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GET HIM OUT OF THIS 

The Problem of 
the Octopus Room 

The priceless Giles oil
p:unung, "Sunset :u 
Dawn," has vanished 
from millionaire oil-man 
Derek Drillman's lavish 
Texas hacienda.Fearless, 
quick - thinking Snip 
Carton, Insurance Agenr, 
is assigned to the case. 
From the dying words 
of a desert rat, he gets 
the clue which leads him 
to Paris 0:1 the trail 
of the international fel
on and smuggler, Pepi 
L'Apache. In Paris, he 
hurries to No. 13, Rue 
Morgue, knocks three times, and asks 
for his old Aame and stOol pigeon, 
Frou-Frou. Frou-Frou is a dancer at 
the Folies Rogue, but, unknown to 
Snip, she has become Pcpi L'Apachc's 
newest amour. She overpowers Snip 
Carton with her perfume and sends 
for Pepi. Snip Carton recovers con
sciousness to find himself dumped in 
the sinister Octopus Room at the top 
of No. 13, Rue Morgue. The room is 
steel-lined, except for one wall which 
consists of a glass tank containing a 
monstrous, man-eating octopus. Poi-

by ER�E T DUDLEY 

son-gas is already seeping through 
gratings in the Aoor. and in the corner, 
just to make sure, Pepi has lch a 
bomb. The fuse is burning-closer 
and closer .... 

So there's Snip Carton, Insurance 
Agent, in a steel-lined room of doom, 
faced once again with a horrible 
death-unless you Get Him Om Of 
This! When-and if-you have solved 
Snip Carton's desperate problem, turn 
to page 1 to for the true story of how 
our hero escaped. 
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A Big Slice of 
YOUR 

CHRISTMAS 

SHOPPING 

PROBLEM 

No need to buck Christmas crowds, or to take the lid off your 
budget, in order to please the folks on your gift list. 

Just jot dow11 the name of every friend and relative wbo likes a good 
mystery story. Then seud each a subscription to tbe magazine that is 
tops i11 itsfie/d- EllERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE� 

T
HE best stories, new and old, of famous crime authors appear in every 
issue- writers like Dashiell Hammett, Agatha Christie, Georges 

Simenon, John Dickson Carr and Erie Stanley Gardner. Frequently, too, 

ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE publishes the work of brilliant 
newcomers, and our readers enjoy their stories long before other mys· 
tery fans become aware of them. Still another treat that EQMM serves up 
is tales by the literary great in other fields, whose crime classics Ellery 
Queen has a genius for unearthing- by such writers as W. Somerset 
Maugham, H. G. Wells, Mark Twain, James Hilton aod Ernest Heming· 
way. 



SPECIAL Christmas Gift Rate� make EQMM a gift chat is economical 
as well as distinctive- $4 for one subscription; only $3 for each 

additional subscription. You save $1 on every subscription after the 
first. By entering or renewing your own subscription now, you save a 
dollar on that one, too! 

TREAT yourself ... your friends ... your family ... to twelve months 
of exciti ng, fast-paced, tales of suspense and detection. Fill in the 

Gift Order Form below. But be sure to mail it TODAY, so that our 
handsome gift card bearing your name will be certain to reach each 
recipient before Christmas . 

* * * 

SPECIAL GIFT RATES 
Ono Subscription- $4.00 Two Subscrip!ions- $7.00 Eoc!l Additionol Subscription- $3.00 

·-----------CHRISTMAS GIFT ORDER FOP.M ------------

EllERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE, 570 lexington Avenue, Now York 22, N.Y. 
Please send a year's subscription as my gift to each of the following: 

Nome 

Addre�' .. 

City, Zone, State 
c;ro Cord: from 

No �'ftC 

Cily, l0t1e, Stole 

Gar Cord From 
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City, lone, Stat� 

Gilt Cord: From .. 
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Addren . 

City, Zone. S:ote 
Gift Cord. From 

Yovr own ovl.teriptioo n>ay be included G'l lb• •p•dal viii rol•• 1'/oCIJII clud �<low. 

AlSO ENTER MY OWN SUBSCRIPTION-0 New 

Donor\ Nome .. .. 

Addr•u .. 

City 

0 I Enclooe $ ... _.. 0 Bill me. 

0 Renewal C Do Not 

Zo�o ..... ........ . Stale --··--·----···----·-·--·---

Sp•clal GIFt Rot•• Ono Suburlplian-$4.00 Two Subaulptiona-$7.00 Each Additional Suburiptlan-$3.00 
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XMAS MARKS THE SPOT 

Bennett �f, publisher, raconteur, bon-vivant, and the most jovial joe 
Miller of our times, told this Christmas chronicle in the "Chicago Sunday 
Tribune" of December 7, 1947: 

'Twas the afternoon before Christmas (said the compiler ojTRY A:"D 
STOP ME and SHAKE WELL UE!'ORE USJ:-;G) and a/1 t/rroug/i R.a1Jr/om House 
1101 a creature was _;tirring anything but a botul of potell/ eggnog . . . Tile 
last cwtomer had been mu packing (by the shipping department). The 
bosses, the bookf(eepers, tire designers gathered happily around the fi:stive 
board ... 

