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JOHN DICKSON 
CARR, f.tmous m)lslery 
Ulriler. "What I look for 
is not a clumsy concoc
tion of boy-me<:ts-girl· 
wirh ·detecri ve -incidents. 
but a detective story wilh 
an original idea. That's 
what I find in every issue_. 
of ELLERY QUEEN'S 
MYSTERY MAGA
ZINE. Thor's why I think 
EQMM is the best derec. 
cive macazine in the busi
ness.'' 

ILKA CHASE, actress 
aHa author. "If mystery 
magazines were given 
batting averages , EL

LERY QUEEN'S MYS
T E R Y  M AGAZINE 
would bat .400." 

JAMES HILTON, rt
noumtd author of "So 
Well Rtmtmbtrtd ' and 
"Lost Horizon., "I have 
seen and enjoyed many 
copies o f  EL L E R Y  
QUEEN ' S MYSTERY 
�AGAZINE . It seems to 
me juS[ about the best 
form of 'escapism.' " 

HILDEGARDE, siM of 
radio and supper clubs. 
"I like E LL E R Y  
QUEEN'S MYSTERY 
M AGAZINE because it 
is so exciting and I like 
exciting things. I often 
carry it around with me 
to read on trips or at 
other times when I have 
a free moment or two. 
P l ease renew my sub
scription." 

LAURITZ M ELCHIOR, 
herosc tenor of the Met
ropol#an Opera Comp-. 
ny. "EL LERY QUEEN'S 
MYSTERY MAGAZINE 
is a really line collection 
of stimulating tales. After 
a strenuous evening at 
the Metropolitan, or a 
day of shooting on the 
movie lor, I lind real re
l a x a t i o n  in reading a 
story or two in yo•1r 
magazine. I am all for it." 

CHRISTOPHER MOR
LEY, critic and author. 
"ELLERY QUEEN'S 
MYSTERY MAGAZINE 
has both the good wry 
bread of the run·of·the
guillorine crime tales and 
ALSO what a g ift he bat 
for rummaging out the 
honeys-those rare oddi
ties that a r e vintage and 
not varicose. In short 
E.Q. has I.Q." 

Whoever heard such talk from such 
people about a mystery magazine? 
Never has any mystery magazine been so applauded by such 
distinguished applauders. "Never" is a big word -but Ellery 
Queen's Mystery Magazine is a big departure from all the usual 
kinds of magazine. Ir gives you nor only the best shore stories by 
leading deteCtive-story writers, but also little-known crime clas
sics by rhe literary great in other fields. 

Thus you gee mysteries by Somerset Maugham, Christopher Mor
ley, Mark Twain, H. G. Wells and Theodore Dreiser, as well as by 
the acknowledged masters of the mys
tery ficld-Dashiell Hammett, Agatha 
Christie, John Dickson Carr, Cornell 
Woolrich, Dorothy L. Sayers and many 
others. 

In addition tc the distiuguished ap
plauders pictured here, EQMM has 
receh'ed orchids from such notables 
as Arch Oboler, Helen Jepson, 
Efrem Kurtz, Rex SJoul, Edward 
L. Bemays, James M. Cain, john 
Dickwn Carr, Elsa Maxwell, Joseph 
Henry Jackson, a11d ma11y others! 
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edition only) 
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Lloyd's A LAWYER'S SECRETS 
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only) 
Priwin'J INSPECTOR HORNLEIGH INVESTIGATES 
Rees's INVESTIGATIONS OF COLWIN GREY 
Robert's A.B.C. INVESTIGATES 
Rohmer's ToE DREAM-DETECTIVE (English first 

edition only) 
· 

W. W.'s ToE DETECTIVE ALBIDI 
Wade's PoLICEMAN's LoT (English first edition 

only) 
Wallace's THE CAT BURGLAR 
Wallace's CmcuMSTANTUL EvmE:"OCE 
Wallace's THE LlTT� GREEN .MAN 
Wallace's ToE LAsT ADvENTURE 
Marriott Watson's THE HIGH TOBY 
"Waters's" SKELETON IN EvERY HousE 
.. Wakrs's" UNDISCOVERED CRIMES 
"Wakrs's" Mas. WALDEGRAVE's WILL 
Wheatley's GuNMEN, GALLANTS AND GuosTs . 

Whitechurch'J THRILLING Sronms OF TBE 

RAILWAY • 

Whitechurch's ADVENTURES OF CAPT. IVA'If 
KoRAVITCR 

Wilson's WALLACE OF THE SECRET SERVICE 
Wynne's SINNERS Go SECRETLY (Englieh first 

edition only) 
BLACK MASK Magazine - early iS$u.es, 

especially 1923 

Ellery Queen • 570 Lexington Ave., New York, 22 

• 



· H it's Murder you want 

read 1\ MER�URY 1\IYSTERY 

2a ¢ A new one at your newsstand every month 

Mercury Mysteries are carefully selected by an editorial 
committee for their pace, literary quality and readability. 
Sometimes they are reprinted in full, but more often they 
are cut to speed up the story- always, of course, with the 
permission of the author or his publisher. 

The lflercurfl Mf1sterf1 now on sale Is 

THE HANGOVER MURDERS 
by ADAM HOBHO USE 

_It ?-Vas a swell parly. Good food, excellent liquor, fast drifJ

ing all night over Long Island's smooth roads, swimming 

in the moonlight, more liquor, liquor. . • . 
"Then you don't remember anything about last night1" 
Danny asked. "Anything at all?" 

•'Baby, I don't remember anything," Betty said. She WCUI 

looking ai Carlotta and me. "Say, what's tlze matter with 

you two? You look as if you were at a funeral. • • .  " 

" • • •  in the Dashiell Hammett manner." 

· -Springfield Republican 



HO W A NE W EDITORIAL POLICY WAS BOR N  

Your Editor remembers the day well: a bleak� 1 
dreary, hard� snowing day in October 1946. We were. 
ill in bed-''suffering from s�ch a filthy cold that 
[we] could barely see." To pass the long and weary 
hours, between nose� sprays and aspirin and gargles, 
we tried to catch up on our reading, and it was while 
we were thumbing through a Bechhofer Roberti 
paperback about detective A. B. C. Hawkes that we 
noticed a provocative advertisement on the inner 
front wrapper: the publisher, Hodder and Stoughton, 

announced a new thriller -Carter Dickson's THE THIRD BULLET. Now 
that was a strange title for a Carter Dickson story -that is, strange to us. 
We thought we knew all the Carter Dickson-John Dickson Ca" titles 
pretty well-but THE THIRD BULLET struck no responsive chord in our 
memory. Probably, we thought, the English title of a Carter Dickson book . 
published in America under some other title altogether. We lay back and 
puzzled-it would get our mind off snfffiing and coughing if we could 
identify THE THIRD BULLET under its American title. What story by Carter · 
Dickson� John Dickson Ca" had as its basic theme "a third bullet"? We 

just couldn't think of one. Was it possible, we asked ourselves, that THE 
THIRD BULLET was never published in the United States? Most unlikely 
-surely all the Dickson-Carr books 'have had both London and New 
York publications. But now a sense of excitement was making us forget 
our chills and fever-indeed, a different kind of chills and fever was takfng 
hold of us, prickling our skin, throwing us into an anticipatory sweat. 
Hunch? Premonition? A1aybe - but one of those million�to-one shots-in� 
the�dark that cannot be thrust aside. 

So we got out of bed, put on dressing gown and slippers, rubber/egged 
to the telephone - and cabled John. And in less than twenty-jour hours 
came the reply - our long-shot had galloped home a winner! And within 
a week an 12irmail letter from John gave us full details. "You are right," 
were John's welcome words, "the story called THE THIRD BULLET was 
never published in the United States. I never mentioned it because I h.fld 
forgotten all about it. Nearly ten years ago Hodder and Stoughton 
conceived the idea of publishing novels as 'new-at�ninepence' and com� 
missioned me to write one. I remember THE THIRD BULLET as being not a 
bad story at all - a locked room -though there's no use for it now. The 
odd thing is that the detective, who is a C.I.D. Assistant Commissioner, 
was named Colonel Marquis, and was probably a mental forerunner of 
Colonel March evho began to appear a couple of years later in 'Strand' 

4 
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magazine and finally achieved a book of  his own -you k!zow, THE DE· 
' 

PARTMENT OF QUEER COMPLAINTS. 
"THE THIRD BULLET is the only story I ever did about Marquis, though 

I still have a lingering affection for him. He is on the lean and M achiavel
lian order, with flamboyant speech." 

A miracle! Imagine turning up a brand-new Carter Dickson-fohn 
Dickson Carr full-length, completely unk!zown to American fans and 
aficionados! The fact that THE THIRD BULLET was not a short story had 
evidently ruled it out in John's mind as a possibility for EQMM- that is 
why he wrote "there's no use for it now." But John had not reckoned 
with your Editor: we had no intention of letting an "unk!zown" Dickson
Carr story slip through our fingers-. our cold was not so bad that it had 
completely stolen our pits! Any way you looked at it, we simply owed it to 
our readers to bring them so breath-taking a discovery. But how? It is not 
EQ M M' s editorial policy to publish full-length novels. On the other hand, 
we would not dream of cutting a so,ooo-word novel to a short story 
(although, as everyone k!zows, it has been done in other magazines). Thm 
how? Simple enough : inaugurate a new editorial poliey! 

So now,from time to time, we shall bring you detective novels complete 
· i"n one issue. We shall select only the unusual in this field and not feel 

bound to keep any regular schedule of appearance. Perhaps a whole year 
will pass before we· make another important discovery in the novel length, 
but as a supplementary part of this new editorial policy we shall also 
publish detective and crime novelettes, each complete-in-one-issue. The 
series of novelettes will start next month with a Nero Wolfe thriller by 
Rex Stout, to be followed by 2o,ooo-to-25,ooo-word stories by Vera 
Caspary, Erle Stanley Gardner, Dashiell Hammett, and other topflight 
authors. 

"THE THIRD BULLE-T 

by JOHN DICKSON CARR 

5 

ON m E  EDGE of the Assistant 
Commissioner's desk a folded 

newspaper lay so as to expose a part of 
a headline: Mr. Justice Mortlake Mur
dered • • • On top of it was an official 
report-sheet covered with Inspector 
Page's trim handwriting. And o� top 

of the report-sheet, trigger-guard to 
trigger-guard, lay two pistols. One 
was an lvor-Johnson .38 revolver. The 
other was a Browning .32 automatic. 

Though it was not yet eleven in 
the morning, ·a raw and rainy day 
looked in at the windows over the· 
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Embankment, and the green-sh�ded 
lamp was burning above the desk. 
Colonel Marquis, the �sistant Com� 
missioner of Metropolitan Police, 
leaned back at ease and smoked a 
cigarette with an air of doing so 
cynically., Colonel Marquis was a 
long; stringy man whose thick and 
wrinkled eyelids gave him a sardonic 
look not altogether deserved. Though 
he was not bald, his white hair had 
begun to recede from the skull, as 
though in sympathy with the close 
cropping of the gray mustache. His 
bony face was as unmistakably of the 
Army as it was now unmistakably 
out of it ;  and the reason became 
plain whenever he got up - he 
limped. But he had a bright little 
eye, which was amused. 

"Yes?" he said. 
Inspector Page, though young and 

not particularly ambitious, was as 
gloomy as the day outside. 

"The Superintendent said he'd 
warn you, sir," John Page answered. 
"I'm here with two purposes. First, to 
offer you my resignation __ , 

Colonel Marquis snorted. 
"-- and second," said Page, look

ing at him, "to ask for it back again." 
"Ah, that's better," said the Assist

ant Commissioner, "why the double 
offer?" 

"Because of this Mortlake case, 
sir. It doesn't make sense. As you 

b '' can see y my report. • • . 
"I have not read your report;'' 

said the Assistant Commissioner. 
"God willing, I do not intend to read 
your report. Inspector _Page, I am 

bored ; bloody bored ; bored stiff and 
green. And this Mortlake case does
not appear to offer anything very 
startling. It's unfortunate, of course," 
he added rather hurriedly. "Yes, yes. 
But correct me if I am wrong. Mr. 
Justice Mortlake, recently retired, 
was a j udge of the King's Bench 
Division, officiating at the Central 
Criminal Court. He was what they 
call the 'red judge,' and sat in Court� 
room Number One on serious offenses 
like murder or manslaughter. Some 
time ago he sentenced a man called 
White to fifteen strokes of the cat 
and eighteen months' hard labor for 
robbery with violence. White made 
threats against the judge. \Vhich is 
nothing new; all the old lags do it. 
The only difference here is that, when 
White got out of jail, he really did 
keep his threat. He came back and 
killed the j udge." Colonel Marquis 
scowled. "\Veil? Any doubt about 
that ?" 

Page shook his head. "No, sir, 
apparently not," he admitted. "/can 
testify to that. Mordake was shot '
through the chest yesterday afternoon 
at half-past five. Sergeant Borden 
and I practically saw the thing done. 
Mortlake was alone - with White -
in a sort of pavilion on the grounds 
of his house.lt is absolutely impossible · 
for anyone else to have reached him, 
let alone shot him. So, if White 
didn't kill him, the case is a mon-
strosity. But that's j ust the trouble . .  
For if White did kill him.,_ well, 
it's still a.monstrosity." 

Colonel Marquis's rather speckled 
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face was alight with new pleasure. 
"Go on," he said. 

"First of all, to give you the 
background," said Page. He now 
uncovered the newspaper on the 
front page of which was a large 
photograph of the dead judge in his 
robes. It showed a little man dwarfed 
by � great flowing wig. Out of the 
wig peered a face with a parrot-like 
curiosity in it, but with a mildness 
approaching meekness. "I don't know 
whether you knew him?" 

"No. I've heard he was active in 
the Bar Mess." 

"He retired at seventy-two, which 
is early for a judge. Apparently· he 
was as sharp-witted as ever. But the 
most important point about him 
was his leniency on the bench - his 
.extreme leniency. It is known, from 
a speech I looked up, that he disap
proved of using the cat-o' ·nine tails 
even in extreme cases." 

"Yet he sentenced this fellow 
White to fifteen of the best?" 

"Yes, sir. That's the other side of 
the picture, the side nobody can 
understand." Page hesitated. "Now, 
take this fellow Gabriel White. He's 
not an old lag; it was his first offense, 
mind you. He's young, and hand
some as a film-actor, and a cursed
sight too artistic to suit me. Also, he's 
well educated and it seems certain 
th�t 'Gabriel White' isn't his real 
name- though we didn't bother 
with that beyond making sure he 
wasn't in the files. 

"The robbery-with-violence charge 
was a pretty ugly business, if White 

was guilty. It was done on an old 
woman who kept a tobacconist's shop 
in Poplar, and was reputed to be a 
very wealthy miser: the old stuff. 
Well, someone came into her shop 
on a foggy evening, under pretense 
of buying cigarettes- bashed up her 
face pretty badly even after she was 
unconscious -and got away with 
only two pound-notes and some loose 
silver out of the till. Gabriel White 
was caught running away from the 
place. In his pocket was found one·of 
the stolen notes, identified by the 
number; and an unopened packet of 
cigarettes, although it was shown he 
did not smoke. His story was that, a5 
he was walking along, somebody 
cannoned into him in the fog, stuck a 
hand into his pocket, and ran. He 
thought he was the victim of a 
running pickpocket. He automatically 
started to run after the man, until 
he felt in his pocket and found some· 
thing had been put there. This was 
just before a constable stopped him." 

Again Page hesitated. 
"You see, sir, there were several 

weak points in the prosecution. For 
one thing, the old woman. couldn't 
identify him beyond doubt as the 
right man. If he'd had competent 
counsel; and if it hadn't been for 
the judge, I don't think there's much 
doubt that he'd have been acquitted. 
But, instead of taking any one of the 
good men the court was willing to 
appoint to defend him, the fool in· 
sisted on defending himself. Also, his 
manner in court wasn't liked. And 
the judge turned dead against him. 
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Old Mortlake made out a devilish until yesterday afternoon. At j ust 
case against him in his charge to the four o'clock we got a 'phone message 
jury, and practically directed them to from a pawnbroker that Gabriel 
find him guilty. When he was asked White had j ust bought a gun in his 
whether he had anything to say why place. This gun." 
sentence should not be passed against Across the table Page pushed the 
him, he said just this: 'You are a fool, Ivor-Johnson .38 revolver. With a 
and I will see you presently.' I suppose glance of curiosity at the little auto� 
that could be taken as a threat. matic . beside it, Colonel Marquis 
All the same, he nearfy fainted when picked up the revolver. One shot had 
Mortlake calmly gave him fifteen been fired from an otherwise fully 
strokes of the cat." loaded magazine. 

The Assistant Commissioner said: "So," Page went on, "we sent out 
"Look here, Page, I don't like this. · orders to pick him up - just in case. 
Weren't there grounds for an appeal?" But that was no sooner done than we 

"White didn't appeal. He said got another message by . 'phone. It 
nothing more, though they tell me was from a woman, and it was pretty 
he didn't stand the flogging at all hysterical. It said that Gabriel White 
well. But the trouble is, sir, that all was going to kill old Mortlake, and 
opinions about White are conflicting. couldn't we do anything about it? It 
People are either dead in his favor, or was from Miss Ida Mortlake, . the 
dead against him. They think he's a judge's daughter." 

· · 
thoroughly wronged man, or else a "H'm. I do not wish," obs�ved 
thorough wrong 'un. He served his the other, with a sour and sardonic 
time at Wormwood Scrubs. Now, inflection, "to j ump to conclusions. 
the governor of the prison and the But are you going to tell me that 
prison doctor both think he's a fine Miss Ida Mortlake is young and 
type, and would back him anywhere. charming; that our Adonis with the 
But the chaplain of the prison, and painful name, Gabriel White, is well 
Sergeant Borden (the officer who acquainted with her; and that the 
arrested him) both think he's a judge knew it when he issued that 
complete rotter. Anyway, he was a whacking sentence?" 
model prisoner. He got the customary "Yes, sir. But I'll come to that in a 
one-sixth of his sentence remitted moment. As soon as that message 
for good behavior, and he was released came in, the Superintendent thought 
six weeks ago - on September 24th.'' I had better get out to Hampstead 

"Still threatening?" at once - that's where the Mortlakes 
Page was positive of this. "No, sir. live. I took along Sergeant Borden 

Of course, he was on ticket-of-leave because he-had handled White before. 
and we kept an eye on him. But We-hopped into a police car and got 
everything seemed to be going well out there in double time. 
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"Now, the lay of the land is im� 

portant. The house has fairly exten� 
sive grounds around it. But the 
suburbs round Hampstead Heath 
have grown in such a way that houses 
and villas crowd right up against the 
grounds; and there's a stone wall, 
all of fifteen feet high, round the 
judge's property. 

"And there are only two entrances: 
a main carriage-drive, and a trades
man's entrance. The first is presided 
over by an old retainer, named Robin� 
son, who lives at a lodge j ust inside. 
He opened the gates for us. It was 
nearly half-past five when we got 
there, and almost dark. Also, it was 
raining and blowing in full November 
style. 

"Robinson, the careta�er, told us 
where the judge was. He was in a 
pavilion, a kind of glorified out
building, in a clump of trees about 
two hundred yards from the house. 
It's a small place: there are only two 
rooms, with a hallway dividing them. 
The j udge used one of the rooms as a 
study. Robinson was sure he was 
there. It seems that the j udge was 
expecting an old crony of his to tea; 
and so, about half-past three, he had 
'phoned Robinson at the lodge-gates. 
He said that he was going from the 
house across to the pavilion; and 
when the crony showed up, Robinson 
was to direct the visitor straight 
across to the pavilion. 

"Borden and I went up a path to 
the left. We could see the pavilion 
straight ahead. Though there were 
trees round it, none of the trees 

came within a dozen feet of the 
pavilion, and we had a good view of 
the place. There was a door in the 
middle, with a fanlight up over it; 
and on each side of the door there 
were two windows. The two windows 
to the right of the door were dark. 
The two windows of the room to the 
left, though they had heavy curtains 
drawn over them, showed chinks of 
light. Also, there was a light in th� 
hall ; you could see it in that glass 
pane up over the top of the door. 
And that was how we saw a tall man 
duck out of the belt of trees towards 
the right, and run straight for the 
front door. 

"But it wasn't all. The rain was 
blowing straight down the back of 
our necks, and there was a good deal 
of thunder. The lightning came just 
before that man got his hand on the 
front door. It was a real blaze, too. 
For a couple of seconds the whole 
place was as dead-bright as a photog� 
rapher's studio. As soon as we had 
seen the man duck out from the trees, 
Borden let out a bellow. The man 
heard us, and he turned round. 

"It was Gabriel White, right 
enough; the lightning made no doubt 
of that. And when he saw us, he took 
that revolver out of his pocket. But 
he didn't go for us. He opened the 
door of the pavilion, and now we 
could see him fully. From where we 
were standing (or running� now) we 
could see straight down the little hall 
inside ; he was making for the door 
to the judge's study on the left. 

"We started running - Borden 
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was well ahead of me- and Borden 
let out another bellow as loud as 
Doomsday. 

"That was what brought the judge 
to the window. In the room on the 
left-hand side Mr. Justice Mortlake 
drew back the curtains of the window 
neatest the front door and looked out. 
I want to emphasize this to show 
there had been no funny business or 
hocus-pocus. It was old Mortlake: 
I've seen him too manv times in 
court, and at this time he was alive 
and well. He pushed q_p the window a 
little way and looked out; I saw his 
bald head shine. He called out, 'Who's 
there?' Then something else took his 
attention away from the window. He 
turned back in to the room. 

"What took his attention was the 
fact that Gabriel \Vhite had opened 
the hall-door to his study, had run 
into the study, and had turned the 
key in the lock as he went through. 
Sergeant Borden was on White's tail, 
but a few seconds too late to get him 
before he locked the door. I saw that 
my quickest way into the study, if I 
wanted to head off anything, would 
be through that window -now partly, 
open. Then I heard the first shot. 

"Yes, sir: I said the first shot. I 
heard it when I was about twenty 
running paces away from the window. 
Then, when I was ten paces from the 
window, I heard the second shot. 
The black curtains were only partly 
drawn and I couldn't see inside until 
I had drawn level with the window. 
:� "Inside, a little way out- and to my 
left, old Mortlake was lying forward 

on his face across a flat-topped desk. 
In the middle of the room Gabriel 
White stood holding the lvor-Johnson 
revolver out stiffly_ in front of him, 
and looking stupid. He wasn't savage, 
or defiant, or even weepy; he'd only 
got a silly sort of look on his .face. 
Well, sir, the only thing for me to do 
was to climb through the window. 
There wasn't much danger in it. 
White paid no attention to me and I 
doubt if he even saw me. The first -
thing I did was to go over and take 
the · gun out of White's hand. He 
didn't resist. The next thing I did 
was to unlock the door leading into 
the hallway - Borden was still ham
mering at it outside -so that Borden 
could get in. 

"Then I went to the body of Mr. 
Justice Mortlake. _ 

"He was lying on his face across a 
big writing table. From the ceiling 
over the desk-hung a big brass lamp 
shaped like a Chinese dragon, with a 
powerful electric bulb inside. It 
poured down _a flood of light on the 
writing desk, and it was the only 
light in the room. At the judge's 
left . hand was a standing dictaphone, 
with its rubber cover off. And the 
judge was dead, right enough. He 
had been shot through the heart at 
fairly close range, and death had 
been almost instantaneous. There had 
been two shots. One of the bullets 
had killed him. The other bullet had -
smashed the glass mouth of the 
speaking tube hung on the dicta
phone, and was embedded in the wall 
behind him. I dug it out later. 
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"If you look a t  the plan I've drawn, 
you will get a good general idea of the 
room. It was a large, square room, 
furnished chiefly with bookcases 
and leather chairs. There was no 
fireplace, but in the north wall a 
two-bar electric fire (turned on) had 
been let into the wall. In the west 
wall there were two windows. (But 
·both of these windows were locked 
on the inside; and in addition, their 
heavy wooden shutters were also 
locked on the inside.) In the south 
wall there were two windows. (But 
this was the side by which I had 
entered myself. One of these windows 
was locked and shuttered ; the other, 
through which I climbed, I had kept 
under observation the whole time.) 
There was only one other exit from 
the room - the door to the hall. 
(But this door had been under the 
observation of Sergeant Borden from 
the moment White ran inside and 
locked it.) 

"Of course, sir, all this was routine. 
We knew the answer. We had White 
in a closed circle with his victim. 
Nobody else could have escaped from 
that room. Nobody was hiding there 
when we entered ; as a matter of 
routine, we searched that room 
thoroughly. Gabriel White had fired 
two bullets, one of which had killed 

- the old man, and the other had missed 
him and stuck in the wall. It was 
all smooth, easy sailing - until it 
occurred to me, purely as routine, 
to break open the Ivor-Johnson re· 
volver and look at the magazine." 

"Well ?" inquired Colonel Marquis. 

"Well," Inspector Page said grimly, 
''only one bullet had been fired from 
White's gun." 

That his chief was enjoying this, 
Page had no doubt. Colonel Marquis 
had sat up straighter; and his speckled 
.shiny face had grown less sardonic. 

"Admirable," he said, lighting 
another cigarette. "What I like, in
spector, is your informal style of 
making a report." 

Page was never certain how to take 
the man, but he went at it with a grin. 

"Frankly, sir, we couldn't believe 
our eyes. The gun was just as you 
see it now: fully loaded except for one 
exploded cartridge-case. Theoretically, 
of course, he might have walked into 
that room and fired one bullet; then 
he might have carefully opened the 
magazine, extracted the spent car
tridge-case, put in another bullet in 
its place, and fired that - leaving the 
magazine as we found it." 
. "Rubbish," said Colonel Marquis. 
r "Yes, sir. \Vhy should anybody 
have done such a crazy trick as that, 
when the magazine was full to begin 
with? Besides, he couldn't have done 
it. In that case, there'd have been an 
extra shell to account for - the car
tridge-case of the first bullet - and 
it wasn't anywhere in the- room or 
on his person. \Ve made sure of that." 

"\Vhat did the accused say?,. 
Page took a notebook out ·of his 

pocket and got the right place. 
"I'll read you his testimony ver· 

batim," Page said, "although he was 
in pretty bad shape and what he said 
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wasn't any more coherent than the 
rest of this business. First, I warned 
him that anything he said would be 
taken down and might be used in 
evidence. And here it is : 

Q. So you shot him after all? 
A. I don't know. 
Q. What do you mean, you don't �ow? 
You don't deny you shot him? ' 

A. I shot at him. Then things all went 
queer. I don't know. 
Q. And you shot at him twice? 
A. No, I didn't. So help me God, I 
didn't. I only shot at him once. I don't 
know whether I hit him; but he didn't 
fall or anything. 
Q. Are you trying to tell me there was 
only one shot? , 
A. No, no, there were two shots right 
enough. I heard them. 
Q. Which one of them did you fire? 
A. The first one. I shot at the old .swine 
as soon as I got in here. He was just turning 
round from that window and he put 
out his hands towards me and I shot at 
him. 
Q. Do you mean that there was somebody 
in here who fired a second shot? 
A. I don't know. 
Q. Well, did you see anybody else in here? 
A. No. There isn't any light except that 
one directly over the desk, and I couldn't 
see. 
Q. Do you mean to say that if somebody 
let off a gun in this room right under your 
nose, you wouldn't see the man or the gun 
or anything else? 
A. I don't know. I'm just telling you. I 
shot at the old swine and he didn't fall. 
He started to run over to the other 
window to get away from me, and shouted 
at me. Then I heard another shot. He 
stopped, and put his hands up to his chest, 
and took a couple of steps forward again, 
and fell over, on his face across that table. 
Q. What direction did this shot come 
from? 
A. I don't know. 

"I had j ust asked him this question 
when Sergeant Borden made a dis· 
covery. Borden had been prowling 
over along the west wall, near those 
two enormous yellow J90rcelain vases. 
They were standing in the two corners 
of the room along that wall (see the 
plan). Borden bent over beside one 
of them, in the northwest angle of 
the wall. And he picked up a spent 
cartridge-case. 

"At first, of course, Borden thought 
it was the shell we were looking for 
out of the lvor-Johnson revolver. 
But as soon as I glanced at it I saw 
it wasn't. It was a shell ejected from 
a .32 automatic. And then we looked 
inside that vase and we found this." 

Again grinning wryly, Page pushed 
across the table the Browning .32 
automatic. j 

"This pistol was lying at the bot·1 
tom of the vase, where somebody had: 
dropped it. The vase was too high to 
reach down inside with an arm. But 
the judge had brought an umbrella 
to the pavilion ; we found it leaning 
up against the wall in the hall, so we 
reached down and fished out the 
gun with the crook of the umbrella. 

"By the smell of the harrell could 
tell that the Browning .32 had been 
fired within the last few minutes. One 
bullet. was missing from the clip. ; 
The cartridge-case from that bullet 
(our firearms expert swears to this) 
was the one we found lying beside 
the vase. The cartridge-case, when I 
touched it, was still very faintly 
warm: in other words, sir, it had been 
fired within the last few seconds." 
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Page tapped one finger on the edge 
of the desk. 

"Consequently, sir," he said, "there 
is absolutely no doubt that a second 
shot was fired from that Browning 
automatic ; that it was fired by some
body inside the room; and that after
wards somebody dropped the gun 
into that vase." 

"Which bullet killed him?" 
"That's the point, sir; we don't 

know." 
"You don't know?" repeated the 

other sharply. "I should think it 
would be fairly easy. There were 
two bullets, a .38 revolver and a .32 
automatic. One of them was, to pu.t 
it in an undignified way, in the judge; 
the other was in the wall. You tell 
me you dug out the one in the wall. 
Which was it?" 

From his pocket Page took a 
labeled envelope and shook out of it 
a lead pellet which had been flattened 
and partly chipped. 

"This was in the wall," he said. 
"It's a brick wall and the buflet's 
been splintered a little. So we can't go 
entirely· by weight- that is, not 
beyond any doubt. I'm almost certain 
this is the .38 bullet from White's 
revolver. But· it can't be put into 
record until I get the post�mortem 
report from Dr. Blaine and get my 
claws on the one in the judge's body. 
Dr. Blaine is doing the post-mortem 
this morning." 

Colonel Marquis's expression be· 
came a broad grin, changing to ex
treme gravity. 

"You are thorough, Inspector," 

he said. "All the same, where do you � 
think we stand? If that bullet turns 
out to be the .38 revolver, then 
Gabriel White fired and missed. So 
far, so good. But what happened· 
afterwards? Not more than a few 
seconds afterwards, according to your 
story, someone blazed away with the 
Browning automatic and kiUed Mr. 
Justice Mortlake. By the way, were 
there fingerprints on the Browning?" 

"No, sir. But then White was 
wearing gloves." 

Colonel Marquis raised his eye· 
brows. "I see. You think White may 
have fired both shots after all?" 

"I thifik it's a possibility. He may 
have come to the pavilion equipped 
with two guns and done all that 
funny busines� as a deliberate blind, 
to make us think that the second shot 
which really killed the judge was 
fired by somebody else. And yet--�" 

"It's a very large 'and yet,' " 
grunted the other. "I agree. If he 
had indulged in any such elaborate 
hocus�pocus as that, he would have 
taken good care to see that the room 
wasn't sealed up like a box ; he 
wouldn't have taken such precautions 
to prove that nobody else could have 
fired the shot. His actions, in blazing 
away directly under the noses of the 
police, sound more like a deliberate 
bid for martyrdom. That's reasonable 
enough; there are plenty of cranks. 
But the use of two pistols, under such 
circumstances, would be rank in· 
sanity. \Vhether Gabriel White is a 
crank or whether he isn't, I presume 
you don't think he is three tirp.c;:s 
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madder than a March hare. "  

Page was disturbed. "I know, sir. 
Also, they talk about 'acting,' but I 
would be willing to swear that the 
expression on White's face- when 
I ·looked through that window
was absolutely genuine. There isn't 
an actor alive who could have man
aged it. The man was staggered with 
surprise- half out of his wits at 
what he saw. But there it isl What 
else can we believe ? The room was, 
as you say, sealed up like a box. So 
White must have fired both shots. 
Nobody else could have done it." 

"You don't see any alternative? "  
"Yes, sir," said Page. "I do." 
"Ah, I hoped you would," said 

Colonel Marquis. "Well?" 
"There's the possibility that White 

might be shielding somebody. For 
instance, suppose somebody else had 
been in that room, armed with the 
Browning. White fires, and misses. 
X, the unknown, fires and rings the 
bell. Whereupon - the police being 
at the door- X hops out one of 
the windows in the west wall, and 
White locks the windows and the 
shutters after X has gone." 

He raised his eyes and the other 
nodded. 

"Yes. Let's suppose, just for the 
sake of argument," said Colonel 
Marquis, "that White didn't kill the 
j udge �fter all. Let's have a little 
personal information. Was anyone 
else interested in killing him? What 
about his household or his friends ? "  

''His household is small. He's a 
widower; he married rather late in life 

and his wife died about five years ago. 
He leaves two daughters - Carolyn, 
the elder (twenty-eight), and Ida, 
the younger (twenty-five). Aside 
frQm servants, the only other member 
of the household is an old man by 
the name of Penney: he's been the 
j udge's legal clerk for years, and was 
taken into the house after the judge's 
retirement to· help Mortlake on his 
book about 'Fifty Years at Bench 
and Bar,' or some such thing--" 

"Inevitable, of course," said the 
colonel. "What about friends?" 

"He's got only one close friend. 
You remember my telling you, sir, 
that a crony of the judge was expected 
to come to tea yesterday afternoon 
and the judge sent word that he 
should come over to the pavilion as 
soon as he arrived ? That's the man. 
He's a good deal younger than Mort· 
lake. You may be interested to know 
that he's Sir Andrew Travers - the 
greatest criminal lawyer of 'em all. 
He's upset more than Ol}.e of our 
best-prepared cases." 

The Assistant Commissioner stared. 
"I am interested," he said. "Travers. 

Yes. I don't know him personally, 
but I know a good deal about him. 
So Travers was invited to tea yester
day. Did he get there ?" 

"No. He was delayed; he 'phoned 
afterwards, I understand." 

Colonel Marquis reflected. "What 
about this household ? I don't suppose 
you've had a chance to interview' 
all of them; but one lead stands and 
shines. You say that the younger 
daughter, Ida, got in touch with you 
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and told you Gabriel White was 
going to kill her father ; you also 
think she knew White personally?"  

"Yes, sir. I've seen Miss Ida Mort� 
lake. She's the only one of the house· 
hold I have seen, because both Miss 
Carolyn Mortlake and Penney, the 
clerk, were out yesterday afternoon. 
You want my honest opinion of her? 
\Veil, she's grand," said Page, drop� 
ping into humanity with such vio· 
lence that Marquis blinked. 

"Do you mean," asked the other, 
"that she has the grand manner, or 
merely what I think you mean?" 

"Grand manner ? Far from it. I 
mean I'd back her against any field," 
replied Page. He could admit how 
much he had been impressed. He 

· remembered the big house in the 
. park, a sort of larger and more ornate 

version of the pavilion itself; and Ida 
Mortlake, white-faced, coming down 
the stairs to meet him. "Whatever 
happened at the pavilion," he went 
on, ".it's certain she had nothing to do 
with it. There's nothing hardboiled or 
modern about her. She's fine." 

"I see. Anyhow, I take it you 
questioned her? You asked her about 
her association with White, if there 
was any association?" 

"The fact is, sir, I didn't question 
her too closely. She was rather upset, 
as you can imagine, and she promised 
to tell me the whole story today. She 
admitted that she knew \Vhite, but 
she knows him only slightly and 
acknowledges that she doesn't par
ticularly like him. I gather that he'd 
been attentive. She met him at a 

studio party in Chelsea. Studio parties 
seem to be a craze of the elder 
daughter, who appears to be along 
the hardboiled line. On this occasion 
Ida M o r tlake went  along a n d  
met --" 

Whenever there appeared on �olo· 
nel Marquis's face a wolfish grin, as 
happened now, it seemed to crackle _ 
the face like the skin of a roast pig. 
He remained sitting bolt upright, 
studying Page with a bleak eye. 

"Inspector," he said, "your record 
has been good and I will refrain from 
comment. I say nothing against the 
young lady. All I should like to know 
is, why are you so certain she couldn't 
have had anything to do with this? 
You yourself admitted the possi bili'ry 
that White might be shielding some· 
body. You yourself admitted that 
there might have been somebody else 
in the room who got out of a window 
after the shot was fired, and that 
White might have locked the window 
afterwards." 

"Did I?" said Page, glad to hit back 
at the old so-and-so. "I don't think I 
said that, Colonel. I considered it. I also 
found, later, that it wouldn't work." 

"Why?" 
''Before and after the shots I had 

the two south windows under my 
eye. Nobody came out of either 
window at any time. Borden was 
watching the door. The only remain· 
ing way out would be one of the west 
windows.· But we learned from Robin
son, the gatekeeper, that neither of 
the west windows had been touched 
for over a year. It seems that those -
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two windows were loose in the frame 
and let in bad draughts. The judge 
used that pavilion, as a rule, only in 
the ev.ening; and he was afraid of 
draughts. So the windows were always 
locked and the shutters always bolted 
into place outside them. You see, 
when Borden and I came to examine 
them, the locks were so rusted that 
it took our combined strength to 
budge them. The shutters outside 
the windows had their bolts so rusted 
from exposure that we couldn't move 
them at all. So that's definitely 
O""U-t." .. 

Colonel Marquis used an unofficial 
word. "So we come directly round 
in a circle 'again?" 

�'l'm afraid so, sir. It really does 
·seal the room up. Out of four sides_ 
of a square, one was a blank wall, one 
was impregnable with rusted bolts, 
and the other two were watched. 
We have got to believe Gabriel 
White fired both those shots - or go 

· crazy." · 
The telephone on the Assistant 

Commissioner's desk rang sharply. 
Colonel Marquis, evidently about to 
hold . forth on his refusal to go crazy, 
answered it with some annoyance; 
but his, expression changed. He put a 
hand over the mouthpiece of the 
'phone. 

"Where is White now? You're 
holding him, naturally?" 

"Naturally, sir. He's downstairs 
now. I thought you might like to have 
a talk with him." 

"Send them both in," Marquis said 
to the telephone, and hung up in some 

satisfaction. "I think," he went on 
to Page, "it will be a good idea, 
presently, to confront everybody with 
everybody else. And I am very 
curious to form my own opinion of 
this saint-martyr, or rotter-murderer, 
Mr. · Gabriel White. But at the 
moment we have visitors. No, don't 
get up. Miss Ida Mortlake and Sir 
Andrew Travers are on their way in." 

Though Page was afraid he might 
have pitched it too strongly in his 
description of Ida Mortlake, her 
appearance reassured him. Seen now 
for the second time, she was a slender 
girl with a coolness and delicacy like 
Dresden china. Though she was rather 
tall, she did not seem tall. Her skin 
was very fair, her hair clear yellow 
under a black close-fitting hat with a 
short veil, her eyes blue; and she had a 
smile C}pable of loosening Page's 
j udgment. She wore a mink coat 
which Page - who had been out 
after fur-thieves in the West India 
Dock Road the week before - valued 
at fifteen hundred guineas. 

This depressed him. For the first 
time it occurred to him that, with the 
old judge out of the way, Ida Mort
lake would be a very rich woman. 

"Colonel Marquis ?" she said, her 
color rising. "I thought --" 

A clearing of the throat behind her 
interrupted the speech, for someone 
towered there. Page had never seen 
Sir Andrew Travers without his 
barrister's wig and gown; yet he had 
the same rpannerisms in private life 
as in a courtroom. They had become, 
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evidently, a part of him. Sir Andrew 
Travers had a massive head, a massive 
chest, a blue jowl, and an inscrutable 
eye. His wiry black hair was so thick 
that you expected it to be long, but 
it was cropped off j ust above the ears. 
He was formidable, but he was also 
affable. He wore a dark overcoat, 
through which showed a gray cravat; 
and he formally carried top hat and 
gloves. His full, rich voice compassed 
the room. · 

"In such a shocking affair, Colonel 
Marquis," he said, "you will readily 
understand Miss Mortlake's feelings. 
As a personal friend of poor Mort· 
lake's, I asked the liberty of ac· 
companying her here --" 

Page had got up hastily to stand 
at attention against the wall, while 
Marquis indicated chairs. Ida recog· 
nized him and gave him a smile. As 
Sir Andrew Travers lowered himself 
into a chair, Page seemed to see a 
manservant at work brushing hi� 
to give him that gloss. Sir Andrew 
assumed his most winning air. 

"Frankly, Colonel Marquis, we are 
here to ask for information --" 

"Oh, no," said Ida. She flushed 
again and her eyes �ere bright. "It 
isn't that. But I do want to tell you 
that I can't believe Gabriel White 
killed father." 

Travers looked slightly annoyed 
and Colonel Marquis was very bland. 

. He addressed himself to Travers. 
"You are familiar with the details ?" 

he asked. 
"Only, I regret to say, what I have 

read here," said Travers. He reached 

out and touched the newspaper� 
"You can understand," Travers went 
on, "that I am in a position of some 
delicacy. I am a barrister, not a 
solicitor. At the moment I am here 
only as a friend of Miss Mortlake. · 
Frankly, is there some doubt of this 
unfortunate young man's guilt?" 

