has been set in 
motion."  

"\Vell, now, we can take over from 
here," the Sheriff assured him .philo· 
sopl11cally. 

Dewitt shook his head. "I don't 
want to appear concened, but 1t just 
happens I'm here. I'm going to keep on 
the job. " '  

Bill Cathn said, somewhat whimisi
cally, "Guess us country boys wouldn't 
do so well in  the city ."  

Dewitt �miled. 
"On tl1e other hand," Catlin said, 

"we manage to get by out here m our 
country." 

"I hope," Dewit t  said, "that the time 
will come \Vhen WC have a city-trained 
man -available m every county m the 
United States." 

"\Vell , now, that J llSt might be a 
good thmg," B 111 s.·ud. 

Dewitt's voice was rasping from 
fatigue. "Well, let's finish ·up this case 
if you don't  mind." 

"You mean finish it up right now?" 
"That's right, Arrest one of the 

guilty parties." 
"\Vho?" 
"Use vour head," Dewitt said impa· 

tientlv. "Reconstruct the cnme. Put 
two a;,d two together. " 

"Just what do you mean by that?" 
"Hank Lucas tells me he knows that 

pack horse, has known it  for some 
time. He knows the man who sold it to 
Adrian." 

Catlin nodded. 
"That pack horse showed up down 

by the ranger station after snowfall 
last )'Car when the horses came m to get 
fed. He'd been feeding out on the range 
before then." 

Again Catlin nodded. 

"Surely you can see what happened," 
Dc�itt went on, trying to restrain his 
impatience. "There in the cabin we 
found some buttons in the stove, mean· 
ing that some garments had been 
burned up. We didn't find a single 
thing in the line of wearing apparel, 
blankets, personal possessions, or any· 
thing-iust a few dishes and odds and 
ends of that sort. In other words, the 
cabin had been fixed up very carefully 
so that any per-son who happened to 
stu�ble onto it wouldn't think there 
was anything out of the ordinary. Ir 
would appear that the trappers who 
had been in it had taken their furs at 
the end of the winter season and gone 
on out to sell them." 

"So Hank was telling me," the 
Sheriff said. 

"All right," Dewitt said. "Benton 
killed Frank Adrian. He loaded all the 
stuff on the pack horse and walked out 
to the ranch by the ranger stanon, 
where he struck the highway. He un· 
packed the horse and turned him 
loose." 

"Then what ?" Catlin asked. 
"Then he vanished:" 
"Seems like he did, for a fact ," the 

Shenff said. 
"Well," Dewitt neady exploded. 

"My God, do l'have to rub your nose 
in it? Figure out what happened. That 
wasn't any cabin-fever killing. That 
was w11lful, premeditated murder. 
Adrian had quite a roll of cash on him. 
Benton got out with it. Wnat hap· 
pcned? He got to that road and un· 
packed his pack horse. He didn't just 
evaporate into thi.n air. Someone met 
him with an automobile. It had to be 
someone who was m on the 'play, some· 
one who could keep an eye on things 
and wait until people were about ready 
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to launch an investigation, and then 
contrive to show up and be very solicit
ous about her, 'dear brother.' In other 
words, it's just as plain as the nose on 
your face that ¥arion Benton was her 
brother's accomplice, and the murder 
of Frank Adrian was premeditated." 

Marion jumped to her feet. "How 
dare you say anything like that?" 

"Now, just a minute, ma'am,"  Bill 
Catlm said authoritatively. "If you 
wouldn't mind iusr sitting down and 
keeping quiet, I'l l ask you questions 
when I get around to it. But right now 
we're having an official investigation, 
and Mr. Dewitt is domg the talking." 

Marion subsided into the chair. 
Corliss Adnan said to the Sheriff, 

"He could have hitchhiked in. / don't 
think Miss Benton was m on it." 

"Don't be silly, Corliss," Dewitt 
said. "I can appreciate your desire to 
be charitable. Miss ·Benton has im
posed on all of us with her superb job 
of actmg, but I'm looking at the thing 
from the standpoint of a tramed 
mvestigator." 

Manon started to say something, 
but the Sheriff motioned her to 
silence. 

"Figure it out," Dewitt went on. 
· 'Tha't murder was committed some 
time before snow, some time before the 
ground froze. The men had gone in 
there planning to prospect and then to 
trap. They had taken in enough sup
plies to last them through the wmter
probably all the supplies they could 
possibly load on one pack horse. There 
must have been quite a bit of stuff. , 
Benton had to load all that and pack 
it out. Then he had to get rid of it. 