Into this merry family group a stranger entered mddcnly. It u•as an 
author -a lady who wrote d(·tectil'C .•torics . .. "l came to tell yuu tire 
plot o{ my new murder novel." she said sweetly to the three bosse.r, who 
were genuflecting preuily [this is a Clzristmas fantasy]. "But don't let me 
disturb you all otJ Christmas Eve. My plot will wait-five minutes, 
anyhow." 

The purposeful g/anu .�ht• threw in the direction of Doubleday's. dottm 
the block, was 110/ lost on the partners, who hurried the lady dettctive-stOIJ' 
writer to a private room and chomsed : "Tel/us at 011a:! We !(now it will 
be wonderful!" 

"U'ell,'' said the authoress with a sigh of contentment, "it starts ruitlz 
the nmrd<:r of a husband by l1is jealous wife. S/1e lures him to the bridge 
which spans a mighty river nearby, stabs him with a lzatpi11, and watdu'S 
his body disappt•ar beneath the swirling waters witlz a satisfying plop. Thm 
sl1e seeks sanctuary with l1er old mammy, twenty miles away. Size has left 
no c!Lfe whatever. She thinks she is absoluuly saft." 

The authoress paused, sipped some liquid refreshment, then continued: 
"Size has not reckoned, however, with .Mother Nature. That very evening 

there is a terrible flood. The mighty river ri.res, rises - and finally over
flows its banks." 

The lady author paused again, this time for applause. But the publis!Jers 
looked even blanker than wual. 

"What's the point?" asl(ed one finally. 
"Don't you see, you sJ/fy oafs?" cried tlze autlzon•ss. "This is the first 

time in all the annals of detective fiction that Jlze scene of the crime I"('/ urns 
to tlze murderer!'' 

Our Christmas story t!lis year comes from tlze talented typewriter of 
Stanley Elfin, whose truo previous tales in EQMi'vf- "Tize Specialty of 
tl1e Howe" and "Tile Cat's-Paw" -were memorable murder-piea·s. 
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"Peace on earth, good will toward men" is 110t the underlying theme of 
Mr. Ellin's worl(. As a matter of fact, Mr. Ellit1's third stOJy reveals tbat 

he has become increasingly intacstcd in a certain basic idea. No, we won't 
tell you the nature of Mr. E!lin's 'tee thesis- we leave you to discover 

it for yourself . • •  

Merry Christmas/ 

DEATH ON CHR IST M AS EVE 

by STANLEY ELLIN 

As 1\ CHILD I had been vastly im· 
fi pressed by the Bocrum house. 
It was fairly new then, and glossy; a 
gigantic pile of Victorian rickrack, 
fretwork, and sta ined glass A ung to· 
gether in such chaotic profusion that 
it was hard to encompass in one glance. 
Standing before it this c:1rly Christ
mas Eve, however, I could find no 
echo of that youthful impression. 
The gloss \\'aS long since gone; wood
work, glass, metal, all were merged 
to a dreary gray, and the shades be
hind the windows were drawn com
pletely so that the house seemed to 
present a dozen blindly staring eyes 
to the passerby. 

When I rapped my stick sharply on 
the door, Celia opened it. 

"There is a doorbell right at hand," 
she said. She was still wearing the 
long outmoded and badly wrinkled 
black dress she must have dragged 
from her mother's trunk, and she 
looked, more than ever, the image of 
old Katrin in her later years: the 
scrawny body, the tightly compressed 
lips, the colorless hair drawn back 

5 

hard enough to pull every wrinkle 
out of her forehead. She reminded me 
of a steel trap ready to snap down 
on anyone who touched her incau
tiously. 

I said, "I am aware that the door
bell has been disconnected, Celia," 
and walked past her into the hall
way. Without turning my head, I 
knew that she was glaring at me; then 
she sniffed once, hard and dry, and 
flung the door shut. Instantly we were 
in a murky dimness that made tbe 
smell of dry rot about me stick in 
my throat. I fumbled for the wall 
switch, but Celia said sharply, "Nol 
This is not the time for lights." 

I turned to the white blur of her 
face which was all I could see of her. 
"Celia," I said, "spare me the dra
matics." 

"There has been a death in this 
house. You know that." 