The Assistant Commissioner con· 
sidered. "There is," he said, "what I 
can only call - an unreasonable doubt. 
And therefore," Colonel Marquis 
went on, "would Miss Mortlake mind 
answering a few questions?'' 

"Of course not," the girl replied 
promptly. "That's why I'm here, 
although Andrew advised me not to. 
I tell you, I know Gabriel White 
couldn't have done it." 

"Forgive the question, but are you 
interested in him ?" 

Her face became still more pink 
and she spoke with eagerness. "No ! 
No, honestly I'm not: not in the way 
you mean, that is. In the way you 
mean, I think I rather dislike him, 
though he's been very nice to me." 

"Yet you knew that he was sen
tenced to flogging and imprisonment 
for a particularly brutal case of ro� 
bery with violence." 

"Yes, I knew it," she said calmly. 
"I know all about that. He told me. 
He was innocent, of course. You 
see, it's not in Gabriel's nature; he's 
too much of an idealist; a thing like 
that . is directly opposed to all he 
believes in most strongly. He hates 
war and he hates violence of all kinds. 
He's a member of all kinds bf societies 
opposed to war and violence and 
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capital punishment. There's one po
litical society, called the Utopians 
he says it's the political science of the 
future - and he's the leading mem
ber of that. You remember when he 
was tried, the prosecution asked what 
a respectable citizen was doing in 
a slum district like Poplar on the 
night that poor old woman was 
robbed? And he refused to answer. 
And they made quite a lot of that.". 
She was speaking in a somewhat 
breathless rush. "Actually, he was 
going to a meeting of the Utopians. 
But most of their members are very 
poor, and a lot of them are foreigners. 
Gabriel said that, if he had answered, 
the jury would merely have thought 
they were· a lot of anarchists. And it 
would only have prej udiced the case 
still more against him." 

"H'm," said Colonel Marquis, after 
a pause._ "How long have you known 
him, Miss Mortlake?" 

"Oh, nearly three years, I should 
think. I mean, I knew him about a 
year before he - before they put him 
in prison." 

"What do you know about him ?" 
"He's an artist." 
"There is just one thing," pursued 

Colonel Marquis, examining his hands, 
"which does not seem to square with 
this. You are willing to swear, Miss 
Mortlake, that White could not have 
killed your father. And yet, if I 
understand correctly, you were the 
one who rang up here yesterday 
afternoon at - four-thirty o'clock and 
begged for men to protect your 
father because White had threatened 

to kill him. Is that true?" 
"I know I said so," answered the 

girl, with a sort of astounding sim
plicity which never turned a · hair; 
"but, of course, I never thought he 
would really. I was panicky, horribly 
panicky. The more I thought of it, 
the worse it seemed - You see, I · 
met Gabriel yesterday afternoon be
tween three-thirty and four o'clock, 
l think it was. If you remember, 
it started to rain about four or a little 
past. I wasn't very far down North 

. End Road when I saw Gabriel. He 
was walking along with his head down, 
looking like thunder. I stopped the 
car. At first he didn't want to speak 
to me. But the car was right outside a 
Lyons' ,  and he said in that curt way 
of his, 'Oh, come in and have some 
tea. '  \Ve did. At first he wouldn't 
talk much, but at last he broke out 
ravi_!lg against my father. He said he 
was going to kill him ---" 

"And you weren't impressed?" 
"Gabriel always talks like that," 

she answered. She made a slight, 
sharp gesture of her gloved hand. 
"But I didn't want a row in a public 
place like that. At last I said, 'Well, if 
you can't behave any better than this, 
perhaps I'd better go.' I left him 
sitting there with his elbows stuck 
out on the table. By that time it had 
begun to rain and lightning, and I'm 
frightened of storms. So I drove 
straight back home as soon as I'd got a 
book from the lensling library." 

· 

" Y es ? "  he prompted, as she 
hesitated. ( 

"Well, I warned Robinson - the 
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gatekeeper - not to let anybody in, 
anybody at al:; even by the trades� 
man's entrance. There's a big wall all 
around, with jagged glass on the top. 
As a matter of fact, I still don't  see 
how Gabriel got in. I went up to the 
house. I suppose it was the fact that 
there was nobody in the house, and 
there was a storm outside that made 
me get panicky and still more panicky. 
At last I simply grabbed the 'phone, 
and --" She sat back, breathing 
hard. "I lost my silly head, that was 
all." 

"Did your father know White, 
Miss Mortlake?" asked Marquis. 

She was troubled. ' 'Yes, I'm pretty 
sure he did. At least, he knew I had 
been - seeing Gabriel." .... 

"And he didn't approve?"  
"No;  I 'm sure I don't know why. 

He certainly never saw Gabriel in my 
presence.'' 

"So you think there might have 
been a personal reason why he ordered 
a flogging? I am aware," Marquis 
snapped quickly, as Travers opened 
his mouth, "that you don't have to 
answer that, Miss Mortlake. Sir 
Andrew was going to advise you not 
to answer. But it strikes me the 
defense will need all the help it can 
get. In spite of your gallant words in 
White's favor he admits firing one of 
the shots. You knew that? "  

The girl's blue eyes widened and 
the color went out of her face, leaving 
it soft-looking and (for a second) 
curiously ineffectual. She glanced at 
Page. "No, I didn't," she said. "But 
this is horrible ! If he really admits 

doing it after all --" 
"No, he doesn' t  admit firing the 

shot that actually killed your father. 
That's the trouble." Colonel Marquis 
very rapidly gave a summary of the 
case. "So, you see, it seems we shall 
have to prosecute White or, as the 
inspector says, go crazy. Do you know 
of anyone else who might have wished 
to kill your father?" 

"Nobody in the world," she ad� 
rriitted. "Quite to the contrary, 
everybody in public life loved him. 
You've heard how lenient he was. 
He never had any animosity from any 
of the people he sentenced." 

"And in private life?" 
This evidently surprised her. ''Pri

vate life? What on earth? Certainly 
not ! Of course," she hesitated, "some� 
times - there's no harm in my saying 
it, is there ? - sometimes he was 
difficult. I mean, he had splendid 
humanitarian principles and he was 
always trying to make the world 
better; but I did wish sometimes he 
would be less gentle in court and at 
banquets and a little more humani
tarian at home. Please don't misun
derstand me ! He was a wonderful 
man and I don't think he ever spoke 
an unkind word to us in his life. But 
he loved to lecture: on and on in that 
smooth, easy voice of his. · I - I 
suppose it was for our own good, 
though." 

For the first time, and with a sort 
of shock, it occurred to Page that the 
liberal and lenient Mr. Justice Charles 
Mortlake might have been a holy 
terror to live with. Colonel Marquis 
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looked a t  Travers. "You agree with 
that, Sir Andrew?" 

Travers dearly had to draw back 
his attention from other matters.. He 
had picked up the little Browning 
automatic from the desk and was 
turning it over in his fingers. 

"Agree? About Mortlake having 
any enemies? Oh, emphatically." 

''You have nothing to add to that?" 
"I have a great deal to add to it," 

said Travers with · sharpness. He 
seemed to have developed a number 
of little wheezes in his throat. "So 
the second shot was fired from this? 
Well, it alters matters. I don't know 
whether or not White is guilty. But 
I know that now I can't undertake 
his defense . . • you see, this Brown· 
ing automatic belongs to. me." 

Ida Mortlake let out an exclama· 
tion. · With great urbanity Travers 
reached into his breast pocket, drew 
out ;1 wallet, and showed the card 
of a firearms license. · "If you will 
compare the serial numbers," he said, 
"you will see that they agree." · 

"H'm," said Marquis, "are you 
going to confess to the murder, then?" 

Travers's smile grew broader and 
mor:e human. "God love us, I didn't 
kill him, if that's what you think. I 
liked him too well. But this is an 
unusual position for nie, and I can't 
say it's a pleasant one. I thought I 
recognized this little weapon as soon 
as I came in here, although I thought 
it couldn't possibly be the same one. 
The last time I saw it, it was in my 
chambers at the Inner Temple. To be 

exact, it was in the lowest left-hand 
drawer of the desk in my study." 

"Could White have stolen it from 
there?"· 

Travers shook his head. 
"I don't think so. I should regard 

it as extremely unlikely. I don't 
know White; to my knowledge, I've 
never even seen him,. And he's never 
been in my chambers, unless it was 
burglary." 

"When did you last see the gun?" 
"I'm afraid I can't answer that," 

said Travers. He was now at his ease, 
studying the matter as though in 
luxurious debate. But Page thought 
he was watchful. "The pistol was too 
much part of - the domestic furni
ture, so to speak. I think I can say I 
haven't taken it out of the drawer 
for over a year; I had no use for it. 
It may have been gone for a year. 
It may have been gone for no longer 
than a few days." 

"Who could have stolen it?" 
There was a heavy cloud on 

Travers's face. "I can hardly answet: 
that, can I ?  Anyone with free access 
to my rooms might have done it." 

"A member of Mr. Justice Mort· 
lake's household, for instance?" 

"Oh, yes, it's possible," replied 
Travers. 

"Very well," said the Assistant 
Commissioner. "Wc-uld you mind, 
Sir Andrew, giving an account of 
your movements yesterday afternoon?" 

The barrister reflected. "I was in 
court until about half-past three in 
the afternoon. Afterwards I walked 
across the street to the Temple. 
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Let me see. When I passed through 
Fountain Court, I remember noticing 
by the sun-dial on the wall that it 
was twenty minutes to four. I had 
promised to be at Hampstead, for 
tea with Mortlake, by four-thirty 
at the latest. Unfortunately, my clerk 
told me that Gordon Bates had 

... gone on the sick-list and had insisted 
on turning the brief in the Lake case 
over to me. The Lake case comes up 
for trial today, and it's rather a 
complicated business. I knew that I 
should have to swot up on it all 
yesterday afternoon and probably 
all night, to be in shape to argue 
it today. Which killed any possibility 
of my going to Hampstead for tea. 
So I stayed in my chambers with the 
brief. It was twenty minutes to six 
when I suddenly realized I hadn't 
made any excuses over the 'phone. 
But by that time - well, poor Mort
lake was dead. I understand he was 
shot about half-past five." 

"And all this time you were in 
_ . your chambers? Have you any con· 

firmation of this ?" 
.. "I believe I have," the other af

firmed with grave attention. "My 
clerk should confirm it. He was in the 
outer room until nearly six o'clock. 
I was in the inner part of the chamb
ers: my living quarters. There is only 
one way out of the chambers ; and to 
leave them, I should have had to pass 
through the room where my clerk was. 
I believe he will give me an alibi."  

Supporting himself on his cane, 
Colonel Marquis got up with great 
formality and nodded. 

"Right," he said. "I have j ust one 
request. I wonder whether I can 
trespass on your time by asking you 
to wait in another room for about ten 
minutes? There is something I must 
do, and theri I should like to speak 
with both of you again." 

He pressed a buzzer on his desk. 
He swept them out of the room with 
such effortless smoothness that even 
Travers had scarcely time to protest. 

"Remarkable ! Excellent I "  said 
Colonel Marquis, who was rubbing 
his hands with fiendish glee. Page felt 
that if his chief had nQt been lame, he 
would have danced. Marquis pointed 
a long forefinger at his subordinate. 
"You are shocked,"  he went on. "In 
the depths of your soul you are 
shockea at my lack of dignity. Wait 
until you are my age. Then you will 
realize that the greatest joy of passing 
sixty is being able to act as you jolly 
well please. Inspector, this . case is a 
sizzler ; it has possibilities; and doubt· 
less you see them?" 

Page considered. "As for the pos· 
sibilities, sir, there seems to be some
thing very fishy about that theft of 
Sir Andrew Travers's gun. If White 
couldn't have done it --" 

"Ah, White. Yes. That's why I 
wanted our friends out of the room; 
I should like to have a little talk with 
White, alone." 

H� got on the telephone again and 
gave orders for White to be brought 
up. 

There was little change in the 
young man's appearance since last 
night, Page noticed, except that he 
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was now dry and brushed. Two con
stables brought him in: a tall, rather 
lanky figure still wearing his shabby 
topcoat. His darkish fair hair was 
worn rather long, brushed back from 
the forehead, and he smoothed at it 
nervously. His face was strong, with a 
delicate nose but a strong jaw; and he 
had good gray eyes under pinched 
brows. The face was slightly hollow, 
his movements jerky. At the mo� 
ment he seemed half-belligerent, half
despairing. 

"Why don't you tell us what really 
happened at that pavilion?" Marquis · 
began. 

"I wish you'd tell me, " the other 
said simply. "Do you think I've been 
pounding my head about anything 
else since they nabbed me ? Whatever 
happens, I'm due for a long stretch 
at the Moor, because I really did take 
a crack at the old swine. But, believe 
it or not, 1 - did- not - kill 
him." 

"Well, that's what we're here to 
discover," Marquis said comfortably. 
"You are an artist, I've heard?" 

"I am a painter," said White, still 
shortly. "Whether or not I am an 
artist remains to be seen." ·The light 
of the fanatic came into his eyes. "By 
heaven, I wish Philistines would not 
persist in misusing terms they do not 
understand I I wish --" 

"We are coming to that. I under
stand you've got some strong political 
views. What do you believe in?" 

"So you want to know what I 
believe in?" he demanded. "I believe 
in a new world, an enlightened world, 

a world free from the muddle we have 
made of this. I want a world of light 
and progress, that a man can breathe 
decently in; a world without violence 
of war; a world, in that fine phrase of 
Wells's, 'waste, austere and wonder� 
ful.' That's all I want, and it's little 
enough." 

"And how would you bring this 
about?" 

"First," said White, "all capitalists 
would be taken out and hanged. 
Those who opposed us, of course, 
would merely be shot. But capitalists 
would be hanged, because they have 
brought about this muddle and made 
us their tools. I say it again : we are 
tools, tools, tools, TOOLS.'' 

Page thought: The fellow's off his 
onion. But there was about Gabriel 
White such a complete and flaming 
earnestness that it carried conviction. 
White stopped, breathing so hard that 
it choked him. 

"And you think Mr. Justice Mort
lake deserved death ?" 

"He was a swine," answered White 
calmly. "You don't need political 
science to tell you that.'' 

"Did you know him personally?" 
"No," said White, :r�ter a hesitation. 
"But you know Miss Ida Mort-

lake?" 
"I know her slightly." He was still 

inscrutable. "Not that it matters. 
There is no need to drag her into this ; 
she knows nothing of it.'' 

"Naturally not. Well, suppose you 
tell us exactly what happened yester- · 
day afternoon. To begin with, how 
did you get inside the grounds?" -
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White looked dogged. "I'd better 
tell you about that, yes, because it's 
the one thing I'm ashamed of. You 
see, I met Ida yesterday afternoon. 
We were at a Lyons' in Hampstead. 
Naturally I didn't want to meet her 
j ust then ; but I felfbound to warn her 
I was going to kill the old man if I 
could." There was a dull flush under 
his cheek bones. His fine, rather 
large-knuckled hands were fidgeting 
on his knees. "The fact is, I hid in the 
back of her car. She didn't know it. 
After she'd left the tea shop, she was 
going to a lending library j ust down 
the road. I knew that. So I followed. 
While she was in the library, I nipped 
into the back of the car and got 
down under a ru�. It was a very dark 
day and raining hard, so I knew she 
wouldn't notice me. Otherwise I 
couldn't have got inside the grounds 
at all. The gatekeeper keeps a sharp 
look-out. 

"She drove through the gates and 
up to the house. When she put the 
car in the garage, I sneaked out. The 
trouble was I didn't know wbere the 
old swine was. How was I to know he 
was at the pavilion? I thought I 
should find him in the house. 

"I wasted nearly an hour trying to 
get into that house. There seemed to 
be servants all over the place. Finally 
I did get in - through a side window. 
And I nearly walked into the butler. 
He was just going into a frorit room, 
drawing-room or the like, where Ida 
Mortlake was sitting. H� said it was 
getting very late, and asked whether 
she wanted tea served? She said yes; 

she said to go ahead and serve it, 
because her father was at the pavilion 
and probably wouldn't be up for tea. 
That was how I knew, you see. So I 
hoppe(i:out the side window again." 

"What time was this?''  . 
"God knows; I wasn't  paying any 

attention to that. Stop a bit, though." 
White reflected. "You can easily 
enough find out. I ran straight down 
to the pavilion, as hard as I could pelt. 
There I ran into your police officers 
- I  supposed they were police officers 
- and by that time I was determined 
to kill the old devil if it was the last 
thing I ever did." 

The breath whistled out of his 
nostrils. Colonel Marquis asked : 

"We can put it, then at half-past 
five? Good. Go on. Everything!" 

"I've gone over it  a hundred times 
sirtce then," said White. He shut his 
eyes, and spoke slowly. "I ran to the 
door of the study. I ran inside and 
locked the door. Mortlake had been 
standing at the window, shouting 
something to the police officer out
side. When he heard me come in, he 
turned round from the window • • • •  " 

"Did . he say anything?" , 
"Yes. He said, 'What is the mean

ing of this?'  or 'What do you want 
here?'  or something of that sort. 
I can't remember the exact words. 
Then he put his hand up in front of 
him, as though I were going to hit 
him, when he saw the gun in my hand. 
Then I fired. With that pistol," said 
White, touching the lvor-Johnson .38. 

"H'm, yes. D'you hit him ?" 
"Sir, . I'm practically certain I 
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didn't," declared the other, bringing At this time he was facing, slightly 
down his fist on the edge of the desk. sideways, the wall behind me on my 
"Look here : there was a very bright right . . .  " 

. light up over the desk. It was in a "Facing, then, the corner where 
brass holder of some kind, and it left the yellow vase stood? The vase where 
most of the room pretty dark because the automatic was later found ?" 
it was concentrated. But it lit up the "Yes. It seemed as though he'd 
desk and the space between the turned round to swing out into the 
windows. Just as I pulled the trigger, room. Then I heard another shot. It 
I saw the bullet�hole jump up black in seemed to come from behind me and 
the wall behind him. And he was still to my right. I felt - a kind of wind, 
moving and running. Besides " if you know what I mean. 

"Well?" "After this h� put his hands up 
"It isn't as easy," said White, to his chest. He turned round and 

suddenly looking like an old man, "to took a few steps back the way he'd 
kill a man as you might think. It's all come, and swung a little back again, 
right until your hand is actually on and then fell head�first across the 
the trigger. Then something seems to desk. Just as he fell, your police 
wash all out of you. It seems as officer ' '  - White nodded towards 
though you can't, physically can't, Page - "came in through the win
do it. It's like hitting a man when he's dow. And that's the best I can do." 
down. And it's a queer thing - just "Did you see anybody else in the 
at that second, I almost pitied the old room, either before or after . this 
beggar. He looked so scared, flapping shot?" 
away from my gun like a bat trying "No." 
to get out. The Assistant Commissioner's som-

"Just a moment," interposed Mar� bre eyes wand_red over to Page. "A 
quis. "Are you accustomed to use question for you, Inspector. Would it 
firearms?" be possible for there to have·been any 

White was puzzled. "No. I don't mechanical device in that room, 
suppose I've ever handled anything hidden somewhere, which could have 
more deadly than an air�rifle when I fired a shot and concealed the pistol 
was a boy. But I thought, shut up in without anyone else being there ?" 
a room, I couldn't very well miss. Page was prompt. He and Borden 
Then - I did miss. Do you want me had searched that room too well. 
to go on? He started to run away "It's absolutely impossible, sir," he 
from me, along the back wall. He was answered. "We nearly took that 
alive then, all right. I want you to pavilion to pieces. Also," he smiled a 
understand that the whole thing was little, "you can rule out any idea of a 
such a brief matter of seconds, all secret passage or a trap�dooc There 
compressed, that it's a bit confused. wasn't so much as a mouse hole . • • •  
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Besides, there's the gun in the yellow 
vase, which really was fired inside 
that room." 

Colonel Marquis nodded dully. 
He said : 

"Yes, I think we have got to ac· 
knowledge that the second shot was 
fired by somebody inside the room. 
Look here, White: how far were you 
away from the judge when you shot 
at him?" 

"About fifteen feet, I should 
think." 

"H'm, yes. Very wdl. We assume 
somebody dropped that pistol into 
the vase. You say the vase was much 
too high for anybody's arm to reach 
down inside and deposit the gun 
there. So it must have made some 
noise when it fell." .  He looked at 
White. "Did you hear any noise?" 

\Vhite was troubled. "I don't 
know. I honestly don't know. I can't 
remember -.-" 

· 
"You realize," said Marquis, with 

sudden harshness, "that you are tell
ing us an absolutely impossible thing? 
You are saying that somebody must 
have escaped from a room which 
was locked and guarded on all sides? 
How? . . . Yes, yes, what is it?" 

He broke off as his secretary came 
into the room and spoke in a low tone. 
Colonel Marquis nodded, becoming 
affable again. 

"It's the police surgeon," he said to 
Page. "He's performed the post
mortem. And the results seem to be 
so interesting that he wants to see me 

· directly. Most unusual. Send him in." 
There was a silence. White sat 

quietly in his chair; but he had braced 
his elbows against the back of the 
chair and his heavy handsome face 
had a blankness of waiting. Page knew 
what goblins had come into the room 
to surround the prisoner. If the bullet 
in the judge's body turned out to be a 
.j8 after all, it meant the end of him. 
Dr. Oallatin, the police surgeon, a 
worried bustling man, came into the 
room with a brief-case in his hand. 

"Good morning, doctor," said 
Colonel Marquis. "We were waiting 
for you. We can't ga any further until 
we know. What's the verdict?" He 
pushed the two pistols across the 
desk. "Public opinion is divided. One 
branch thinks Mr. Justice Mortlake 
was killed by a bullet from an I vor
Johnson • .  38 revolver, fired from a 
distance of about fifteen feet. The 
other branch denies this and says he 
was killed by a bullet from a Brown
ing .32 automatic, fired from a dis
tance . of about twenty-five feet .. 

· Which side is right?"" 
"Neither," said the doctor. 
Colonel Marquis sat up very 

slowly. "What the devil do you 
mean, neither?" 

"I said neither," replied the doctor, 
"because both sides are wrong, sir. 
As a matter of fact, he was killed by 
a bullet from an Erckmann air-pistol, 
roughly corresponding to a .22 calibre, 
fired from a distance of about ten 
feet." 

Although Marquis did not bat an 
eyetid, Page felt that the old so-and· 
so had seldom in his life received so 
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unexpected an announcement. He 
remained sitting bolt upright, looking 
coldly at the doctor. 

"I trust, Dr. Gallatin," he said, 
"that you are sober?" 

"Quite sober, worse luck," agreed 
the doctor. 

"And you are seriously trying to 
tell me that there was still a THIRD 
shot fired in that room ?" 

"I don't know anything about the 
case, sir. All I know is that he was 
plugged at fairly short range" -
Gallatin opened the little cardboard 
box and took out a flattish lump of 
lead - "by this bullet from an Erck
mann air-pistol. As a rule you see 
the Erckmann army pistol, which is 
a lot heavier- than this. But this one 
is a dangerous job, because it's got 
much more power than an ordinary 
firearm, and it's almost noiseless."  

Colonel Marquis turned to White. 
"What have you got to say to this?" 

White was evidently so strung up 
that he had forgotten his role as light
bringer and social reformer; he spoke 
like a schoolboy, with sullen petu
lance. "Here, I say ! Fair play ! I don't 
know any more about it than you do." 

"Did you hear or se� another shot 
fired in that room?" 

"No, I did not." 
"Inspector Page : you searched the 

room immediately after you went in. 
Did you find any air-pistol?" 

"No, sir," said Page firmly. "If 
there had been one, I'm certain we 
should have found it." 

"And you also searched the pris� 
oner. Did he have any such pistol on 

him, or could he have disposed of it." 
"He did not and he could not," 

replied Page. "Besides, three pistols 
carried by one man would be coming 
it a little too strong. In a case like that, 
I should think it would have been 
simpler to have used a machine-gun." 
He saw the Colonel's eye grow danger� 
ous, and added : "May I ask a ques� 
tion? Doctor, would it have been 
possible for that air-pistol bullet to 
have been fired either from a Brown
ing -.32 or an Ivor-Johnson .38 ? A 
sort of fraud to make us think a 
third gun had been used ?" , 

Dr. Gallatin grinned. "You don't 
know much about ballistics, do you r' 
he asked. "It's not only impossible, 
it's mad. Ask your firearms man. 
This little pellet had to be fired, and 
was fired, from an Erckmann air-
pistol." ' 

Now that the reaction had set in, 
White was deadly pale. He looked 
from one to the other of them. 

"Excuse me," he said, with the 
first trace of humility he had shown, 
"but does thts mean I'm cleared of the 
actual - murder?" 

" Y e s , "  said Colonel Marquis . 
''Brace up; nian l Here, pull yourself 
together. I'm sending you downstairs 
for a while. This alters matters 
considerably." 

He pressed the buzzer on his desk . .  
White was escorted out, talking 
volubly but incomprehensibly about 
nothing at all. The Assistant Commis� 
sioner remained staring after him with 
sombre concentration, and knocking 
his knuckles against his desk. 
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Page and the doctor watched him. 
"This is insanity," he went on. 

"Let us see where we stand: There is 
now no doubt that three shots were 
fired: from the Ivor-Johnson, and the 
Browhing, andthe missing Erckmann. 

· The trouble is that we lack a bullet, 
for only two of the three bullets have 
been found. By the way, Inspector, 
pass me over that pellet you found 
stuck in the wall." Page gave it to 
him and Colonel Marquis weighed it 
in his hand. "You say this is from the 
Ivor-Johnson .38. I agree, Jecidedly. 
We'll get a third opinion; what's 
your guess, doctor?" 

Gallatin took the bullet and studied 
it. 

"It's a . 38, all right," he agreed. 
"No doubt of it. I've handled too 
many of them. This has been chipped 
a bit, that's all." 

"Right, then. This is the one \Vhite 
admits having fired at the j udge, as 
soon as he walked into the judge's 
study. So far, so good. But what about 
afterwards? What sort of witchcraft 

, or hocus-pocus happened in the next 
two or three seconds? - By the way, 
doctor, you said an Erckmann air
pistol is almost noiseless. How noise
less?" 

Gallatin was cautious. "That's out 
of my department, you know. But 
I think I can give you an idea. It 
isn't a great deal louder than the 
noise you make when you press 'the 
catch of an electric-light switch." 

"Then, sir," interposed Page slowly, 
"you mean the Erckmann might have 
been fired in that room almost under 

White's nose, and (especially with a 
storm going on outside) he mightn't 
have heard it at all?" 

Marquis nodded. "But take it  in 
order," he said. "After White fires 
his revolver, the judge starts to run 
away. Then someone else - standing 
behind and to the right of White, 
over in the corner by the yellow vase 
- fires a shot with the Browning 
automatic. This shot is heard by 
Inspector Page, who is within ten 
steps of the window. But the bullet 
from the Browning disappears. If it 
didn't kill the judge, where did it go? 
Where did it lodge? Where _is it now? 

"Finally, someone cuts loose with 
an Erckmann air-pistol and fires the 
shot which really does kill Mortlake. 
But this time the gun disappears. 
Whoosh !"  said Colonel Marquis; with 
an imaginative flourish. ' 'Just as 
Mortlake falls forward dead across 
the writing table, Inspector Page 
arrives at the window, in time to find 
the room sealed_up impregnably from 
every side - the only point being 
that the murderer has disappeared." 

He paused, letting them picture 
the scene for themselves. , 

''Gentlemen, I don't believe it. But 
there it is. Have you any suggestions?" 

"Only questions," Page said gloom
ily. "I take it we agree, sir, that 
White can't be the murderer?" 

"Yes, we can safely say that." . 
Page took out his notebook and 

wrote : "Three questions seem to be 
indicated, all tied up with each other. 
( r) Did the same person who fired the 
Browning auto�tic also fire the 
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Erckmann air-pistol? And, if not, 
were there two people in the room 
besides White ? (2) Was the fatal 
'shot fired immediately before, or 
immediately after, the shot from the 
Browning? (3) In either case, where 
was the actual murderer standing ?" 
· He looked up from his notebook, 

and Marquis nodded. 
"Yes, I see the point. Number 

three is the hardest question of the 
lot," the Assistant Commissioner said. 
"According to the doctor here, Mort� 
lake was shot through the heart at a 
distance of about ten feet. White, 
by his own confession, was standing 
fifteen feet away from Mortlake. How 
the devil does it happen, then, that 
White didn't see the murderer? 
Gentlemen, there is something so 
internally fishy about this case." 

"You mean," Page volunteered, 
"you mean the old idea that White 
might be shielding somebody?" 

"But that's the trouble. Even if 
White is shielding anybody, how did 
anybody get out of the room ? There 
was certainly one other person in 
there, and possibly two. Suppose one, 
or two, or six people took a shot at the 
judge : where did the whole procession 
vanish to - in the course of about 
eight or ten seconds ?" He shook his 
head. "I say, doctor, is there anything 
in the medical evidence that would 
help us?" 

''Not about the vanishing, cer .. 
tainly," said Gallatin. "And not much 
about anything. Death was almost 
inStantaneous. He might have taken a 
step or two afterwards, or made a 

movement; but not much more." -• 
"In that case," said the colonel, 

"/ am going to find out. Let's have a 
car round here, Page, and run out to 
Hampstead. This interests me." 

He limped across after his hat and 
coat. In his dark blue overcoat and 
soft gray hat, Colonel Marquis pre· 
sen ted a figure of great sartorial 
elegance, except for the fact that he 
jammed on the hat so malevolently 
as to give it a high crown like Guy 
Fawkes's. First, Page had to issue 
instructions : a man must be sent to 
verify Travers's alibi, and the files 
of the firearms department ransacked 
to find any record of who might own 
an Erckmann air-pistol. Then Colonel 
Marquis went limping out, towering 
over nearly everyone in the office. 
When Page protested that Ida Mort· 
lake and Sir Andrew Travers were 
still waitinz, he grunted. 

"Let 'em wait," he said impolitely. 
"The case has taken such a turn that 
they will only confuse matters. Be· 
tween ourselves, inspector, I don't 
care to have Travers about when I 
examine the scene. Travers is a trifle 
too shrewd." He said little more 
while the police car moved through 
wet and gusty streets towards Hamp· 
stead. Page prompted him. 

"It seems," the inspector said, 
"that we've now got a very restricted 
circle." 
' "Restricted circle ?" 

"Like this, sir. There seems no 
reason why Travers should have killed 
the j udge ; and, on top of it, he's got a 
sound alibi. Next, Ida Mortlake has 
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an alibi - an unintentional alibi --'' 

,:-· "Ah; you noticed that," observed 
Colonel Marquis, looking at him. 

" Provided,  unintentionally, by 
White himself. You remember what 
White said. He got through a window 
into the judge's house, not knowing 
the judge was at the pavilion. And 
he didn't learn the truth until he 
h�rd the butler asking Ida whether 

. tea should be served. As soon as he 
heard this, he nipped out of the 
window and ran straight to the 
pavilion. This was at five-tl·irty, for 
he met Borden and myself on the way. 
Consequently, Ida must still have been 
at the house; and we can probably 
get the butler's corroboration. That's 
a sound ali hi." 

''Quite. Anything else?" 
"If," answered Page thoughtfully, 

"if, as seems likely, no outsider could 
have got into the grounds - well, it 
looks as though he must have been 
killed either by one of the servants 
.or by Miss Carolyn Mortlake or by 
old Penney, the clerk." 

Colonel Marquis grunted out 
something which might have been 
assent or disagreement and pointed 
out that they would soon know. The 
car had swung into the broad subur� 
ban thoroughfare along one side of 
which ran the high wall of the j udge's 
house. It was a busy street, where a 
tram-line and a bus route crossed. 
Along one side were several shops, 
contrasting with the lonely stone wall 
across the street, beyond which elms 
showed tattered against a drizzling 
sky. They stopped before iron-grilled 

gates; and old Robinson, recognizing 
the police car, hastened to open. 
••. "Anything new?" Page asked. 

Robinson, the gatekeepe!, a little 
man with a veined forehead and a 
dogged eye; thrust his head into the 
back of the car. 

· 
"Nossir," he said. "Except your 

sergeant is still dead-set trying to 
find out whether anybody could have 
sneaked in here yesterday afternoon 
without my knowing --" 

"And could anybody have done 
thatr' asked Colonel Marquis. 

Robinson studied him, wondering. 
"Well, sir, they told me to keep 
people out-or Miss lda did, yesterday 
- and I did keep people out. That's 
·my job. You just take a look at them 
walls. Anybody'd need a ladder to get 
over 'em, and there's no side of the 
walls where you could prop up a 
ladder without being seen by half 
the people in Hampstead. There's 
a main road in front and there's 
people's back gardens coming up 
against the walls on every other 
side." He cleared his throat, like a 
man about to spir;- and grew more 
dogged. "There's only two gates, 
as you can see for yourself, and I was 
sitting right by one of them.!' 

"What about the other gate 
the tradesmen's entrance ?" 

"Locked," said RobinsOn promptly. 
"When Miss Ida come back from her 
drive yesterday, about four-twenty, 
no more, she told me to lock it and 
I did. There's only one other key 
besides mine, and Miss Ida's got that." 

"You said that both Miss Carolyn 
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Mortlake and Mr. Penney weren't 
here yesterday afternoon ?" . 

"I don't remember whether I said 
so to you. But it's true." 

"What time did they go?" 
"Miss Carolyn - 'bout quarter to 

four. Yes. Becos she'd wanted the car. 
And Miss Ida had already taken 
the car and gone out a quarter of an 
hour before that. Miss Carolyn, she 
was pretty mad ; · she was going to a 
cocktail party (people name o' Fischer 
at Golder's Green) ; and she wanted 
that car. As for Alfred Eric Penney, 
don't ask me when he went out. 
About ten minutes past four, I think." 

Colonel Marquis was bland. "For 
the sake of clearness, we had better 
make this a time-table. The j udge 
went from his house across to the 
pavilion - when?" 

"Half-past three," answered Robin· 
son firmly. "That's certain ." 

"Good. Ida Mortlake leaves here 
in the car about the same time. 
Correct?  Good. Carolyn Mortlake · 
leaves for a cocktail party at fifteen 
minutes to four. At ten minutes past 
four, Penney also leaves. At twenty 
minutes .past four, the rain having 
then begun, Ida Mortlake returns 
in the car. They all seem to have 
missed each other most conveniently; 
but that, I take it, is the time-table."  

"I suppose it  is; yes, sir," Robinson 
admitted. 

"Drive on," said Colonel Marquis. 
The car sped up a gravel drive 

between doleful elms. Page indicated 
where a branch of this path turned 
towards the pavilion, but the pavilion 

was some distance away, hidden in an 
ornamental clump of trees, and Mar
quis could not see it. The house itself 
would not have pleased an architect. 
It was of three stories, stuccoed, and 
built in that bastard style of Gothic 
architecture first seen at Strawberry 
Hill, but revived with gusto by 
designers during the middle of the 
nineteenth century. Its discolored' 

pinnacles huddled together under the 
rain. Most of the long windows were 
shuttered, but smoke drooped down 
from all the chimneys. Though it 
was a landmark of solid Victorian 
respectability and prosperity there 
was about it something close�lipped 
and definitely evil. 

The height of respectability also 
was the grizzled, heavy-headed man� 
servant who admitted them. He 
fitted ; you would have expected him. 
Page had seen him yesterday, al� 
though he had taken no statement. 
They now learned his name, which 
was Davies. 

"If you don't mind, sir," he said, 
"I'll call Miss Carolyn. As a matter 
of fact, Miss Carolyn was j ust about 
to set out to see you. She --'' 

"And if you don't mind," said a 
new voice, "I should prefer to handle 
this myself, please." 

The hall was shadowed by a window 
of red glass at  the back. A woman 
came out between the bead curtains 
(which still exist) of an archway to 
the right. Carolyn Mortlake was one 
of those startling family contrasts 
(which, also, still exist). Where Ida 
was rather tall and soft, Carolyn was 
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short, stocky, and hard. Where Ida 
was fair, Carolyn was dark. She had a 
square, very good-looking but very 
hard face; with black eyes of a snap
ping luminousness and a mouth 
painted dark red. They could see her 
j aw-muscles. She came forward at a 
free stride, wearing a tilted hat and a 
plain dark coat with a fur collar. But 
Page noticed, curiously enough, that 
her eyelids were puffy and reddish. 
She appraised them coolly, a heavy 
handbag under her arm. 

"You are --?" she said. 
Colonel Marquis made the intro

ductions, and in his politeness the girl 
seemed to find something suspicious. 

"We are honored," she told him, 
"to have the Assistant Commissioner 
visit us in person. Perhaps I had better 
give you this." 

' 

With a decisive snap she opened the 
catch of her handbag, and took out a 
nickeled pistol with a rather long and 
top-heavy barrel. 

"It is an Erckmann air-pistol," she 
said. 

"So it is, Miss Mortlake. Where 
did you get it?" 

"From the bottom drawer of the 
bureau in my bedroom," replied 
Carolyn Mortlake, and lifted her 
head to stare at him defiantly. 

"Perhaps," she said after a pause, 
"you had better come this way." 
In spite of her defiance, it was clear 
that she was shaking with some 
strong inner strain. But she was as 
cool as ever when she led them 
through the bead curtains into · a 

thick-cluttered drawing-room. 
"I don't know quite what the game 

is," she went on. "I can't see why 
anybody should want to do it, because 
obviously my father wasn't killed 
with that gun . . . .  But I think I 
know what I was intended to do when 
I found it. I was supposed to become 
panicky, and hide the gun �way again 
in case I should be suspected of 
something, and generally behave like 
a silly ass. Well, you j olly well won't 
find · me doing thiQ.gs like that; I'm 
not such a fool." She smiled, without 
humor, and reached for a cigarette 
box. "There's the gun and you may 
take it or leave it." 

Colonel Marquis turned the pistol 
over in his fingers. "You think, then," 
he said, "that somebody deliberately 
hid this in your room? You have 
probably observed that one bullet 
has been fir.ed from it." 

"I am not going to pretend to 
misunderstand when I understand 
perfectly well what you mean. Or 
what I think you mean. Yes, I 
thought -of that too. But it's abso
lutely impossible. There were only 
two guns, a .32 and a .38; and this 
isn't either." _ 

"Well . . •  waiving that for a mo
ment : you don't happen to know who 
owns this gun? You've never seen it 
before?" 

"Of course I've seen it before -
dozens of times. It belonged to father." 

Page stared at this extraordinary 
witness who spoke with such a con
tempt in amazement. But the Assist
ant Commissioner only nodded, with 
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an appreciative smile. 

"Ah, yes. Where did your father 
keep it?" 

"In the drawer of his writing table 
at the pavilion." 

"And when did you see it last, if 
you can remember ?" 

"I saw it yesterday afternoon, in 
the writing table drawer as usual."  

"¥ ou will perceive, by the haste 
with which Inspector Page goes after 
his notebook," Marquis told her 
suavely, "that these discoveries are 
coming fast. Suppose, Miss Mortlake, 
we keep from going too fast, and get 
these things in order? First of all, 
naturally, I should like to convey 
my sympathies in the death of your 
father • . .  " 

"Thank you," she said. 
"Can you give any reason, Miss 

Mortlake, why your father seems to 
have been disliked in his own house? 
Neither you nor your sister seems to 
show any great grief at his death." 
� . " W h e t h e r  I fe l t  a n y  g r i e f  or 
whether I didn't," said Carolyn dis� 
passionately, "I should not be inclined 
to discuss it with someone I had just 
met. But didn't you know? He is not 
out father, really. We were very 
young when he married our mother; 
but our real father is dead. I do not 
see that it matters, but you had better 
have the facts straight." 

This was news both to ·Page and 
Marquis, who looked at each other. 
The Assistant Commissioner ignored 
the j ustifiable thrust in reply to his 
question. 

"I ·have no intention, Miss Mort· 

lake, of trying to trap you or hide 
things from you. Your father - we'll 
call him that - really was shot with 
the air-pistol." He gave a very terse 
but very clever account of the affair, 
up to the point they had reached. 
"That," he added, "is why l need 
your help." 

She had been staring at him, her 
face dark and rather terrible. But she 
spoke calmly enough. "So someone 
really was trying to throw suspicion 
on me?" 

"It would seem so. Again, while 
it'!; possible that an outsider could 
have committed the crime, still you'll 
agree with me that it's very improb
able. It would appear to be somebody 
in this house. Is there anybody here 
who has a grudge against you?" 
· "No, certainly not !"  

"Tell me frankly, then: how did 
you get on with your father?" 

"As well as people do in most 
families, I dare say." For the first 
time she looked troubled. 

"You and your sister, I take it, 
are your father's heirs?" 

She trjed to force a hard smile. 
''The old problem of the will, eh?" she 
inquired, with a mocking ghastliness 
of waggery. "Yes, so far as I know we 
were. He made no secret of that. 
There are small legacies for the 
servants and a substantial one for 
Penney, but Ida and I inherit jointly. 
That's how it used to be, anyhow. 
He made a will when my mother died. 
Of course, he may have changed it 
since, but I don't think so." 