"I've asked particularly about traffic 
along that road. Except durmg huntmg 
season, there's virtually no one who 

uses it other than the ranger and the 
chap who has the ranch there, plus the 
man who delivers the mail. 

"I try to do things thoroughly. ,I've 
talked on the telephone to the mail
man, and I asked !um particularly if 
he remembered picking up anyone 
with a lot of camp equipment." 

"Couldn't he have hidden the camp 
equipment?" Corliss asked. 

"Too dangerous," Dev.itt said short
ly. "There must have been a lot of 
provi�ions which had to be disposed of 
some way-bacon, flour, sugar, coffee. 
Then there were blankets and traps. 
To simply dump that stuff out some
where would be taking too big a 
chance. The mmute anyone found 
that cache of stuff, he'd know some
thmg had happened." 

Shenff Catlm nodded approvingly. 
"You're doing right well," he said. 

"I think you'll find," Dewitt told 
him, with some dignity, "that the 
basic principles of investigating a crime 
both l11 the city and m the country 
are the same. In the country ) ou have, 
perhaps, a wider area, which tends to 
mcrease the difficulty of find mg clues. 
But, on the other hand, you have a 
smaller population, which makes the 
job of finding what you want much 
more simple." 

"Yes, I reckon you're right," the 
Sheriff said. "You've done some good 
reasonmg there. I guess he couldn't 
hitchhike. I guess he had to , have 
someone meet him." 

"And you can see what that means," 
Dewitt went on. "It means deliberate 
murder. The crime had to be com
mitted according to a certain schedule. 
The person with the car had to be 
there on a certam date. It's your 

_ county, She_rilf, and I don't  want to 
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dictate, but if it comes to a showdown, 
I 'm going to have to. I want Miss Ben· 
ton arrested as one of the two persons 
who murdered Frank Adrian. I want 
her arrested now." 

The Sheriff turned to Marion Ben· 
ton. "Miss Benton, if you don't mind, 
I'd like to ask you a question or two. 
I know it's sort of embarrassing, but 
you'll help things along a bit if you'll 
just talk frankly . . .  Your brother is 
sort of wild, isn't he?" 

"Yes." 
"Done quite a lot of camping and 

packing?" 
"A lot." 
"Lived in the hills a good part of his 

life ?" 
"Yes." 
"Pretty good prospector?" 
"Yes." 
"Trapper?" 
''Yes." 
"Hank tells me you sit a horse pretty 

good. Take it you've done quite a bit 
of riding in the mountains, haven't 
you?" 

"Some." 
"With your brother?" 
"Yes." 
"Your brother have anyone along 

to do the packing or anything when he 
took those trips?" 

"No, of course not. He likes to do it." 
The Sheriff turned back to Dewitt. 

"Now, then, Hank tells me," he said, 
"that when you found the cabin there 
was a shovel on the inside of the cabm 
by the stove some blood spots on one 
of the walls, but no other blood spots 
anywhere. There were dishes m the 
little cupboard-dishes that had been 
washed and put away. There wasn't 
any firewood or kindling inside the 
cabin . The stove had ashes that hadn't 

been cleaned out, and there were some 
buttons in the ashes. There was this 
here note that had been stuck behind 
the boxes that formed the cupboard, 
and there wasn't a single, solitary thing 
left in the cabin to show that, of the 
two men who occupied that cabin, one 
of them had stayed behind. The pack 
horse was found at the end of the trail, 
some skinned-up places on his back." 

Dewitt nodded, then said somewhat 
impatiently. "I've gone all over that 
before. Hang 1t, Sheriff, I've give,n 
that cabin my personal attention. I've 
seen the evidence.'.' 

"Wdl, you've looked at ,the cabin," 
the Sheriff said. "Sometimes \\;e don't 
always sec what we look at . . .  Now. 
let's see. Mrs. Adnan, you registered 
over here at the hotel and left some 
baggage, I believe, to be picked up 
when you came out of the mountains." 

"That's right. Hank told me to make 
the load as light as I could, j ust take ihc 
things I really needed to get along 
with." 

"Hank tells me you ain'rdone much 
mountain riding." 

"This is my first trip." 
. "Now, then," the Sheriff said to 

Dewitt, "I think you've got it right. 
This here murderer had to have some
body meet him. That means it was a 
premeditated crime. It means he had 
an accomplice. It means the thing was 
worked out according to schedule." 