"I have good reason to," I said 
"but your performance now does no� 
impress me." 

"She was my own brother's wife. 
She was very dear to me." 
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I took a step toward her in the 
murk and rested my stick on her shouJ, 
der. "Celia," I said , "as your family's 
lawyer, let me give you a word of 
advice. The inquest is over and done 
with, and vou've been cleared. But 
nobody believed a word of your pre
cious sentiments then, and nobody 
ever will. Keep that in mind, Celia." 

She jerked away so sharply that the 
stick almost fcl! from my hand. "Is 
that what you have come to tell me?" 
she said. 

I said, "I came because I knew your 
brother would want to sec me today. 
And if you don't mind my say ing so, 
I suggest that you keep to yourself 
while I talk to him. I don't want any 
scenes." 

"Then keep away from him your
selfl" she cried. "He was at the in
quest. He s::�w them clear my name. 
ln a ljnle while he will forget the e\·il 
he thinks of me. Keep away from him 
so that he can forget ." 

She was at her infuriating worst, 
and to break the spell I started up the 
dark stairway, one hand warily on 
the balustrade. But I heard her follow 
eagerly behind, and in some eerie 
way it seemed as if she were not ad
dressing me, but answering the groan
ing of the stairs under our feet. 

"\Vhen he comes ro me," she said, 
"I will forgive him. At f1rst I was not 
sure, but now ] know. I prayed for 
guidance, and I was told that life is 
roo short for hatred. So when he 
comes to me I will forgive him." 

I reached the head of the sta irway 
and almost wenr sprawling. I swore in 

annoyance as I righted myself. "If 
you're not going to usc lights, Celia 
you should, at least, keep the way 
clear. Why don't you get that stulf 
out of here�" 

"Ah," she said; "those are all poor 
Jessie's belongings. It hurts Charlie so 
ro see anything of hers. I knew this 
would be the best thing to do - to 
throw all her things out. " 

Then a note of alarm entered her 
voice. "But you won't tell Ch:ulie, 
will you? You won't tell him?'' she 
said, and kept repeating it on a higher 
and higher note as I moved away 
from her, so that when I entered 
Charlie's room and clo cd the door 
behind me it almost sounded as if I 
had left a bat chittering behind me. 

As in the rest of the house, the 
shades in Charlie's room were drawn 
to their full length. But a single bulb 
in the chandelier overhead dazzled me 

momentarily, and I had to look twice 
before I saw Charlie sprawled out on 
his bed with an arm flung over his 
eyes. Then he slowly c:1mc to his feet 
and peered at me. 

"Well," he said at bst, nodding 
toward the door, "she didn't give you 
any light to come up, did she?" 

"No," 1 said, "but I know the 
way." 

"She's like a mole," he said. "Gets 
around better in the Jark than I 
do in the light. She'd rather have it 
that way too. Otherwise she might 
look into a mirror and be scared of 
what she sees there." 

"Yes," I said, "she seems to be 
taking it very hard ." 
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He laughed !tort and sharp a a 
sea-lion barking. ''That's because she's 
still got the fear in her. All you get out 
of her now i how he loved Jessie, 
and how sorry she i . Maybe she fig
ures if she says it enough. people 
might get to believe it. 13ut give her 
a little time and she'll be the same old 
Celia again." 

I dropped my hat :md stick on the 
bed :mel laid my overcoat beside 
them. Tl1cn I drew out a cigar and 
waited until he fumbled for a match 
and helped me to a light. I lis hand 
shook so violently that he had hard 
going for a n1omeut and muttered 
angrily at himself. Then I slo\\·ly ex
haled a cloud of moke tow:trd the 
ceiling. :lnd waited. 

Charlie wa Celia':. junior by five 
years, but seeing him then it struck 
me that he looked a dozen \'Cars 
older. I Ji hair wa the same . pale 
blond, almost colorlc s so that it was 
hard to tell if it was gr:-�ying or not. 
l3ut his checks wore a !inc, silvery 
stubble, and there were huge blue
black pouchc under his eyes. And 
where Celia W:lS bracC'd :1gainst a rig id 
and uncornpromi ing backbone, Char
lie sagged, standing or sitting, as if 
he were on the verge of falling for
ward. He tared at me and tuggc:d 
uncertainly at the limp mustache 
that ciroppcd pa t the corners of his 
mouth. 

"You know what I w<Jnted to see 
you about, don't you?" be said. 

"l can imagine," I said, ''but I'd 
rather have you tell me." 

'Til put it to you straight," he 

said. "lt 's Celia. I want to sec her 
get what 's coming to her. Not jail. 
I want the law to take her and kill 
her, and I want to be there to watch 
it." 