Colonel Marquis nodded, and held 
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, up the air�pistol. "This pistol, Miss 
Mortlake • • .  you say your father 
kept it constantly by him?" 

"Good Lord, no! I didn't say that. 
No; or he wouldn't have kept it at 
the pavilion. He kept it as a kind 
of curio. You see, a friend of his was 
in the Secret Service during the war, 
and made him a present of it ; I believe 
those air� guns are a rarity.'' 

"Yes. What I meant was, he didn't 
keep the gun by hirri because he 
feared an .attack ?" 

''No, I'm positive he didn't." 
_ "What about the threats made by 

Gabriel White?" 
, "Oh, Gabriel ! --" she said. Her 

gestures seemed to sum up a great 
deal ; then she considered. "Besides, 
until I saw Ida last night and read the 
newspapers this morning, I didn't 
know Gabriel had made any threats. 
Not that he would not have had 
reason to. My father knew Gabriel 
or, at least he knew of him. I do..1't 
know how. He never spoke much 
about it. But he never troubled to 
conceal his belief that Gabriel was a 
swine." 

"You liked White ?" 
"Yes. No. I don't know." She 

paused, and het square handsome face 
had an expression of cynicism so 
deep that it seemed to have been put 
there with a stamp. "My opinion ! 
You flatter me, Colonel. I have been 
asked my opinion more times in, the 
last ten minutes than I have been 
asked for it in the last ten months. 
I rather like Gabriel, to tell you the 
truth; and I think he's quite straight. 

But, my God, I hate lame ducks !" 
"I see. Now, for the benefit of 

Inspector Page's notebook, how did · 
you spend yesterday afternoon ?" 

"Ah, the alibi," murmured Car
olyn, slightly showing her teeth. 
"Well, let's see. The earlier part of the 
afternoon I spent interviewing a 
horde of prospective servants. Our 
maid - we boast only one - is leav
ing us next month to get married. 
Ah, romance !  So we've got to replace 
her." 

Inspector Page interposed. 
"There seem to be a lot of things 

we haven't heard of, Miss Mortlake," 
he said. "You mean there were a 
number of outsiders here in the 
grounds yesterday afternoon?" 

She studied him and at length 
decided to be civil. "You may set 
your mind and notebook at rest, 
Inspector," she informed him. "All of 
the lot were out of the house and out 
of the grounds at least two hours 
before my father was shot. Robinson 
at the gate can tell you that, if he 
overcomes his usual closed-mouth 
tactics. He let 'em in, and counted . 
'em, and let 'em Nit. 

"The last of them left between 
half�past three and a quarter to four. 
I know that, because I was anxious to 
get out of the house myself. Then I 
discovered that Ida · had gone out 
and taken the car. That was a bloody 
bore because I had been rather under 
the impression it was promised to me. 
But there it was. I could get a taxi, 
anyhow. First, however, I went down 

h 'li " to t e pav1 on. � • • 
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- "Why did you go to the pavilion, 
Miss Mortlake?" 

She flushed a little. "I wanted some 
pocket-money� Besides, I wanted to 
tell him, in a dutiful way, that I had 
engaged a new maid."  

"Go on, please." 
"He had only been at the pavilion 

five minutes or so when I got there ; 
he went down about half-past three. 
You may be interested to know that 
I got the money. That, incidentally, 
is how I happen to know the air-pistol 
was in the drawer of his writing table 
at that time. He opened the drawer 
to get his check book. It was too late 
for the bank, but f knew where I 
could get the check cashed. When he 
opened the drawer I saw the gun." 

"Was the drawer locked or un· 
locked ?" 

She reflected, her hand shading her 
eyes. "It was locked. I remember: 
he got a bunch of keys out of his 
pocket and opened it." . 

"Did he lock it afterwards?" ;, 
"I'm not sure. I didn't notice 

after I'd got the check. But I rather 
think he did. His precious manuscript 
was there." 

"I see. Did he do or say anything 
notable that you. remember?" 

"Notable is good. No, not that I 
remember. He was a little short, 
because he doesn't like being in
terrrupted when he's down there 
reciting chapters of his book to that 
dictaphone. He wrote down the name 
of the maid l- was going to engage : 
he wanted to check her credentials 
before she came here next month. 

• • •  Oh, yes ; and he mentioned 
that Sir Andrew Travers was coming 
there to tea. They were going to have 
tea at the pavilion. In the other room 
at the pavilion - the one across the 
hall from the study - he has an 
electric kettle and all the doings. I 
suggested that he'd better switch on 
the electric fire in the room across 
the hall or it would be freezing colq 
when Andrew got there." 

"And did he switch it on ?" 
She was puzzled. "Yes. Or, rather, 

I did it for him." 
"Inspector, when you and Sergeant 

Borden searched the pavilion, I sup· 
pose you looked into this other room 
across the hall ? Was the electric fire 
burning in that room?" 

Page saw an angry flush come into 
Carolyn Mortlake's face, but he 
checked her outburst. 

"Yes, sir, the fire was on."  
"Thank you," snapped Carolyn 

Mortlake. 
"I don't think you quite under4 

stand the meaning of the last ques4 
tion," the Colonel told her calmly. 
"Now, will you go on with your story, 
please?" 

"I left the pavilion, and the grounds; 
that was about a quarter to four." · 

"Yes; and afterwards?''  
She folded her hands in her lap 

with great nicety. Taking a deep 
breath, she lifted her head and looked 
him in the eye. Something had blazed 
and hardened, like the effect of a fire. 

"I'm sorry," sh� said ; "but that's 
where the story stops. That's all I 
have to say." 
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"I don't understand this," said 

Colonel Marquis sharply. "You mean 
you won't tell us what you did after 
you left _the house?"  -

"Yes." 
"But that's absurd. Don't be a 

young fool ! Your gatekeeper himself 
told us you were going to a cocktail 
party at Golder's Green." 
,,, "He had no right to tell you any 
such thing," she flared. "You'll only 
waste your time inquiring after me 
at the Fischers'.  I didn't go. I in
tended to go, but an hour or so before 
I left the house I got a telephone 
message which made me change my 
miQ.d. That's all I can tell you." 

"But why shouldn't you tell us?" 
"In the first place, . because you 

wouldn't believe me. In the second 
place, because I can '.t prove where I 
was during the afternoon, so it's 
no good as an alibi. In the third place 
- well, that's what I prefer to keep 
to myself. It's no good coming the 
high official over me. I've said I 
won't tell you, and I mean it." 

"You realize, Miss Mortlake, that 
this puts you under suspicion for 
murder?" 

"Yes." 
Page felt that she was about to add 

something else ; but at that moment 
all \emotion, protest, or explanation 
was washed out of her. She became 
again a person of shuttered defiance. 
For someone had come into the room 
- they heard hesitant footsteps, and 
the faint clicking of the bead curtains 
at the door. 

The newcomer was a little, dep-

recating man with a stoop and a 
nervously complaisant manner. They 
felt that it must be Alfred Penney, 
the clerk. Penney's feet were enor
mous and his hands seemed all 
knuckles. He had a few strands. of 
iron-gray hair brushed across his skull 
like the skeleton of a fi�h, and some
thing suspiciously like side-whiskers. 
But he had a faithful eye, blinking at 
them while he dabbed his hand at it. 

"I beg your partlon," he said, 
wheeling round quickly. 

Carolyn Mortlake rose. "Alfred, 
this is Colonel Marquis, the Assistant 
Commissioner of Police, and Inspector 
Page. Tell therri what you can. For 
the moment, I think they will excuse 
me. " 

While Penney blinked at them, his 
mouth a little open, she strode past 
out of the room. Then his face as
sumed his legal manner. "I really 
beg your pardon," he repeated. "I 
should not have intruded, but I saw 
Davies, the butler, in the hall intently 
listening to what was going on in here, 
and - no matter. You are the police ?  
Yes ; of course." 

"Sit down, Mr. Penney," said 
Colonel Marquis. , 

"This is a terrible thing, gentlemen. 
Terrible," said Penney, balancing 
himself gingerly on the edge of a chair. 
"You cannot realize what a shock it 
has been to me. I have been associated 
with him for thirty years. Twenty
nine and a half, to be exact." His 
voice grew even more mild. "I trust 
you will not think me vindictive, 
gentlemen, if I ask you whether you 
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have taken any steps with regard to· 
this young hound who killed him ?" 

"Gabriel White? ' '  
"If you prefer to call him that." 
"So?" prompted Marquis, with a 

gleam of interest. He lifted his eye
brows. "It has been suggested, Mr. 
Penney, that 'Gabriel White' is not 
the man's real name. The j udge knew 
him?" 

The little man nodded. "I am not 
ashamed to tell you," he replied, 
tilting up his chin, "that he did. If he 
condemned him, he dealt out moral 
justice ; and moral j ustice was always 

, Charles Mortlake's aim. Charles Mort
lake knew the young man's father 
very well and has been acquainted 
with the young man since he was a 
boy. 'Gabriel White' is really Lord 
Edward Whiteford, a son of the Earl 
of Cray." 

There was a pause, while Penney 
stared sid�ways at the fire. "Fortu
nately," he went on, knitting the 
baggy skin of his forehead, "the Earl 
of Cray does not know where his son 
is, or how he has sunk; and Charles 
Mortlake was not so inhumane as 
to enlighten him . . . .  Gabriel White, 
since he prefers to call himself that, 
started in the world with every 
advantage. At Oxford he had a 
distinguished career. He was a leading 
member of the Union and great 
things were predicted for him. Also, 
he was a popular athlete. I believe he 
holds the university record for the 
broad-jump; and he was also an 
expert swordsman and pistohhot. 
But, like so many who start with 

advantages --'' 
"Hold on," interrupt �d Marquis 

in a voice so sharp and official that 
Penney jumped a little. "I want to 
get this straight. You say he was an 
expert pistol-shot ? In my office this 
morning he told us that he had never 
handled a gun in his life." , 

"I am afraid he lied, then," Penney 
said without rancor. "Lying is a habit 
of his." 

Marquis took the air-pistol from 
the chair and held it up. 

"Ever see this before?" 
"Yes, sir. Often, "  said Penney, 

taken aback. "It belonged to Charles 
Mortlake. May I ask why --" 

"When did you last see it?" 
"A few days ago, I think; but I am · 

afraid I cannot swear to the exact 
time. He kept it in the drawer of his 
writing table at the pavilion." 

"Were you at the pavilion yester
day afternoon?" 

"Yes, I was at the pavilion yester
day afternoon - for a very brief 
time. Five minutes, perhaps. Yester
day afternoon I was going to the 
Guildhall Library to verify a series of 
references for the book he was writing. 
I left the house at shortly after four 
o'clock - it had begun to rain, I 
may remark - and on my way down 
to the gate it occurred to me that I 
had better go to the pavilion and 
inquire whether there were any addi
tional rna terial he wished me to 
consult. 

"I found him alone at the pavilion, 
speaking to the dicta phone." The 
clerk paused and something like the 
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edge of a tear appeared in the corner 
of each eye. "He said there was 
nothing further he wished me to do 
at the linrary. So I left the grounds 
about ten minutes past four. It was 
the last time I ever saw him alive. 
But . • •  " 

"But?" 
"I should have been warned," said 

Penney, fixing his questioner with 
grave attention. "There was some� 
body prowling round the pavilion 
even then. While we were speaking 
together, I distinctly heard foptsteps 
approaching the windows." 

"Which windows ?" 
"The west windows, sir. The win� 

dows whose locks and shutters are so 
rusted it is impossible to open them." 

"Go on." 
"Immediately after that, I was 

under the impression that I heard � 
sound of someone -softly pulling or 
rattling at one of the west windows, 
as though trying to open "it. But the 
rain was making some noise then, and 
I am not certain of this." 
: "The judge heard it as well?" 
· "Yes. I am afraid he regarded it as 

imagination. But only a few seconds 
afterwards something struck the outer 
shutter of one of the other windows. 
l .am under the impression that it 
was a pebble, or light stone of some 
kind, which had been thrown. This 
window was one of those in the south 
wall . • • •  Judging from accounts I 
have heard," he turned mildly to 
Page, "it was the window through 
which you, Inspector, were obliged 
to ditn b ne�rly an hour and a half 

afterwards. When �hades Mortlake 
heard this noise, he pushed back the 
curtains, pushed up the window, 
unlocked the shutters, and looked 

. out. There was nothing to be seen�" 
"What did he do then?" 
"He closed and relocked the win� 

dow, although he did not relock the 
shutters. He left them open against 
the wall. He was • . • I fear he was 
somewhat annoyed. He accused me of 
.entertaining fancies. There is a tree 
some dozen or so feet away from the 
window; and he declared that a twig 
or the like had probably come loose 
in the storm, and had blown against 
the shutter. It is true that there was a 
strong wind, · but I could not credit . 
this explanation." 

"Do you know whether this air· 
pistol was then in the table drawer?" 

"I don't know; I should suppose so. 
He had no occasion to open the 
drawer. But my thoughts did not go 
- well, quite to the edge of violence 
in that line." His eyes did not fall 
before Marquis's steady stare ; and 
presently he went on : "Yo� will wish 
to know what I did afterwards. I 
went from here, by Underground, to 
Mansion House station, and thence to 
the Guildhall Library on foot. I 
arrived there at 4 :35, since I happened 
to notice the clock. I left the library· ·  
at just 5 :oo. In coming home I 
experienced some delay and did not 
arrive here until 5:40, when I heard · 
Charles Mortlake was dead. I am 
afraid that is all I have to say • • • •  
And now may I ask why are you con· 
cerned with that air-pistol?" 
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Again Colonel Marquis told the 
familiar story. As he did so, Penney 
did not look startled ; he only looked 
witless. He remained sitting by- the 
fire, a gnome with veined hands, and 
he hardly seemed to breathe. Marquis 
concluded : 

"You see, we are compelled to 
accept White's innocence. Even if 
you argue that the air-pistol was in 
the table drawer and White might 
have used it himself, still he would 
not have had the time to fire three 
shots. Next, though he was seized by 
police officers instantly, the air-pistol 
had completely vanished ; and he 
could not have concealed it. Finally, 
he was at once taken to the police 
station ; so that he could not have 
conveyed the air-pistol to this house. 
But' it was actually found here this . " mornmg. 

Penney said, "Good heaven ! --" 
and somehow the expletive seemed 
as weak and ineffectual as himself. 
"But this is surely the most pre
posterous thing I have heard of," he 
stammered. "I cannot imagine you 
are serious. You are? But there is no 
reason in itl  Life works by reason 
and system. You cannot believe that 
there were three prospective mur
derers shut up in that room?" 

At this point Page had the im
pression that Marquis was playing 
with 4is witness ; that he was j uggling 
facts for his own amusement, or to 
show his skill ; and that the colonel 
had an excellent idea of what really · 
happened in the locked room. Mar
quis remained urbane. 

"Will you argue theories, Mr. 
Penney ? Not necessarily three, but 
certainly two. Has it occurred to you, 
for example, that the same person 
who fired the Browning may also 
have fired the Erckmann air-pistol?" 

"I do not know what has occurred 
to me," Penney retorted simply. He 
lifted up his arms and dropped them 
with an oddly flapping gesture. "I 
only know that, however my poor 
friend was killed, Lord Edward 
Whiteford - or Gabriel \Vhite, if 
you prefer - killed him. Sir, you do 
not know that young man. I do. It 
sounds exactly like him. He would, 
and he could, ·deceive the devil him� 
self! I cannot tell you how strongly 
I feel about this, or how clever that 
young hound is. With him it is always 
the twisted way, the ingenious way." 

"Still, you don't maintain he can 
perform miracles?'' 

"Apparent miracles, yes," Penney 
replied quite seriously. "You don't 
know his cleverness, I repeat; and 
you won't know it until he somehow 
hoodwinks and humiliates you as well: 

· For instance, how did he get into the 
grounds at all ?" 

"He has already answered that 
himself. While Miss Ida Mortlake 
was getting a book at a lending 
library, he got into her car and 
crouched down under a rug in the 
tonneau. When she drove up to the 
garage, he waited until she had gone 
and then got out. The day was too 
dark for her to notice him." 

At the doorway someone coughed • .  
It was hardly a cough at all, so madest · 

\ 
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and self-effacing was the sound. They 
looked up to see the grizzled and 
heavy-faced Davies, the butler. 

"May I say a word, sir?" he 
inquired, 

"Eh?" said Colonel Marquis irri
tably. "All right: what is it?" 

"Well, sir, under the circumstances 
I'll make no bones about saying I 
overheard what was being said. I 
mean about the man White, sir, 
and how he got in by hiding under 
the rug in Miss Ida's car. However 
he got into the grounds, it certainly 
wasn't that way. He wasn't hiding 
in the back of the car - and I can 
prove it !" 

As Davies came into the room, 
his hands folded in front of him, 
Penney gave a mutter of petulant 
protest which changed to interest as 
soon as he appeared to understand 
what Davies was talking about. 
Beyond any doubt Davies looked 
competent; he was bulbous-nosed and 
�ulbous-eyed, but he had a strong 
JaW. 

"Yes, sir, I admit I listened, "  he 
said. "But I look at it like this. We'fl! 
all shut up in here. Like a ship, as 
it were. It's to our advantage, servants 
most of all, to show we didn't have 
anything to do with killing the poor 
j udge. If you see what I mean, sir. 
We've got to do it. Besides, it isn't 
as though I was a proper butler. I'm 
not even allowed to engage a maid, 
as a proper butler would. Fact is, sir, 
I was a court crier down on my I uck 
(the drink did it, in Leeds) when the 
j udge picked me up and gave me this 

job to make good. And I _think I did 
make good, though all I ·ever knew 
about being a butler I got from the 
j udge and out of a book. Now that 
he's dead, my lady friend and I are 
going to marry and settle down. But, 
just because he is dead, it doesn't 
mean we don't care who killed him 
and that we don't appreciate what 
he's done for us. So - I listened." 

Penney almost sputtered. He acted 
as though a picture on the wall had 
suddenly made a face at him. 

"You never acted like this before. 
You never talked like this before --" 

"No, sir," said Davies. ''But I 
never had occasion to talk like this 
before. The judge would've sacked 
me." He looked at Marquis steadily. 
"But I think I can do a bit of good. "  

Colonel Marquis was interested. 
"A court crier turned butler, eh?" 
he said, turning the idea over in his 
mind. "Been with the judge long?" 

"Eleven years, sir." 
"Benefit under the judge's will?" 
"Yes, sir: five hundred pounds. He 

showed me the will. And I've got a 
bit saved as well." 

"All right. Let's hear about this 
business of White, or Lord Edward 
Whiteford ; and how he didn't get in 
here by hiding in Miss Mortlake's 
car, and how you knew about it." 

Davies nodded, not relaxing his 
butleresque stance. "The thing is, 
sir, she went out in the car yesterday 
afternoon. It started to rain, and I 
knew she hadn't an umbrella with her. 
Now, the garage is twenty yards or so 
from the house. At riear on half-past 
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four - maybe twenty or twenty-five 
· minutes past - I saw her drive back. 
I was in the kitchen, looking out of 
the window, when I saw the car 
swing ·round the drive. So I got an 
umbrella and went out to the garage 
and held it over her coming back to 
the house so she shouldn't get wet," 

"Yes; go on." . 
"Now, I was out to the garage 

before she'd even got out of the car. 
I did what you naturally do; as soon 
as Miss Ida got _ out, I opened the 
door of the back and looked to see 
whether she'd brought any parcels. 
There was nobody in the back of that 
car. And nobody could .have nipped 
out before I looked in, because there 
was nowhere to go." 

· 
"Would it have been possible," 

Page asked, "for him to have slipped 
out of the car as it came through the 
gates, or somewhere on the drive 
before Miss Mortlake reached the 
garage?" 

"I can't tell you that, sir. You'd 
better ask Robinson or Miss Ida. But 
if he said he didn't slip out until the 
car came to the garage --?" 

Colonel Marquis did not comment. 
For a brief time he stared across the 
room. "Anything @lse?" he prompted. 

"Yes, sir. A bit of exoneration," 
replied Davies promptly. "Even 
though I'm not a proper butler, still 
I feel responsible for the other serv· 
ants. If you see what I mean. Now, 
sir, there's only three of us, excluding 
Robinson, of course, but then he 
rarely comes to the house. There used 
to be four, when the j udge kept a 

chauffeur; but he let the chauffeur go 
and pensioned him handsome. At 
present, then, there's the cook, the 
maid, and me. Can I take it for 
gran ted that the judge was killed 
between, say, twenty minutes past 
five and twenty minutes to six?" 

"You can," Colonel Marquis agreed, 
and glanced at Page. "Did you note, 
inspector, the exact time to the 
minute or second when all the shots 
were being fired?" 

Page nodded. "I  looked at my 
watch as soon as I got into the pavilion 
and took the gun out of White's 
hand. It was half-past five, almost to 
the second." 

,"Thank you, sir," said Davies, with 
heartiness and almost with a smile. 
"Because all three of us, cook, maid, 
and me, happened to be in the 
kitchen at that time. We were to
gether until a quarter to six, as a 
matter of fact. I know that, because 
it's the time the evening post arrives, 
and I went to the door to see whether 
there were any letters. So we --can 

.produce a corporate alibi, if you see 
what I mean." 

Marquis spoke musingly, his finger· 
tips together and his cane propped 
against his leg. "By the way, we 
might check up on another part of 
White's story and see whether it 
tallies. He admits that he came here 
in order to kill the judge --" 

"Ah," said Penney softly. 
"- and thinking the j udge was 

here in the house, he prowled round 
until he got through a side window. 
He says that at close to half�past five 
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he was here in hiding, and heard you 
ask Miss Ida Mortlake whether tea 
should be served at last. Is that true?" 

"So that's why the window was 
unfastened," muttered Davies, and 
pulled himself up. "Yes, sir: quite 
true. It was at twenty minutes past 
five. Just after I asked her that, I 
went out to the kitchen ; that's how I 
know all the servants were together. 
She also told me she had telephoned 
the police about this man White 
or whoever he is - and the cook was 
in a considerable flutter." 

"There's something on your mind," 
Marquis said quietly. "Better speak 
up. ·what is it?" 

For the first time Davies was show
ing signs of discomfort. He started 
to glance over his shoulder; but, 
evidently thinking that would be 
unbecoming, he assumed a stolid 
expression. 

"Yes, sir, I know I've got to speak 
up. It's about Miss Carolyn. I think 
I can tell you where she went 
yesterday. 

"As you heard, sir, the maid is 
leaving next month to get married. 
Yesterday Miss Carolyn was inter
viewing a lot of applicants. Now, it 
happens that the maid's got a cousin 
- a nice girl - and she was anxious 
for her cousin to get the place. But 
M.iss Carolyn said sentiment has no 
business in a thing like that. Well, 
Millie Reilly (that's the maid) wasn't 
afraid of her cousin being beat out 
of it by casual applicants who might 
come here, but she was afraid the 
Agency might dig up somebody with 

• 

references a yard long. And the 
Agency has been 'phoning here sev
eral times. So the long and short of 
it is," Davies squirmed a little but 
spoke in his best court voice, "that 
Millie's got into the habit of listening 
in to all the 'phone conversations, in 
case it should be the Agency. There's 
a 'phone extension upstairs." 

Colonel Marquis leaned forward. 
"Good," he said. "I was hoping we 

should come across something like 
that. Don't apologize for the delin
quencies. Miss Mortlake told us that 
she intended to go to a cocktail party, 

. but that she received a 'phone message 
which caused her to change her mind. 

. Did Millie hear that message?" 
"Yes, sir." Davies's discomfort had 

grown acute, and he fiddled with his 
cuffs ;  he spoke almost violently : "She 
listened. A man's voice said, 'If you 
want to know something that vitally 
concerns you and Ralph Stratfield, 
go to the stationer's shop at 66 
Hastings Street, W.C.r, and ask for a 
letter written to you under the name 
of Carolyn Baer. Don't fail, or it may 
be the worse for you.' " , 

Colonel Marquis sat up and Page 
almost whistled. Unless there was a 
coincidence of names, here was again 
a crossing of the ways with the C.I.D. 
The Ralph Stratfield he knew was 
well known to Scotland Yard, al
though they had never been able to 
obtain a conviction and Stratfield 
swanked it in the West End with his 
thumb to his nose. Ralph Stratfield 
was a super-gigolo who lived off 
women. Several times he had skirted 
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the line of blackmail and once he had 
been brought to court for it. But 
he had been ably defended - by 
Sir Andrew Travers, Page now re� 
membered - and had come off scot� 
free. Also, Page realized why Carolyn 
Mortlake might have been so deter� 
mined to keep her mouth shut, even 
under bad risks. 

The bead curtains were swept aside. 
Carolyn Mortlake came into the room 
with short, quick steps. Her face 
was sallow with rage and the eyes 
so dead that they looked like currants 
in dough. She stood trying to control 
her voice, but behind this shaking 
there was an inner emotion; and that 
inner emotion was shame. 

"You may go, Davies," she said, 
calmly enough. "I will speak to you 
later. But I should advise you to begin 
packing at once. You will have to 
accept a month's wages in place of 
notice. "  

"Stay here, Davies," said Colonel 
Marquis. 

He hoisted himself to his feet, . 
supporting himself ori his cane. He 
towered over her in the firelight. 

"I'm afraid the police have first 
claim, Miss Mortlake," he went on, 
after an explosive pause. "You can't 
order the witnesses about like that, 
you know, when they have something 
to tell us. You are at liberty to 
discharge him, naturally; butl should 
be sorry to see you do it. He was 
only trying to protect you." 

"You --," said the girl. It was 
an ugly word, and it had even more 
startling a quality in this sheltered 

Victorian room� . 
"Ralph Stratfield is poor company, 

Miss Mortlake." 
"I think," she said with sudden 

politeness, "it is none of your damned 
business with whom I choose to go, or 

h I 0 . .  ,, :li.l:� w om see. r IS 1tr , .,,.,,� : 
t"' "Under the circumstances, yes. · 
Look here, you know how you're 
feeling as well as I do. Now that it's 
said and done, there's no reason why 
it should come out. All we care aoout 
is where you happened to be yester� 
day afternoon. Will it do any great 
harm to tell us whether you · really 
went there?" 

She had herself well in hand now. 
"I'm sure I don't know. I'm sure it 
won't do any particular good. You 
needn't preach about Ralph Strat� 
field : Ralph had nothing to do with 
that message. It was a fake. In other · 
words, Mr. Clever, I was got out of 
the way. by one of the oldest, most 
bewhiskered tricks ever used in shill� 
ing shockers. There is no such address 
as 66 Hastings Street. There is only 
one stationer's in the street and that 
wasn't the place. It took me quite a 
time to l'Umble to it, unfortunately, · 
and it succeeded. For, you see, I 
can't prove where I was yesterday 
and I'm in exactly the same situa
tion I was before. Why anyone 
should --" 

She stopped, and for a _moment 
Page had an uncomfortable feeling 
that this hard-headed, savage young 
lady was going to - collapse in tears. , 
She almost ran out of the room. 
Penney, muttering inarticulately, fol-
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lowed her. When they had gone the 
force of her emotion surcharged the 
room still. Davies made a feint of 
mopping his forehead. 

"It's a good thing I've got a bit of 
money saved," he said. 

"It would appear," mused Colonel 
Marquis, "that neither of Mr. Justice 
Mortlake's daughters selected the 
company he would have chosen for 
them. By the way, did you ever see 
Gabriel \Vhite?" 

''No, sir. He never came here. The 
only time I eyer saw him was yester
day afternoon, between two police 
officers. Mr. Penney says he's a lord ?" 

Marquis smiled with tight-lipped 
amusement. "No, my lad. No: you're 
not supposed to question me. I'm 
supposed to question you. And I 
dare say you've kept your ears and 
eyes open. Who do you think killed 
the judge?" 

"The only thing I've got, I admit, 
is a germ of an idea, and it may not 
be worth much. But if I were you, 
sir, I should keep a sharp eye out for 
Sir Andrew Travers." 

"So? You think he's the murderer?" 
. "N-no, no, I don't mean that, 

exactly." Davies seemed a trifle hur
ried, and he was certainly not anxious 
to commit himself. "I only said, keep 
a sharp eye out. From what I heard 
it struck me that there's one thing 
that doesn't seem to fit anywhere. 
It's this : it's one of them shots, and 
Sir Andrew's gun. That's what's 
throwing you all skew-wiff. It's that 
one shot, from the Browning automa
tic, which won't fit in anywhere no 

matter how you explain the case. 
It's a kind of excrescence, if I've got 
the right word. Incidentally, sir, 
everybody seems all hot and bothered 
about one thing which seems fairly 
simple to me." 

"I'm glad to hear it. What is that?" 
"Well, you're wondering what 

happened to the bullet out of the 
Browning. Everything seems to have 
vanished, and that bullet vanished 
with it. But common sense must 
tell you where it went." 

"Yes ?" 
"It went out the window," re

turned Davies promptly. "You didn't 
find it in the room and it can't have 
melted or anything. After the judge 
had opened the window, he turned 
back to see White, and \Vhite shot 
at him, and then everybody started.
firing all over the room. But the 
window was up a little way - with 
the inspector here running towards 
it." 

Colonel Marquis seemed genuinely 
delighted .. He rubbed his hands, he 
jabbed the ferrule of his cane against 
the floor ; and at length he ccnsulted 
Page. 

"What do you think of that sugges
tion, Inspector? Is it possible?" 

Page felt a retrospective shiver. 
"If it happened," he said, "all I've 
got to say is, it's a wonder I'm not a 
dead man now. I don't see how it 
could have missed me. I was running 
in a dead-straight line for that win
dow. And as I told you, when I heard 
that shot I wasn't ten steps away 
from the window. Of course, it may 
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have gone in a diagonal line. It 
probably did, being fired from the 
corner where the vase stands. But it's 
odd that I didn't hear it, or any 
sound to indicate it, if it came so close 
to me as that. I didn't notice any
thing." 

Somewhere in the depths of the 
house a doorbell began to ring. It 
was a discreet, muffled doorbell, like 
the house and like the j udge. When 
he heard it, Davies's big body stiff
ened back into its official posture, as 
though by an effect of magic or 
plaster-of-paris. Though he had been 
about to speak, he went gravely to 
answer the bell. And then Sergeant 
Borden burst into the room. 

"Robinson told me you were here, 
sir," he said. "I wish you would come 
down to the pavilion. I've found 
something that changes the whole 
case." 

"Well?" 
"First, there're some footprints. 

Pretty · good footprints. But that's 
not the main thing. I've found a 
bullet fired from a .32 automatic, and 
probably the Browning." 

"Where did you find it, sergeant?" 
asked Colon:el Marquis. 

"Stuck in a tree some distance away 
from the window where you" - he 
nodded towards Page - ''climbed 
through, sir." After a pause (while 
Davies, in the background, grinned 
broadly) Borden continued : "But 
some of the footprints don't make 
sense either, sir. It looks as though 
the murderer must have got in and 
out through one of the west windows 

- the ones that are so locked and 
rusted · that you can't open them 
even now." 

They walked down to the pavilion, 
taking a branch of the gravel path 
which led them to the back of it. 
Though the rain had cleared, the sky 
was still gray and heavy-looking, and 
what wet foliage still remained cling
ing to the trees hung d9wn dispirited. 

Rounding the'side of the pavilion, 
they came on Robinson, in a cap and 
a big sou'wester, morosely regarding 
the ground. Under the west window 
nearest the northern end - just in
side was the vase in which the Brown
ing had been found - a  few wooden 
boxes had been upended in a line to 
protect the exhibits from rain. Borden 
lifted the boxes almost reverently. 
Along the side of the wall ran what in 
summer must have been a flower-bed, 
terminating in a brick border below 
the window. The flower-bed was a 
big one, running out ten feet from the 
window. Five footprints were vi�ible 
in the uneven soil, though they were 
so churned and blurred by the rain 
that they could be distinguished as 

· little more than outlines of feet. But 
the toes were all pointing away from 
the pavilion, and all were made by 
the same pair of shoes. 

Borden snapped on a flashlight, 
following the ragged line across the 
ten-foot expanse of flower-bed, and 
Colonel Marquis studied it. 

"Were those tracks here yesterday 
afternoon, sergeant?" 

The sergeant hesitated and looked 
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a t  Page, who undertook the responsi
bility. " I  don't know, sir," Page 
answered. "I imagine they must have 
been, but we didn't go outside the 
pavilion once we found it was locked 
up from the inside. It's another over
sight, but there it is. Anyhow, it 
seems to corroborate one thing Pen
ney said, if you remember. He said 
that when he was talking to the j udge 
yesterday a few minutes past four, 
he heard somebody prowling round 
the house; also, that he thought 
he heard the prowler testing the 
shutters on one of the west windows."  
Then Page stopped and looked at  the 
tracks. "Hold on, though! That won't 
do. Because --" · .:. 

"Exactly," said Marquis, with dry , 
politeness. "Every one of these tracks 
comes away from the window, as 
though somebody got out the window 
and slogged back. Well, how did the 
prowler get to the window?'' He 
turned round almost savagely. "Let's 
understand things. Inspector, are you 
certain beyond any doubt that those 
windows h a v e n ' t  been tampe red 
with?" 

"Beyond any doubt," said Page, 
and Borden agreed with him. 

"Robinson, do you agree with 
that?" 

"I do," said the man. He pondered. 
''Here ! Point o' fact, there was 
trouble aboui: those same windows 
only a few days ago. Miss Ida, she 
wanted the j udge to get new frames 
put in 'em, because the old ones are 
bad and that's why the shutters 
have to be kept up. She said it was 

sense, because then the judge could 
have light instead of being in the half· 
dark all the time. I was going to do it, 
but the j udge wouldn't hear of it." 

In the gloom Page could see that 
a slight transformation had gone over 
the Assistant Commissioner's face : an 
expression as though he were blinking, 
or making a face - or seeing light. 
He turned away, poking at the ground 
with his cane. When he turned back 
again, he was calm and almost brisk. 

"Put your light on those tracks 
again," he ordered. "What do you 
make of them, Inspector?" 

"It's a big shoe," said Page. "A 
number ten at the smallest. The 
trouble is that you can't make any 
clear estimate about the weight of 
the man who wore it, because the 
tracks are flooded and there's no 
indication of what their depth was." 

''Does anyone we know wear a 
number ten?" 

"White doesn't :  I can tell you that. 
He's tall, but he doesn't wear more 
than a number seven or eight." 

"Very well. For the moment • • •  
what other exhibits have you to show 
us, sergeant?"  

"Round to the front, now, sir," 
said Borden. "There's that bullet 
in the tree ; and to round it off, there's 
more footprints. And a woman's this 
time." 

Colonel Marquis did not seem so 
surprised as Page would have ex
pected. "Ah, I rather thought we 
should come to that," he remarked, 
with almost a comfortable air. · 

The front of the pavilion was un-
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changed, except that now the shutters 
on both windows of the study were 
folded back again�t the wall. Page 
tried to visualize the scene as it had 
been yesterday. But he was astonished 
at the tree to which Borden led them. 
This was a thick-waisted elm some 
fifteen feet away from the window in 
a direct line. Page remembered the 
tree well enough. When he had been 
running for the window, he had 
passed that tree so closely as to brush 
it ; and retracing every step in his 
mind, he realized that he had been 
passing the tree at just about the time 
the second shot had been fired. 

Sergeant Borden pointed with a 
pardonable air of triumph and directed 
the beam of his flashlight at the 
bole of the tree. "Now look sharp, 
sir - some little distance up. If you 
reach up you can touch it. That 
makes about the right height if it 
came out through the window. That's 
a bullet-hole, and it's pretty sure to 
be a .32 Browning bullet embedded 
in there." 

Colonel Marquis studied the crum
bled and sodden little hole, and then 
looked back towards the window. 
"Dig it out," he said. 

When Borden's penknife had pro
duced another lead pellet, not quite 
so flattened by the soft wood in 
which it had been buried, it was 
passed from hand to hand and weighed. 
Page now had no doubt. "Subject to 
examination," he said cautiously, 
"I'd say that's certainly the .32 
Browning bullet. But," he added 
with some explosiveness, "how in the 

name of God --?" . · 
"You have doubts ? H'm, yes," 

grinned the colonel. "But wait until 
we have finished. Borden, as soon as 
you've shown us the footprints, get 
on the 'phone to the Yard and have 
the photographer out here. I want 
photographs and measurements of 
that bullet-hole. You see the queer 
thing about it? The bullet went in an 
almost direct line." 

"Photographer's coming, sir," Bor
den told him. "And here are the other 
footprints." Moving his companions 
back a little, Borden threw his light 
to indicate a spot some distance 
behind and to the right of ·the tree 
as you faced the pavilion. The grass 
under the treo- was soft and sparse, 
well protected by the branches above. 
Impressed in the soil was the clear 
print of a woman's shoe, narrow� 
pointed, and high-heeled. It was the 
right shoe, a smudged toe-print of 
the left one being about six inches 
away from it. It looked as though 
someone had been hiding behind the 
tree and peering round it. But - the 
moment Page saw that print - his 
scepticism increased to complete un
belief. 

"We'd better go easy, sir," - he said 
calmly. "This thing's fake." 

Sergeant Borden made a protesting 
noise, but Marquis regarded him with 
bright and steady eyes of in_terest. 

"Exactly what do you mean by 
that, Inspector?" 

"l mean that somebody's been 
manufacturing evidence since yester· 
day afternoon. I'll take my oath there 



E L L E R Y  Q U E E N ' S M Y S T E R Y  M A G A ZI N E  

was nobody standing behind that 
tree. I know, because I passed within a 
couple of inches of it, and I should 
have seen anybody in that whole 
vicinity." He knelt beside the two 
prints and studied them. "Besides, 
take a look at the marks. (Got a tape� 
measure, Borden?) They're much too 
deep. If a woman made that right� 
hand one, the woman must have been 
an Amazon or a fat lady out of a cir· 
cus; whoever made those prints 
weighed twelve or thirteen stone. Or 
else --" 

:Marquis, who had been beating his 
hands together softly and peering 
round him, nodded. "Yes; I don't 
think there's much doubt of that. The 
person who made the marks was either 
a man, or else a woman who stamped 
violently on the ground with the right 
foot in order to leave a sharp, unmis� 
takable impression . . . .  It's manu· 
factured evidence, right enough. So, 
I am inclined to think, are those other 
number-ten footprints on the far side 
of the pavilion. Vve were intended to 
find both sets of prints. But there's 
one thing which doesn't seem to fit 
in. What about the .32 bullet in the 
tree? Is that manufactured evidence 
too? - and if so, why?" 

Page contemplated Old Man River, 
wondering whether this was a cate· 
chism or whether Old Man River 
really did not know the answer. 

"I 'll admit, sir," he said, "that 
Davies's deductions seem to have been 
right. He said we'd find a bullet out 
side somewhere and here it is. But 
it's very fishy all the same. I was 

passing that tree when the shot was 
fired. How is it I didn't hear anything: 
the vibration of it or the sound of the 
bullet hitting the tree? It might have 
been done without my knowing it. 
It's possible. But there's one thing 
that's not possible at all . . •  " 

"The line of the bullet?'' 
"The line of the bullet. As you say, 

it's gone into the tree on a dead 
straight line from that window. Well, 
the Browning was fired from the far 
corner of the room. As we stand here 
facing the pavilion, that corner is on 
our left. In order to get into the tree 
in this position, that bullet must have 
curved in the air like a boomerang -
a kind of parabola, or whatever they 
call it. Which is nonsense." 

"Yes," said Colonel Marquis. "Into 
the pavilion, now." 

They tramped in during a gloomy 
silence. Page switched up the lights in 
the little central hall, and opened the 
door of the study on the left. Nothing 
had been altered. The big room smelt 
close and stuffy. When Page touched 
another switch, a flood of light poured 
down from the dragon-lamp hanging 
above the j udge's writing table. It 
was true that little could be seen be� 
yond the immediate neighborhood of 
the table ; the opaque sides of the 
lamp gave it the effect of a spotlight, 
and the room became a masked 
shadow of bookshelves from which the 
big yellow vases gleamed faintly. 

First Colonel Marquis went across 
to the west windows and satisfied him� · 
self that these were impregnable. 
''Yes," he growled. "Unless the mur· 
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derer made himself as thin as a picture 
postcard, he didn't go out there. Also, 
this room is genuinely dark. We'll try 
a little experiment. I was careful to 
bring this along."  With sour suavity 
he produced Sir Andrew Travers's 
Brpwning from his coat pocket. "But 
before we do . . . " 

· 
He juggled the pistol in one hand, 

his eye measuring distances. He then 
walked slowly round the room, ex
amining each window. At the writing 
table he paused, and the other two 
followed him there. 

The drawer of the writing table 
was unlocked. He pulled it out, 
exposing neat sheets of typewritten 
manuscript. On top of them lay a 
memorandum pad and a check-book 
on the Whitehall Bank. On the 
memorandum pad \vere a few lines 
ef small, precise handwriting: 

Sara Samuels, 
36d, Hare Road, Putney. 