"That's what I've been trying to tell 
you," Dewitt snapped, "premeditated 
murder." 
. "That's right. But a couple of things 

you've sort of overlooked. Let's do a 
little thinking out loud. Take that 
photographic post card for instance." 

",What about it?" 
"Notice the shadows'" 
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"The shadows ! What have the shad
ows to do with the murder of Frank 
Adnan?" 

"They're pretty short shadows," 
Cathn said. "The picture must have 
been taken right at noon, but even so, 
shadows don't get that short up here 
in -Idaho except dunng �e summer 
months. Now, Tom l\1orton, the 
photographer ,�ho printed that picture, 
put it on paper that he says must have 
been used up by the last part of July. 
The shadows say 1t was July. The post 
card says It v.as October. How you 
gorng to reconctle the shadows and-" 

Dewitt laughed. "I'm not even going 
co try. Frank Adnan didn't disappear 
until September." 

Bill Catlin nodded and went on 
calmly, "And this here picture was 
taken with a folding ca1:11era that has a 
little light leak in the bellows. That's 
how come this . little patch o[ ,, hite 
fog is down here in the corner. Now, I 
know I'm just sort of bonng you, but 
there's one more thing you'd ought to 
consider. Remember when that pack 
horse showed up, his back had been 
rubbed raw and then healed over?" 

Dewitt said, "For heaven's sake, are 
you crazy? / don't care about the 
damn' pack horse." 

"Well, now," the Sheriff went on, 
"you'd ought to know the mountains, 
if you're going to work in 'em. Of 
course, in packmg a lot of dude duffel, 
even a good man will sometimes get 
sore backs on one or two of the pack 
string. You just can't help that. But 
when you're packing just one horse, 
and when you're leading him on foot, 
which is generally a slower proposition 
than working from horseback, a man 
that knew about ·packing ·wouldn't 
get a sore back on his pack horse. 

"Now, another thing. The murderer 
tried to leave the cabin so that anybody 
that happened to stumble onto it 
wouldn't think there was anything 
wrong. Everyth111g would seem to be 
all nice and shipshape, just the way the 
trappers ·would have left it at the close 
of the winter season. 

"But ti!) here in this country we 
have a custom that's an unwritten law. 
When a man leaves a cabin, he always 
leaves dry stovewood and kindlmg in 
by the stove. That's so that if he hap
pens to come back in a ramstorm or a 
blizzard, he's got dry wood to start the 
fire with. And 1f somebody else happens 
to come m looking for shelter, there's 
always dry wood with which to build a 
fire. 

"Now I don't want to bore you by 
te!lmg you all these local customs, but 
th one m particular is pretty ngidly 
enforced. Now do you get it?" 

"Get what?" Dewitt asked. 
"There were two men 111 that cabin. 

One of them \\as a tenderfoot, a city 
dude The other was a woodsman. One 
of them killed the other and pulled out. 
Whoever It was that slicked the ca6in 
up and washed the dishes and made it 
look as though everything was the way 
two trappers had left it, certainly 
wasn't the murdered man; it was the 
guy who did the killing." 

"Naturally," Dewitt said. 
"And," Bill Catl111 pomted out, ":n 

this case, the man who did that was the 
tenderfoot." 

The idea hit Dewrtt suddenly and 
hard. "But look here," he said. "His 
wife identified the body. There was a 
ring on-" · 

'.'Sure, sure, she 'identified the 
body. ' " Catlin said. "Naturally, the 
murderer saw to it that the right ring 
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was there to be identified. But she'd 
have made a positive identification in 
any event. You · remember what you 
said about the crime having to be 
premeditated and someone having to 
be at the right place to meet the pack 
horse on a definite date." 

Corliss Adnan pushed her chair back 
from the table. ' 'Arc you," she de
manded angrily. "trying to insinuate 
that I-?" 

"Now, just fake IL  easy, ma'am," 
the Shcnlf said. 'Tm trying to straight
en Dewitt out on the facts of this here 
case . . . One other thing, Dewitt. 
Hank tells me this note was sticking 
out from behind the cupboard. I asked 
him if a good mountain man would 
have seen 1t easy, and he said over the 
telephone, 'My God. Bill, even a dude 
would have seen it. ' So there you are. 
You see, Adrian was just a little too 
anxious. I-le wanted to be certain that 
note would be found . 