Refs. : Lady Emma Markleton, 
"Flowcrdene," x 8, Sheffield Ter
race,_Kensington, W.8. (Have Pen
ney write) . 

"The new maid and her refer
ences," said Colonel Marquis. "Not 
much there. As a last hope let's try 
our reconstruction." 

The other limped across the room 
to the corner by the yellow vase in 
the far corner, and again he juggled 
Sir Andrew Travers's Browning. 

"I am going to stand here and 
fire a shot in the general direction of 
where the judge was standing. After
wards I will drop the pistol into the 

vase. Inspector, you will represent 
White. Stand where White was stand
ing, about the middle of the room. 
When you hear the shot, whirl 
around - and tell me whether you 
can see me." 

Page took up his position. He had 
expected the shot immediately, but 
no shot came. Colonel Marquis was 
playing for time so as to take him 
off guard ; so much he realized while 
he waited. 

The shot was so loud that it seemed 
to make the room shake like a cabin 
at sea. Startled in spite of himself, 
he swung round against the vibra
tions. He had been looking at the 
brilliant beam of light from the 
dragon-lamp, and he was a quarter 
blind when he stared into the corner. 
He could see absolutely nothing, 
for the darkness appeared to have 
speckles in it; but he heard a faint 
noise as of someone putting an um
brella into a porcelain umbrella stand. 

"Well, can you see me?" rumbled a 
drawling voice out qf the darkness. 

Page's eyes were growing accus
tomed to the dark. "No, sir," he 
answered. "By this time I can only 
see a kind of shadow along the vase." 

Colonel Marquis limped forward, 
twirling the pistol with his finger 
through the trigger-guard. He put 
out a long arm and pointed. "You 
observe, Inspector, that the bullet 
did not go out of the window." 

A much-annoyed Sergeant Borden 
was already examining the fresh scar. 
In the yellow-papered wall between 
the south windows there were now 

, 
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two bullet'"holes. The bullet fired by 
Colonel Marquis was close to the 
left�hand window, it is true ; but it 
had not come within a foot of going 
out the open space. 

"Yes, but if it didn't go there," 
insisted Borden doggedly ; "now, I 
ask you, sir, where did the other one 
go? I'm fair sick of bullets. It's raining 
bullets. And there's no sense in any 
of 'em." 

At half-past five that afternoon 
Inspector Page emerged from the 
Underground at Westminster Sta� 
tion and tramped wearily up the 
Embankment to New Scotland Yard. 
He had made undeniable progress ; 
his notebook contained evidence of 
both acquittal and accusation. But 
he had got no lunch and no beer. 

Not more than a popgun's shot 
away from Scotland Yard there is a 
public-house, tucked away in such 
fashion that it is not generally no� 
ticed; and, in fact, there is a pretense 
that it does not exist at alL But it is 
much patronized by members of the 
Force. Pushing up through the chilly 
dampness which was bringing fog off 
the river, Page found that the pub 
had just opened its doors. He did not 
go into the public bar. Moving on to a 
private room, where a bright fire 
burned, he was surprised to find it 
occupied. A figure sat with its long 
legs stretched out to the fire, showing 
a head with sparse white hair over 
the back of the chair, a pint tankard 
in a speckled hand, and a cloud of 
cigarette smoke over all. Then the 

figure craned round, revealing the 
grinning face of Colonel Marquis. 

Now this was unheard-of. If As� 
sistant Commissioners go into pubs, 
they do not go into pubs patronized 
by their subordinates ; and it would 
cause surprise to see them drinking 
with anybody less than a chief in
spector. But Colonel Marquis enjoyed 
above all things to break rules. 

"Ah, Inspector," he said. "Come 
in. Yes, it is the old man in the flesh ; 
don't stare. I had been rather expect .. 
ing you." He took charge of rna tters. 
"Beer," he went on. "And take a 
long pull before you start to talk." 
When the beer was brought, he 
smoked thoughtfully while Page at� 
tacked it. "Now then. What luck?" 

"Aaah," said Page, relaxing. "I 
don't know about luck, but there 
have certainly been plenty of develop
ments. The case has gone pfft." 

"What the devil (do you mean, 
'pfft' ?" inquired Marquis with aus� 
terity. "Kindly stop making strange 

- noises and answer my question. It is 
a regrettable thing if an inspector of 
Metropolitan Police --" 

"Sorry, sir. I mean that two of our. 
calculations have been upset. The 
person who looked most suspicious, 
and didn't have an alibi, is pretty well 
exonerated ent�rely. The person we 
regarded as being more or less above 
suspicion is - well, not above sus� 
picion now." 

Marquis opened his eyes. "H'm. 
I'm not surprised. Who is exonerated ?" 

"Carolyn Mortlake," Page an
swered wearily. "I wish she hadn't: 
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given us all that trouble. Maybe she 
doesn't know it herself, but she's 
got a cast�iron alibi • • • •  She really 
did go to Hastings Street. I went 
there myself this afternoon to see 
whether I could pick up any. trace of 
her. I was equipped with a photo� 
graph. There's no stationer's at num· 
her 66, but there is a news-agent's at 
number 32:  which is the closest any� 
body could find to it. And she tried 
that as a last resort. The woman who 
keeps the shop had noticed a woman 
prowling up and down the street, 
looking at numbers and acting queerly. 
Finally this stranger made a dash, 
came into the news-agent's, and asked 
for a letter in the name of Carolyn 
Baer. I got out my photograph. 
There's no doubt of it;  the proprie� 
tress of the shop identifies her as 
Carolyn Mortlake. . . • There was 
no letter, of course. The thing was a 
trumped-up job. But she was in that 
shop at twenty minutes past five 
yesterday, a shop in Bloomsbury. 
Not even · if she had flown or used 
seven-leagued boots could she have 
got to Hampstead by five-thirty. 
And she's out of it." 

Colonel Marquis drew a deep 
breath. For a brief time he remained 
staring at the fire, . and then he 
nodded. "It clears the air, anyhow," 
he said. "What's next? If one person 
is exonerated, who's the one to go 
back under suspicion?" 

"Sir Andrew Travers." 
"Good God!" said Marquis. 
He had clearly not expected this. 

He got up out of his chair and limped 

up and down the room with angry 
bumps of his cane. 

"I see, sir," remarked Page, with a 
broad smile. "I'll lay you a small bet. 
I 'll bet you thought I was going to 
say Miss Ida Mortlake." 

"Shrewd lad," said Marquis, look
ing at him. "You're not a fool, then?" 

"Not altogether," said Page, con
sidering this. "I know you've been 
thinking that I've rather too point
edly overlooked her. You'll adduce 
evidence - of contradictory times. 
White says she was in the house, 
talking to the butler, at close on 
five-thirty; j ust before White himself 
rushed down to the pavilion. Result: 
alibi. Davies says she w� talking to 
him at twenty minutes past five, and 
after that Davies left her. Result : no 
alibi." 

"Yes, I'd thought of it," agreed the 
other shortly. "Waiter! More beer !" 

"You could even say that there 
seems to be a woman's touch about 
this crime. And it's certain there 
was a strong effort to throw suspicion 
on Carolyn Mortlake. But my early 
opinion of Ida holds. And I'll tell you 
something more," continued Page 
with fierce earnestness, and tapped 
the table. "The brain behind this 
business is a man's." · 

"I agree, yes. But go on about 
Travers. \Vhy is he back under 
suspicion?" 

"Maybe that's too strong a state
ment. Sir Andrew stated that he was 
in his chambers all yesterday after
noon ; and that there is no way out 
of the chambers except through the 
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clerk's room . . . .  Well, sir, that's a 
plain; flat, thundering lie. There is 
another way out. There's a fire escape 
at the back of the building and it 
runs past the window of Travers's 
study. Sir Andrew Travers could 
have gone down that. I don't say he 
did, you understand. 

"H'm," said Marquis. He sat down 
again <md eyed the overman tel dream
ily. "There is a hive of offices there
abouts," he added. "Somehow, I 
can't help feeling that the spectacle 
of a portly fJ.nd dignified barrister in 
a top hat climbing down a fire escape 
in the middle of the afternoon would 
be bound to excite some comment, 
not to say mirth. Damn it, Page, 
the picture is all wrong. In this case 
Sir Andrew Travers is like Sir Andrew 
Travers's own pistol : he's an ex ... -.. 
crescence. How does he fit in? Where 
is his motive for murdering his friend ? 
How could he have got inside the 
grounds of the house under Robin
son's ·Watchful eye? No, I don't see 
that stately top hat involved in any 
such business as this." 

"I thought you had some idea of 
the truth, sir?" Page suggested. He 
was not without malice in saying it, 
and he stung Marquis. 

"You are quite right, young man. 
I know the murderer and I know how 
the crime was committed. But I 
need facts and I need proof; in addi
tion to which, I have sufficient hu
mility to think I may be wrong, 
though the possibility is so slight that 
it needn't bother us. Hum. Let's 
have facts. Did you dig up anything 

more today?" 
"No more that concerns alibis. 

For instance, there's Davies." He 
looked sharply at the other, but 
Colonel Marquis was very bland.: 
"His alibi � the story that he was -
in the kitchen with the cook and the 
maid between twenty minutes past 
five and a quarter to six - is more or 
less substantiated. I say 'more or less' 
because the cook says he was down 
in the cellar, fetching beer, for somG 
three minutes round about five
thirty. The question is whether he 
would have had time to nip down to 
the. pavilion, vanish, and nip back 
a gam. 

"There's only one other person 
associated with the case - old Alfred 
Penney. He hasn't got an alibi, in the 
sense that it's impossible to check it. 
He says he left the Guildhall Library. 
at five o'clock and came home by 
Underground ; but due to missing 
trains at a couple of changes and being 
held up generally, he didn't arrive 
home until five-forty. The last man 
in the world whose ·movements you 
can ever prove is someone traveling 
by Underground. Personally, I think 
he's telling the truth." -

Page closed his notebook with a 
snap. "And that's the lot, sir," he, 
concluded. "That's -everybody con
nected with the case. It's got to be one 
of those. I have two pieces of evidence 
which round out my report, and I'll 
repeat them if you like; but they 
only go to show how narrow the circle. 
has become." 

"We'd better have everything." 



T H E  T H I R D  B U L L ET 53 
"Yes, sir. I tried to find out who 

had faked those number ten shoe
prints and also the woman's tracks. I 
had no difficulty getting permission 
to go through any wardrobe in the 
house I liked. That print of a woman's 
right slipper was � number four. 
Both Ida and Carolyn wear number 
fours. But there was no sign of mud 
on any of the shoes in the house, 
aside from the ordinary rain-splashes 
you'd get walking about in the street. 
That's point number one. Point num
ber two concerns the men's shoes. 
Only one person in that house wears 
number tens --" 

"Who's that?" demanded Colonel 
Marquis sharply. 

"Penney." 
From the other's expression, Page 

could not tell whether he was stimu
lated or disappointed ; but there was 
undoubtedly a reaction of some kind. 
He sat forward in the firelight, snap
ping his long fingers, and his eyes 
were shining. But since he did not 
comment, Page went on : 

"Penney owns two pairs of shoes; 
no more. That's established. There's 
a brown pair and a black pair. The 
black pair he wore yesterday, and 
were wet. But neither pair had any 
mud-stains ; and mud is devilish 
difficult to clear off completely so 
that you leave no traces." 
� He stopped, because he noticed 
that the waiter who had served them 
was now poking his head cautiously 
round the door of the room and 
looking mysterious. The waiter ap
proached. 

· "Excuse me," he said, "but are 
you Colonel Marquis? Yes. I think," 
he added in the manner of one 
making a deduction, "you're wanted 
on the telephone." 

The Assistant Commissioner got 
up sharply and Page observed that 
for the first time he looked uneasy. 
"All right,, he said, and added to 
Page: "Look here, this is bad .. Only 
my secretary knows where I am. I 
told him he wasn't to get in touch 
with me unless • • •  you'd better 
come along, Inspector." 

The telephone was in a narrow 
hallway, smelling of old wood and 
beer, at the back of the house. A 
crooked light hung over it ; Page 
could see the expression on his su
perior's face and the same uneasiness 
began to pluck at his own nerves. A 
heavy voice popped out of the 
telephone receiver, speaking so loudly 
and squeakily that Colonel Marquis 
had to hold the receiver away from 
his ear. Page heard every word. It 
was a man's voice and the man was 
badly rattled. 

"Is that you?''  said the voice. 
"Andrew Travers speaking." It cleared 
its throat, wavered, and became loud 
again. ' 'I'm at Mortlake's place," 
the voice added. 

"Anything wrong?" 
"Yes. Do you know anything about 

a girl - named Sara Samuels, I think 
- who's just been engaged as a maid 
here, and who was to come next 
month to replace Millie Reilly? You 
do. Well, you. know she was in the 
grounds here yesterday afternoon 
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·and was the. last of the maid-contin· 
gent ·to leave. She 'phoned here about 
an ·hour ago. She asked to speak to 
Carolyn; she said she had something 

· vitally important to tell her, and was 
afraid to tell it to anybody else ; 
Carolyn engaged her, you see, and 
she doesn't seem to trust anybody 
else. But Carolyn's out, seeing to the 
funeral arrangements. I said I was 
the- - legal representative. I asked 
whether she couldn't tell me. She 
hemm'd and haw'd, but finally she 
said she would come round to the 
house as soon as she could." 

"Well?"  
Now Page could imagine Sir An� 

drew Travers's large white face, its 
chin showing more blue against the 
pallor, almost shouting to the tele· 
phone. "She never got to the hous�, 
Marquis," he said. "She's lying out 
in the driveway here, dead, with the 
knife out of a carving set run through 
her back." 

Very slowly Colonel Marquis re� 
placed the receiver, contemplated the 
telephone, and turned away. "I might 
have expected that," he said. "My 
God, Inspector, I might have foreseen 
it. But I never saw the explanation 
of one thing until just that second 
when Travers spoke . . . . Evidently 
someone at Mortlake's was listening 
in on that telephone-extension again." 

"You mean she was killed to shut 
her mouth about something?" Page 
rubbed his forehead. "But I don't 
understand what it was she could 
have._ seen or heard. Even if she stayed 
a bit behind the others and went out 

after them, she must have gone befor� 
four o'clock. At that time the j udge 
was alive and well." � 

His companion did not seem to hear 
him. Colonel Marquis had almost 
reached a point of biting his nails. 
"But that's not what is bothering 
me, Inspector. I might have assumed 
the murderer would have killed Sara 
Samuels. But in that way ? No, no. 
That was a bad blunder, a fat�l 
blunder. You can see that I've got 
my evidence now ; one more thing to" · 
do and I can make an arrest. Yes, ] 
can't understand why the murderer 
killed her in that particular way; and 
inside the grounds of the place ; uRless 
it was blind panic, of course, or 
unless --" _ _  

He swept his worry aside ; he be· 
came brisk. 

"You are in charge, Inspector. Hop 
into a squad car and get out there 
as fast as you can. Carry the usual 
routine until I get there. I'll follow in 
a very short time. I am going to bring 
two people along with me when I 
follow you. Both are very important 
witnesses. One is - you will see. But 
the other is Gabriel White." 

Page stared at him. "I suppose you 
know what you're doing, sir. Do you 
think Gabriel White was guilty after 
all?'" 

"No, White didn't kill the judge. 
And it isn't likely he killed the 
Samuels girl while he was sitting 
under our eye at Scotland Yard. But ..r 
he will be very us�ful in the recon· 
struction," said Colonel Marquis, 
with slow and terrifying pleasantry, 
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"when I demonstrate, in about an 
hour's time, how the murderer got out 
of the locked room/" 

The lights of the Scotland Yard car 
were turned almost diagonally across 
the drive in the darkness. Ahead the 
broad gravel driveway curved up a 
slight incline towards the house ; there 
were elm trees on either side, and due 
to the ornamental curves of the drive, 
this point was visible neither from the 
house nor from the lodge-gates. Out
lines were still more blurred by a 
smoky white vapor, not light enough 
to be called mist or thick enough to 
be called fog, which clung to the 
ground like a face-cloth and moved 
in gentle billows. 

In the front of the police car Page 
stood up and looked over the wind
screen. The headlights played directly 
across on a body lying some two or 
three feet off the drive to the left, 
near the base of an elm. It was that of 
a woman, lying partly on her back and 
partly on her right side. 

Page got out of the car, taking 
his flashlight. There were other fig
ures, shrinking or motionless, drawn 
some distance away from the body. 
Sir Andrew Travers was there ; hatless, 
and with the collar of his blue over
coat drawn up, he looked somewhat 
less impressive. Ida Mortlake was 
there, looking round the edge of a 
tree. Finally, Robinson the gatekeeper 
stood guard like a gnome in a sou'
wester, holding a lantern. 

The dead woman lay on a carpet of 
fallen leaves which, Page realized, 

would make it impossible to trace any 
footprints. By the condition of the 
leaves it was clear that she had been 
struck down in the driveway and then 
had been dragged over to where she 
lay. Without moving the body, he 
could see by stooping down the handle 
of the knife protruding from her 
back just under the left shoulder
blade. His light showed that it was an 
ordinary carving knife, such as may 
be seen on any dinner tahle, with a 
black bone handle of fluted design. 
There was a good deal of blood. 

She was a woman in the late twen
ties, short, rather plump, and quietly 
dressed. No good idea could be gained 
of the face under the tipsy hat, for the 
face was grimy with mud and cut with 
gravel. When the murderer took her 
from behind, she had evidently been 
flung forward on her face in the 
drive; and afterwards she had been 
turned on her back and dragged to 
where she lay. 

Page's light roamed round the spot, 
in and out of the trees, and across in 
the direction of the pavilion. "Damn," 
he said ; and focused the beam. Some 
three or four feet away from the body 
there lay in the leaves a heavy hammer. 

"Right," said Page, straightening 
up towards the police car. "Crosby, 
photographs first. Laine, fingerprints. 
The rest of you over here a little way, 
please. Who found the body?" 

Robinson, defiantly, held up the 
lantern so as to illumine his swollen
veined face and telescopic neck. 

"Me," he said. " 'Bout half an hour 
ago. Maybe. I dunno. Sir Andrew," 
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he nodded, " 'phoned down and said 
to expect a woman name of Samuels, 
and to let her in. She got here and I 
did. When she went up the drive, I 
stuck my head out the door of the 
lodge and looked up after her. I 
couldn't see her, becos the drive 
turns so much. Like it is here. I was 
going to shut the door, but I heard a 
queer sort of noise." 

"What sort of noise? A cry? A 
scream ?" 

Robinson jumped a little. "I dunno� 
More like a gurgle. Only loud. I 
didn't like it, but there wasn't noth
ing else to do. I got my lantern and 
started running up the drive. Just as 
I turned round the corner - right 
here - I see something like someone 
dropping . something and running 
away. I didn't see much. Kind of a 
rustle, like, and something like a coat. 
It run away in the trees. It dropped 
something. If you want to know what 
I think it dropped, it was that." He 
pointed unsteadily towards the ham
mer lying among the leaves. "I'd got 
a bit of an idea that someone turned 
the poor damn woman over on her 
back and was going to bash in 'er face 
with that hammer. Only I ·  got here 
too quick. Then I hopped it up to the 
house and told Sir Andrew." 

· At this point Page became con
scious that the group was growing; 
that other people were silently drawn 
to the magnet of a dead body and the 
dull lights. A rich, husky, old-port 
voice, the voice of Davies, spoke up. 

"If you'll let me get a better look, 
sir," said Davies grimly, "I think I 

can identify both the knife and the 
hammer. I ·  think that's the carving 
knife out of the ordinary set in our 
dining-room. The hanl.mer looks like 
one that's kept at a work bench in 
the cellar." 
· "Sir Andrew Travers --?" said 
Page. 

Travers, though a trifle hoarse, was 
master of himself again, as his court
room manner showed. "At your serv
ice, Inspector," he intoned, in a vein -
of attentive irony. 

"Were you here at the house all 
afternoon, Sir Andrew?'' Page asked. 

"All afternoon, since about three 
o'clock. I believe I reached here just 
as you, Inspector, were leaving. When 
Robinson brought the news to the 
house, I was playing backgammon 
with Miss Mortlake here. We have 
been in each other's company all af
ternoon. That's true, isn't it, Ida ?" 

Ida Mortlake opened her mouth 
and shut it again. "Yes, of course," 
she answered. "Why, certainly it's 
true. They don't think any differ
ently, do they, Andrew? Oh, this .is 
horrible/ Mr. Page --?" 

"Just a moment, miss," said Page, 
and swung round as he heard a step on 
gravel. "\Vho's there?" 

Out of the dimness of flickering 
lights swam the white, square, pale 
face of Carolyn Mortlake; and it had a 
startled expression which vanished 
instantly. What caused that startled 
expression Page could not see, but it 
became again the old cynical mockery 
which could not quite keep back fear. 
She cradled her arms in her sleeves 
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and jeered. 

"It's only the black sheep," she 
said. "Only the poor so-and-so, I 
mean, who runs around with black
mailers, turning up again like a bad 
pen --" She stopped. "I say, that 
reminds me. Where is Penney ?" 

"Mr. Penney's at the pavilion," 
Ida replied. "He went there an hour 
or so ago to straighten up some of 
father's papers." 

Page interposed, "You say Mr. 
Penney is still at the pavilion? Hasn't 
anyone told him?" 

"I'm afraid not," said Ida. "I 
I'm afraid I never thought of it. 
And he probably hasn't  heard any
thing -" 

"Look out !" cried Carolyn Mort
lake suddenly. 

\Vith a roar, a flourish, and a glare 
of headlamps, another police car had . 
swung through the lodge-gates a little 
way down the slope, and it came 
bucketing round the curve to�rds 
them in a way that made Page j ump 
back. When it was almost on the 
group, the driver jammed on his 
brakes as though at a signal. The 
black bulk ground to a dead stop. 
Then, behind a faintly luminous 
windscreen in the front seat, a tall 
figure rose with great politeness and 
lifted its hat. 
� :  "Good evening, ladies and gentle
men," said . Colonel Marquis, like a 
B .B.C. announcer. 

· 
Th_ere was a silence. Page was well 

enough acquainted with his chief to 
be aware of the latter's deplorable 
fondness for flourish and gesture. Yet, 

as Colonel Marquis leaned his elbows 
on the windscreen and peered out 
over the group with an air of re
freshed interest, there was a curious 
grimness of certainty about him. In 
the rear of the car Page could see that 
three persons were sitting, but he 
could not tell who they were. 

"Most of you are here, I notice," 
Colonel Marquis went on. "Good! I 
should be obliged if you would all 
come over to the pavilion wi!h me. 
Yes, all of you. I have one other 
guest to increase our number. He calls 
himself Gabriel White, though some 
of you know him under another 
name." He made a gesture. One of the 
dark figures in the back of the car 
stirred and climbed out. In the group 
before the headlights there was si
lence ; Page could read no expressions. 
But Gabriel White himself seemed 
drawn and nervous. 

They walked in a sort of Indian
file to the pavilion, choosing the path 
so that they might not interfere with 
any traces round the body. All of 
them were aware- that this was the 
end, although few of them knew 
what end. 

The pavilion was illuminated in all 
its rooms, the curtains drawn across 
the windows. When that tramping 
procession went down to the study a 
somewhat frightened Mr. Alfred 
Penney - with a pair of spectacles 
down his nose - started up from be
hind the j udge's desk. 

"Join the group, tMr. Penney," 
said Colonel Marquis. "You will be 
interested in this." 
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Again from various pockets he pro� 
duced his arsenal of three pistols and 
arranged them in a line on the writing 
table, from which Penney had moved 
back. Page noticed the positions of the 
various people. Ida Mortlake stood 
very far back from the table, in 
shadow, with Travers beside her. 
Carolyn Mortlake, her arms folded 
with a swaggering gesture, leaned 
against the east wall. Davies, imper� 
turbable, but clearly enjoying this, 
was at Colonel Marquis's elbow as 
though to anticipate any want. 
Penney hovered in the background. 
The defiant Robinson (still refusing 
to remove his cap) was by the win
dow. Gabriel White - who suddenly 
seemed on the verge of crumbling to 
pieces - stood in the middle of the 
room with his hands in his pockets. 

And Colonel Marquis took up a 
position , behind the table under the 
lamp, smiling at them, with the three 
pistols ranged before him. "At this 
moment, ladies and gentlemen, Ser
geant Borden is showing the body of 
Sara Samuels to someone who may 
make a strange identification. But in 
the meantime, in order to round out 
my evidence, I should like to ask two 
questions . . .  of Miss Ida Mort
lake." 

Ida took a step forward, more vig
orous than Page .l_lad ever seen her. 
Her lovely face had little color; but it 
looked much less soft. "Whatever you 
\'\'ish to know," she said. 

"Good ! At the beginning of this 
investigation, Miss Mortlake, we 
heard that there were two keys to the 

tradesmen's entrance in the wall 
round these grounds. Robinson had 
one; you, in your nominal capacity as 
housekeeper, had the other. They 
were of value only yesterday after� 

. noon, when you asked for that gate 
to be locked. Robinson locked the 
gate with his key. Where was, and is, 
yours?" 

She looked at him calmly. "It was 
in the drawer of the butler's pantry, 
along with the other keys. And it's 
still there. " 

"But - a corollary to the first 
question - the key could be taken 
out, a copy made, and put back 
again, without anyone being the 
wiser?" 

"Well . • .  yes, I should think so: 
It was never used. But why ?" 

"Good. My last question, then. 
Today our friend Robinson told us a 
significant thing. He said that a short 
time ago a great rumpus was being 
cut up about these east windows in 
here: the ones with the loose frames, 
on which the judge kept the shutters 
closed at all times. He said that you 
suggested getting new frames put into 
the windows, so that there could be 
more light in the room. I want you 
to think carefully before you answer. 
Was what Robinson said true?" 

Her eyes widened. "Well . .  , yes, 
in a way. That is, I was the one who 
actually spoke about it to father. But 
he wouldn't hear of it; there was a 
most awful argument, and I let it 
drop. But it wasn't my idea, really." 

"Then who suggested it to you? 
Can you remember?'' 
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"Yes, of course. It --. "  
There was a clumping of feet out� 

side in the hall and the door opened . 
. Sergeant Borden appeared, saluting, 
his shining face well satisfied. "All 
set, sir," he reported. "It took a few 
minutes longer than we thought, be� 
cause this Samuels girl's face was 
dirty and we had to wash it before the 
lady could be sure. But here she is 
and she's ready to testify any time 
you like." 

He stood aside, to shuw a flustered, 
dumpy little woman, with a glassy 
eye and gray hair. She wore black; she 
took protection behind an umbrella ; 
and at first glance Page thought he 
had never seen her before. Then he 
realized with a shock who she was. 
Colonel Marquis nodded to her. 
"That's settled, then," he said. "Your 
name, madam?" 

"Clara McCann ,"  replied the 
woman, getting her breath. "Mrs." 
she added. 

''What is yopr occupation, Mrs. 
McCann?" 

" You know what it is, sir. I keep a 
news-agent's shop at number · 32 
Hastings Street, Bloomsbury." 

"You have just looked at the body 
of Sara Samuels, Mrs. McCann. Did 
you ever see her before?" 

Mrs. McCann took a grip of her 
umbrella and spoke in a rush : "Yes, 
sir, I did. There's no mistake about it  
now, like there was when I only saw 
the photograph. She was the lady 
who came into my shop yesterday 
afternoon at twenty minutes past 
five and asked if I had a letter for her 

in the name of Carolyn Baer." 
At the end of a dead silence, which 

sounded i11 Page's ears like a sort of 
. roar, one face in the room shifted and 

changed. Colonel Marquis lifted his 
hand. 

"Your warning, Inspector," he 
said . "It's not my duty to give it. 
But there's your prisoner." 

Page said : "Carolyn Mortlake, I 
arrest you for the murder of Charles 
Mortlake and Sara Samuels. I have to 
warn you that anything you say will 
be taken down in writing and may be 
used as evidence."  

For a space of  time in which you 
might have counted ·five slowly, no 
one moved or spoke. Carolyn Mort· 
lake remained leaning against the 
wall, her arms folded ; the only change 

. about her was that her eyes had ac· 
quired a steady, hard shine, and her 

·dark·painted mouth stood out against 
her face. 

"Don't - don't be an ass," she said 
harshly. "You can't prove that." 
Then she screamed one word at him, 
and was calm again. 

"I can prove it, my young lady," 
said Colonel Marquis. "I'll show you 
just how far I can prove it by giving 
you time to think of an answer and a 
defense. I'll leave you alone with 
your thoughts for a few minutes, while 
I speak of somebody else." -

He swung round abruptly, the light 
making harsh shadows on his face. 
There was a queer sucking sort of 
noise : the noise of Gabriel White try· 
ing to moisten his lips. White was not 
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standing quite so erect. It  was his face 
which had shifted and changed, not 
Caroline Mortlake's. 

"Yes, I mean you," said Colonel 
Marquis. "I mean Carolyn Mortlake's 
lover. I mean Gabriel White, or Lord 
Edward Whiteford, or whatever you 
care to call yourself. God's death, 
you're a pretty pair, you are!" 

"You haven't got anything on me,'' 
said \\Thite. "I didn't kill him." 

"I know you didn't," agreed the 
other. ''But all the same, I can send 
you to the gallows as accessory before 
and after the fact." 

'Vhite took � step forward. But 
Sergeant Borden put a hand on his 
shoulder. "Watch him, Borden," or
dered Colonel Marquis. "I don't 
think he's got the nerve for anything 
now, but he's a dead shot - and he 
once beat a woman half to death in a 

tobacconist's shop merely because she 
had only a pound or two in the till 
when he needed a little spending 
money. The old j udge was right. 
There seems to have been some doubt 
as to whether Friend \Vhite is a saint 
or a well-defined swine; but the old 
j udge knew long before we did." 

Marquis looked at the rest of them. 
"I owe some of you an explanation, I 
think," he went on; "and the shortest 
way will be to show you how I knew 
that \Vhite was lying from the very 
first - lying through and through 
lying about even the things he ad
mitted having done. That was (as he 
believed) the cleverness of his whole 
plan. Oh, yes: he was going to kill the 
j udge. He would have killed the 

j udge, if his sweetheart hadn't inter� 
fered. But he was never going to hang 
for it. 

· "Stand back, now, and look at cer
tain bullet-holes. There has been one 
basis in this case, one starting point 
for all investigation, one solid back
ground which we all believed from 
the outset. \Ve took it for granted. 
It concerns the two shots which were 
fired in here - the shots from the 
.38 lvor�Johnson revolver and the .32 
Browning automatic - the two shots 
which did not kill the j udge. Vle ac
cepted, on \Vhite's word, the state
ment that the first shot was from the 
.38 revolver and the second shot from 
the .32 automatic. \Ve were meant to 
accept that statement, White's de
fense was based on it. And that state
ment was a lie. 

"But even at first glance, if you 
look at the physical evidence, \Vhite's 
story seemed wildly improbable on 
the very points of guilt that he ad
mitted. Look at this room. Look at 
your plan of it. What was his story? 
He said that he rushed into the room, 
:flourishing the .38 revolver; that the 
judge was then at the open windowj 
that the j udge turned round, shout� 
ing something; and at this moment, 
while the j udge was still in front of 
the window, he fired. 

"Yes; but what happened to that 
.38 bullet? That bullet, \vhich White 
said he fired as soon as he got in here, 
smashed the tube of the dictaphone 
and crashed into the wall more than a 

full Jix feet away from the window 
where the judge was standing. Now this 
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is incredible. It cannot be believed 
that even the worst revolver shot, 
even one who did not know a pistol 
from a cabbage, could stand only 
fifteen feet away from the target and 
yet miss the target by six feet. 

"And what follows? Outside the 
window - on a direct line with the 
window - there is a tree; and in this 
tree - also in a direct line with the 
window - we find embedded a bullet 
from the .32 Browning automatic. In 
other words, this Browning bullet is 
in precisely the position we should 
have expected if White, coming into 
the room, had fired his first shot from 
the Browning .32. He missed the 
judge, though he came dose ; the 
buHet went through the open window 
and struck the tree. 

"It is therefore plain that his first 
shot must have been fired from the 
Browning. As a clinching proof, we 
note that his story about the mysteri� 
ous shot from the Browning - the 

· second shot, fired from behind him 
and to the right, over in the corner by 
the yellow vase - is a manifest lie. 
The bullet could not have first de� 
scribed a curve, then gone out the 
window, and then entered the tree in 
a straight line. More ! Not only was it 
a lie, but obviously he knew it '\Vas a 
lie. 

"So the course of events was like 
this. He entered this room, he fired 
with the Browning .32, and he missed. 
(I will presently show you why he 
missed.) White then ran across the 
room, dropped the Browning into the 
vase, ran back, and then he fired the 

second shot with the lvor-Johnson 
.38. Do you care for proof? !vly own 
officers can supply it. This morning I 
conducted a little experiment here. I 
stood over there in the corner by the 
vase and I myself fired a shot. I was 
not aiming at anything in particular, 
except in the direction of the wall be
tween the windows. It struck the wall 
between the windows, a foot to the 
right of the open one. Had I been 
farther out into the room, more on a 
line with the table, my bullet would 
have struck exactly the spot where the 
Ivor-Johnson .38 shot went into the 
wall. In other words, where White 
was standing when he pulled a trigger 
for the secorid time." 

Sir Andrew Travers pushed to the 
forefront. 

"Are you saying that White fired 
both the shots after all? But that's 
insane! You said so yourself. Why did 
he do it in a room that was sealed up? 
What was the sense of it ?" 

"I '11 h " 'd WI try to s ow you, sa1 . 

Colonel. Marquis, "for it was one of 
the mos't ingenious tricks I know of. 
But it went wrong . . .  

"The next bit of evidence to claim 
our attention is a set of well-stamped 
footprints, made by a tpan's number� 
ten shoe, crossing a ten-foot flower
bed outside the west windows. All 
these tracks led away from the win
dow. We were meant to believe that 
someone in a number-ten shoe (which 
was larger than White's) had got out 
of that window and run away. But it 
was impossible for anybody to have 
got out there, due to the condition of 



E L L E R Y  Q U E E N ' s M Y S T E R Y  MAGAZI N E  

the window sashes. So the footprints 
were obviously faked. Yet, if they 
were faked, how did the person who 
made them get across that big stretch 
of flower-bed in order to make a line 
of tracks coming away from the wiw 
dow? It was even asked whether he 
flew. And the person must have done 
just that. In other words, he j umped. 
He jumped across, and walked back, 
thus faking his evidence an hour or 
so before the judge was actually killed. 
There is only one person in the case 
who is capable of making a leap like 
that : Gabriel White, who, as Mr. 
Penney told us this afternoon, holds 
an unbeaten record for the broad
j ump at Oxford . . . •  

"And next? Next we hear from 
Robinson of a sudden and energetic 
plan, originating in the j udge's house
hold not long ago, to open up those 
windows so that they shall be like 
ordinary windows. All things - you 
begin to see - center round a phan
tom murderer who shall kill the judge 
and escape from that window, leaving 
his tracks and his gun behind. 

"White's plan was j ust this. He 
meant to kill Mr. Justice Mortlake, 

_ but he is clever enough - kindly 
look at him now - to know that, no 
matter how the j udge died, he is 
bound to be suspected. I do not need 
to review the case to convince you of 
that. He cannot possibly commit a 
murder where no suspicion will at
tach to him; If he tries some subtle 
trick to keep out of the limelight and 
the public eye, they will nail him. 
But he can commit a murder for 

which there will not be enough evi· 
dence to convict him, and of which 
most people will believe him innocent. 

"He can - with the assistance of an 
accomplice in Mortlake's household 
- obtain possession of a Browning 
pistol belonging to some friend of the 
family. It does not really matter what 
pistol, so long as it can be shown that 
White could not have stolen it. Very 
well. He can make wild threats against 
the judge in the hearing of anyone. 
He can with blatant swagger and ob· 
viousness purchase a .38 calibre gun 
from a pawnbroker whom he knows to 
be a copper's nark - and who, he also 
knows quite well, will immediately 
report it. He can also procure, from 
any source you like, a pair of number
ten shoes which are nothing like his 
own shoes. He can get, from his ac
complice, a duplicate key to the 
tradesmen's entrance which will en
able him to enter the grounds when 
he likes. Finally, he can get his ac
complice's word that the rusted win
dows and shutters are now in ordinary 
working order. 

"Then he is ready. On any given 
afternoon, when the judge is alone in 
the pavilion, he can get into the . 
grounds an hour or so before he means 
to make his attack. He can implant his 
footprints. He can give the shutters a 
pull to make sure they are in order. 
Then he can alarm the household -
get them to chase him - get any con
venient witnesses on his trail. He can 
rush into the pavilion, as though 
wildly, a long distance ahead of them. 
The shoes in which he made the tracks 
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are now buried somewhere in the 
grounds; he wears his own shoes. He 
can lock the door. He can fire two 
shots ; one a miss, one killing his vic
tim. He can fling up one of the W€st 
windows and toss the Browning out
side. When the pursuers arrive, there 
he is : a man who has tried to murder 
- and Jailed. A real .murder, instead, 
has been done by someone who fired 
from a .  window, and jumped out ; 
someone who wore shoes that are not 
White's shoes and carried a gun White 
could not have carried. In short, 
White was blackening his character 
in order to whitewash it. He was ad
mitting he intended murder; at the 
same ti�e he was showing he could 
not have done it. He was creating a _  
phantom. He would not get off scot
free; he was in danger ; but he could 
not possibly be convicted, because in 
any court there would loom large 
that horned and devilish discomfort 
known as the Reasonable Doubt. His 
deliberate walking into the hangman's 
noose was the only sure way of making 
certain it never tightened round his 
neck." 

Page turned round towards White ; 
and again there was a subtle alteration 
en the young man's face. Though the 
same ugliness still moved behind the 
eyes, his handsome face has almost a 
smile of urbanity and charm. He had 
drawn himself upright. 

"There is still a reasonable doubt, 
my dear old chap," said Lord Edward 
Whiteford lightly. "I didn't kill him, 
you know." 

"Look here, Marquis, I am trying 

to keep my head," thundered Trav� 
ers. "But I don't see this. Even if this 
is true, how did the real murderer get 
out of the room? We're as badly off as 
we were before. And why was White 
such an ass, or his accomplice such an 
ass, as tc;> go through with. the old 
scheme when the windows hadn't 
been altered ? You say Carolyn is the 
murderer: I can't believe that --" 

"Many thanks, Andrew," inter
rupted Carolyn mockingly. She 
shifted her {>osition and walked for
ward with quick jerky steps. It was 
clear that she had not got herself com
pletely under control: she could mas
ter her intellect, but she ·could not 
m�ster her rage, which was a rage at 
all the world. 

"Don't let them force you into ad
mitting anything, Gabriel," she went 
on almost sweetly. "They are bluffing, 
you know. They haven't a scrap of 
real evidence against me. They ac
cuse me of killing father, but they 
don't seem to realize that in order to 
do it I must have made myself invisi
ble ; and they won't dare go to a jury 
unless they can show how father 
really was killed. Besides, they'll make 
fools of themselves as it is. You 
spotted it, Andrew. If Gabriel and I 
were concerned in any such wild 
scheme, we should have known the 
windows were sealed up --" 

A hoarse voice said : "Miss Carolyn, 
I lied to you." 

Robinson had taken off his hat at 
last and he was kneading it in his 
hands. He continued : "I lied to you. 
I been on hot bricks all day; I been 
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nearly crazy; but, so help me, I'm 
glad now I lied to you. You - the 
tall gent - you, sir: a couple of 
nights ago she gave me a five-pun 
note if I would sneak down here and 
put one of them windows right, so it 
could be opened, anyhow. And I went. 
But/the j udge caught me. And he said 
he'd skin me. And I went back to you; 
and I wanted that five-pun note ; so I 
lied and said I'd fixed the window. I 
know I swore on the Bible to you I'd 
never mention it to anybody, and 
you said I wouldn't be believed if I 
told it, but I ain't going to be hanged 
for anybody . . . .  " 

"Catch her, Page," snapped Mar� 
quis. 

But it was not necessary to restrain 
her. She turned round to face them 
with a smiling calmness. 

"Go on," she said. 
"You and White planned this to� 

gether, then," said Colonel Marquis. 
"I think you hated the judge almost 
as much as he did: his every man
nerism, his very mildness. Also, I am 
inclined to believe you were getting 
into desperate straits over your 
earlier affair with Ralph Stratfield the 
blackmailer. If your father ever heard 
of that, you would be unlikely to get 
a penny under the will. And you 
needed money for your various fancy 
men like Stratfield - and Gabriel 
White. 

"Of course, it was plain from the 
start that White had an accomplice 
here in the house. He could not have 
known so much, got so much, unless 
that were so. It was also clear that his 

accomplice was a woman. The case had 
what Inspector Page described as a 
woman's touch in it; and no other 
possible accomplice in the house':,had 
any adequate motive except yourself 
- and your sister. That, I admit, 
bothered me. I did not know which 
of you it was. I was inclined to suspect 
Ida, until it became obvious that aU 
these apparent attempts to throw sus
picion on you were really intended 
against her and one other . • • •  \Vhat 
size shoes do you wear, Travers?" 

"Tens,u said Sir Andrew grimly. 
"rm rather bulky, as you've noticed." 

"Yes. And it was your pistol ; above 
all, it was your known afternoon to 
visit the judge. That was why White 
delayed so long, hoping you would 
appear. You are � urn - associated 
with Ida Mortlake. Yes; you were the 
combination intended to bear the sus
picion, you two. 

"In the scheme as planned, Carolyn 
Mortlake was to have no hand in the 
actual murde�. But she must have an 
alibi. For they were going to create a 
mystery, you see. Anybody might be 
suspected in addition to Travers and 
they must keep their own skirts abso· 
lutely clean. Hence the trick: 'Ralph 
Stratfield' was to be used as a blind, 
in a brilliant alibi which was all the 
more strong for being a discreditable 
alibi. Gabriel White should put 
through a 'phone call to the house, 
saying to go to such-and-such an (im
aginary) address anti ask for a letter. 
You, Carolyn Mortlake, were really in
tended to go. It was an ingenious sham
plot: there was no such address and 
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you and White knew it ; but i t  would 
serve more strikingly to call attention 
to you later, when you wandered up 
and down a street for the inspection 
of later witnesses, and had an alibi 
for half an hour in any direction, no 
matter what time White should ··kill 
the judge. It would, _in other words, 
give you an excuse for wandering all 
over the place under the eyes of cer
tain witnesses. Also, you were to re
fuse to answer any questions about it :  
knowing quite well that the police 
would find it and that the invaluable 
Millie Reilly, the maid, was listening 
in to all 'phone conversations. She 
would report it. You could �fford to 
have the apparent truth, the 'alibi,' ·  
dragged out of you. It was exactly 
like White's plan : you too were 
blackening your character in order to 
whitewash it. 

"But you did not go to Hastings 
Street after all." Marquis stopped. He 
looked at her �uriously, almost gently; 
then he nodded towards White. "You 
are very much in love with him, aren't 
you?" 

"Whether I am or not,, she told 
him, "is none of your business and 
has no connection with this case., 

She was pale nevertheless. What 
puzzled Page throughout this was the 
gentle, aloof, almost indifferent air of 
Gabriel White himself, who had none 
of the bounce or fire which had char
acterized him in the morning. He 
stood far away on a polar star. 

"Yes, " Colonel Marquis said 
sharply, "it has a great deal of con
nection with the matter. You were 

afraid for him. You thought him, and 
you think him, weak. You were afraid 
he would lose his nerve; or that--he 
would grow flurried and bungle the 
business. And above all you were 
afraid - fiercely afraid -for him, 
because you love him. You wished to 
remain behind here. Yet you are, I 
venture to think, a cold-hearted 
young devil, almost as cold-hearted as 
that smirking Adonis there. And yet 
you wanted that alibi. Opportunity 
knocked at your door yesterday af
ternoon : you interviewed a batch 
of applicants for the maid's posi
tion --?'' 

"Well?" 
"And one "of them looked like you," 

said the Assistant Commissioner. He 
glanced at Page. "Surely you noticed 
it, Inspector, in Sara Samuels? The 
short, plump figure; the dark good 
looks? She wasn't by any means a 
double, but she was near enough for . 
the purpose. Suppose the Samuels 
girl were sent to Hastings Street? It 
was a dark, rainy day ; the: girl could 
put her coat collar up, as she was in
structed; and to a casual witness she 
would later appear to be Carolyn 
Mortlake. It might be a case of 'Oh, 
you badly want a job, do you? Then 
I 'll test you. Go to Hastings Street 
--' and the rest of it - 'otherwise 
you get no job.' The girl would agree. 

"If later the Samuels girl came to 
suspect something • • • well, you 
weren't much afraid : you have great 
faith in the power of blackmail and 
of saying 'You daren't speak now; 
they'd arrest you.' But it was unlikely 
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the Samuels girl ever would come into wise enough not to do it. In one place 
it. She was not to take over her job you erred : you forgot to look closely 
until next month. There was abso� at the west window, to make sure 
lutely no reason why the police should Robinson had repaired it as he had 
think of her at all. sworn. Well, you left the grounds 

"And there was your plot, all after that. 
cooked up in ten minutes. You could "Meantime, White is talking to 
remain behind now - and even kill your sister at a teashop. He didn't 
the old man yourself if White want to see her, really ; it was a bad 
wavered. chance meeting; but since it couldn't 

"That, I think, was why you went be avoided, he tried to pile it on 
down to the pavilion before you os� thickly by raving out threats against 
tensibly 'left' the grounds. It wasn't your father so as to strengthen his 
that you wanted money. But you did position. But, unfortunately, he went 
want the gun in your father's desk. too far. He scared her. He scared her 
To get it without his knowing might to such an extent that when she went 
have been difficult. But you yourself, home, �e 'phoned the police. You 
unfortunately, gave a clue as to how two conspirators did not want the 
you might have stolen it, when you police - emphatically not ; it was too 
were so eager to throw suspicion to- dangerous. White wanted to run into 
wards Sir Andrew Travers by stressing that pavilion pursued by a servant, 
the point of his being expected there. or seen by a few servants; no more. 
You mentioned to your father that "When Ida had gone home, White 
the electric fire wasn't turned on in followed and let himself in through 
the. living-room; and that it would be the tradesmen's entrance with the 
freezing cold, and that the tea things duplicate key. It was foresight to have 
were not set out. \Ve have heard had that key, for he couldn't have 
from others about his extremely known in the ordinary way that Ida 
finicky nature and how he would not would order the gate locked. By the 
allow others to touch things he way, my friend White : you told a 
manipulated hi•nself. He would, to foolish lie when you said you got into 
prevent your doing it, go into the · the grounds in her car. That was not 
living-room, turn on the fire, and set only foolish, it was unnecessary. And 
out the kettle. In his absence you, in I am tolerably sure it was done to 
this room, would steal the Erckmann direct attention towards her, making 
air-pistol out of the drawer. us wonder just how innocent she 

"I don't know whether it occurred might have been in the rest of it. 
to you to shoot him through the heart "For consider - I am still follow ... 
then and there, and so prevent ing you, White - what you did then. 
White's 'bungling. But you realized Once in the grounds you set about 
the chances against you and you were prowling round the pavilion. You 
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made your tracks. When you touched 
the shutters of the west window they 
still seemed tolerably solid : which 
bothered you. You went round and 
threw a pebble at one of the front 
windows, so as to draw the judge and 
Penney (who was with him then) to 
the front of the pavilion. And then 
you would be able to get a closer 
look at the shutters on the west 
window. Unfortunately, the judge 
only opened the front window and 
looked out ; you didn't draw him 
away at ail. But you thought, as 
Carolyn had assured you on Robin
son's word, that the west window 
would open easily from inside. 

"Presently you went to the house. 
In the yarn you told us there was one 
truth: you did get into the house 
through a side window, after a long 
failure to penetrate anywhere else. 
The purpose was to appear suddenly 
in the house before the servants ; to 
run out pursued by the redoubtable 
Davies ; to be seen lurking and dash
ing, and leave a trail to the pavilion. 
But - when you got through a win
dow at twenty minutes past five 
you heard a terrible thing. You heard 
Ida Mortlake talking to the butler. 
I say, Davies : in that conversation 
did Miss Mortlake tell you anything 
else besides the fact that the j udge 
was taking tea at the pavilion?" 

Davies nodded glumly. 
"Yes, sir. She said not to be 

alarmed if I saw any policemen on 
the grounds. She said she had tele
phoned for them. I already knew it, 
as a matter of fact. Millie heard her 

on the 'phone extension." 
Colonel Marquis snapped his fin·· 

gers. "Good ! Now see White's posi
tion. He is up in the air. He is wild. 
He doesn't want the police or he may 
lose his nerve. Or will he? He climbs 
out of the window and stands in the 
rain wondering like hell. And White 
omitted to tell us about that hiatus 
of ten minutes next day; he placed 
the conversation at close on half�past 
five, thereby neatly . throwing sus
picion on Ida Mortlake when we 
learned the real time of it. Thus he 
stands in the rain, and finally he goes 
to the pavilion, still wild and weak and 
undecided. But thunder and lightning 
inspired him and he makes . up his 
mind to be a god. He makes up his 
mind to kill the judge in front of all _ 
the police in the world . . .  j ust as 
lightning shows him two policemen 
in the path . • • .  

"But," snapped Marquis grimly, 
"let's not forget Miss Carolyn Mort· 
lake, for hers is now the most impor· 
tant part in the story. 

"She has come back into the 
grounds, unknown to White. (She 
was almost locked out unexpectedly ; 
and, if White hadn't conveniently 
left the tradesmen's entrance un
locked when he went through, she 
wouldn't have been able to get in at 
all.) She is watching, and I am in
clined to think she is praying a little. 
And what does she hear? At close on 
half-past five, near the lodge gates, 
she hears Robinson arguing with a 
couple of police officers who have 
just arrived. 
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"This must seem like the end. She 
runs back towards the pavilion before 
they can get there. There are trees 
round that pavilion. There is one 
particular tree, a dozen or more feet 
out from one of the front windows, 
and she hides behind that. And she 
sees two things in the lightning -
the policemen running for the pavil
ion and a distracted Gabriel White 
running for it ahead of them. 

"There is now no question about 
worrying whether he might lose his 
nerve ; she KNOWS he has lost his 
nerve and will smash all their plans 
like china, if he goes ahead now. The 
worst of it is that - she cannot stop 
him. He will be caught and hanged 
for a certainty. Is there any way she 
can keep him from being caught for a 
murder which has now become a 
�ool

.
ery? There is none . . . but she 

IS given one. 
"She is now in front of the tree, 

between it and the pavilion, hidden 
from Page's view by the bole of the 
tree. But at Sergeant Borden's yell 
the providential occurs. The curtains 
are pushed back. Mr. Justice Mortlake 
opens the window halfway, thrusts 
out his head, and shouts. There is her
stepfather, facing her ten feet away, 
illuminated like a target in the win
dow. There is one thing, my lads, you 
have forgotten. If a Browning .32 
bullet can fly out of an open window, 
an Erck_mann air-pistol bullet can fly in! 

"She lifts the Erckmann and fires. 
There is no flash. There is no noise, 

: nothing which would not be drowned 
out easily by the storm. The Erck-

mann bullet was in Mr. Justice Mort
lake's chest about one second before 
Gabriel White threw open the door of 
the study. She has only to draw to 
the other side of the tree and the 
inspector will not see her as he runs 
past." 

Sir Andrew Travers put out his 
hand like a man signaling a bus. 

"You mean that it was the first 
shot ? That both the other two were 
fired afterwards ?" 

"Of course I do. And now you will 
understand. Struck in the chest, he 
barely kno\vs what has happened when 
White bursts into the room. Remem
ber, the doctor told us that death was 
not instantaneous ; that Mortlake 
could have taken several steps, or 
spoken, before he collapsed. He 
turned round when he heard White 
enter. And then . . .  

"You will be able to see what 
turned our friend White witless and 
inhuman, and why he had on his face 
an expression of bewilderment which 
no actor could produce. White lift'ed 
the Browning and fired ; but on the 
instant he fired or even before, his 
victim took a few sideways steps and 
fell across the writing table. Well, 
has he shot the judge or hasn't he? 
What is more, he has no time to find 
out. He has forgotten that window. 
He has bolted the door, but now they 
may be in and catch him before he 
can make his second-to-second plans. 
He runs to the window to throw out 
the Browning. And the universe 
collapses, for the window will not 
budge. There is only one thing he 
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can do; he simply drops the Browning, 
and it goes into the vase� Now all 
he wants to do is strike back, for he 'hears Page's footsteps within ten paces 
of the window. He swings round with 
the .38 revolver and fires blindly 
again. Was it with the intention of 
completing his story and his plan 
somehow? Yes. For, whatever hap� 
pens, he has got to stick to his story. 
The worst and most devilish point 
is this: he does not really know 
whether he has killed the · judge. He 
does not know it until this morning. 

"But now you will be able to see 
why Inspector Page, running for that 
window, swore no bullet could have 
been fired past him into the tree, or 
he would have heard signs of it. It 
was because the bullet which struck 
the tree was the first of the two fired 
by White, and was fired when the 
inspector was seventy feet away from 
the tree. You also see why Page saw 
no women or no footprints. She had 
already run away. But she came back, 
after he had climbed through the 
window. She hid behind the tree 
and peered round it, in order to get a 
direct view into the room. That was 
how she slipped - you noticed the 
blurred toe�print on one shoe - and 
planted that smashing heavy foot� 
print (all unknowingly) in the soft 
soil. It is a great irony, gentlemen. 
For that was a perfectly genuine 
footprint. We must assume that she 
remembered it and destroyed the 
slippers afterwards. 

"We must assume many things, I 

(·think, until I prove them in the case 

of Sara Samuels. When you went out 
this afternoon, Miss Mortlake, did 
you see the Samuels girl on her way 
here? Did you realize that she kne'Y 
the trap alibi she had fallen into and 
that she was coming here to betray 
you? Did you dodge here ahead of her, 
through that invaluable tradesmen's 
en trance now unlocked?, Did you get 
into the house unobserved and find 
the knife and the hammer? Did you 
wish to make her unrecognizable, so 
that it should never be observed that 
she looked like you and thus betray 
the alibi? Only you had interviewed 
her, you know, and Robinson had no 
good description. It was blind panic. 
You little devil, it was murderous 
panic. But at least you did not err on 
the side of over�subtlety - as you 
have done ever since you planted 
that air-pistol in your own bureau 
drawer, and so conveniently made 
out that your sister was trying to 
throw suspicion on you." · · 

Carolyn Mortlake opened and shut 
her hands. She remained under the 
brilliant light by the table ; but 
abruptly she flung round towards 
White. She did not scream, because 
her voice was very low, but her words 
had the effect of a scream of panic. 

"Aren't you going to do anything?" 
she cried to White. "Aren't you going 
to say anything? Deny it? Do some� 
thing? Are you a man? Don't stand 
there like a dummy. For God's sake 
don't stand there smirking. They 
haven't got any evidence. They're 
bluffing. There's not one piece of 
real evidence in anything he's said." 

• 
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White spoke in such a cool, de
tached voice that it was like a physical 
chill on the rest of them. 

"Terribly sorry, old girl," he said, 
with a grotesque return of the old
school-tie; "but there really isn't 
much I can say, is there?" 

She stared at him. 
"After all, you know, that attack 

on· the girl - that was a nasty bit of 
work," he went on, frowning. "I 
couldn't be expected to support that. 
It's like �his. Rotten bad luck for you, 
but I'm afraid I shall have to save my 
own skin. Sauve qui-peut, you know. 
I didn't commit the murder. Under 
the circumstances I'm afraid I shall 
have to turn King's evidence. I must 
tell them I saw you shoot the old boy 
through the window; it can't hurt 
you any more than their own evi
dence, now that the murder's out, 
and it may do me a bit of good. Sorry, 
old girl ; there it is." 

He adjusted his shabby coat, looked 
at her with great charm, and was 
agreeable. Page was so staggered that 
he could not speak or even think. 
Carolyn Mortlake did not speak. She 
remained looking at him curiously. 
It was only when they took her away 
that she began to sob. / 

"So," said Colonel Marquis for
mally, "you saw her fire the shot I 
take it?" 

"I did. No doubt about that." 
"You make that statement of your 

own free will, knowing that it will be 
taken down in writing and may be 
used as evidence?" 

·"I do," said White with the air
. 
of a 

martyr. "Rotten bad luck for het, 
but what can I do? How does one go 

-. about turning King's evidence?" · 
"I am happy to say," roared Colonel 

Marquis, suddenly rising to his full 
height, "that you can't. Making a 
statement like that will no rnore save 
your neck than it saved William 
Henry Kennedy's in 1928. You'll 
hang, my lad, you'll hang by the neck 
until you are dead; and if the hangman 
kicks your behind all the way to the 
gallows, I can't say it will ever weigh 
very heavily on my conscience." 

Colonel Marquis sat at the writ
ing table under the dragon-lamp. He 
looked pale and tired and he smoked 
a cigarette as though it were tasteless. 
In the room now there were left only 
Ida Mortlake, Sir Andrew Travers, 
and Page busy at his notebook. 

"Sir," said Travers in his most 
formal fashion, "my congratulations." 

Marquis gave him a crooked grin. 
"There is one thing," he said, "on 
which you can enlighten me. Look 
here, Travers : why did you tell that 
idiotic lie about there being no way 
out of your rooms at the Temple ex
cept through the front?  No, I'll 
change the question : what were you 
really doing at five-thirty yesterday 
afternoon ?" 

"At five-thirty yesterday after
noon," Travers replied ·gravely, "I 
was talking on the telephone with the 
Director of Public Prosecutions." 

"Telephones !"  said Marquis bit
terly, striking the desk. Then · he 
looked up with an air of inspiration. 
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"Hat I see. Yes, of course. You had 
an absolutely water-tight alibi, but 
you didn't care to use it. You spun 
out all that cloud of rubbish be
cause --" 

"Because I was afraid you suspected 
Miss Ida Mortlake," said Travers. 
Page, glancing up, thought that he 
looked rather a stuffed shirt. "I 
hum - there were times when I was 
afraid she might have been --" He 
grew honest. "Fair is fair, Mafquis. 
She might have done it, especially as I 
thought she might have stolen my · 
.gun. So I directed your attention 
towards me. I thought if the hounds 
kept on my trail for a while, I could 
devise something for her whether she 
were guilty or whether she were inno
cent. I had a sound alibi, in case you 
ever arrested me. You see, I happen 
to be rather fond of Miss Mortlake." 

Ida Mortlake turned up a radiant 
and lovely face. 

"0/z, Andrew," she said - and 
simpered. 

If a hand-grenade had come through 
the window and burst under his chair, 
Page could not have been more as
tounded. He looked up from his note
book and stared. The sudden gush of 
those words, no less than the simper, 
caused a sudden revulsion of feeling to 
go through him. And it was as though, 
in his sight, a blurred lens came into 
focus. He saw Ida Mortlake differ
ently. He compared her with Mary 
O'Dennistoun of Lough borough Road, 
Brixton. He thought again. He was 
glad. He fell to writing busily, and 

thinking of Mary O'Dennistoun. • • • 
"In one way this has been a very 

remarkable case," said Colonel Mar
quis. "I do not mean that it was ex
ceptionally ingenious in th� way of 
murders, or (heaven knows) that it 
was exceptionally ingenious in the 
way of detection. But it has j ust this 
point : it upsets a long-established and 
domineering canon of fiction. Thus. 
In a story of violence there are two 
girls. One of these girls seems dark
brewed, sour, cold-hearted, and vin
dictive, with hell in her heart. The 
other is pink-and-white, golden of 
hair, innocent of intent, sweet of dis
position, and (ahem) vacant of head. 
Now by the rules of sensational fiction 
there is only one thing that can hap
pen. At the end of ·the story it is 
proved that the sullen brunette, who 
snarls all the way through, is really a 
misjudged innocent who wants a lot 
of children and whose hardboiled 
worldly airs are a cloak for a modern 
girl's sweet nature. The baby�faced 
blonde, on the other hand, will prove 
to be a raging, spitting demon who 
has murdered half the community and 
is only prevented by arrest from mur
dering the other half. I glorify the 
high fates, we have here broken that 
tradition ! We have here a dark
browed, sour, cold-hearted girl who . 
really is a murderess. We have a rose
leaf, injured, generous innocent who 
really is innocent. Play up, you cads! 
Vive le roman policier! Ave Virgo! In
spector Page, gimme my hat and coat. 
I want a pint of beer." 



"S'fop hinting, Charles I You'll get ElLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINEJor Christmas." 

Dear EQMM Reader :  

�arles may be �verdoing things a .bit -- but when he 
proclaims , "I like to read mysteries , "  he ' s  speaking 
for millions o f  Americans . 

Educators , doctors , lawyers , executives , .community 
leaders -- more people than ever before -- are 
reading _ good mystery stories ! Your own Christmas Gift 
list surely include_� many men and women to whom 
Ellery Queen '� Mystery Magazine -- the quality 
magazine in the field -- would be a most welcome gift . 

And here ' s  some especially good news for you, too : 

�.w. O)UZ.. • I 
'\>Nt_ .. U)@t. �tu..tlA-· 

Money-Saving Gift Rates 
One Subscription . . • . . • . . . . . . . . .  $3 . 00 -
Two Subscriptions . . . . . . . . . . . . • .  5 . 00 
Each additional Subscription . . .  2 . 00 

· ( Include your own subscription , too - new or renewal . ) 

No need to tell an EQMM reader l ike yourself what a 
wealth o f  thrills , chills and challenges each issue 
contains . You know that in EQMM you find only the 
outstanding stories , both new o r  old . You know that 
the acknowledged masters o f· detective fict�on .  as well 
as the newcomers bound for fame , are in every issue � 
And , of course , you know of the dozens o f  notables who 

. are EQMM fans � Christopher �orley , Raymond Swing, 



Xavier Cuga t , Ilka Chase ,  James Melton , to name a few . 

Yes , you know you are sure to please when you give 
EQMM . And i t ' s  so easy �give , too . Just mail the 
coupon below -- or use a separate sheet i f  you prefer . 
Before Christmas we ' ll send each recipient a hand�ome 
Gift Card , bearing your name . • and, o f  course , 
every month for a year we 1 ll send him o r  her that 
stimulating, exci ting mystery magazine -- EQMM . 

Mail the coupon now - TODAY -- ·to make sure o f  
early delivery . 

Cordially yours , 

·-- ------:... --.CHRISTMAS GIFT ORDER FORM.-----------· 

ElLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE, 570 Lexington Avenue, New York 22, N .  Y. 

Please send a year's subscription as my gift to each of the following: 

Home -----···-------------.. -------··-------................. _______ Name ................................................................... ------------·----

Address ---·---·-------------------------·---·------------- Address ----------------------------------------------------------

Oty, Zone, State ........................ ------------------------------ City, Zone, State .............. ---------------------------------

Gift Card= From ..... ·-·------------------------- Gift Cord= From ---------------·--·---···-·----·--·--· 

Nom•--··-·-·-··---·---··-·-·--·--------·--·---- Name ----.... -··-------------------···---·------------------

Add reS$···--···------------------·-·---------------·-- ------------------·· Address ----------------------·----------·--------T·-------------

City, Zone, Stat•---------------·----------------------------------------- City, Zone, State ............ ________________________________________ , 

Gift Carda From.-----···-·--··-·--·---------------------- Gift CCird, frol'll .............................................................. _ 
Your own •ub•�riplion may .be indud&d at the 'P•<iol gift roles. Plea•• �h�k below. 

-

ALSO ENTER MY OWN SUBSCRIPTION - 0 New 0 Renewal 0 Do Not 

�·s Nome ·-·-·------·----------·-·----------·-·---------------------·-------------·---

Address -----·---·--------------------------------------------·-----------------------------· 

Oty ____________________ ______ Zone _____ _______________ _::_Ste�te·----------------------------

D I Enclose $ __________ 0 Bill me._ ............ -........ . 

Special Gift Rates One Subscrlption-$3.00 T- Subsclfptlons-$-'.00 Each Additional Sublcrlptlon-$2.00 

No O<lditionol poatoge for [J. S. poue$$iOns; Cqngcfo or �ou�lrle$ in the Pon American Union; orher 
foreign subscription$ $1.00 Cldditionol per year. No charge for moiliHg to service men ov_erseas. 



A L BERT PA S TOR AT HOME 

by DASHIELL HAMMETT 

Y EFTY comes in and drops his suit· 
.1l...iJ case and kicks the door shut 
and says, "How's it, kid ?" 

I get up to shake hands with him 
and say, "How's it, Lefty ?" and see 
he has got a goog or black eye that 
is maybe a week old and some new 
skin growing in alongside his jaw. 
I am too polite to stare at these things. 
I ask, ''Well, how'd you .find the old 
home town ?" 

"I j ust looked behind the railroad 
depot and there it was," he replies 
jokingly. "Kid, I'm here to tell you it 
\\'as one swell visit. This big city stuff 
is all oke, but when you go back to the 
place you was born and the kids you 
run around with and your family 
and - Say, kid, I got a kid brother 
that ain't eighteen yet and you ought 
to see him. Big as me except for 
weight and a couple inches of height 
and can he throw hands. When we 
put the gloves on down the cellar 
mornings - what a kid, kid ! Even 
when I was in shape I would've had 
trouble holding him. You ought to 
see him, kid." 

I think that it will be all right to 
refer to those things on Lefty's face 
now, so I say, "I 'd like to. Why don't 
you bring him on? Any boy that can 
get to your ponem like that ought -" 

Lefty puts a hand to the eye that 
is not in as good shape as the other 
one and says, "That ain't his. 
That's -" He laughs and takes his .. 

hand away from his eyes and takes 
a jewelry box out of his coat pocket 
and passes it to me. ' 'Take a look at 
that." 

In the box there is a watch that 
looks like platinum attached to a 
chain that looks like platinum. I 
think they are. 

Lefty says. "Read what's on it." 
On the back of the watch it says 

To Albert Pastor (which is the way 
Lefty writes his name when he has to) 
with the gratitude of the members of 
the Grocers' Protective Association. 

"Grocers' Protective Association," 
I say slowly, "that sounds like -" 

"A racket !" he finishes for me and 
laughs and bangs my desk with· his 
hand. "Call me a liar if you want, 
but back there in my home town, this 
little burg that ain't got a quarter 
million people in it - but get me 
right, a swell little burg just the 
same - they got racketeers !" 

I \vould not want to call Lefty a 
liar even if I thought he was a liar 
because he would have been heavy
weight champion of the world before 
he left the ring to go in business with 
me if they did not have rules you 
are supposed to fight by in the ring 
and if he did not have a temper which 
kept him forgetting' they had rules 
you were supposed to fight by. So 
I say, "Is that so?" 

Lefty says that is so. He says, "You 
could've knocked me over with the 
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District Attorney's office. Big city 
stuff back there ! Ain't that a howl? 
And my old man being shook down 
along with the rest of them." 

"Your old man is a grocer ?" I ask. 
"Uh�huh, and he always wanted 

me to follow in his own footsteps," 
Lefty says, · "and that's the real 
reason he didn't have no use for my 
fistic career. But that's all right 
now - now that I retired from the 
arena. He's a swell old guy when 
you're old enough to understand him 
and we got along fine. I give him 
a sedan and you'd ought to see the 
way he carries on about it. You'd 
think it was a Dusenberg." 

"Was it?" I ask. 
Lefty says, "No, but you'd think 

it was a Rolls the way he carries on 
about it. Well, I'm there a couple 
days and he lets -off about these bums 
that'd been lining up the grocers 
round town - join the protectiv� 
association or else, with not many 
takers for the else. It seems the grocer 
business ain't none too good by its 
own self and paying alimony to these 
mugs don't help it none. The old 
man's kind of worried. 

· "1 don't say nothing to him, but 
I go off by myself and do some 
thinking and I think, \Yhat's the mat
ter with me going to sec these babies 
and ask them do they want to listen 
to reason or ,have I got to work on 
them? I can't see nothing wrong with 
that idea. Can you ?" 

"No, Lefty," I say, "I can't,tt 
"Well, neither could 1," Lefty 

says, "and so I did and they don't 
· think they want to listen to reason. 

There's a pair of them in the pro� 
tective association office when I cotne 
in - just about what I expected -
they know the words, but they ain't 
got the motions right yet. There was 
a third one come in after awhile, but 
rm sweating good by that time and 
handy pieces has been broke off 
some of the furniture, so I make out 
all right, and the old man and some 
of the others buy me this sou per with 
some of the dues they'd've had to pay 
next month if there'd been any pro
tective association left." 

He puts the watch and chain)ack 
in the box and carefully puts the box 
back in his pocket. "And how's your 
father's horse ?" he asks. 

I take the envelope with the money 
in it out of my pocket and give it to 
him. "There's your end," I say, 
"only Caresse's not in. You know 
the little fat guy around on Third 
avenue." 

HI know him," Lefty says. uwhafs 
the matter with him?" 

"He says he's paid so much for 
protection now that he's got nothing 
left to protect," I say, "and he won't 
stand for the boost." 

Lefty says, "So?" He says, ''Thaes 
the way, soon's I get out of town 
these babies think they can cut up." 
He stands up and buttons his vest. 
"Well," he says, "I guess I 'll go round 
to see that baby and ask him does 
he want to listen to reason or have I 
got to go to work on him?" 
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by Q. PA TRICK 

lflEUT, TIMOTHY TRANT entering terested him. His eye fell on a re
L his sister's chattering livi.ng freshingly unaffected girl sitting alone 
room, thought how depressing cock� in a corner. She was feeling in her 
tail parties sounded. In the New bag as if searching fat a cigarette. 
York Homicide Division he was Suddenly her body stiffened. Swiftly 
tabbed as a playboy, largely because she pulled a piece of paper out of the 
he'd gone to Princeton - a frivolous bag and stared at it. As she read it, 
pursuit in the eyes of his police pals. her expression showed consternation 
He usually avoided social functions ; - almost fear. Then she pushed the 
but his sister Freda always bullied him paper back into her bag and snapped 
into attending hers. She was the only the clasp. 
woman who could still intimidate Timothy was intrigued by what 
him and knew it. he'd seen. "I'll meet your heiress, 

She bore down o� him: "Timothy, Freda," he said. "But first introduce 
as usual; you're disgracefully late. The me to that girl in the corner." 

· whole point of the party was for you "Sue Spender? She's a nobody -
to meet Celia Prentiss - and she's Celia's roommate. Just a poor cousin 
almost ready to leave." or something." 

"She'll survive not meeting me." "Don't worry - I won't marry 
Timothy nodded to where several her. Just give me five minutes with 
men were clustered around an ex- her." 
pensively shiny blonde. "If she ever "All right." Stiffly Freda guided 
needs a cop, it's only to direct traffic." him to the girl. "Sue, my brother, 

"Really, Timothy! Celia's incred- Lieut. Trant of the Homicide Divi� 
ibly rich, and it's too absurd - you, sian." She eyed Timothy firmly. 
a bachelor at thirty�one. Of course, "I'll be back in a moment." 
she has a frightful husband who won't Sue Spender, Timothy realized, 
divorce her and who's behaving simply was quite a beauty. Under the small 
horribly. But these days you can hat tilted over soft brown hair, her 
always get rid of husbands." skin was like country cream, her eyes 

"I could murder him, for example," golden brown. Mystery or no mys
said Timothy. He was immune to tery, she was a very desirable dish. 
matchmaking. Dismay still lurked in her eyes. 

He looked around the crowded "You're the brother I've heard so 
room. If he had to go to parties, at much about. The extraordinary one 
least he'd talk to people who in- - the policeman," she said. 
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"Extraordinary? Is that amiable ?" 
"I mean extraordinarily clever. 

Everybody says so." She g:lve him a 
quick smile that affected Timothy 
rather more than he cared to be. 
"This is luck. You're the one man I 
need," she said. 

He dropped into the next chair. 
"In trouble? Committed a murder, 
I hope? I have a weakness for beauti-
ful murderesses." · 

Calmly she said : "Oh, I've com
mitted a murder - two in fact. But 
that's all in the past." 

He blinked. "I wish I'd known you 
then." 

"You. wouldn't have been much 
interested. But this -" She gestured 
bewilderedly. "I don't know what 
to make of it, whether it's just a joke 
or - sinister." 

"It wouldn't have something to do 
with a piece of paper you just found 
in your bag?"  

She stared. "You are extraordinary."  
"What did the billet doux say ?" 
She handed him a piece of paper. 

Her eyes watched his face - puzzled, 
uneasy. "It must have been put in 
my purse here at  the party. When I 
arrived, I powdered my nose in the 
bedroom. I'm absolutely certain it 
wasn't there then. Do you think it 
means there's some kind of danger?" 

The message was crudely printed 
in pencil: 
"This is a warning. Take some service
able male home with you from the 
party and get there at eight - unless 
you want to find a corpse in your 
closet." 

Timothy turned the note over. The 
paper had been torn from a larger 
sheet. In one corner were the printed 
letters OPM. "Are you the sort of_ 
person who inspires threats?" he asked. 

"Oh, no. About committing mur
-ders - that was a joke. I'm awfully 
dull and respectable • . •  I left my 
bag over on the mantel for a while. 
Anyone could have got at it." 

"How many people do you kno\'v 
here ?" 

"That's what's so odd. I just came 
because I'm Celia's roommate. I only 
know three." ·· 

"Celia Prentiss. . . ?" 
"And the two men with her now." 
The group of admirers around Celia 

had dwindled to two - a towheaded 
naval officer and a young civilian 
with thick black hair. · 

"The officer's Oliver Brown, just 
back from Japan today. He's been in 
love with Celia for years. The other's 
Dr. John Barker. Celia's heen going 
around with him since she separated 
from Martin, her husband, last year.'' 

"I 'll make a guess. They're rival 
suitors." 

The naval officer was saying some
thing to Celia. Then he crossed the 
room to Timothy's sister, shook her 
hand, and left. Timothy watched his 
departure. 

"Any idea why 'corpse in your 
closet' is underlined ?" he asked Sue 
Spender. 

She flushed. "I recently wrote a 
mystery story. It's called . The Corpse 
in the Closet." 

"Oh," said Timothy, suddenly 
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dubious. And then : "Those murders 
you committed." 

"I know what you're thinking. 
That I'm staging all this to try to 
intrigue a real policeman, or get 
publicity. I swear it i�n't true. Do 
you believe me?" 

Timothy grinned. "Policemen don't 
believe anyone." The grin went. 
' 'Does anyone else here know you 
wrote that book?" 

"I doubt it. I used an assumed 
name." 

"Then almost certainly the note 
was written b,. Celia, one of the boy 
friends - or you." 

She smiled vividly. "You're ornery, 
aren't you? Whoever wrote it 
why?" 

" Presumably because he or she 
wants a man brought to the apart� 
ment at eight." 

"But why ?" 
"That," said Timothy, "is not so 

s!mple. But there's an elementary 
way to find out." 

Her face lit up. "You'll come with 
me?" 

"Delightedly." 
"And you think there's danger?" 
"If there is, it'll be the first time 

anything stimulating ever came out 
of one of Freda's parties." 

Freda loomed at their side. "Tim� 
othy, Celia's leaving. She wants to 
meet you." . 

To her surprise Timothy j umped 
up. "I'm really dying to meet Celia,'' 
he exclaimed. 

Sue rose too and went with him. 
Celia looked as charmingly stupid as 

her photographs in the social columns. 
Dr. Barker looked sulky and hand
some. Timothy watched them both 
with veiled interest. 

The heiress' desire to know Tim� 
othy had obviously been in Freda's 
matchmaking imagination.! Celia 
smiled a few banal politenesses and 
turned to Sue : "Darling, Oliver's run 
home - to change. He's filthy from 
traveling. He's coming to the apart
ment at eight." 

Dr. Barker's! sulks were clearly due 
to the intrusion of Lieut. Oliver 
Brown. In spite of Celia's undivorce� 
able husband, her admirers seemed to 
feel proprietary about her. She thrust 
an absent-minded hand at Timothy 
and drifted away on the doctor's arm. 
Soon they re-emerged from the bed� 
room, Celia resplendent in a sable 

. wrap. Freda scurried to see them off. 
Timothy glanced at Sue. 

"Twenty of eight. We'd better be 
going." 

Freda reappeared, frowning. "Real
ly, Timothy, you weren't very charm
ing to Celia." 

"I'm sorry," he said meekly. "It 
was just that I was speechless with 
admiration." He kissed Freda. "Miss 
Spender and I have to be leaving too. 
Thanks for a lovely party." 

Freda eyed Sue suspiciously. "Don't 
talk nonsense. You had a horrible 
time." 

"On the contrary," said Timothy, 
"I couldn't have enjoyed myself more 
if I'd found a corpse in your closet." 

With Sue tense at his side, Timothy 
drove uptown towa�d the apartment 



T H E  C O R P S E  I N  T H E  C L O S ET 79 
she · shared with Celia. The note, 
whether genuine or faked by this 
unusual girl, piqued him. 

As they sped through traffic, he 
let his thoughts ramble happily 
through fields of the most sinister 
nature. "If you don't inspire threats," 
he asked, "how about Celia?" 

"Celia? Oh, no. Everyone loves 
her - except Martin."  

"Her husband ?" 
"Yes. He's the most impossible 

person. He only married her for her 
money - but exploded with moral 
indignation when she separated from 
him. As for the divorce __:_ he's got 
smart lawyers and Celia's been pretty 
careless ; not really bad, of course 
just unconventionaL He's threatening 
every kind of counter suit, with 
disagreeable publicity. He'll probably 
squeeze a couple of million out of 
her before she gets free. And not only 
that": he's always making scenes, 
screaming about killing himself and 
her - and he still has a key to the 
apartment. I've begged her to change 
the �ock, but she just won't bother. 
She thinks things always turn out all 
right." . 

"She does ?" Timothy jammed his 
foot on the accelerator, shooting the 
car forward. 

Sue watched in alarm. "Whatever's 
the matter?'' 

"I've just had a disagreeable idea 
about things turning out all right," 
he said grimly. 

As he swung into Sue's block, the 
street was practically empty. One 
other car was drawing up outside a 

striped awning. Celia and Dr. Barker . 
got out and disappeared into the 
building. Timothy roared down the 
block, jolted to a stop and, grabbing 
Sue, ran into the apartment-house 
foyer. The elevator was taking Celia 
and Dr. Barker up. 

Timothy asked sharply : "What 
floor?" 

"The third and fourth. It's a 
duplex." . . 

Seizing Sue's hand, Timothy ran 
up the stairs. At the third floor he 
asked : "Where?" 

"Down here. But please explain." 
"The .best way for things to turn 

out for Celia now would be to have 
no husband. I • • . " 

They reached the apartment door. 
It was ajar. They stepped inside 
and were confronted with wild con
fusion. Celia, her_ sable wrap askew, 
was shrilling into the telephone : "The 
police ! Quick. Send the police." 

Behind her, near the stairs, the door 
of a big hall closet stood open. Visible 
around it were a pair of male feet. 
Dr. Barker was kneeling by the body 
of a strange man who lay sprawled 
inside the closet, head and hand 
pointing outward. Blood matted his 
red hair. At his side, tossed on a coat, 
was a heavy metal statue of some 
Greek god. The head of the statue 
was stained with blood. 

Dr. Barker glanced up at Timothy, 
his dark face drawn with astonishment 
and horror. 

Timothy s n ap pe d :  "Martin 
Prentiss?" 

"Yes." 
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Sue . was at Timothy's side. "The 
corpse in the closet," she gasped. "So 
the threat was real. And you - you 
were right." 

Timothy, at Barker's side, began to 
examine the body. Celia, her police 
call completed, hovered, moaning: 
"John, is he dead ?" 

"Yes, Mrs. Prentiss, he's dead," 
said Timothy. 

"I might have known." Celia gave 
an unstable laugh. "It's just the sort 
of thing Martin'd do - killing him-
self in my closet." . 

"He didn't kill himself - he was 
murdered. Hit on the head with the 
statue." 

"Murdered !" 
"He's righr." Dr. Barker's votce 

was gnm. 
"It only happened a short time ago, 

too. Look at the blood, Trant - not 
congealed. The body's still warm, 
not rigid. At the most he's been dead 
half an hour." 

Timothy knew the doctor was tell
ing the obvious truth. He told Sue 
to lead the half-hysterical Celia into 
the -living room. After a routine 
examination he and Dr. Barker joined 
the girls. In a deceptively soft voice, 
he said : "Perhaps you'll tell me what 
happened before Miss Spender and 
I .  . .  " 

"I found him," broke in Celia. 
"We came in. I opened the closet to 
put my coat away. He - he was 
there. I didn't know he was dead. I 
c al led  t o  John.  I w e n t  t o  the 

h " p one . . .  
" And then you arrived," 

added Barker. "We must have been 
here less than thirty seconds before 
you came." 

That was also true. One thing 
seemed clear : Celia and Dr. Barker 
couldn't possibly have killed the man 
in thirty seconds, and their move
ments for the past half-hour had 
been virtually as much under his 
observation as those of Sue. All three 
were patently innocent. Timothy 
thought of the cryptic note. If Sue 
was telling the truth, Lieut. Oliver 
Brown was the only other person who 
could have written it - and he'd left 
the party· half an hour before the 
others. 

Timothy felt depressed. Apparently 
the solution to this crime was going to 
be bOringly obvious. 

The buzzer sounded. Timothy said : 
"I'll go." He opened the door. The 
uniformed figure of Lieut. Brown 
stared at him belligerently. "Who 
are you?" he said. He had a nice face, 
thought Timothy, straight and un
complicated. 

"I'm afraid I'm a policeman." 
"A policeman ?" The young man 

paled "Nothing's happened to Celia ?" 
"Something has happened to her 

husband." 
Brown grinned happily. "Some

thing unpleasant, I hope." 
" Very unpleasant.  He's been 

murdered." 
"Murdered !" 
"Within the last half-hour." Tim· 

othy's gray eyes were fixed on the 
young man's uncertain face. ''Prentiss 
had a key. He must have let himself 
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in  while his wife was still at the party. 
Someone arrived . Prentiss opened the 
door. The person who arrived mur
dered him - within the last half-
hour." 