.. Well, now, when Hank telephoned 
me about this here cnmc and the 
things he found, J di<l some thinking, 
and then I got hold of the judge and 
got me a search " an ant so I could 
search the baggage that Mrs. Adrian 
had left there in the hotel. And, sure 
enough, there was a 3-A folding camera 
with a rapid rectilinear lens. And when 
we took it mto Tom Morton's dark
room and put an electric light bulb 
inside the bellows, you could see that 
one l1ttle pinhole in the bellows just as 
plain as day . • . . -

"Now, don't try to make any breaks, 
Mrs. Adrian. You're all tired out from 
having a long ride and a long trip. And 
even 1f you uied to run away in this 
country you couldn't get anywhere. It 
isn't like just ducking outdoors m a 
city and rrving to get lost in a crowd. 

You've got to stay right here and take 
your medicine. One thing about it, our 
menfolks up here arc sort of chivalrous 
to women, and while they won't turn 
you loose, they may make you sort of 
an accessory or something that wouldn't 
quite take the extreme penalty." 

"You're crazy," she said. "You've 
got nothing on me. This is some bucolic 
travesty of justice." 

"I'm afraid we've got quite a bit on 
you," the Sheriff said. "You and your 
husband fixed this up quite a whi1e ago. 

· Both of you prospected around last 
summer and found that cabin. It had 
been abandoned, but was pretty new 
and in good shape. You even took that 
picture when you found the cabin, a 
month or two before your husband 
pulled hi� disappcanng act. You'v� 
played it pretty foxy. You'd taken out 
the insurance policies years ago. It was 
all as slick as a wet pavement." 

"Wait a minute," Dewitt said. "Let 
me handle this, Corliss . . • Sheriff, 
your own reasoning defeats itself." 

"How come?" 
"You admit that the man who left 

that cabin last tried to fix it up so i� 
would look as though the trappers had 
moved out for the wmter." 

"That's what Hank told me," the 
Sheriff said. 

"Y ct Hank also told you that this 
note was left in such a prominent place 
that anyone, even a dude, couldn't 
have failed to sec it." 

The Sheriff chuckled. "Well, now, 
that's an interestmg thing," he said. 
"That's the clue that struck me the 
minute Hank tolll! me about it over the 
telephone. So I did a little thinking." 

, "I haven't seen ,any evidence of it 
yet," Dewitt-said, now openly hostile. 

"Well," the Sheriff said, "you have 
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to think that one over a little bit. Have 
to sort of put yourself i� the shoes of 
the murderer, and then you get it." 

"I'm afraid," Dewitt said with deep 
sarcasm, "my mental processes are too 
far mferior _to yours to get these fine 
points. Suppose you explain it to me." 

"Well, now," the Sheriff said, "just 
put yourself in the shoes of the mur
derer. You don't want the body to be 
discovered until after it's pretty hard 
to make a positive identification. 
You've buried the body in a shallow 
grave. You want it to stay there and de
compose for just about so long. Then 
you're r�ady to have the thing discov
ered. Now, then, 1f it's discovered too 
soon, yo'-!'re .sunk. Well, you can figure 
out what that means, Dewitt." 

"What does it mean?" 
"It means that the murderer, or 

someone that was in cahoots with him, 
had to come back to that cabin and 
put that note there where it would be 
discovered at JUSt about the right 
time The idea was to get someone to 
go to that cabm, and when he reached 
the cabin he had to find the note and 
the body. So the person who put the 
note there wanted to be sure it'd be 
found. Now, Adnan could have put 1t  
there all right. just the way he says. 
But if Benton had killed him, he'd 
have seen that note and naturally 
burnt it up. A mountam man.wouldn't 
have overlooked that 'note-not in a 
million years: 

'1So when Hank told me about the 
note and about the way it had been 
found, I asked him about the color of 
the mk. Seems like the mk was sort of 
blue. Now, you take ink that way and, 
as I understand it, there's some sort 
of a chemical in it that umtes with 
oxygen and turns black after it oxidizes, 

and that's what gives you the perma· 
nent color in ink. But until that chemi
cal has �ad a chance to oxidize, they 
put a blue dye in the ink, so you can 
see what's been written down. That's 
why ink will be sort of blue for a while 
and then, after it gets old, it'll turn 
black. You take a man that's accus
tomed to judgmg colors pretty careful, 
and he can come pretty close to tell.mg 
whether pen writing is old or new. 
Hank said this looked pretty new to 
him. 

"Well, . that started me thinking 
some more, and so I asked Hank over 
the phone how Mrs. Adrian stood the 
trip. Did she ride pretty good in a sad
dle? And he said she was just like most 
of the dudes, nding with short stirrups, 
gripping with her knees, and pushing 
back against the cantle of the saddle. So 
I figured she'd hardly be the kind that 
could make a quick round trip to the 
cabm to. plant a note in there, and 
maybe slash her finger and leave some 
bloodstams around. And the way I 
sized it up, there was only one other 
person who could have done it. 

"Well, I had a pretty good descrip
tion of Frank Adnan, thanks to the 
stuff my fnend, Ed Harvel, had sent 
on. So I sort of figured, if he sneaked 
mto_that cabin and put a note.in there, 
he'd have had to go in through the 
ranger station or down through the 
Middle Fork. But it would have been 
a pretty hard trip, because he was a 
tenderfoot, too. And it didn't look like 
they'd take chances havmg three peo
ple in on it. However, they're bringmg 
in a few planes lately, and there's a for
est service emergency landing field 
only about five miles from the cabin 
now. 

"So I got busy on the telephone and 
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rang u p  the cities around that have 
charter air service, asking them about 
whether they took a man of a certain 
description into that landing field 
within the last month or so. And, sure 
enough, I struck pay dirt." 

"What did you find ?" Dewitt asked, 
interested now despite himself. 

"Well," the Sheriff said, "a man 
chartering an airplane has to give a lot 
of information about himself. Of 
course, this man was using an assumed 
name. He's working in a garage now. 
Probably thought he ,vas all good ·and 
safe, and nobody was going to bother 
him. Well, I telephoned down to my 
friend, the Sheriff there, and we picked 
him up. I' 

"And when I'd picked him up, I 
talked with him over the phone -and 
told him about how lus wife had al
ready collected the insurance money 
and run away with a playboy, name of 
Gridley. That was sort of reading her 
mind a little m advance. May have 
been sort of a mean tnck, but 1t worked 
like a charm. This here Adrian has a 
gmck temper, and seems like he really 
blew up and started talkmg fast. He'd 
ev1deF1tly heard sometlung about this 
Gridley chap. 

"So now, Mrs. Adnan, I hare to do 
it, but I've just got to give you lodging 
in the 1 ail. I've sent over to the hotel 
and had your bags taken over, and 
while the matron will be watching you 
to see what you take out, you can get 
some clean clothes and'-My gosh !" 
Bill Catlin said, his vmce edged with 
sympathy. "Damed if she ain't fainted. 
Hank, will you wet a towel over there 
at the washstand, and let's see if we 
can't snap her out of it? And there's a 
bottle of whiskey in that lockCE. 

"And I reckon you can use a drink 
too, Miss Benton. It's too bad about 
your brother, but, after all, it's better 
that way than to have him turn out to 
be a murderer. 

"And as far as Ed Harvel's con
cerned, Dewitt, I rang him up and 
told him we'd got the case solved and 
the murderer in jail. 

"And now, if you folks feel like it, 
we'll get Mrs. Adrian disposed of, and 
then I guess we can have a little some
thing to eat. I 've been up pretty nearly 
all night working on this thing, and I 
ain't as yoimg as I used to be. When I 
go without sleep, I've got to have lots 
of food to keep the energy up. 

"I told Harvel you'd done a fine 
job of detective work up here, Dewitt. 
And Harvel was proud as punch. 
'Course I told him 

1
that us country 

fellows had to put a few li ttle finishing 
touches on, here and there. Just be
cause it's our county, you know, and 
the voters sort of look to us to keep 
dungs in !me. But I told him you'd 
done most of the work. 

"Okay, I-lank ; let's get the matron 
over 1-iere, and then we'll go down and 
see what ... we can find. Deer season's 
open now, and a friend sent me a loin 
of venison. I took it down to Ted 
Coll111s' place and told him . ·to have 
things all ready to give us a good veni
son feed when· we showed up. 

"Oh, yes, another thing : the insur
ance companies t:·at had the policies on 
Adrian's life, m favor of his wife, an: 
pretty grateful'. Ed Harvel tells me 
they want to make sort of a contribu
t10n. 

"So I guess, come to figure it all 
out we done a pretty fair day's work. 
Whatta ya think, boys?" 
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