' 
Lieut. Brown shifted his feet. Tim

othy continued : "I understand Mr. 
Prentiss was making a great deal of 
trouble for his wife. Also that, once 
she was free, both you and Dr. Barker 
were interested in marrying her." 

The young man's mouth went 
defiant. "What if it's true ?" he said. 

"If it's true," said Timothy sadly, 
"you're going to need a very good 
alibi for the last half-hour - or a very 
good lawyer." 

In answer to Celia's call, Captain 
Dalton soon arrived, with the medical 
examiner and a squad of men. Dalton 
was Timothy's superior and had 
never liked him. He was sarcastic 
about Timothy's presence at , the 
scene. Timothy became tactfully 
unobtrusive, told Dalton everything, 
and left him in charge. 

Once the medical examiner had 
established that the murder had taken 
place within the last half-hour, Dalton 
examined the alibis of Dr. Barker, 
Celia, and Sue and, on Timothy's 
testimony, found them flawless. 

Then he turned to Brown. The 
lieutenant's account of his movements 
between seven-thirty and eight was 
extremely tenuous. He said he'd left 
the party at seven-thirty, gone to his 
room, taken his time about changing, 
and arrived at Celia's to have Tim
othy open the door to him. He 
claimed no knowledge of the murder 

or the note in Sue's bag. 
"I suggest, young man," said Dal4 

ton, "that you'd made a date to meet 
Prentiss here while his wife was at the 
party. You kne\V he had a key. You 
left the party at seven, went home, 
changed quickly and came here. 
Prentiss let you in; you killed him, 
went away, and pretended to arrive 
for the first time when Trant open�d 
the door to you." 

Lieut. Brown preserved a dignified 
silence. "The note?" asked Timothy. 

Dalton blustered : "Obvious. He 
knew Prentiss would be dead at seven
thirty. He planned his innocent arri
val at eight. He \Vanted to be sure 
there'd be at least one unbiased 
witness to his arrival after the crime." 

''Oh," said Timothy meekly. 
Dalton: glared : "Got a better idea?" 
"Oh, no," which was true. 
Dalton was booking Brown as a 

murder suspect, while Celia, pale and 
distraught, hovered around the young 
lieutenant. Timothy picked up the 
note from Sue's bag, turned it over, · 
and stared at the printed letters 
OPM at the jagged top corner. As he 
examined them, an extremely un
orthodox idea came to him. 

The men from the morgue were 
about to remove the body. Timothy 
gestured them aside and knelt by 
Prentiss' head. He ran his fingers over 
the matted red hair and felt the 
wound, where the blood was now con
gealing. Close to it, his sensitive touch 
traced a small but distinct swelling. 
He felt sudden exhilaration and whis· 
pered to the medical examiner. 
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! Dalton and Brown had risen. Celia 
was sobbing, while Dr. Barker and 
Sue were trying to comfort her. 
Timothy strolled to Dalton's side : 
"Taking Lieut. Brown away ?'�_. .. he 
asked. 

"What you think I'm going to- do? 
Invite him home to supper ?" 

Timothy looked thoughtful. "It 
might be less embarrassing than ar� 
resting him., 

Dalton's eyes popped. Celia turned 
her stricken face to Timothy. "You 
mean he didn't do it, don't  you ?" 

"I mean there are a couple ot 
questions we should ask before we do 
anything drastic."  

Celia said eagerly: "We'll tell you 
anything - anything." 

Or. Barker said : "What do you 
want to know?" 

"For example -" Timothy was 
looking at hi? shoes. They were a little 
too expensive for the police force. 
Dalton disliked them intensely. "Mrs. 
Prentiss, did Lieut. Brown go with 
you to the party from here?" 

"No. He met us there. He phoned 
here about a quarter of five. He's j ust 
back unexpectedly from Japan. He 

- wanted to see me. I had to go to the 
party. I asked him to meet me there 
- and have dinner afterwards." 

"And the rest of you ? How did you 
prepare for the party ?" 

Sue's gold-flecked eyes watched 
him. "That's simple. Around five, 
Celia and I started to dress. Dr. 
Barker arrived around five-fifteen.  I 
let him in and went back upstairs to 
finish dressing. I guess we all started 

for the party around five-thirty.'' 
"Then you met Lieut. Brown for 

the first time at the party?" 
"Yes. I was introduced to him just 

before you arrived."  
"I  see." Timothy turned to Dalton. 

"I suggest you release Lieut. Brown." 
Dalton spluttered : "Trant, you're 

being fancy - as usual." 
"Oh, it's not fancy - because 

Lieut. Brown didn't kill Prentiss. In 
fact, he's the only one who couldn't 

. under any circumstances have killed 
h. , Im. 

They all stared at Timothy. 
"In the first place," he said, "it's 

obvious he didn't �rite the note. 
Since he'd only met Miss Spender a 
few moments before the note was 
written, he wasn't likely to know 
she'd written a book called The 
Corpse in the Closet under an assumed 
name. That, however is oply inci� 
dental. Prentiss was not killed be
tween seven-thirty- and eight. He 
was killed much earlier -· before 
anyone went to the cocktail party." 

Dalton's face was plum red. "But 
the medical evidence ! Are you crazy?" 

"Maybe I was a little too definite. 
Prentiss wasn't exactly killed before 
the party." 

"Not exactly killed !" 
Timothy smiled at him sweetly. "I 

noticed a swelling on Prentiss' head, 
the sort of swelling that could be 
caused by a violent blow from some 
hard instrument. Now, the medical 
examiner and Dr. Barker agree that 
the blow which killed him must have 
killed him instantly. Everyone knows 
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there is no swelling from a blow after 
death." He shrugged. "In other words, 
we're left stranded with a completely 
unexplained - bump. 

"Our murderer was very ingeni· 
ous. All the evidence points to · the 
fact that Prentiss was killed while 
Mrs. Prentiss, Dr. Barker, and Miss 
Spender were at the party. In a 
way, the evidence is true. But there's 
something else that makes a very big 
difference." 

He smiled amiably at Sue. "Does 
the detective story writer get the 
point of the bump? A bump comes 
from a blow. So Prentiss got a 
blow on the head some time before 
he was dead ----:- a long enough time 
for the bump to form. In other 
words, Prentiss came here earlier -
before you left for the party. One 
of you let him in and, either in a 
heated quarrel or with premedita· 
tion, hit him on the head with the 
statue. The blow was strong enough 
to knock him unconscious and keep 
him unconscious for a considerable 
time - but not strong enough to 
kill him. Okay ; one of you picked 
up Prentiss' unconscious body and 
hid i t  in the clos e t  for fut u re 
reference." 

· 
He , paused. "Thanks to Lieut. 

Brown, the future reference fitted 
perfectly. Brown had called Mrs. 
Prentiss at quarter of five. He was 
to meet her at the party, leave 
early, and then pick her up here 
at eight. The Lieutenant was an 
exemplary scapegoat. 

"Now you see how necessary and 

how clever the note was. Prentiss 
was not dead then, but he had to be 
dead, and in such a way that only 
Brown could have done it. Okay. 
One of you slipped the note in Miss 
Spender's bag. And the point of the 
note? To be sure that an impartial 
witness would be present at the 
right moment. That Miss Spender 
chose a professional detective for her 
serviceable male was j ust a bad break 
for the murderer." 

Timothy was watching Dalton 
now. "Get it ? The murderer left 
the party just before Miss Spender 
and her witness. He arrived here, 
where he knew Prentiss was lying 
unconscious where he'd left hiur -
in the closet." 

, 

The quiet gaze moved to Dr. 
Barker. "At first I thought Mrs. 
Prentiss might have been your ac
complice. But I s�e she wasn't. 
After Sue let you in, 'you were alone 
downstairs while the girls were up
stairs dressing for the party, where 
they could hear nothing. 

"That's when Prentiss let him· 
self in and you knocked him out. 
I guess you had no distinct plan 
then but, being a doctor, you could 
gauge pretty certainly that the blow 
had been hard enough to keep him 
unconscious for at least two hours, 
which was all you needed. After the 
party you drove Mrs. Prentiss home. 
You let her discover the so-called 
corpse. Naturally she called you, a 
doctor, to examine Prentiss while she 
phoned the police. The statue was 
nearby. While she was on the phone, 
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it was the easiest thing in the world 
to give Prentiss one quick, lethal 
blow while you were supposedly 
examining him in the closet. 

"It was split-second timing, but 
you had every chance of success," 
said Timothy. "There was no dan
ger of Miss Spender and me getting 
here ahead of you ; you were at the 
cocktail party too, and could al
ways leave with Celia · in a hurry 
if you saw us going. As it was, we 
arrived here thirty seconds after 
you, exactly the time you intended. 
We saw Prentiss was dead and must 
have died within the last half-hour; 
yet we knew you couldn't possibly 
have had time to kill him. \Ve were 
wrong; you did have time . .  

"Too bad about the bump," said 
Timothy. "If you'd aimed your 
second blow accurately, you, might 
have obliterated all traces." He 
paused. "Too bad about the note 
too. That was frankly careless. You 
should have dqne a better job of 
tearing the paper. That OPM was 
what gave me the clue. I realized 
it was part of the letterhead of a 
prescription pad. It was the end 

NEXT MONTH . . .  

of 4 :3o PM, or whenever you fin.; 
isped your office hours." 

He turned to Dalton. "The mo· 
tive won't be difficult. He wanted 
to marry Mrs. Prentiss - probably, 
if I may be indelicate, for her money. 
He was making progress - and then 
Lieut. B rown showed up. This was a 
wonderful opportunity to get rid of 
the husband and the rival suitor in 
one fell swoop." 

Dr. Barker had been jolted off 
his guard. His collapse was not 
long in coming. After Dalton had 
taken him away, Timothy studied 
Celia and Lieut. Brown almost 
paternally. "You had to lose one 
of your suitors, Mrs. Prentiss. I 
hope you prefer the one left." 

Celia smiled faintly and slipped ' 
her hand into the Lieutenant's. 

"Mv sister Freda,'.' murmured 
Timothy pensively, "was hoping 
you'd marry me."  He grinned. 
"I'll try to be brave. Maybe in 
time my broken heart may heal." 

He smiled at Sue. "Maybe you'll 
help me. heal it," he said. "Dinner 
tomorrow? Or - if it's not too pre· 

. cipitous - tonight ?" 
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and other stories by Dorothy L. Sayers, 0. Henry, Lemuel de Bra, 
Frederick Irving Anderson and Lillian de la Torre 



O BSERVE A N D RE ME M BER 

, by GEORGE HARMON COXE 

WHEN Steve Rankin brought the 
elevator down to the main floor 

Miss Appleton was waiting. Lipstick 
was a hasty smear on her mouth and 
there was a dab of powder on her ear, 
and he would have hurried her right 
up - she worked for Boulanger, the 
lawyer, on the third - if he hadn't 
looked in the view mirror and found 
Mr. Van Nostwick's- image looming 
up. , 

Mr. Van Nostwick occupied offices 
on the second and dealt in diamonds 
and precious stones - a ponderous 
man with three chins and a wing 
collar to accommodate them. Behind 
him came the mailman - not Wally 
Bendow, the regular carrier, but a new 
one, who stepped hurriedly in, his 
leather sack on his back. Between the 
third and fifth floors, Steve gave him a 
corner-of-the-eye scrutiny. Average 
size, dark, sharp-featured. His uni· 
form was as worn as Wally's and no 
better fitting, though the shoes were 
good. 

"Wally sick?" 
"Touch of grippe, I guess." 
"Been carrying long?" 
"Couple of years, but never on this 

route." 
Going down, Stella Williams got on 

at the fourth. She gave him a smile 
and he gave it back to her because 
she looked so young and vital in that 
brown dress she'd bought last week. 

"Sneaking out for coffee already, 
huh?" he said. 

"Don't you wish you could?" 
"Don't I ,  though."  No smear of 

powder or lipstick on her. He'd miss 
seeing her when he got his appoint
ment. But you couldn't tell. He might 
even get this beat. Maybe he could 
fix it so he could meet her some 
morning for coffee. 

Sergeant Grauer was kidding the 
fellow at the cigar counter. He came 
over to Steve. 

"Here's another 'Wanted,' kid," 
he said. 

Steve opened the circular. It was a 
regular police form, showing full
face and profile pictures of a man 
wanted for bank robbery. 

"I'll give it my attention," Steve 
said, and grinned at the grizzled vet
eran in plain clothes. 

"If you need any help, yell. "  
Grauer chuckled and went back to 

the cigar counter. He'd be there an
other ten minutes arguing about 
politics, but Steve saw Mr. Turner 
coming along, and behind him Mr. 
Jacobsen, the wholesale jeweler on 
the fourth - and his cold was better; 
he wasn't wearing the scarf any more. 
Mr. Turner, the bookkeeper for Stein 
& Son, was just the same - quiet, 
colorless, tired-looking. 

He let the car stand on the fourth 
and opened the circular. Tod Erick
son, alias Erik Tolman, alias Ted 
Eichler, he read. Six feet - 1 90 -
partly bald - brown eyes - sallow 
complexion . • •  He studied the 

COjlyritht I94I by Tire Crowell-Collier Publishing Co, 
ss 
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thick-jowled face, the heavy nose. 
The buzzer summoned him and he 
went down thinking. 

. Sometime - soon, he hoped -
he'd be exchanging this tan uniform 
for a blue one. He'd passed the exams 
and all he had to do was \vait. If 
something happened to hurry up the 
appointment that would be swell, but 
Steve wasn't expecting much to hap
pen to help him. Not here in the 
Jewelers' Building . 

.lt wasn't big, but it was modern. 
Unlike its two- and three-storied 
walkup neighbors, this building had 
the latest of everything, including 
burglar alarms. With push buttons 
scattered about in every jewelry of
fice there wasn't a chance of anybody 
getting close enough to throw the 
switch. No, it wasn't because he hoped 
to hurry things that he studied 
"Wanted" circulars and eyed people 
so closely ; he was j ust practicing 
against the day when he wore a shield. 
They'd kidded him some, the other 
rookies, but he knew what he wanted 
and didn't mind. Sergeant Grauer 
understood and that's why he offered 
advice. 

"The.Ie're j ust two kinds of cops," 
Grauer said. "Those that figure 
they're lucky to have a job and j ust 
want to work it out to a pension and 
keep their noses clean - that kind, 
and the kind that want to get ahead. 
You're that kind, kid, but you have 
to prove it. My old man had it pegged 
right for our kind of cop. Instead of 
Stop, Look, and Listen, it should be 
Listen, Observe, and Remember. 

That's what he used to say." 
Steve thought it was good advice, 

and fun too, sizing people up. He put 
the circular away as the main door 
swung back. A man and a woman were 
waiting. The man was big, thick� 
jowled, sullen�looking; the woman 
was flashily dressed · and heavily 
made-up. To Kalmus, the credit 
jewelers, to pay the weekly buck, 
Steve thought, and when she got off 
at the second, confirming his judg
ment, he scanned the stranger, think· 
ing about the circular, seeing certain 
similarities but not, he decided, 
enough. 

He made two more trips and then 
got a call to the fifth floor. It was the 

· stranger again. Steve wished he'd 
take off his hat, wondering if he was 
baldish. A salesman from Hurwich 
Brothers got on at the fourth with 
his jewelry sample case. At the third 
a girl stepped in, on her way out for 
"cokes" for the office. At the second 
the woman from Kalmus was wait� 
ing, and the mailman. He . s!epped in 
last, swinging his pack farther around· 
on his back and facing the door. The 
car had started down when the im� 
pulse hit Steve Rankin and he leaned 
against the wall, feeling for the emer� 
gency switch with his elbow, an odd 
excitement plucking at his nerves 
as he surreptitiously snapped it off. . 

The car stopped between floors. He ' 
heard the big man grunt. Steve began 
to work the lever back and forth, 
saying, "That's funny." 

The big man got surlier. "What's 
funny about it?" 

· 
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"Maybe it's the power," Steve 

said. "A fuse blew maybe." 
"Ain't you got a signal here or 

something?" 
Steve said he hadn't. "It  ought to 

come on in a minute." A tightness 
came about his chest. Suppose he was 
wrong? Suppose he got in trouble? 

"If it's the power,"  the mailman 
said, "Why is the light still on here ?" 
And then he had pushed Steve aside. 
He found the switch, snapped it on 
and stepped back, his face moist and 
stiff. "Now try it," he said curtly. 

Steve let his breath come out. 
"Funny," he said when the car 
started down. 

"Yeah," the big man said. " Very 
funny." 

The door swung back and Steve 
went out with the mailman, relief . 
striking at him when he saw Sergeant 
Grauer at the cigar counter. He called 
to him and grabbed the mailman's 
arm. The fellow snarled and tried to 
pull free and then Grauer w:as there. 

''He's no mailman," Steve said. 
"Why ain't he? ' '  Grauer didn't get 

it. "Where's he been then? To a 
masquerade?" 

"If you're a cop," the man said, 
"drag him off or I 'll sign a complaint. 
You're bucking ' the Government 
when you bother me." 

"He's a phony." The tightness 
about Steve's chest was constricting 
even more now, his tone desperate. 
"Hold him until --, " 

"Look." Grauer was annoyed. 
"This won't help your appointment, 
son, unless - " 

That was when the alarm went off, 
a terrifying blast of sound that ham· 
mered at Steve's eardrums and com
forted him strangely. He countered 
enthusiastically when the mailman 
whipped up the gun and kicked the 
fellow's feet from under him, sitting 
on his head while Grauer slipped on 
the cuffs. 

They had found the box of loose 
diamonds when Mr. Van Nostwick, 
his wrists still taped, came charging 
down the stairs, shouting about not 
suspecting the mailman until after 
he'd switched off the alarm . . . 

Sergeant Grauer was whistling 
when he came back a little later. "It 
was a set-up," he said. "The guy hired 
an office in the j oint next door and 
wrote himself a letter. When the 
regular mailman, Bendow, delivered 
it, he jumped him and switched the 
uniform. How'd you tumble, son ?" 

"The way he carried his sack. 
Mailmen are supposed to switch it 
from back to front in crowded places 
like elevators and subways. So they 
can always watch it. I noticed Bendow 
and asked him. He says it's about the 
first thing they learn. I wondered 
about it when he rode up; when he 
did it again I had a hunch." 

Grauer  nodded appro v i ngly.  
"\Vhat'd I tell you?" 

"To observe and remember." 
Steve's grin cracked wide open. He 
felt so good he couldn't help it. 

"I'll tell the Inspector you've been 
practicing," Grauer said. "You better 
get ready to switch uniforms your
self." 



A decade ago detective-story anthologies were a drug on the market: pub
lishers were reluctant to publish them and when they did take a chance, 
readers were even more reluctant to buy them. Beginning in 1941 the 
detective anthology took an upswing and during the boom war years hardly 
a month passed without the appearance in book stores or on newsstands of 
another omnium-gatherum of detective-crime-mystery shorts. Now the 
anthology is in the discard again, and while there are many reasons to ac-

. count for its decline, two stand out with glaring prominence. For one thing, 
there is no doubt tvhatever that anthologies became a good thing too fast; 
everybody became an editor and in a few years the plethora of scissors-and
paste -"experts" killed the goose that laid the golden egg. Too few antholo
gists (and publishers) realized what Philip Van Doren Stem meant by the 
difference between scissors-and-paste and scissors-and-taste. Secondly, too 
many anthologies were mere higgledy-piggledy bouquets of dried flowers. 
A living, breathing .anthology should not be a hodgepodge of unrelated 
stories; it should have a creative approach, a basic idea, a theme, and all 
the stories included in the anthology should contrib.ute to the fullness and 
development of that over-all theme. Hence, when an anthology appears 
that is the blood, sweat, and tears of a truly conscientious craftsman, it 
should be hailed and applauded - and read. 

Such an anthology ZS FAMOUS STORIES OF CODE AND CIPHER, edited by 
Raymond T. Bond and published by Rinehart and Co., 1947· This is the 

first anthology of its kind, and that fact alone stamps the collection as im
portant. Beszdes, }yfr. Bond has performed an excellent job of covering an 
anthologically virgin field: in addition to an Introduction which alone is 
worth the price of the book, Mr. Bond has put together in a single volume 
some of the finest code and cipher stories ever written, and it is a subtle 
compliment to EQMM that of the sixteen stories selected by Mr. Bond, no 
less than four emanated from "Ellery Queen's Mystery Magazine." 

We now bring you a code story that somehow Mr. Bond missed, and 
we think Mr. Bond will be the first one to agree that it is one of the cleverest 
code stories ever told in approximately woo words. 

-

- M E S S A G E  I N  C O D E  

by BEN WILSON 

I HAVE Charlie's typewriter on the 
mantle, oyer the fireplace. It's a 

battered old machine, but a lot of 
folks have been trying to buy it from 

me - for real money. I told them all 
no. That typewriter means too much 
to Ma and me. 

I always hoped that Charlie would 
Copyright, I942 hy This Week Magazine 
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stay in Pittsfield and take over the 
machine shop when I retired. He had 
a knack with tools all right. But once 
he got a taste of newspaper work, 
there was no holding him. 

He spent three days with us just 
before his paper sent him to England. 
Charlie wrote Ma twice every week. 
She's got all his letters tied up with a 
blue ribbon, and right on top is that 
one about him from the American 
Ambassador. Of course the letter 
about Charlie I like best, though, is 
the one I got from that English news· 
paper friend of his. 

That letter tells in the clearest kind 
of way, just what happened . •  � 

The first any of them at the U. S. 
Embassy knew that anything was 
wrong was when the two English In· 
telligence officers brought Charlie's 

· typewriter in for the Americans 
to look at. The young Englishman 
banged the typewriter down on the 
desk and said, "I trust you don't use 
this childish code here at the Em· 
bassy." 

The Americans just looked at him. 
Then the older Englishman pointed 
to the keys on Charlie's typewriter. 
They had been changed around. There 
was a K in the spot where the G 
should be. And where ought to be a 
D there was a P . . Instead of the key
board looking like it usually does, it 
looked like this : 

Q . Y N B  U O E T  
I F P M K A J K L : 

Z X R V B S D , W ?'l 
The type had been changed, too, 

right along with the keys. When the 

key that said K was pushed, a K came 
up on the paper . .  The whole business 
had been switched around. If you 
didn't look at the keys and typed 
touch-system, you got a j umble of 
letters instead of the words you in
tended to write. Any message typed 
by the touch. system on that type
writer would automatically become a 
code. 

But any code man in any country 
would be able to decode it in a few 
minutes. 

The older officer explained : ''It be
longed to an American newspaperman 
who was killed this afternoon. He 
couldn't have been using this code in 
his dispatches ; the censor would have 
stopped them. So -" 

"So you thought he was working 
for us." the Ambassador said. "Well, 
he wasn't." 

One of the stenographers couldn't 
keep his hands off the typewriter. 
Curiosity, I guess. He wanted to see if 
it still worked all right. His · fingers 
zipped over the keys and the type 
jumped at the page like popcorn from 

. an uncovered skillet. His mouth fell 
open. "Look I" he excitedly cried. 

The Americans followed his point
ing finger to what he had typed and 
they could hardly believe their eyes. 
There was a message for them. 

Well, when everybody there had 
told all they knew about the affair and 
Intelligence had put it all together, 
the whole thing became clear : Charlie 
had come across important informa
tion. The Nazi agents in England 
knew it and were out to get him be-
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fore he could pass it on. They trapped 
him in his room. 

He knew he'd never leave that room 
alive. And he couldn't reach anyone 
- his telephone line was cut. 

Then he got his big idea. He 
was probably fussing around with 
the typewriter when he thought of 
switching the keys around. We'll 
never know why the Nazis didn't take 
the typewriter when they finally 
broke in and shot him. They probably 
were as scornful of it as the young 
British officer had been. Anyhow, 
they went over the room inch by inch, 
and when they left, they were certain 
there was no message. 

But the Nazis were wrong; there 
was a message. There it was, right on 
the typewriter paper. The Intelli� 
gence officers had the stenographer 
try it again. And the message came 
out the same, though the English still 
couldn't figure how the Americans 
had stumbled onto it. As fast as an air 
hammer, the stenographer typed it 
over and over again. 

SE. OF BAY BODY MEN ILL 
KEEP DYS REDY BE BAY lOP 
EM BAYON TINB' 

It didn't take a code man to figure 
that one out. The TINB' had them 
stumped for awhile. So did the ILL 
• . . Then the senior officer suggested 
it might be "I'll" . . .  That didn't 
work either, but it put them on the 
right track. What it was supposed 
to be was "Isle" - an island. The 

TINB', they found, meant "Tenby." · 
What the message meant was : 

"Southeast of bay, there is a body of 
men on an island. Keep your distance. 
But he ready. Be at hay 10 P.M. Bay 
on Ten by." 

Ten by is the name of a town in the 
southwestern corner of Wales. It's lo
cated on Carmarthen Bay - and a 
few miles southeast of Tenby is the 
island, Caldy. 

They turned the message over to 
the War Cabinet and the English fol� 
lowed Charlie's instructions. They 
were at Carmarthen Bay at 1 0  o'clock 
every night for three nights. And they 
sent Welsh soldiers over to Caldy and 
cleaned up the fifth columnists on the 
little island. 

At 10 sharp on the third night Hitler 
tried his invasion. And there was the 
British Army, Navy, and RAP con· 
centrated in one spot, waiting 'for 
him. 

What a greeting he got ! 
Charlie had been a smart one - he 

hadn't left a message around for any· 
one but the right people. His message 
wasn't really in the machine at all; 
it was in the fingers of any American 
typist who stepped up to it. 

What the Nazis didn't know 
and the English either, for that mat· 
ter - was that almost any American 
will feel a typewriter out with exactly 
the same sentence - one that reads : 

"NOW IS THE TIME FOR ALL 
GOOD MEN TO COME TO THE 
AID OF THEIR PARTY." 
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by PHILIP WYLIE 

THE newspaper-reading pu blic If he had applied for a position on 
never learned the details of the the New York police force, his ap

Manhattan Commercial Bank and plication would certainly have been 
Trust Company robbery. The story greeted with laughter. The depart
was made a secret for a variety of mental concept of a detective is 
reasons, not the least of which was the far removed from vague gray eyes, 
humiliating part played in it by the stooped shoulders, and thin trembling 
police. hands, so Perkins' course was neces-

In missing the inside story of this sarily different. He j oined six libraries. 
robbery, the public also missed a He had read almost every mystery 
glimpse of one of the strangest persons story produced by publishing houses 
living in Manhattan. The brilliant since 1905. He had devoured text
sleuth and silent avenger of the books on criminology and 'he had 
bank disaster was himself a former devoted many of his evenings to a 
bank . clerk. His name was \Villis study of psychology and to chemistry 
Perkins. There are a great many in the Extension Courses of Columbia 
people like Willis Perkins, but few University. 
of them, because of their very nature, Perkins had also saved his money, 
attain to a parallel success. so that after twenty years of arduous 

Perkins, a thin, frail, prematurely labor and careful investment his 
aged and almost childlike man of accumulated pittance had become a 
forty-odd years, lived alone on the sum sufficient to afford him an income 
top floor of a brownstone apartment . for the rest ·· of his life. He had then 
house in the Chelsea district. He was resigned from the bank and embarked 
familiar to most of the people in the upon the serious business of being a 
environs of his lodgings because he detective. 
had dwelt there for more than Needless to say, his career there· 
twenty years. However, he was so after was partly fantastic, partly 
shy that few of them had acquired absurd, and almost wholly pathetic. 
even a casual acquaintance with him. The front room in his apartment in 
Early in his childhood his consuming Chelsea was crammed to the ceiling 
passion had been born, · and two with his books. In the back room was 
decades spent over the ledgers of a his chemical laboratory and. there he 
downtown bank in no way served to lived, waiting, watching, and hoping 
dim his · purpose. Willis Perkins had for the occurrence of a crime. It is a 
decided at the a�e of twelve that he matter of record that in the vicinity 
was created to be a detective. a crime did occur and that, although 

Copyright r(;p hy the Crowell-Collier Publishing Co. 
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Perkins devoted to i t  the full benefit 
of his self-training, his clues were 
unreadable and his conclusions worth
less. The solution of that particular 
crime was arrived at by accident, and 
the part Perkins played in it gave 
him an introduction if not an entree 
to the · local branch of the police 
department, but after the few stirring 
days surrounding that single sordid 
misdeed, Perkins relapsed to his old 
manner of living. 

Perkins kept a private file of all 
crimes recorded in the newspapers. 
He might occasionally be seen on the 
fringe of a crowd that gaped at the 
comings and goings of the police and 
reporters near a scene of violence. 
At other times, in dead hours of night, 
Perkins might have been observed 
slinking through mid-downtown 
streets, his eyes prying suspiciously 
into every dark corner and his nose 
almost sniffing the air in the hope of 
detecting sinister maneuvers . . . .  

On a hot evening in August Perkrns 
was on his way home from an in-

--vestigation of some suspicious-looking 
boxes he had noticed in the subway 
station at Times Square, when he 
joined with several other loungers 
to observe an excavation which was be
ing conducted on a twenty-four-hour
a-day schedule. The excavation was 
deep - driving toward bed rock to 
make a foundation for a future sky
scraper, and it  furnished a rather hand
some spectacle. Some of the steel 
work had already been put in place, 
and the last blasting and drilling was 
being done under floodlights. 

For a long time Perkins watched 
these pygmies who worked in the 
gloom, but of all the bystanders he 
was the only one who noticed that the 
excavation was being made next door 
to the Manhattan Commercial Bank 
and Trust Company. It was natural 
that he should do so ; Perkins was a 
safeguarder of the public. His first 
observation was that the actual physi
cal stability of the bank might be in 
some measure endangered by the 
propinquity and depth of the excava
tion. His next observation was that 
in the intricate tiers of rock and 
machinery a nice chance would be 
afforded to pierce the wall of the bank 
and enter it from a subterranean 
point. 

That thought captivated Perkins's 
mind to such an extent that he 
allowed himself to elaborate it. The 
tools were at hand - it would be 
necessary only to organize the men. 
Sufficient cover was furnished by 
the steel work and the skeleton floors 
laid across it. Perkins became so 
enamored of the idea that he con
verted it into one of his myriad 
suspicions and determined to report 
it to the police. 

Hence, on the following morning he 
appeared rather smugly before the 
local precinct captain and produced 
his card, which read, "Willis Perkins 
- Private Investigations." 

The captain said, "\Veil� what do 
you want?" 

"Did you ever notice," Perkins 
half whispered, "how close the ex
cavation for the Seward Building is 
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to the Manhattan Commercial Bank 
and Trust Company?" 

"Yeah. What about it ?" 
"That's all," Perkins said mysteri� 

ously. 
"Huh?" The captain looked blank. 
Perkins vouchsafed a little more 

information. "Of course I have no 
proof, but if I were a police officer I 
would give the greatest attention to 
such items as excavations that are 
made in juxtaposition to banks."  

Perkins was rather rudely informed 
that the captain's time was valuable ; 
and the request that he depart im� 
mediately was in no way polite. 

Undaunted, Perkins supervised the 
excavation for the foundations of the 
S-eward Building. He watched the 
drills go deeper, he listened to the 
blasts, he saw the growth of the steel 
work, and in all that he saw nothing 
amiss. The walls of the bank had been 
shored up. The excavation went ver
tically downward beside the bank. 
Perkins also inspected the bank and 
again found nothing to appeal to his 
imagination. 

If he had carried his investigations 
further, he might have discoyered 
that the bank's vaults were on the 
same side of the building as. the 
excavation ; he might have discovered 
that, owing to the continual bombard
ment of steel-bitted tools and dyna
miting in the large hole next door, the 
burglar-alarm devices had been dis
connected so that they would not 
register false alarms. On a particular 
day he might also have discovered 
that a rumor of mysterious origin 

had led the Manhattan Commercial 
Bank and Trust Company to antici
pate the possibility of a run, so that 
into the bank's vault was hastily 
placed an addi tiona} three million 
dollars. But Perkins missed all those 
facts. · 

He was quietly preparing his break
fast of dry cereal and boiled eggs when 
the police came for him.· He was 
ushered into the presence 'of the 
captain of the local precinct and was 
greeted with a mysterious sentence: 

"Well, Mr. Perkins, we got the 
goods on you all right, so you might 
as well come clean." 

"Goods on me - come clean -
what about?" 

"Come on," the captain said, "what 
about this bank business ?" 

Perkins was a little bit relieved. 
"Oh, you have turned up something 
on it?" 

The captain was more explicit. 
"Listen, Mr. Perkins. You knew 
something about that. 'What was it?" 

Perkins was now very much fright
ened and he- could not understand 
why his willingness to assist the. police 
had involved him in such a vigorous 
questioning, especially since he had 
acted on no more than a whim. 

"Put him in the cooler," the 
captain said, "and maybe it'll improve 
his memory." 

· 
Perkins spent twenty-four per

plexed and almost tearful hours in a 
cell which was supposed to improve 
his memory, but since his memory 
was as free from guilt as a child's, it 
merely acted as a source of further 
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alarm. Twice he was taken out and 
twice he was questioned. His entire 
life was investigated by the authori� 
ties. Finally the captain was compelled 
to conclude that Willis Perkins's 
warning had been what Perkins 
would consider a brilliant deduction, 
and what the police department knew 
was but mere outlandish chance. 

The truth was self-evident. On the 
night of Augus� 26th a great many 
things had happened in the vicinity of 
the Manhattan Commercial Bank and 
Trust Company. The protective de� 
vices in the vaults had been dis� 
connected because of the noise of 
excavation. A large sum of cash had 
been stored in those vaults in anticipa� 
tion of a run. The excavation beside 
the vaults had reached its maximum 
depth and was screened from public 
gaze by the flooring on the steel work. 
The policeman on that beat, shortly 
after midnight, was attracted to a 
vociferous street fight. The night 
watchman and the protection agency 
operative had been slugged. There 
had been several heavy explosions 
beside the bank. Laborers had bored 
under the vaults. With dynamite and 
oxyacetylene torches they made their 
way through the wall. Thereafter they 
removed the small inner vault of the 
Manhattan Commercial Bank and 
Trust Company and withdrew through 
the hole. 

From that moment on the inner 
vault and its contents disappeared. 
The explosions had wrecked part of 
the side of the bank. They had 
also extinguished the fl�lights and 

turned the excavation into a pit of 
intense darkness. 

Actual entrance to the vaults, to
gether with the heavy explosions, had 
set off the few alarms that remained 
connected, and in a few minutes, 
from all sides, both police and private 
de'tectives rushed toward the Man� 
hattan Commercial Bank and Trust 
Company. The thieves apparently 
made their getaway in four vehicles. 
The police arrived in time to follow 
two of them, but, while one - a  
truck - was overtaken, nothing of 
any value was retrieved. 

The truck was driven by a youth 
who insisted that he had been hired 
to sit outside of the bank until a cer� 
tain instant and then to drive as 
rapidly as possible toward Albany. A 
protracted grueling produced no 
further information. The young man 
had no knowledge of his employers' 
names; the description he gave of 
them was worthless ; and he was the 
sole individual whom the police 
could capture who was . directly con� 
nected with the disappearance of a 
little less .than three and a half million 
dollars. 

Naturally the police had remem� 
bered Perkins and his warning. In 
their feverish desire to present the 
public with a victim they had hastily 
arrested him. He was released only 
when they realized that the presen� 
tation of him as their victim would 
be more ridiculous than having no 
victim at all. . 

The entire city was frantic. The 
steady ground�fire of police criticism 
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increased in volume to a public up· formation, at their disposal. . It was 
roar. If millions of dollars could be easy for them to learn what had been 
bodily exhumed from strong bank done. Almost the entire force which 
vaults, then nothing was safe. All had been hired by the contractor ·· 
private property was at the mercy to do his rock and steel work had 
of diabolic fiends. The press alter· either belonged to the gang or had · 
nately sneered and bellowed. Little been bought by the gang. 
by little the ingenuity of the scheme Various other clues were presented 
became apparent. In the first few in due time. The borings that led into 
minutes it was thought that an the bank had been ingeniously hidden 
accidental explosion had merely dam· so that any chance inspection would 
aged the bank wall, and pursuit of not reveal them. There was no evi· 
the fleeing automobiles was a matter dence of collusion with superio!S but 
of routine, but when the crumbling only of an extreme foresight and 
and riddled vaults were discovered, cleverness. Three of the four vehicles 
and when it was found that the entire which had left the scene at the time 
night shift of the excavating crew of the last and largest explosio.n had 
had vanished, it became all too clear been discovered and two of them -
that the explosion was part of a proved to be stolen cars. Some 
robbery. hours after the explosion a plane had 

In the morning the caved-in bor· landed at a Newark field. Two men 
ings were uncovered, and the place carrying large suitcases had stepped 
where the floodlights had been cut into it, taken off, and disappeared. 
off was found. Connection was made Since one of the stolen cars had been 
between the cutting off of the burglar recovered in Newark it was thought 
alarms in the vaults and the tunnel- that the thieves possibly made their 
ing, and by afternoon of the first day getaway by airplane, after opening 
the whole world knew that the rumor the stolen inner strong-box and re· 
of a run on the Manhattan Com- moving the contents. 
mercia! Bank <md Trust Company Precautions against dissemination 
had been deliberately started to insure of the money were taken internation· 
the presence in the vaults of a large ally. In every police headquarters in 
sum of money. the world the numbers of the bills 

It was not until twenty-four hours of large denomination were made 
later, upon his release from jail, that known. Thousands of gunmen and 
Willis Perkins learned of the affair. yeggs everywhere were apprehended 
Then he went home to think. and questioned. Detectives visited 

Meanwhile the police were franti· 
cally working on the case with the 
information, or rather the_lack of in· 

innumerable dives and offered quietly 
a variety of bribes and trades to the 
criminal world if it would only di· 
vulge a -single piece of information, 
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but the regular criminal world did 
not seem to have this information. 

Even Willis Perkins - he some4 
times thought of himself as "The 
Great Perkins" - was unable to 
evolve a theory. He might have 
admitted defeat - for did not even 
Sherlock Holmes have his little vol� 
ume of cases unconcluded ? - had it 
not been for his accidental meeting 
with a former friend. 

For twelve of his twenty banking 
years Perkins had occupied a desk side 
by side with Milo DeMar. The meet� 
ing point of the two men had been 
figures, and only the most conven� 
tiona! friendship had existed _between 
them. DeMar had used his funds to 
support a large family, while Perkins 
had saved his for his future as a 
detective. DeMar had been moved 
to considerable awe when Perkins 
resigned from the bank, and it was 
DeMar whom Perkins met while he 
was making his regular monthly with� 
drawal from his account, which he 
kept at  the place where once he had 
been an employee. DeMar wore an 
old felt hat and a somewhat shabby 
coat over a shiny suit, and DeMar 
was on his way to lunch. He saw 
Perkins in line at the window and he 
greeted him warmly. 

"How are tricks, old man ?" 
Perkins started and recognized his 

one-time co�Iaborer. "Oh, hello, De� 
M " h 'd "F' fin " ar, e sat . me, e. 

''Why not have lunch with me ?'' 
Perkins considered. He looked criti� 

cally at his watch and then sharply at 
DeMar. "Can we get through in 

thirty minutes ?" He wished he had 
said twenty�eight minutes. It would 
have sounded more effective. 

"Sure." 
DeMar waited until Perkins's turn 

at the window had come. Then, 
together, they went to a cafeteria. 
They took an inconspicuous table in 
a corner of the room and began to eat. 
Perkins ate in a preoccupied manner 
and he was pleased to notice that 
DeMar was watching him curiously. 
Finally DeMar spoke. 

"What do you do with yourself 
these days, old -man?" 

That was the question for which 
Perkins had waited. "My work is of a 
rather private nature," he. said. "I am 
a detective." 

"No!" DeMar said. "No!" 
Perkins nodded silently and rested 

his hand on DeMar's arm. "At the 
moment - and this is in strict con� 
fidence - I am making a separate 
and personal investigation of the 
robbery of the Manhattan Com
mercial Bank and Trust Company." 

Only then did Perkins notice that 
DeMar's prodigious emotion was not 
occasioned by amazement. A singular 
color had come into DeMar's face. 
His little eyes were almost shut. His 
fork had been dropped on the table. 
He exploded. He roared with laugh
ter. "Oh, that's the funniest thing I 
ever heard in my life. Wait till I 
tell the old gang; it'll paralyze them." 

He paid his check and staggered 
from the cafeteria, leaving Perkins 
rooted to the spot. His heart had 
turned to ice, his feet were unable 
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to move, and two actual tears flooded 
the rims of his eyes. 

Back in his room he sadly surveyed 
the two chambers which he had 
prepared as the background for his 
world -shaking career. There were his 
books - shelves that reached to the 
ceiling - and there in the other 
room, his microscope and his test 
tubes, his beakers and his retorts. 
A sort of frenzy gripped him. "If I 
could only have been on the spot 
that night," he said to himself. ''If I 
could only have gone through the 
tunnel on my hands and knees, if I 
only had some clue. A squashed stub 
of a cigarette, or even its ash. A 
hairpin at this time would be worth a 
fortune." 

He threw himself listlessly into an 
armchair. On the table beside the 
armchair was a meerschaum pipe, and 
on a ilook within easy. reach was a 
fore-and-after twe.ed cap. On the 
table was a humidor filled with shag 
tobacco. Even these props of greatness 
were no use to him in his time of 
travail. 

For ·half an hour Perkins did not 
move. He was thinking. Then slowly 
and painfully he spread out his collec
tions of newspaper clippings ; beside 
them he set the notes on his investiga
tions. For the thousandth time he 
began a course of reasoning, and he 
talked aloud. 

"We deduce," he mumbled, "the 
theft of three million four hundred 
thousand dollars, by an organized 
gang. Now -" and at that point 
Perkins was . illuminated by divine 

fire. "Now, since this sum of money 
was so intelligently attracted to the 
vaults, and since the vaults were so 
ingeniously rifled, may we not also 
deduce that the eventual conceal
ment and disposition of the money 
would be conducted on the same 
intellectual plane?" At this point 
Perkins stopped. It was a step in 
logic which he had not hitherto taken, 
a step in logic which the-police would 
doubtless overlook. Whoever had 
stolen the money would certainly 
cover their tracks and conceal the 
money as ingeniously as they had 
taken it. Once more Perkins spoke 
aloud to himself: 

"Would it be as clever to sling that 
inner vault into a waiting truck as it 
had been to mine beneath the build
ing? It wot1ld not. An automobile 
might be wrecked. lt might be 

-· arrested for speeding. Anything might 
happen to it." Perkins's brain, driven 
by desolation, worked with redoubled 
energy. They had actually arrested 
the driver of one of the vehicles and a 
veritable inquisition had adduced no 
information except that the driver 
had been hired to wait near the 
bank ·until a certain instant and then 
to flee precipitately toward Albany. 
Suppose the driver's story was true. 
It would mean that the escaping 
automobile had been merely a blind. 
Three other automobiles had escaped. 
Suppose they, too, had Q.een blinds. 
An airplane had left Newark field 
with mysterious passengers some time 
after the robbery. Suppose that also 
had been a blind. 
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Perkins was pale as death. He rose 
and strode back and forth across his 
room. " Ruses , "  he murmured.  
"Blinds," he shouted. "Eureka," he 
said, and finally, "Hot ziggity l" 

Another fact had pressed upon his 
intelligence. Immediately after the 
explosion the lights which flooded the 
excavation had been cut off. What did 
that mean ? It meant that the bank's 
inner vault was disposed of in the 
darkness that followed. It was not 
sent away in the fleeing trucks. It was 
moved somewhere in the small area of 
that darkness during its short dura
tiort. "Where?" Perkins spoke the 
word aloud while he stared at the 
chandelier. ' 'Where?" He pulled the 
end of his nose. He took the meer
schaum pipe. He filled it with shag. 
He paced the room. "Where?" He 
sank his chin upon his chest. "Where?" 
He gripped the bowl of his pipe in 
his fist. Not across the street, for the 
street was lighted. Not over the back 
of the excavation, for it was cut off 
by a brick �uilding. "Where?" To 
one side. And how? The inner vault 
was enormously heavy. It could not 
have been handled like a trunk. 
Cranes I Donkey engines I Windows I 
If- and Perkins was staggered by 
the thought - if the prize had not 
been sent away in the rapidly de
parting automobiles, it surely must 
have disappeared through one of the 
windows of the tall building on the 
side of the excavation opposite the 
bank! 

· 
Ten minutes later Perkins was on 

his way to the scene of the crime. 

With a little j udicious questioning he 
elicited the fact that a short while 
before the excavation had started, a 
new firm had rented the offices on the 
third floor of that building. 

One of the facts most frequently 
alluded to by the newspapers was that 
the small inner vault containing the 
money was exceedingly heavy and to 
move it in a few moments was no 
mean undertaking, but Perkins saw 
how it could have been accomplished 
- how it had been accomplished. 
The great blast, then darkness, then 
the slow, downward reaching of one 
of the powerful steam shovels. 

He concluded his investigations and 
once more went to the local police 
station. He would speak only Fo the 
captain, and his very persistence at 
last gained him an interview. 

"I suppose, "  the captain said, "you 
want to tell me that they're going to 
bomb Grand Central Station."  

Perkins sho9k his head. "No. It's 
about that bank robbery." 

"Listen -" the captain began sav
agely, for the bank robbery was the 
sorest point in his life. 

It was Perkins who interrupted 
him. It was Perkins now who was 
master of the situation, Perkins, who 
with a quiet indomitability compelled 
the other's attention. "It'll j ust take 
a minute," he said. "Please don't 
interrupt me. I'll sketch at first a 
few details of the robbery."  He pro
ceeded to do so. Then to. the increas
ingly irritated captain he said, "I 
presume you have never read a story 
entitled The Purloined Letter." 
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"Get to your point," the captain said. "That's the craziest thing I 

said. ever heard in my life, but it _makes 
"In The Purloined Letter,"· Perkins sense. If you're right, well -" He 

continued pleasantly, "a valuable rapped on his desk. 
document is hidden by being put in The recovery of the entire sum 
the regular letter box with other stolen from the Manhattan Com� 
letters. Detectives search the house, mercial Bank and Trust Company is 
ptobe pillows and so on without a matter of record, and of somewhat 
finding it, because, so to speak, it was dramatic record, for, when the police 
before their very eyes. I �_hink" - investigated the two�months�old of� 
and Perkins made his conclusion very fices of the firm of North & Griggson, 
dramatically - "that you will find which overlooked the Seward excava� 
the same condition applies to some tion, they were met with a hostile 
three million four hundred thousand reception. Two policemen were 
dollars for which you're searching." wounded and it was necessary to toss 

The captain spoke quickly. "Is that tear�gas bombs through the transom 
all you have to say? If it is, get out of to subdue the defenders of the bank's 
here, and the next time you show up funds. 
I'm going to send you over to the It was midnight when, flushed and 
Islan9 as a public nuisance." triumphant, the police captain knocked 

Perkins explained the rest of his on the door of Perkins's apartment. 
theory; that the automobiles and Perkins had expected the call. He 
trucks were merely to put the police was smoking his meerschaum and 
on the wrong scent, and that the loot wearing ·his fore�and-after cap. He 
was not in the automobiles ; and since looked up from a thick tome, the title 
it weighed so much, it could not have of which was cRIMINOLOGY, recognized 
been disposed of very easily, and the police captain and said, "Ah." 
certainly could not have been moved The captain was voluble. "I have 
evert from the excavation unless it been expecting you to come into the 
had been moved in the first few mo· station all afternoon," he said. "Listen, 
ments after the big vault had been guy. This is just about the greatest 
entered. Hence it must be concealed thing that ever happened to you. I 
somewhere in the same block as the haven't told the Commissioner who 
excavation. Perkins then demon· tipped me off yet, but I'm going down 
strated that the windows opposite to see him tonight, and I want you to 
the bank could easily be reached by come with me. I suppose you know 
the steam shovels, and that the steel that there's a reward on this thing big 
cargo in question would be nothing enough to set you up for the rest of 
to those powerful arms. your life? Get your coat and come 
. When he finished, the captain on." 
leaned forward. "Listen, guy," he Perkins shook his head. "Thanks," 
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he said, "but you'll excuse me, Cap
tain O'Hara." 

"Huh?" 
Perkins stretched and yawned in a 

... slightly bored manner. His moment 
had arrived, and from a thousand 
mystery novels he had learned how 
to wait. "The fanfare, the publicity, 
of such a thing is scarcely in my 
province, I'm a private investigator, 
and I prefer to remain in the shadow." 
Now Perkins frowned. "I can conduct 
my operations more easily if I'm 
unknown. I hope and trust that you 
will not mention my name publicly." 

The police captain was flabber
gasted. "But what'll I tell them, 
then ?" 

Perkins's smile was austere. "My· 
dear O'Hara, the simple chain of 
deduction which led to the location 
of that money was for me a most 
elementary process. Elementary, my 
dear O'Hara, elementary. Even you, 
under certain conditions, would be 
capable of it. You're young, life 
stretches before you. I insist that you 
a s s u m e  the  au thorship  o f  the  
discqvery." 

"You mean -" O'Hara said stum
blingly. 

"Tell the public you did it. Give 
the police credit. Of course I'd ap
preciate the mention of my name 
privately to the Commissioner inas
much as I am very anxious to obtain 
a slight favor from him." 

"Favor?" repeated the startled 
O'Hara. "He'll give you the City Hall 
for a skating rink tonight if you ask." 

Perkins shook his head. "No," he 

said, "I don't skate. But I would very 
much appreciate a police card which 
would allow me to pass unhindered 
through fire lines and the like." 

It was a blow thatstaggered O'Hara. 
But some Irish intuition told him that 
he had come upon a rare and magnifi
cent character. With a flourish he 
unpinned his gold- badge and placed 
it on Perkins's lapel. 

"If that's what you want," he said, 
"I'll see that you get it from the Com
missioner ; and the reward too.�' 

"One other thing," Perkins said, as 
an afterthought. "I'd appreciate it if 
the Commissioner would write a letter 
for me." 

"A letter?" O'Hara said. 
"Yes. A brief note to the effect that 

my services had not been without 
value to the department. A personal 
letter, you understand, to a man 
named DeMar, a friend of mine. 
A rather skeptical friend, I regret to 
say." 

It is not a matter of public record, 
but it is a fact that the check for the 
reward was given to Timothy O'Hara, 
that he promptly endorsed it and 
mailed it to Willis Perkins, that Willis 
Perkins returned it, that finally they 
divided it in equal parts, after many 
hours of harangue and argument, and 
that, at present, one Timothy O'Hara 
now an Inspector in the New York 
police force and one Willis Perkins, 
Private Investigator, regard each 
other with an almost infinite mutual 

. esteem - as two gentl$.:men of such 
high caliber should. 



L O S T  G I R L  

by WILLIAM MACHARG 

A
coP's troubles are other people's 

troubles too," O'Malley said, 
"and my trouble right now is that 
motion-picture actress Marva Tuller 
that has disappeared. This is a Missing 
Persons Bureau case, but now so many 
people have got sure that the lady 

· must be dead that us homicide cops 
are working on it. I guess you know 
about the case." 

"Of course," I said, "and so does 
everybody else who reads the news
papers. She had only small parts. Then 
she won a contest for a big part in a 
big picture and the night before the 
contract was to be signed she dis
appeared." 

"Right." 
"Some people thought it was pub

licity." 
"They don't think that now." 
"She was engaged to marry a man 

named Frederick Surrel and she broke 
the engagement and didn't see him. 
He begged her to meet him one last 
time and she went out in his car with 
him and no one has seen her since."  

"I  guess I don't  have to  tell you 
nothing." 

He had a police description of the 
girl and a small picture of her. She 
was quite lovely. 

"Well, I got to go round and be a 
cop," he stated. 

We saw the girl who had been Miss 
Tuller's closest friend. Her name was 
Miss Purling. We found her posing in 

·a photographer's studio and she didn't 
have mal).y clothes on. 

"Miss Purling, how do you figure 
this about Miss Tuller?" O'Malley 
asked her. 

"She's dead."  
"I guess you don't know that, 

though. " 
''I do. Listen : Marva and I had been 

going together for two years. We 
posed and we were in choruses and 
we got extra parts in pictures and did 
anything we could because we were 
sure some day we'd get our chance. 

- Well, she got her chance and it was a 
big one, and nothing but being dead 
could have stopped her from signing 
that contract." 

"That don't prove nothing, lady. 
Is this a good picture of her?" 

"Yes. The police wanted a picture 
and I picked one that was the best of 
her." 

"She ever talk to you about that 
guy Surrel?" 

"She told me she was going to marry 
him. Then afterward she told me she 
wasn't but she wouldn't tell me why. 
She_ wouldn't have married anybody 
now because she was going to Cali
for.nia." 

"I hear the first thing this guy Sur
rei did," O'Malley told me after we 
left Miss Purling, "was go get himself 
a lawyer." 

\Ve went and sa\v Surrel. The police 
report on him said that he was in-

Copyright 1940 by William MacHarg 
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terested in the theater and wrote 
plays and pictures but nobody pro
duced them. We found him at home. 
It was a handsome· big apartment and 
another man was with him. They both 

. were about twenty-six years old and 
were good-looking. 

"Another policeman?" the second 
man inquired. 

"That's right." 
"You don't have to answer any 

questions, Fred," the man said to 
Surrel. 

"You this guy's lawyer?" O'Malley 
asked. 

"I don't have to answer that either, 
-but I will. Yes. I live with him and my 
name is Hern." 

"Sure he'll answer. This guy was en
gaged to that lady. She got a picture 
contr;Jct and broke off with him. He 
took her out riding and she never 
came back. The question is, did he 
knock her off?" 

"Certainly not," Surrel replied. 
"She broke o�r engagement some 
time before she got the contract. I ad
mit I tried to get her to reconsider 
about me and we went for a drive to 
talk it over." 

"Drove where?" 
"Out Riverside Drive. Then we 

drove back again. We had some words 
about her breaking the engagement 
and she got out of the car." 

"Yeah? Where was this?"  
"At Seventy-second street. I never 

saw her afterward." 
We examined Surrel's car. The po

lice had examined it before. 
There was no sign that anything 

had happened in it. 
"You're stuck, O'Malley," I de

clared. 
"You're telling me?" 
"Your whole police department's 

stuck. You can't arrest anybody be
cause you can't even prove there's 
been a crime. That girl may show up 
any day, if not in New York, then 
somewhere else --...: maybe in Cali
fornia." 

'"I got no idea she will show up. 
We'll see where she li{red." 

It was a small, haphazardly fur
nished apartment. There were a lot of 
pictures of Miss Tuller. There had 
been letters, some of them from men,_ 
but the police had taken those. The 
letters hadn't helped them. 

There was some jewelry and O'Mal" 
ley examined it carefully. 

"Nobody bumped her off for her 
jewelry," he remarked, "because this 
stuff ain't worth it." 

He took some of the pictures, and 
we went bacf to headquarters. I saw 
him every day after that but he said 
there was nothing new about the case. 

"I guess we found everybody that 
ever went with that girl," he told me, 
"but if one of 'em wanted to get rid of 
her we got no proof of it." 

The next morning's papers said the 
police were prepared to make an ar· 
rest. I found O'Malley. 

"Whom are you going to arrest?" I 
asked. 

"Why, nobody. Us cops have to say 
things like· that sometimes just be
cause we don't know nothing else to 
say." 
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"Then you're incompetent," I told 

him. "I have been analyzing this case 
and it is entirely simple. It's certain 
that girl was murdered, and you have 
found only one man who had an op
portunity and a motive. Surrel was 
the last person with her and he admits 
they quarreled. You should arrest 
h. , Im. . 

"You're good. But we can't arrest 
nobody till we know what happened 
to the girl." . 

"You make me sick!" I shouted. 
He was going to the precinct sta

tion and I asked him why. 
"Well, we all been running our legs 

off asking questions of these people, 
so now we figure they got to come to 
us. " 

I went along. A captain of homicide 
detectives was at the station house 
and had the use of the precinct cap
tain's office. A huge enlargement of a 
picture of Miss Tuller was on the desk 
and a big opal brooch was lying on it. 
Miss Purling was waiting in an outer 
room with some o�er people. There 
was a man, Feld, who was connected 
with the picture company, and an
other one named Millen, who was in 
the theater business, and a man named 
Shoener and a couple of girls. Then 
Surrel and his lawyer came in. Then 
some more people came in. When they 
were all there, a cop showed them into 
the captain's office. 

"We are preparing to make an ar
rest in the Tuller case," the captain of 
detectives told them. "You people 
have all made statements, and some of 
you have told the truth and some of 

you haven't - you know which. Be
fore we go further I'm going to give 
any of you who wants it a chance to 
change your statement. A stenog� 
rapher has your statements in the 
next room. You can go in there one ·by 
one and look them over and make any 
changes you wish."  

A cop showed Miss Purling into the 
next room. We waited. After a white 
Miss Purling came out and went away 
and Shoener went in. When he came 
out, one of the girls went in. 

"I've things I ought to be attend
ing to," I whispered to O'Malley, 
"but I don't want to miss .anything." 

"There ain't nothing going to hap� 
pen here. You go along. If anything 
happens later on, I'll call you up." 

I went about my business and about 
ten o'clock that night he called me up. 

"Come on," he said, "to head
quarters." 

I grabbed a cab and went to head
quarters but I didn't go in because 
O'Malley and a couple of plain-clothes 
cops were just getting into a car. 

"Did somebody change his state
ment?" I inquired. 

"You can't be that dumb !" 
We drove out on LongJsland. Near 

Hempstead we turned onto a dirt 
road and came to a deserted house. 
The yard was filled with cops, and 
some men were taking deb tis out of an 
old dry well. We stood around and 
waited and pretty soon they found 
Miss Tuller under the debris: 

"Perhaps now, " I said to O'Malley, 
"you'll make that arrest." 

"You're a little late. They got the . 
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guy pinched before now." Surrel. Then later on Miss Tuller won 
We drove back to headquarters. I that picture contract. There couldn't 

thought the man they had arrested no guy mean as much to Miss Tuller 
would be Surrel but it turned out to as that contract did and maybe by that 
be the lawyer. O'Malley went into time she had begun finding out what 
an inside room where they were ques- kind of guy Hern is. Anyway, she told 
tioning Hern and in about half an Hem it had to be over between 'em 
hour he came out again. after she signed. The night Miss Tuller 

"We got it now," he declared. got killed she seen both those men. 
"How was it ?" She went for that ride with Surrel and 
"Bern knocked her off. This Surrel then met Hern. Hern had rented a 

is a good kind of guy with enough 'drive yourself car and they went out 
money so he don't have to work, and to that empty house on Long Island 
he was interested in theater and pic- where Hem's folks lived when he was 
ture people. Him and Hern knew each a kid. They had went there sometimes 
other since they were kids living on before. Hern quarreled with her there 
Long Island, and Bern had a small job because she was quitting him and he 
with a law firm and he wasn't making bumped her off." 
enough money to live very well. So "How did you find all this out?" 
this good-natured Surrel says to him "We didn't. Hem just now told us. 
'You come and live with me till things Say, listen : Circumstances was such 
get better with you, and you won't that it looked certain this Miss Tuller 
have to pay no more than you are had been knocked off but we couldn't 
paying.' Surrel was engaged to Miss find no body. We had a list made of 
Tuller when Bern went to live with . everybody that she knew well, and we 
him, and Hern met her and he got checked up where everybody was the 
crazy over her. Well, you can't never night she was killed, and we crossed 
tell what them girls will do. This off the list all the ones that couldn't 
Tuller girl had a good guy that wanted have had nothing to do with it. So then 
to marry her, and she went and fell for we had about a dozen people left.;' 
Hern, who is excitable and not very "Was Hern on the list?" 
much better than a well-dressed bum, "Not at first. We put cops tailing 
and she began to meet him without them dozen people twenty-four hours 
Surrel knowing, and Miss Purling a day, but we didn't learn nothing. So 
didn't know it neither, because when I wondered was there some way to 
Miss Tuller was with Hern, Miss Purl- make whoever had knocked off the 
ing thought she was with Surrel. Miss girl tell where he was. I and you had 
Tuller broke her engagement to Surrel went to Miss Tuller's place · and we 
because of Hern, but she wouldn't tell seen a lot of pictures of the girl and 
him why. Hern didn't have no money seen her jewelry, and I took some of 
and didn't want to quit living with the pictures of her in different kinds 
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of clothes. Well, I didn't have no par- to ask nothing at the station house 
ticular plan in doing that, but I kept when she seen it. I knew whoever 
looking at the pictures. So I noticed knocked the girl off wouldn't ask 
in one of 'em she had on a brooch that nothing. Well, we might have missed 
I hadn't seen among her jewelry. I out on it. Hern had been with Surrel 
asked Miss Purling was Miss Tuller all the time, and we thought he was 

· wearing that brooch when she dis- just looking after Surrel's interests. It 
appeared and Miss Purling didn't didn't come to us he was keeping 
know, but I figured she must have if track that way of what was done by 
it wasn't among her jewelry. So then us cops, and it wasn't until right at the 
I got that idea." last we put some cops to follow him. 

"What idea?" -, Hern was kind of smart about going 
"You seen what the girl had on out there to Long Island. He didn't 

when she was took out of the well, so know he was being followed, but he 
why ask that? She had on that brooch. borrowed Surrel's car and he drove up 
I figured if somebody had knocked to Westchester and he crossed to Long 
the girl off, he was worrying for fear Island on the ferry and went and took 
she would be found ; so if we could a look to see if the well had been dis
make him think maybe she had been turbed, and then he come back again 
found, but not be sure of it, there by way of Westchester. The cops that 
wasn't no guy could be strong enough was following him searched his fam
not to go where he had hid her and ily's old house and found blood on the 
take a look. Miss Purling remembered porch. So then they telephoned us 
that that guy Shoener had given Miss and we arrested him when he got to 
Tuller the brooch and he told me town. They kept on searching the 
where he had bought it, and I seen the place and a lot of stuff had been thrown 
jewelers and showed 'em the picture in that old well and they found Miss 
and they remembered the brooch. Tuller's hat in it. So then we knew 
They made me another just like it. she was in the well. When we told 
Then we give out that we were going Hern how he himself had told us 
'to make an arrest and we fixed up a where to look for her, he broke down 
game about them statements to get all and told us why he killed her." 
them people to the station house. We "Not bad police work, O'Malley." 
had that big picture of Miss Tuller "Why, it's a satisfaction that we 
made and put it on the desk, and we got the guy. Us cops have so much 
put the brooch on top of it, because trouble with them lawyers when we're 
that way w� made sure that there giving evidence in court that it's 

· wouldn't nobody miss seeing the going to be a pleasure to get one of'em 
brooch. I had to tell Miss Purling not electrocuted." 

·o· 
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Once upon a time, while we were browsing in Bart· 
lett's FAMI

-
LIAR QUOTATIONS for the exact wording 

of a will-o' -the-wisp of the memory, we came upon, 
quite by accident, two references to "marshes." 
Immediately it occu"ed to us that we could make 
use of the two allusions if ever we had occasion to 
write about the two Marshes in the field of the detec
tive short story - especially since the two quotations 
possessed an uncanny application and relevance. 
Take, for example, what the poet Sidney Lanier 

� wrote in his " The Marshes of Glynn" : " Ye marshes, Jzow candid and 
simple and nothing-withholding and free, Ye publish yourselves to the 
sky . • ." It is almost as if Sidney Lanier could see into the future, predict 
that there would be two detective-story wn·ting Marshes, that their styles 
would be seemingly candid and simple and free, that they would play fair 
with their readers - nothing-withholding - and consequently be pub
lished "to the sky." Remarkable prescience, indeed! -for there was Richard , 
Marsh of an earlier generation, and there is Ngaio Marsh of today. 

Richard Marsh's contribution to the detective short story consists of 
four books, none of which, alas, is well-k!zown among modern readers. 
The first was published in 1898 and called CURIOS : SOME STRANGE AD· 
VENTURES OF TWO BACHELORS. It is, as the title informs US, a curious 
book, containing some strange and fascinating mysteries, and we plan to 
bring you at least two of them in forthcoming issues. bz 1900 Richard 
Marsh published an equally obscure volume - AN ARJSTOCRATIC 
DETECTIVE, containing a group of short stories about the Honorable 
Augustus Champnell, son of the Earl of Glenlean. In 1909 appeared · 
THE GIRL IN THE BLUE DRESS, and in 1912 his best-f(!'lown volume of 
detective shorts - JUDITH LEE, whose adventures have been referred to . 
briefly by Willard Huntington Wright (S. S. Van Dirze) and Dorothy L. 
Sayers (by the latter in a mere footnote listing) but which have never 
been reprinted in any contemporary anthology or magazine. Perhaps 
some day we shall rescue Judith Lee from a rather undeserved oblivion; 
in her own way she was an unusual lady detective - she earned her living . 
as a teacher of the deaf and dumb, and her ability to read lips gave her tJ 

. peculiarly feminine advantage in the investigation of crime. 
Ngaio Marsh's reputation is based wholly on her detective novels, which 

critics all over the world have acclaimed as "suave, intelligent, and amus
ing." It wasn't until 1946 that Ngaio Marsh wrote her first detective short 
story - "I Can Find My Way Out," winner of a Third Prize in EQMM's 
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First Annual Contest. Rather, we publicized it as her first detective story 
and discovered that we were wrong only when tlze author herself advised us 
that she had written an earlier one in the late 1930s. Ofcourse you know 
what happened next: we promptly asked Miss Marsh to dig the old short 
story out of her files and send it to us as fast as an airplane can travel from 
New Zealand, J\1iss J\1arsh's home, to New York - which, praise be, 
Ngaio A1arsh proceeded to do. 

So, harking back to the work of Richard Marsh and unearthing Ngaio 
Marsh's true first-short-story is but to "dig deep in marshes old" - the 
second quotation gleaned so fortuitously from good old Bartlett. But 
Ngaio i\1arsh'sfirst short story is not old in .the sense of being old-fashioned. 
Perish the thought! "Death on the Air" is all that the critics have said 
about Ngaio Marsh's novels - it is suave, intelligent, and amusing. 
Further, it is an Inspector Roderick Alleyn story. And finally, it is a Christ
mas story - the perfect ending for this, our Holiday, issue. 

I 

D E AT H  O N  T H E  A I R 

by NGAIO MARSH 

ON THE 25th of D. ecember at 7.30 
a.m. Mr. Septimus Tonks was 

found dead beside his wireless set. 
It was Emily Parks, an under� 

housemaid, who discovered him. She 
butted open the door and entered, 
carrying mop, duster, and carpet� 
sweeper. At that precise moment she 
was greatly startled by a voice that 
spoke out of the darlness. 

"Good morning, everybody," said 
the voice in superbly inflected sylla
bles, "and a Merry Christmas !"  

Emily yelped, but not loudly, as 
she immediately realized what had 
happened. Mr. Tonks had omitted to 
turn off his wireless before going to 
bed. She drew back the curtains, re� 
vealing a kind of pale murk which was 
a London Christmas dawn, switched 

on the light, and saw Septimus. 
He was seated in front of the radio. 

It was a small but expensive set, 
specially built for him. Septimus sat 
in an armchair, his back to Emily and 
his body tilted towards the wireless. 

His hands, the fingers curiously_ 
bunched, were on the ledge �f the 
cabinet under the tuning and volume 
knobs. His chest rested against the 
shelf below and his head leaned on the 
front panel. 

He looked rather as though he was 
listening intently to the interior se� 
crets of the wireless. His head was 
bent so that Emily could see the bald 
top with its trail of oiled hairs. He did 
not move. 

"Beg pardon, sir," gasped Emily. 
She was again greatly startled. Mr. 
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Tonk's enthusiasm for radio had never 
before induced him to tune in at 
seven�thirty in the morning. 

"Special Christmas service," the 
cultured voice was saying. Mr. Tonks 
sat very still. Emily, in \common with 
the other servants, was terrified of her 
master. She did not know whether to 
go or to stay. She gazed wildly at 
Septimus and realized the he wore a 
dinner�jacket. The room was now 
filled with the clamor of pealing bells. 

Emily opened her mouth as wide 
as it would go and screamed and 
screamed and screamed. . . • 

Chase, the butler, was the first to 
arrive. He was a pale, flabby man but 
authoritative. He said : "What's the 

- meaning of this outrage ?" and then 
saw Septimus. He went to the arm
chair, bent down, and looked into his 
master's face. 

· 
He did not lose his head, but said 

in a loud voice : "My Gawd !"  And 
then to Emily : "Shut your face." 
By this vulgarism he betrayed his 
agitation. He seized · Emily by the 
shoulders and thrust her towards the 
door, where they were met by Mr. 
Hislop, the secretary,. in his dressing
gown. Mr. Hislop said : "Good heav
ens, Chase, what is the meaning -" 
and then his voice too was drowned in 
the clamor of bells and renewed 
screams. 

Chase put his fat white hand over 
Emily's mouth. 

"In the study if you please, sir. An 
accident. Go to your room, will you, 
and stop that noise or I'll give you 
something to make you. "  This to 

Emily, who bolted down the hall, 
where she was received by the rest 
of the staff who had congregated 
there. 

Chase returned to the study with 
Mr. Hislop and locked the door. They 
both looked down at the body of 
Septimus Tonks. The secretary was 
the first to speak. 

"But - but - he's dead," said 
little Mr. Hislop. 

"I suppose there can't be any 
doubt," whispered Chase. 

"Look at the face. Any doubt ! My 
God!" 

Mr. Hislop put out a delicate hand 
towards the bent head and then drew 
it back. Chase, less fastidious, touched 
one of the hard wrists, gripped, and 
then lifted it. The body at once tipped 
backwards as if it was made of wood. 
One of the hands knocked against the 
butler's face. He sprang back with an 
oath. 

There lay Septimus, his knees and 
his hands in the air, his terrible face 
turned up to the light. Chase pointed 
to the right hand. Two fingers and the 
thumb were slightly blackened. 

Ding, dong, dang, ding. 
"For God's sake stop those bells," 

cried Mr. Hislop. Chase turned off 
the wall switch. Into the sudden si� 
lence came the sound of the door
handle being rattled and Guy Tonk's 
voice on the other side. 

"Hislop! Mr. Hislop ! Chase ! What's 
the matter?" 

"Just a moment, Mr. Guy." Chase 
looked at the secretary. "You go, 

· sir." 
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So it was left to Mr. Hislop to 

break the news to the family. They 
listened to his stammering revelation 
in stupefied silence. It was not until 
Guy, the eldest of the three children, 
stood in the study that any practical 
suggestion was made. 

"What has killed him ?" asked Guy. 
''It's extraordinary," burbled His· 

lop. "Extraordinary. He looks as if 
he'd been -" 

"Galvanized, "  said Guy. 
"We ought to send for a doctor," 

suggested Hislop timidly. 
"Of course. Will you, Mr. Hislop? 

Dr. Meadows." 
Hislop went to the telephone and 

Guy returned to his family. Dr. 
Meadows lived on the other side of the 
square and arrived in five minutes. 

· He examined the body without mov· 
ing it. He questioned Chase and His· 
lop. Chase was very voluble about the 
burns on the hand. He uttered the 
word "electrocution" over and over 
a gam. 

"I had a cousin, sir, that was struck 
by lightning. As soon as I saw the 
hand -" 

"Yes, yes," said Dr. Meadows. "So 
you said. I can see the burns for my· 
self." 

"Electrocution," repeated Chase. 
"There'll have to be an inquest." 

Dr. Meadows snapped at him, sum· 
moned Emily, and then saw the rest 
of the family - Guy, Arthur, Phil· 
lipa, and their moth�r. They were 
clustered round a cold grate in the 
drawing-room. Phillipa was on her 
knees, trying to light the fire. 

"What was it?" asked Arthur as 
soon as the doctor came in. 

"Looks like electric shock. Guy, 
I'll have a word with you if you please. 
Phillipa, look after your mother, 
there's a good child. Coffee with a 
dash of brandy. Where are those damn 
maids ? Come on, Guy." 

Alone with Guy, he said they'd 
have to send for the police. 

"The police!" Guy's dark face 
turned very pale. "Why ? Wha�'s it 
got to do with them?" 

"Nothing, as like as not, but they'll 
have to be notified. I can't give a cer
tificate as things are. If it's electrocu· 
tion, how did it happen?" 

"But the police !" said Guy. "That's 
simply ghastly. Dr. Meadows, for 
God's sake couldn't you -?" 

"No, " said Dr. Meadows, "I 
couldn't. Sorry, Guy, but there it is." 

"But can't we wait a moment? 
Look at him again. You haven't  ex
amined him properly." 

"I don't want to move him, that's 
why. Pull yourself together boy. Look 
here. I've got a pal in the C.I.D. -
Alleyn. He's a gentleman and all that. 
He'll curse me like a fury, but he'll 
come if he's in London, and he'll make 
things easier for you. Go back to your 
mother. I'll ring Alleyn up." 

That was how it came about that 
Chief Detective-Inspector Roderick 
Alleyn spent his Christmas Day in 
harness. As a matter of fact he was on 
duty, and as he pointed out to Dr. ' 

Meadows, would have had to turn 
out and visit his miserable Tonkses 
in any case. When he did arrive it was 
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with his usual air of remote courtesy. 
He was accompanied by a tall, thick� 
set officer - Inspector Fox - and by 
the divisional police-surgeon. Dr. 
Meadows took them into the study. 
Alleyn, in his turn, looked at the hor� 
ror that had been Septimus. 

"Was he like this when he was 
found ?" 

"No. I understand he was leaning 
forward with his hands on the ledge of 
the cabinet. He must have slumped 
forward and been propped up by the 
chair arms and the cabinet." 

"Who moved him?" 
"Chase, the butler. He said he only 

meant to raise the arm. Rigor is well 
established." 

Alleyn put his hand behind the 
rigid neck and pushed. The body fell 
forward into its original position. 

"There you are, Curtis," said AI .. 
· leyn to the divisional surgeon. He 

turned to Fox. ' 'Get the camera man, 
will you, Fox?" 

The photographer took four shots 
and departed. Alleyn marked the 
position of the hands and feet with 
chalk, made a careful plan of the room 
and then turned to the doctors . . 

"Is it electrocution, do you think?" 
' 'Looks like it," said Curtis. "Have 

to be a p.m. of course." 
"Of course. Still, look at the hands. 

Burns. Thumb and two fingers 
bunched together and exactly the 

· distance between the two knobs 
apart. He'd been tuning his hurdr 
gurdy." 

"By gum," said Inspector Fox, 
speaking for the first time. 

' 'D'you mean he got a lethal shock 
from his radio ?" asked Dr. Meadows. 

"I dori't know. I merely conclude 
he had his hands on the knobs when 
he died." 

"It was still going when the house· 
maid found him. Chase turned it off 
and got no shock." . 

"Yours, partner," · said Alleyn, 
turning to Fox. Fox stooped down to 
the wall switch. 

"Careful," said Alleyn. 
"I've got rubber soles," · said Fox, 

and switched it  on.  The radio 
hummed, gathered volume, and found 
itself. 

"No-oel, No-o-el," it  roared. Fox. 
cut it off and pulled out the wall 
plug. 

"I'd like to have a look inside this 
set," he said. 

"So you shall, old boy, so you 
shall," rejoined Alleyn. "Before you 
begin, I think we'd better move the 
body. Will you see to that, Mead� 
ows ? Fox, get Bailey, will you? He's 
out in the car." 

Curtis, Hislop, and Meadows car·. 
ried Septimus Tonks . into a spare 
downstairs room. It was a difficult and 
horrible business with that contorted 
body. Dr. Meadows came back alone, 
mopping his brow, to find Detective
Sergeant Bailey, a fingerprint ex
pert, at work on the wireless cabinet. 

"What's all this?" asked Dr. Mead· 
ows. "Do you want to find out if he'd . 
been fooling round with the innards?" 

"He," said Alleyn, "or - some-
body else." 

· 
"Umph !" Dr. Meadows looked at 



D E A T H  O N  T H E  A I R  I I I  

the Inspector. "You agree with me, it 
seems. Do you suspect -?" 

"Suspect ?  I 'm the least suspicious 
man alive. I'm merely being tidy. 
Well, Bailey ?" 

"I've got a good one off the chair 
arm. That'll be the deceased's, \lon't 
it, sir?" 

· 
"No doubt. We'll check up later. 

What about the wireless ?" 
Fox, wearing a glove, pulled off the 

knob of the volume control. 
"Seems to be O.K." said Bailey. 

"It's a sweet bit of work. Not too bad 
at all, sir." He turned his torch into 
the back of the radio, undid a couple 
of screws underneath the set, and 
lifted out the works. 

"What's the little hole for?"  asked 
Alleyn. 

"What's that, sir ?" said Fox. 
"There's a hole bored through the 

panel above the knob. About an 
eighth of an inch in diameter. The 
rim of the knob hides it. One might 
easily miss it. Move your 1torch, 
Bailey. Yes. There, do you see?" 

Fox bent down and uttered a bass 
growl. A fine needle of light came 
through the front of the radio. 

"That's peculiar, sir," said Bailey 
from the other side. "I don't get the 
idea at all." 

Alleyn pulled out the tuning knob. 
"There's another one there," he 

murmured. "Yes. Nice clean little 
holes. Newly bored. Unusual, I take 
it?" 

"Unusual's the word, sir," said Fox. 
"Run away, Meadows," said Al

leyn. 

.. Why the devil ?" asked Dr. Mead
ows indignantly. "What are you driv
ing at? Why shouldn't I be here?" 

"You ought to be with the sorrow
ing relatives. Where's your corpse
side manner?" 

"I've settled them. What are you _ 
up to?" 

"Who's being suspicious now?" 
asked Alleyn mildly. "You may stay 
for a moment. Tell me about the 
T onkses. 'Who are they ? What are 
they ? What sort of a man was Septi
mus?'' 

"If you must know, he was a damned 
unpleasant sort of a man." 

"Tell me about him." 
Dr. Meadows sat down and lit a 

cigarette. 
"He was a self-made bloke," he 

said, ��s hard as nails and - well, 
coarse rather than vulgar." 

"Like Dr. Johnson perhaps?" 
"Not in the least. Don't interrupt. 

I've known him for twenty-five years. 
His wife was a neighbor of ours in 
Dorset. Isabel Foreston. I brought the 
children into this vale of tears and, by 
jove, in many ways it's been one for 
them.)t's an extraordinary household. 
For the last ten years Isabel's condi
tion has been the sort that sends these 
psycho-jokers dizzy with rapture. 
I'm only an out-of-date G.P., and I'd 
just say she is in an advanced stage of 
hysterical neurosis. Frightened into 
fits of her husband." 

"I can't understand these holes," 
grumbled Fox to Bailey. 

"Go on, Meadows," said Alleyn. 
"I tackled Sep about her eighteen 
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months ago. Told him the trouble was 
in her mind. He eyed me with a sort 
of grin on his face and said : 'I'm sur· 
prised to learn that my wife has 
enough mentality to -' But look 
here, Alleyn, I can't talk about my 
patients like this. ·what the devil am 
I thinking about." 

"You know perfectly well it'll go 
no further unless -" 

. "Unless what?" 
"Unless it has to. Do go on. "  
But Dr. Meadows hurriedly with· 

drew behind his professional rectitude. 
All he would say was that Mr. Tonks 
had suffered from high blood pres· 
sure and a weak heart, that Guy was 
in his father's city office, that Arthur 
had wanted to study art and had been 
told to read for law, and that Phillipa 
wanted to go on the stage and had 
been told to do nothing of the sort. 

"Bullied his children, ""  commented 
Alleyn. 

"Find out for yourself. I'm off." 
Dr. Meadows got as far as the door 
and came back. 

"Look here," he said, "I'll tell you 
one thing. There was a row here last 
night. I'd asked Hislop, who's a sensi· 
ble little beggar, to let me know if 
anything happened to upset Mrs. Sep. 
Upset her badly, you know. To be in· 
discreet again, I said he'd better let 
me know if Sep cut up rough because 
Isabel and the young had had about 
as much of that as they could stand. · 
He was drinking pretty heavily. His· 
lop rang me up at ten-twenty last 
night to say there'd been a hell of a 
row; Sep bullying Phips - Phillipa, 

you know ; ahvays call her Phips - in 
her room. He said Isabel - Mrs. Sep 
- had gone to bed. I'd had a big 
day and I didn't want to turn out. I 
told him to ring again in half an hour· 
if things hadn't quieted down. I 
told him to keep out of Sep's way 
and stay in his own room, which is 
next to Phip's, and see if she was all 
right when Sep cleared out. Hislop 
was involved. I won't tell you how . 
The servants were all out. I said that 
if I didn't hear from him in half an 
hour I'd ring again and if there was no 
answer I'd know they were all in bed 
and quiet. I did ring, got no answer, 
and went to bed myself. That's all. 
I'm off. Curtis knows where to find 
me. You'll want me for the inquest, I 
suppose. Goodbye." 

When he had gone Alleyn em· 
barked on a systematic prowl round 
the room. Fox and Bailey were still 
deeply engrossed with the wireless. 

"I don'c�ee how the gentleman 
could have got a bump-off from the 
instrument," grumbled Fox. "These 

· control knobs are quite in order. 
Everything's as it should l .. Look 
here, sir." 

He turned on the wall switch and 
tuned in. There was a prolonged hum· 
ming. 

". . • concludes the program of 
Christmas carols, ;, said the radio. 

"A very nice tone," said Fox ap· 
provingly. 

"Here's something sir," announced 
Bailey suddenly. 

"Found the sawdust, have you ?'' 
said Alleyn. 
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"Got it  in one," said the startled 

Bailey. 
. 

Alleyn peered into the instrument, 
using the torch. He scooped up two 
tiny traces of sawdust from under the 
holes. 

"'Vantage number one," said Al� 
leyn. He bent down to the wall plug. 
"Hullo ! A two�way adapter. Serves 
the radio and the radiator. Thought 
they were illegal. This is a rum busi� 
ness. Let's have another look at those 
knobs." 

He had his look. They were the 
usual wireless fitments, bakelite knobs 
fitting snugly to the steel shafts that 
proj ected from the front panel. 

"As you say," he murmured, "quite 
in order. Wait a bit." He produced a 
pocket lens and squinted at one of the 
shafts. "Y e�es. Do they ever wrap 
blotting-paper round these objects, 
Fox?" 

· 
"Blotting-paper!" ejaculated Fox. 

"They do not." 
Alleyn scraped at both the shafts 

with his penknifer holding an enve� 
lope underneath. He rose, groaning, 
and crossed to the desk. "A corner 
torn off the bottom bit of blotch," he 
said presently. "No prints on the 
wireless, I think you said, Bailey?" 

"That's right," agreed Bailey mo· 
rosely. 

"There'll be none, or too manv, on 
the blotter, but try, Bailey, try," 
said Alleyn. He wandered about the 
room, his eyes on the floor ; got as far 
as the window and stopped. 

"Fox!" he said. "A clue. A very 
palpable clue." 

"\Vhat is it?" asked Fox. 
"The odd wisp of blotting�paper; 

no less." Alleyn's gaze traveled up 
the side of the window curtain. "Can 
I believe my eyes ?" 

He got a chair, stood on the seat, 
and with his gloved hand pulled the 
buttons from the ends of the curtain 
rod. 

"Look at this. " He turned to the 
radio, detached the control knobs, and 
laid them beside ·the ones he had re· 
moved from the curtain rod. 

Ten minutes later Inspector Fox 
'knocked on the drawing-room door 
and was admitted by Guy Tonks. 
Phillipa had got the fire going and the 
family was gathered round it. They 
looked as though they had not moved 
or spoken to one another for a long 
time. 

It was Phillipa who spoke first to 
Fox. "Do you want one of us ?" she 
asked. 

"If you please, miss," said Fox. 
"Inspector Alleyn would like to see 
Mr. Guy Tonks for a moment, if con-
venient." 

· 
"I'll come, " said Guy, and led the 

way to the study. At the door he 
paused. ·"Is he - my father - still 
-?" 

"No, no, sir," said Fox comfortably. 
"It's all ship�shape in there again." 

With a lift of his chin Guy opened 
the door and went in, followed by 
Fox. Alleyn was alone, seated at the 
desk. He rose to his feet. 

"You want to speak to me?" asked 
Guy. 
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"Yes, if I may. This has all been 
a great shock to you, of course. Won't 
you sit down ?" 

Guy sat in the chair farthest away 
from the radio. 

"\Vhat killed my father? Was it a 
stroke?" 

"The doctors are not quite certain. 
There will have to be a post-mortem." 

"Good God ! And an inquest?" 
"I'm afraid so." 
"Horrible !" said Guy . violently. 

"What do they think was the matter? 
Why the devil do these quacks have 
to be so mysterious ? What killed 
him?" 

"They think an electric shock. " 
"How did it happen ?" 
"We don't know. It looks as if he 

got it from the wireless."  
"Surely that's impossible. I thought 

they were fool-proof." 
"I believe they are, if left to them� 

selves." 
For a second undoubtedly Guy was 

startled. Then a look of relief came 
into his eyes. He seemed to relax all 
over. 

"Of course," he said, "he was al� 
ways monkeying about with it. What 
had he done?" 

"Nothing." 
"But you said - if it killed him he 

must have done something to it." 
"If anyone interfered with the set 

it was put right afterwards." 
Guy's lips parted but he did not 

speak. He had gone very white. 
"So you see," said Alleyn, "your 

father could not have done any� 
thing." 

"Then it was not the radio that 
killed him." 

"That we hope will be determined 
by the post-mortem." 

"I don't know anything about wire� 
less," said Guy suddenly. "I don't un� 
derstand. This doesn't seem to make 
sense. Nobody ever touched the thing 
except my father. He was most par
ticular about it. Nobody went near · 
the wireless. ' '  

"I see. He was an enthusiast?" 
"Yes, · it was his only enthusiasm 

except - except his business." 
"One of my men is a bit of an ex� 

pert," Alleyn said. "He says this is a 
remarkably good set. You are not an 
expert you say. Is there anyone in the 
house who is ?" 

"My young brother was interested 
at one time. He's given it up. My 
father wouldn't allow another radio 
in the house." 

"Perhaps he may be able to suggest 
something.'' 

"But if the thing's all right now -" 
"We've got to explore every pos� 

sibility." 
"You speak as if - as - if - " 
"I speak as I am bound to speak be

fore there has been an inquest," said 
Alleyn. "Had anyone a grudge against 
your father, Mr. Tonks ?" 

Up . went Guy's chin again. He 
looked Alleyn squarely in the eyes. 

"Almost everyone who knew him," 
said Guy. 

"Is that an exaggeration?"  
"No. You think he was murdered, 

don't you?" 
Alleyn suddenly pointed to the 
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desk beside him. 
"Have you ever seen those before?" 

he asked abruptly. Guy stared at two 
black knobs that lay side by side on an 
ashtray. 

"Those?' '  he said. "No. What are 
they?" 

'�I believe they are the agents of 
your father's death." 

The study door opened and Arthur 
Tonks came in. 

"Guy," he, said, "what's happen
ing? We can't stay cooped up to
gether all day. I can't stand it. For 
God's sake what happened to him?" 

· "They think those things killed 
him," said Guy. 

"T\lose?" For a split second Ar
thur's glance slewed to the curtain
rods. Then, with a characteristic 
flic�er of his eyelids, he looked away 
a gam. 

"What do you mean?" he asked 
Alleyn. 

"Will you try one of those knobs 
on the shaft of the volume control?" 

"But," said Arthur, "they're met-
1 " a .  '· . 

"It's disconnected, "  said Alleyn. 
Arthur picked one of the knobs 

from the tray, turned to the radio, 
and fitted the knob over one of the 
exposed shafts. 

' 

"It's too loose," he said quickly, 
"it would fall off." 

"Not if it was packed .:...._ with blot
ting-paper, for instance." 

"Where did you find these things?" 
demanded Arthur. 

"I think you recognized them, 
didn't you? I saw you glance at the 

curtain-rod.'' 
"Of course I recognized them. I did 

a portrait of Phillipa against those 
curtains when - he - was away last 
year. I've painted the damn things." 

"Look here, " interrupted Guy, 
"exactly what are you driving at, Mr. 
Alleyn ? If you mean to suggest that 
my brother -.'' 

"I !"  cried Arthur. "What's it got 
to do with me? Why should you sup-
pose -.'' 

· 
"I found traces of blotting-paper 

on the shafts and inside the metal 
knobs," said Alleyn. "It suggested a 
substitution of the metal knobs for 
the bakelite ones. It is remarkable, 
don't you think, that they should so 
closely resemble one another? If you 
examine them, of course, you find 
they are not identical. Still, the dif
ference is scarcely perceptible. "  

Arthur did not answer this. He was 
still looking at the wireless. 

"I 've always wanted to have a look 
at this set," he said surprisingly. 

"You are free to do so now," said 
Alleyn politely. "We have finished 
with it for the time being." 

"Look here," said Arthur suddenly, 
"suppose metal knobs were substi
tuted for bakelite ones, it couldn't 
kill him. He wouldn't get a shock at  
all. Both the controls are grounded. "· 

"Have you noticed those very small 
holes drilled through the panel ?" . 
asked Alleyn. "Should they be there, 
do you think?" 

Arthur peer.ed at the little steel 
shafts. "By God, he's right, Guy," _ 
he said. "That's how it was done:' 
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"Inspector Fox," said Alleyn, "tells 
me those holes could be used for con
ducting wires and that a lead could be 
taken from the - the transformer, is 
it? - to one of the knobs." 

"And the other connected to 
earth," said Fox. "It's a job for an ex
pert. He could get three hundred 
volts or so that way." 

"That's not good enough,"  said 
Arthur quickly ; "there wouldn't be 
enough current to do any damage 
only a few hundredths of an amp." 

"I'm not an expert," said Alleyn, 
"but I'm sure you're right. ·why were 
the holes drilled then? Do you imag
ine someone wanted to play a prac
tical joke on your father?" 

"A practical joke ? On him?" Ar
thur gave an unpleasant screech of 
laughter. "Do you hear that, Guy?" 

"Shut up," said Guy. "After all, 
he is dead." 

"It seems almost too good to be 
true, doesn't it ?" 

"Don't be a bloody fool, Arthur. 
Pull yourself together. Can't you see 
what this means ? They think he's been 
murdered." 

· 
"Murdered ! They're wrong. None 

of us had the nerve for that, Mr. 
Inspector. Look at me. My hands are 
so shaky they told me I'd never be 
able to paint. That dates from when 
I was a kid and he shut me up in the 
cellars for a night. Look at me. Look 
at Guy. He's not so vulnerable, but 
he caved in like the rest of us. We 
were conditioned to surrender. Do 
you know -" 

"Wait a moment," said Alleyn 

quietly. "Y�ur brother is quite right, 
you know� You'd better think before 
you speak. This may be a case of 
homicide. ' '  

"Thank you , s ir ,"  said Guy 
quickly. "That's extraordinarily de
cent of you. Arthur's a bit above him
self. It's a shock. " 

"The relief, you mean," said Ar· 
thur. "Don't be such an ass. I didn't 
kill him and they'll find it out soon 
enough. Nobody killed him. There 
must be some. explanation." 
- "I suggest that you listen to me," . 

said Alleyn. "I'm going to put several 
questions to both of you. You need 
not answer them, but it will be more 
sensible to do so. I understand no one 
but your father touched this radio. 
Did any of you ever come into this 
room while it was in use ?" 

"Not unless he wanted to vary the 
program with a little bullying," said 
Arthur. 

Alleyn turned to Guy, who was 
glaring at his brother. 

"I �ant to know exactly what hap
pened · in this house last night. As far 
as the doctors can tell us, your father 
died not less than three and not more 
than eight hours before he was found. 
We must try to fix the time as ac
curately as possible." 

"I saw him at about a quarter to 
nine," began Guy slowly. "I was going 
out to a supper-party at the Savoy 
and had come downstairs. He was 
crossing the hall from the drawing
room to his room." . 

"Did you see him after a quarter to 
nine, Mr. Arthur?" 
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"No. I heard him, though. He was 

working in here with Hislop. Hislop 
had asked to go away for Christmas. 
Quite enough. My father discovered 
some urgent correspondence. Really, 
Guy, you know, he was pathological. 
I'm sure Dr. Meadow� thinks so." 

"When did you hear him?" asked 
Alleyn. 

"Some time after Guy had gone. I 
was working on a drawing in my room 
upstairs. It's above his. I heard him 
bawling at little Hislop. It must have 

· been before ten o'clock, because I 
went out to a studio party at ten. I 
heard him bawling as I crossed the 
hall." 

"And when," said Alleyn, "did you 
both return ?" 

"I came home at about twenty pa�t 
twelve," said Guy immediately. "I 
can fix the time because we had gone 
on to Chez Carlo, and they had a 
midnight stunt there. We left im- · 
mediately afterwards. I came home in . 
a taxi. The radio was on full blast." 

"You heard no voices?" 
"None. Just the wireless." 
"And you, Mr. Arthur?" . 
"Lord knows when I got in. After 

one. The house was in darkness. Not a 
sound." 

"You had your own key?" 
"Yes," said Guy. "Each of us has 

one. They're always left on a hook in 
the lobby. When I came in I noticed 
Arthur's was gone."  

"What about the others? How did 
you know it was his?" 

"Mother hasn't got one and Phips . 
lost hers weeks ago. Anyway, I knew 

they were staying in and that it must 
be Arthur who was <;>ut." 

"Thank you," said Arthur ironi
cally. 

'�You didn't look in the study when 
you came in," Alleyn asked him. 

"Good Lord, no," said Arthur as if 
the suggestion was fantastic. "I say,". 
he said suddenly, "I suppose he was 
sitting here - dead. That's a queer 
thought." He laughed nervously. 
"Just sitting here, behind the door in 
the dark." 

"How do you know it was in the 
dark ?" 

"What d'you mean ? Of course it 
was. There was no light under the 
door." 

"I. see. Now do you two mind join
ing your mother again ? Perhaps your 
sister will be kind enough to . come in 
here for a moment. Fox, ask her, will 
you ?" 

Fox returned to the drawing-room 
with Guy and Arthur and remained 
there, blandly unconscious of any em
barrassment his presence might cause 
the Tonkses. Bailey was already there, 
ostensibly examining the electric 
points. 

Phillipa went to the study at once. 
Her first remark was characteristic. 
"Can I be of any help?' '  asked 
Phillipa. 

"It's extremely nice of you to put it 
like that," said Alleyn. "I don't want 
to worry you for long. I'm sure this 
discovery has been a shock to you. ''  

"Probably/' said Phillipa. Alleyn 
glanced quickly at her. "I mean," she 
explained, "that I suppose I must be 
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shocked but I can't feel anything 
much. I just want to get it all over as 
soon as possible. And then think. 
Please tell me what has happened." 

Alleyn told her they believed her 
father had been electrocuted and that 
the circumstances were unusual and 
puzzling. He said nothing to suggest 
that the police suspected murder. 

"I don't think I'll be much help," 
. said Phillipa, "but go ahead." 

"I want to try to discover who was 
the last person to see your father or 
speak to him." 

"I should think very likely I was," 
said Phillipa compos�dly. "I had a 
row with him before I went to bed." 

"What about ?" 
"I don't see that it matters." 
Alleyn considered this. When he 

spoke again it was with deliberation. 
"Look here," he said, "I think there 

is very little doubt that your father 
was killed by an electric shock from 
his wireless set. As far as I know the 
circumstances are unique. Radios are 
normally incapable of giving a lethal 
shock to anyone. We have examined 
the cabinet and are inclined to think 
that its internal arrangements were 
disturbed last night. Very radically 
disturbed. Your father may have ex� 
perimented with it. If anything hap� 
pened to interrupt or upset him, it is 
possible that in the excitement of the 
moment he made some dangerous re� 
adjustment." • 

"You don't believe that, do you?" 
asked Phillipa calmly. 

"Since you ask me," said Alleyn, 
"no." 

"I see," said Phillipa ; "you think he 
was murdered, but you're not sure." 
She had gone very white, but she 
spoke crisply. "Naturally you want to 
find out about my row." 

"About everything that happened 
last evening," amended Alleyn. 

"What happened was this," said 
Phillipa ; "I came into the hall some 
time after ten. I'd heard Arthur go 
out and had looked at the clock at 
five past. I ran into my father's secre� 
tary, Richard Hislop. He turned 
aside, but not before I saw . , . not 
quickly enough. I blurted out :  'You're 
crying.' We loo·ked at each other. I 
asked him why he stood it. None of 
the other secretaries could. He said he 
had to. He's a widower with two 
children. There have been doctor's 
bills and things. I needn't tell you 
about his . . . about his damnable 
servitude to my father nor about the 
refinements of cruelty he'd had to 
put up with. I think my father was 
mad, really mad, I mean. Richard 
gabbled it all out to me higgledy� 
piggledy in a sort of horrified whisper. 
He's been here two years, but I'd 
never realized until that moment 
that we . . .  that . . .  " A  faint flush 
came into her cheeks. ''He's such a 
funny little man. Not at all the sort 
I've always thought . . . not good� 
looking or exciting or anything. "  

She stopped, looking bewildered. 
"Yes?" said Alleyn. 
"Well, you see - I suddenly re� 

alized I was in love with him. He 
realized it too. He · said : 'Of course, 
it's quite hopeless, you know. Us, I 
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mean. Laughable, almost.' Then I put 
my arms round his neck and kissed 
him. It was very odd, but it seemed 
quite natural. The point is my father 
came out of this room irito the hall 
and saw us. " 

"That was bad luck," said Alleyn. " "Yes, it was. My father really 
seemed delighted. He almost licked 
his lips. Richard's efficiency had irri
tated my father for a long time. It 
was difficult to find excuses for being 

_ beastly to him. Now, of course • • .  
He ordered Richard to the study and 
me to my room. He followed me up
stairs. Richard tried to come too, but 
I asked him not to� My father . · . . I 
needn't tell you what he said. He 
put the worst possible construction on 
what he'd seen. He was absolutely 
foul, screaming at me like a madman. 
He was insane. Perhaps it was D. Ts. 
He drank terribly, you know. I dare 
say it's silly of me to tell you all this." 

"No," said Alleyn. 
"I can't feel anything at all. Not 

even relief. The boys are frankly re
lieved. I can'.t feel afraid either." She 
stared meditatively at Alleyn. "In
nocent people needn't feel afraid, 
need they?" 

"It's an axiom of police investiga
tion," said Alleyn and wondered if 
indeed she was innocent. 

· .. It just can't be murder," said 
Phillipa. "We were all too much afraid 
to kill him. I believe he'd win even if 
you murdered him. He'd hit back 
somehow." She put her hands to her 
eyes. "I'm all muddled,"  she said. 
. "I thinK. you are more upset than 

you realize. I'll be as quick as I can. 
Your father made this scene in your 
room. You say he screamed. Did any
one hear him?" 

"Yes. Mummy did. She came in." 
"What happened?" 
"I said : 'Go away, darling, it's all 

right. '  I didn't want her to be in
volved. He nearly killed her with the 
things he did. Sometimes he'd • • •  
we never · knew what happened be
tween theni. It was all secret,· like a 
door shutting quietly as you walk 
along a passage. ' '  

"Did she go away?" 
"Not at once. He told her he'd 

found out that Richard and I were 
lovers. He said . . .  it doesn't mat
ter. I don't want to tell you. She was 
terrified. He was stabbing at her in 
some way I couldn't understand. 
Then, quite suddenly, he told her to 
go to her own room. She went at once 
and he followed her. He locked me in. 
That's the last I saw of him, but I 
heard him.,go downstairs later." 

"Were you locked in all night?" 
"No. Richard Hislop's room is next 

to mine. He came up and spoke 
through the wall to me. He wanted to 
unlock the door, but I said better not 
in case - he - came back. Then, 
much later, Guy came home. As he 
passed my door I tapped on· it. The 
key was in the lock and he turned it." 

"Did you tell him what had hap· 
pened ?" 

"Just that there'd been a row. He 
only stayed a moment.'' 

· "Can you hear the radio from your 
room?" 



1 2e E L'L B R Y  Q U E E N ' s M Y S T E R Y  M A G A ZI N E  

She seemed surprised. 
"The wireless? Why, yes. Faintly." 
"Did you hear it after your father 

returned to the study?" 
"I don't remember." 
"Think. While you lay awake all 

that long time until your brother 
came home?" 

"I'll try. When he came out and 
found Richard and me, it was not 
going. They had been working, you 
see. No, I can't remember hearing it 
at all unless - wait a moment. Yes. 
After he had gone back to the study 
from mother's room I remember there 
was a loud crash of static. Very loud. 
Then I think it was quiet for some 
time. I fancy I he�rd it again later. 
Oh, I've remembered something els�. 
After the static my bedside radiator 
went out. ! suppose there was some
thing wrong with the electric sup
ply. That would account for both, 
wouldn't it? The heater went on 
again about ten minutes later." 

"And did the radio begin again 
then, do you think?" 

"I don't know. I'm very vague 
about that. It started again sometime 
before I went to sleep." 

"Thank you very much indeed. I 
won't bother you any longer now." 

"All right," said Phillipa calmly, 
and went away. 

Alleyn sent for Chase and ques
tioned him about the rest of the staff 
and about the discovery of the body. 
Emily was summoned and dealt with. 
When she departed, awe-struck but 
complacent, Alleyn turned to the 
butler. 

"Chase," he said, "had your master 
any peculiar habits ?" 

"Yes, sir." 
"In regard to his use of the wire

less?" 
"I beg pardon, sir. I thought you 

meant generally speaking." 
"Well, then, generally speaking." 
"If I may scty so, sir, he was a mass 

of them." 
"How long have you been with 

h. ?" tm. 
"Two months, sir, and due to leave 

at the end of this week." 
"Oh. Why are you leaving?" 
Chase produced the classic remark 

of his kind. 
"There are some things," he said, 

"that flesh and blood will not stand, 
sir. One of them's being spoke to like 
Mr. Tonks spoke to his staff." 

"Ah. His peculiar habits, in fact?" 
"It's my opinion, sir, he was mad. 

Stark, staring." 
"With regard to the radio. Did he 

tinker with it?" 
"I can't say I've ever noticed, sir. I 

believe he knew quite a lot about . 
wireless." 

"When he tuned the thing, had he 
any particular method ? Any charac
teristic attitude or gesture?" 

"I don't think so, sir. I never no
ticed, and yet I've often come into the 
room when he was at it. I can seem to 
see him now, sir." 

"Yes, yes," said Alleyn swiftly. 
"That's what we want. A clear men· 
tal picture. How was it now? Like 
this?" 

In a moment he was across the room 
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and seated in Septimus's chair. He 
swung round to the cabinet and raised 
his right hand to the tuning control. 

"Like this? ' '  
· 

"No, sir," said Chase promptly, 
"that's not him at all. Both hands it 
should be." 

"Ah." Up went Alleyn's left hand 
to the volume controL "More like 
this?" 

"Yes, sir," said Chase slowly. "But 
there's something else and I can't 
recollect what it was. Something he 
was always doing. It's !n the back of 
my head. You know, sir. Just on the 
edge of my memory, as you might 
say. " 

"I know." 
"It's a kind - something - to do 

with irritation, "  said Chase slowly. 
"Irritation? His?" 
"No. It's no good, sir. I can't get it." 
"Perhaps later. Now look here, 

Chase, what happened to all of you 
last night? All the servants, I mean." 

"We were all out, sir. It being 
Christmas Eve. The mistress sent for 
me yesterday morning. She said we 
could take the evening off as soon as 
I had taken in Mr. Tonks' grog�tray 
at nine o'clock. So we went," ended 
Chase simply. 

"When?''  
"The rest of the staff got away 

about nine. I left at ten past, sir, and 
returned about eleven�twenty. The 
others were back then, and all in bed. 
I went straight to bed myself, sir." 

"You came in by a back door,- I 
suppose?" 

"Yes, sir. We've been talking it 

over. None of us noticed anything 
unusual." 

"Can you hear the wireless in your 
part of the house ?" 

"No, sir." 
"Well," said Alleyn, looking up 

from his notes, "that'll do, thank you." 
Before Chase reached the door Fox 

came m. 
"B d . " 'd F "I eg par on, str, sat ox, 

j ust want to take a look at the Radio 
Times on the desk." 

He bent over the paper, wetted a 
gigantic thumb, and turned a page. 

"That's it, sir," shouted Chase sud
denly. "That's what I tried to think 
of. That's what he was always doing." 

"But what?" 
"Licking his fingers, sir. It was a 

habit," said Chase. "That's what he 
always did when he sat down to the 
radio. I heard Mr. Hislop tell the doc
tor it nearly drove him demented, 
the way the master couldn't touch a 
thing without first licking his fingers." 

"Quite so," said Alleyn. "In about 
ten minutes, ask Mr. Hislop if he will 
be good enough to come in for a mo
ment. That will be all, thank you) 
Chase." 

"Well, sir," remarked Fox when 
Chase had gone, "if that's the case and 
what I think's right, it'd certainly 
make matters worse. "  

"Good heavens, Fox, what an 
elaborate remark. What does it 
mean?" 

"If metal knobs were substituted 
for bakelite ones and fine wires 
brought through those holes to make 
contact, then he'd get a bigger bump 
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if he tuned in with damp fingers." 
"Yes. And he always used both 

hands. Fox!" 
"Sir." 
"Approach the Tonkses again. You 

haven't left them alone, of course?" 
"Bailey's in there making out he's 

interested in the light switches. He's 
found the main switchboard under 
the stairs. There's signs of a blown fuse 
having been fixed recently. In a cup
board underneath there are odd 
lengths of flex and so on. Same brand 
as this on the wireless and the heater." 

"Ah, yes. Could the cord from the 
adapter to the radiator be brought 
into play ?" 

"By gum," said Fox, "you're right ! 
That's how it was done, Chief. The 
heavier flex was cut away from the 
radiator and shoved through. There 
was a fire, so he wouldn't want the 
radiator and wouldn't notice." 

"It might have been done that way, 
certainly, but there's little to prove it. 
Return to the bereaved Tonkses, my 
Fox, and ask prettily if any of them 
remember Septimus's peculiarities 

' when tuning his wireless."  
Fox met little Mr. HiSlop at  the 

door and left him alone with Alleyn. 
Phillipa had been right, reflected the 
Inspector, when she said Richard 
Hislop was not a noticeable man. He 
was nondescript. Grey eyes, drab 
hair; rather pale, rather short, rather 
insignificant; and yet last night there 
had flashed up between those two the 
realization oflove. Romantic but rum, 
thought Alleyn. 

"Do sit down," he said. "I want 

you, if you will, to tell me what hap� 
pened between you and Mr. Tonks -
last evening." 

"What happened ?" 
"Yes. You all dined at eight, I un� 

derstand. Then you and Mr. Tonks 
came in here?" 

"Yes." 
"What did you do?" 
"He dictated several letters." 
"Anything unusual take place?" 
"Oh, no." 
''Why did you quarrel?" 
"Quarrel !" The quiet voice j umped 

a tone. "We did not quarrel, Mr. 
Alleyn." 

'\Perhaps that was the wrong word. 
What upset you?" 

"Phillipa has told you?" 
"Yes. She was wise to do so. What 

was the matter, Mr. Hislop?" 
"Apart from the . . .  what she 

told you . . .  Mr. Tonks was a diffi
cult man to please. I often irritated 

· him. I did so last night." 
"In what way ?" . · "In almost every way. He shouted 

at me. I was startled and nervous, 
clumsy with papers, and making mis
takes. I wasn't well. I blundered and 
then . . . I . . . I broke down. I 
have always irritated him. My very 
mannerisms -'' 

"Had he no irritating mannerisms, 
himself?" 

"He! My God !" 
"What were they?" 
"I can't think of anything in par� 

ticular. It doesn't matter does it?" 
"Anything to do with the .wireless, 

for instance?" 
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There was a short silence. >. 
"No," said Hislop. 

· 
"Was the radio on in here last 

night, after dinner?" 
"For a little while. Not after 

after the incident in the hall. At least, 
I don't think so. I don't  remember." 

"What did you .do after Miss 
Phillipa and her father had gone ,up� 
stairs?" 

"I followed and listened outside the 
door for a moment." He had gone 

· very white and had backed away from 
the desk. 

"And then?" 
"I heard someone coming. I re� 

membered Dr. Meadows had told me 
to ring him up if there was one of the 
scenes. I returned here and rang him 
up. He told me to go to my room and 
listen. If things got any worse I was to 
telephone again. Otherwise I was to 
stay in my room. It is next to hers." 

"And you did this ?" He nodded. 
"Could you hear what Mr. Tonks 
said to her?" 

"A - a good deal of it." 
"What did you hear?" 
"He insulted her. Mrs. Tonks was 

there. I was just thinking of ringing 
Dr. Meadows up again when she and 
Mr. Tonks came out and went along 
the passage. I stayed in my room." 

"You did not try to speak to Miss 
Phillipa?" 

"We spoke through the wall. She 
asked me not to ring Dr. Meadows, 
but to stay in my room. In a little 
while, perhaps it was as much as 
twenty minutes - I really don't 
know - I heard him come back and 

go downstairs. I again spoke to 
Phillipa. She implored me not to do 
anything and said that she herself 
would speak to Dr. Meadows in the · 
morning. So I waited a little longer 
and then went to bed." 

"And to sleep ?" 
''My God, no!" 
"Did you hear the wireless again ?" 

� "Yes. At least I heard static." 
"Are you an expert on wireless?'' 
"No. I know the ordinary things. 

Nothing much." 
"How did you come to take this 

job, Mr. Hislop?" 
"I answered an advertisement." 
"You are sure you don't remember 

any particular mannerism of Mr. 
Tonks's in connection with the 
radio ?" 

"No." 
' 'And you can tell me no more 

about your interview in the study that 
led to the scene in the hall ?" 

"No." 
"Will you please ask Mrs. Tonks if 

she will be kmd enough to speak to 
me for a moment?" 

"Certainly," said Hislop, and went 
away. 

Septimus's wife came in looking 
like death. Alleyn got her to sit down 
and asked her about her movements 
on the preceding evening. She said 
she was feeling unwell and dined in 
her room. She went to bed immedi4 
ately afterwards. She heard Septimus 
yelling at Phillipa and went to Phil� 
lipa's . room. Septimus accused Mr. 
Hislop and her daughter of "terrible 
things." She got as far as this and then 
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broke down quietly. Alleyn was very 
gentle with her. After a little while he 
learned that Septimus had gone to 
her room with her and had continued 
to speak of "terrible things." 

'-'What sort of things ?" asked 
Alleyn. 

"He was · not responsible," said 
l5abel. "He did not know what he was 
saying. I think he had been drinking. "  

She thought he had remained with 
her for perhaps a quarter of an hour. 
Possibly longer. He left her abruptly 
and she heard him go along the pas
sage, past Phillipa's door, a·nd pre
sumably downstairs. She had stayed 
awake for a long time. The wireless 
could not be heard from her room. 
Alleyn showed her the curtain knobs, 
but she seemed quite unable to take 
in their significance. He let her go, 
summoned Fox, and went over the 
whole case. 

"What's your idea on the show?" 
he asked when he had finished. 

"Well, sir," said Fox, in his stolid 
way, "on the face of it the young 

. gentlemen have got<llibis. We'll have 
to check them up, of course, and I 
don't see we can go much further 
until we have done so. " 

"For the moment," said Allevn, 
"let us suppose Masters Guy and 
Arthur to be safely established behind 
cast-iron alibis. What then ?" 

"Then we've got the young lady, 
the old lady, the secretary, and the 
servants." 

"Let us parade them. But first let 
. us go over the wireless game._You'll 
have to watch me here. I gather that 

the only way in which the radio could 
be fixed to give Mr. Tonks his quietus 
is like this : Control knobs removed. 
Holes bored in front panel with fine 
drill. Metal knobs substituted and 
packed with blotting paper to insulate 
them from metal shafts and make 
them stay put. Heavier flex from 
adapter to radiator cut and the ends 
of the wires pushed through the 
drilled holes to make contact with 
the new knobs. Thus we .have a posi
tive and negative pole. Mr. Tonks 
bridges the gap, gets a mighty wallop 
as the current passes through him 
to the earth. The switchboard fuse is 
blown almost immediately. All this is 
rigged by murderer while Sep was up
stairs bullying wife and daughter. Sep 
revisited study some time after ten
twenty. Whole thing was made ready 
between ten, when Arthur went out, 
and the time Sep returned - say, 
about ten-forty-five. The murderer 
reappeared, connected radiator with 
flex, removed wires, changed back 
knobs, and left the thing tuned in. 
Now I take it that the burst of static 
described by Phillipa and Hislop 
would be caused by the short-circuit 
that killed our Septimus?"  

"That's right." 
"It also affected all the heaters in 

the house. Vide Miss Tonks's radia
tor." 

"Yes. He put all that right again. 
It would be a simple enough matter 
for anyone who knew how. He'd just 
have to fix the · fuse on the main 
switchboard. How long do you say it 
would take to - what's the horrible 
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word ? - to recondition the whole 
show?" 

"M'm," said Fox deeply. "At a 
guess, sir, fifteen minutes. He'd have 
to be nippy." 

· 
"Yes," agreed Alleyn. "He or she." 
"I don't see a female making a sue· 

cess of it," grunted Fox. "Look here, 
Chi�£, you know what Tm thinking. 
Why did Mr. Hislop lie about de· 
ceased's habit of licking his thumbs? 
You say Hislop told you he remem· 
bered nothing and Chase says he over· 
heard him saying the trick nearly 
drove him dippy." 

"Exactly," said Alleyn. He was 
silent for so long that Fox felt moved 
to utter a discreet cough. 

"Eh?" said Alleyn. "Yes, Fox, yes. 
It'll have to be done." He consulted 
the telephone directory and dialed a 
number. 

"May I speak to Dr. Meadows? Oh, 
it's you, is it? Do you remember Mr. 
Hislop telling you that · Septimus · 
Tonks's trick of wetting his fingers 
nearly drove Hislop demented. Are 
you there? You don't? Sure ? All right. 
All right. Hislop rang you up at ten· 
twenty, you said ? And you tele· 
phoned him? At eleven. Sure of the 
times? I see. I'd be glad if you'd come 
round. Can you ? Well, do if you can."-

He hung up the receiver. . 
"Get Chase again, will you, Fox?" 
Chase, recalled, was most insistent 

that Mr. Hislop had spoken about it 
to Dr. Meadows. 

"It was when Mr. Hislop had flu, 
sir. I went up with the doctor. Mr. 
Hislop had a high temperature and 

was talking very excited. He kept on 
and on, saying the master had guessed 
his ways had driven him crazy and , 
that the master kept on purposely to 
aggravate. He said if it went on much 
longer he'd . •  , he didn't know 
what he was talking about, sir, realfy." 

"What did he say he'd do?" 
"Well, sir, he said he'd - he'd do 

something desperate to the master. 
But it was only his rambling, sir. I 
daresay he wouldn't remember any· 
thing about it." 

"No," said Alleyn, "I daresay he 
wouldn't." When Chase had gone he 
said to Fox : "Go and find out about 
those boys and their alibis. See if they 
can put you on to a quick means of 
checking up. Get Master Guy to 
corroborate Miss Phillipa's statement 
that she was locked in her room." 

Fox had been gone for some time 
and Alleyn was still busy with his 
notes when the study door burst open 
and in came Dr. Meadows. 

"Look here, my giddy sleuth· 
hound," he shouted, "what's all this 
about Hislop? Who says he disliked 
Sep's abominable habits?" 

"Chase does. And don't bawl at me 
like that. I'm worried." 

"So am I, blast you. What are you 
driving at? You can't imagine that 
• . .  that poor little broken-down 
hack is capable of electrocuting any· 
body, let alone Sep?" 

"I have no imagination," said 
Alleyn wearily. 

"I wish to God I hadn't called you 
in. If the wireless killed Sep, it was be· 
caused he'd monkeyed with it." 
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"And put it right after it had killed whisper through the door to Miss �. 
him?" Tonks. I suppose he waited some� 

Dr: Meadows stared at Alleyn in where down here until he heard de� 
silence. ceased blow himself to blazes and 

"Now," said Alleyn, "you've got then put everything straight again, 
to give me a straight answer, Mead- leaving the radio turned on." · 
ows. Did Hislop, while he was semi- - Alleyn was silent. 
delirious, say that this habit ofTonks's "What do we do now, sir?" asked 
made him feel like murdering him?" Fox. 

"I'd forgotten Chase was there," "I want to see the hook inside the 
said Dr. Meadows. front-door where they hang their 

"Yes, you'd forgotten that.'' keys." 
"But even if he did talk wildly, Fox, looking dazed, followed his 

Alleyn, what of it ? Damp it, you superior to the little entrance hall. 
can't arrest a man on the strength of a "Yes, there they are," said Alleyn. 
remark made in delirium." He pointed to a hook with two latch-

"I don't propose to do so. Another keys hanging from it. "You could 
motive has come to light." scarcely miss them. Come on, Fox."  

"You mean - Phips - last night?" Back in  the study they found His-
" Did he tell you about that?" lop with Bailey in attendance. 
"She whispered something to me Hislop looked from one Yard man 

this morning. I'm very fond of Phips. to another. 
My God, are you sure of your "I want to know if it's murder." 
grounds?" "We think so," said Alleyn. 

"Yes," said Alleyn. "I'm sorry. I · "I want you to realize that Phil-
think you'd better go, Meadows." lipa - Miss Tonks - was locked in 

"Are you going to arrest him?" her room all last night." . 
"I have to do my job." · "Until her brother came home and 
There was a long silence. unlocked the door," said Alleyn. 
"Yes," said Dr. Meadows at last. "That was too late. He was dead 

"You have to do your job. Goodbye, by then." 
Alleyn." "How do you know when he died ?" 

Fox returned to say that Guy and "It must have been when there was 
Arthur had never left their parties. that crash of static." 
He had got hold of two of their "Mr. Hislop," said Alleyn, "why 
friends. Guy and Mrs.._ Tonks con- would you not tell me how much that 
firmed the story of the locked door. trick of licking his fingers exasperated 

"It's a process of elimination, "  said you?" 
Fox. "It must be the secretary. He "But - how do you know! I never 
fixed the radio while deceased was up- told anyone." 
stairs. He must have dodged back to "You told Dr. Meadows when you 
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were ill." 

"I don't remember." He stopped 
short. His lips trembled. Then, sud
denly he began to speak. 

"Very well. It's true. For two 
years he's tortured me. You see, he 
knew something about me. Two years 
ago when my wife was dying, I took 
money from the cash-box in that desk. 
I pai� it back and thought he hadn't 
noticed. He knew all the time. From 
then on he had me where he wanted 
me. He used to sit there like a spider. 
I'd hand him a paper. He'd wet his 
thumbs with a clicking noise and a 
sort of complacent grimace. Click, 
click. Then he'd thumb the papers. 
He knew it drove me crazy. He'd 
look at me and then • . • click, click. 
And then he'd say something about 
the cash. He never quite accused me, 
j ust hinted. And I was impotent. You 
think I'm insane. I'm not. I could have 
murdered him. Often and often I've 
thought how I'd do it. Now you think 
I've done it. I haven't. There's the 
j oke of it. I hadn't the pluck. And last 
night when Phillipa showed me she 
cared, it was like Heaven - unbe
lievable. For the first time since I 've 
been here I didn't feel like killing him. 
And last night someone else did/" 

He stood there trembling and ve
hement. Fox and Bailey, who had 
watched him with bewildered con
cern, turned to Alleyn. He was about 
to speak when Chase came in. "A note 
for you, sir," he said to Alleyn. "It 
came by hand. 

Alleyn opened it and glanced at the 
first few words. He looked up. 

"You may go, Mr. Hislop. Now 
I've got what I expected - what I 
fished for." 

When Hislop had gone they read 
the letter. 

Dear Alleyn, 
Don't arrest Hislop. I did it. Let 

him go at once if you've arrested him 
and don't tell Phips you ever sus
pected him. I was in love with Isabel 
before she met Sep. I've tried to get 
her to divorce him, but she wouldn't 
because of the kids. Damned non
sense, but there's no time to discuss it 
now. I've got to be quick. He sus
pected us. He reduced her to a nerv
ous wreck. I was afraid she'd go under 
altogether. I thought it all out. Some 
weeks ago I took Phips's key from the 
hook inside the fran t door. I had the 
tools and the flex and wire all ready. I 
knew where the main switchboard was 
and the cupboard. I meant to wait un
til they all went away at the New 
Year, but last night when Hislop rang 
me I made up my mind to act at once. 
He said the boys and servants were 
out and Phips locked in her room. I 
told him to stay in his room and to 
ring me up in half an hour if things 
hadn't quieted down. He didn't 
ring up. I did. No answer, so I knew 
Sep wasn't in his study. 

I came round, let myself in, and 
listened. All quiet upstairs, but the 
lamp still on in the study, so I knew 
he would come down a&ain. He'd said 
he wanted to get the rruanight broad
cast from somewhere. 

I locked myself in and got to work. 
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When Sep was away last year, Arthur 
did one of his modern monstrosities 
of paintings in the study. He talked 
about the knobs making good pattern. 
I noticed then that they were very 
like the ones on the radio and later on 
I tried one and saw that it would fit 
if I packed it up a bit. Well, I did the 
job just as you worked it out, and it 
only took twelve minutes. Then I 
went into the drawing-room and 
waited. 

· 
He came down from Isabel's room 

and evidently went straight to the 
radio. I hadn't thought it would make 
such a row, and half expected some
one would come down. No one came. 
I we'nt back, switched off the wireless, 
mended the fuse in the main switch
board, using my torch. Then I put 
everything right in the study. 

There was no particular hurry. No 
one would come in while he was there 
and I got the radio going as soon as 
possible to suggest he was at it. I 

knew I'd be called in when they 
found him. My idea was to tell them 
he had died of a stroke. I'd been warn
ing Isabel it might happen at any 
time. As soon as I saw the burned 
hand I knew that cat wouldn't jump. 
I'd have tried to get away with it if 
Chase hadn't gone round bleating 
about electrocution .and burned fin
gers. Hislop saw the hand. I daren't do 
anything but report the case to the 
police, but I thought you'd never 
twig the knobs. One up to you. 

I might have bluffed through if you 
hadn't suspected Hislop. Can't let 
you hang the blighter. I'm enclosing a 
note to Isabel, who won't forgive me, 
and an official one for you to use. 
You'll find me in my bedroom up
stairs. I'm using cyanide. It's quick. 

. I'm sorry, Alleyn. I think you 
knew, didn't you ? I've bungled the 
whole game, but if you will be a super
sleuth . . .  Goodbye. 

Henry Meadows 
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rhc man rhe Saturday Evenon� Pmr call� "The Undis-
. putod J<in.11 of Mystery Writers .. Every rhrilling word 

i% here-each srory is absolurely compl"• and Nn· 
""ridg6d. Here is a triple-decker Perry Mason .. Murder
Go-Round" rhar ever; mynery fan will "eac up." And 
it I• yours-FREE-as a membership gifr from the Detec
tive Book Club! 
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