A large ash dropped to the Ooor, 
and l ground it carefully into the rug 
with my foot. I said, "You were at 
the inq�1c t, Charlie.:; you saw what 
happened. Celia' cleared, and unless 
additional evidence can be produced, 
she stays cleared." 

"Evidence! Mv God, whar more 
evidence docs a�yonc uced! They 
were arguing hammer :llld tongs at the 
top of the stairs. Celia just grabbed 
Jessie and threw her down to the bot· 
tom and killed her. That's murder, 
isn't it? Just the same as if she used 
a gun or poison or wha tever she would 
have used if the stairs weren't handy?'' 

I sat down we:�rilv in the old Ieath· 
crbound armchair (here, and studied 
the new ash that was forming on my 
cigar. "Let me show iL to you· &om 
the legc-11 angle," I said. and the mono
tone of my \'Dice must ha\'e made it 
sound like a well memorized formula. 
" F irst, there were no witnesses." 

··I heard Jessie scream and I heard 
her fall," he said doggedly, ''and when 
I ran out and found her there, I heard 
Celia �lam her door -hut right then. 
She pushed Jessie and rhcn scu rrered 
like a rat to be out of the way." 

"But you didn't see anything. And 
since Celia claims that she wasn't 011 
the scene, there were no witnessc,. 
In other words, Celia's story c:-�nce!s 
out your story, and since you weren't 
an eye witness you can't \'Cry well 
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make a murder our of what might 
have been an accident." 

He slowly shook his head. 
"You don't believe thar," he said. 

"You don't really believe thar. Be
cause if you do, you can get out now 
and never come near me again." 

"h doesn't matter what I believe ; 
I'm showing you the legal aspects of 
the case. What about moti\'ation? 
What did Celia have to gain from 
Jessie's death ? Certainly there's no 
monl:y or property im·oh·ed; she's as 
financially independent as you are. " 

Charlie sat down on the ed ge of his 
bed and leaned toward me with his 
hands resting on his knees. "No," he 
whispered, "there's no money or 
property in ir." 

I spread my arms helplessly. "You 
see?" 

"But you know what it is," he said ; 
"it's me. first, it was the old lady 
with her heart trouble any time I tried 
to call my soul my own . Then when 
she died and I ·thought I was free, it 
was Celia. From the time I got up in 
the morning until I went to bed at 
night, it was Celia every step of rhe 
way. She never had a husband or a 
baby- but she bad me!" 

I said quietly, "She's your sister, 
Charlie. She loves you," and he 
laughed that same unpleasant, short 
laugh. 

"She loves me like ivy loves a tree. 
When I think back now, 1 still can't 
sec how she did it, but she would just 
look at me a certain way and all the 
strength would go out of me. And it 
was like that until I met Jessie • . •  

I remember the day I brought Jessie 
home, and told Celia we we re mar
ried. She swallowed it, but that look 
was in her eyes the same as it must 
have been when she pushed Jessie 
down those stairs." 

I said, "Bur you admitted at the 
ingucst thnt you never s:�w her 
threaten Jessie or do anything to hurt 
her." 

"Of course I never .wtu! But when 
Jessie would go around sick to her 
heart every day and not ay a word, 
or cry in bed eYery night <Jnd not tell 
me why, I knew damn well what was 
going on. You knu\\" what Je!> ie was 
like. She wasn't so smart or pretty, 
but she was good-hearted a the day 
was long. and she was crazy <�bout me. 
And when she started lo ing all that 
sparkle in her after only a month, I 
knew why. I talked to her and I talked 
to Celia, and both of them just 
shook their heads. All I could do was 
go around in circles, but when it 
happened, when I ·aw Jessie lying 
there, it didn't surprise me . . i'vf aybc 
that sounds queer, but ir didn't sur
prise me at all." 

" I  don't think it surprised anyone 
who knows Celia, " 1 said. "but you 
can't make a case out of th:H." 

He beat his fist against his knee 
and rocked from side to side. ''What 
can I do ?" he said. "That's what I 
need you for- to tell me what to do. 
All my life I never got around to do
ing anything because of her. That's 
what she's banking on now- that I 
won't do anything, and that she'll 
get away with it. Then after a while, 



OcATU ON CIIRISTI\IAS EVE 9 
things'll settle down, and we'll be " Try it," I said, ":111d sec. AI 
right back where we started from.'' Sharp s:�id that some of your friends 

I s:�id, "Ch:�rlic, you're getting would be :�this bar and grill tonight, 
yourself all worked up to no end." and he'd like to see you there. That's 

He stood up and stared at the door, my advice-for whatever it's worth." 
and thenar me. "13ur I can do some- "It's not worth any thing," said 
thing," he whispered. "Do you know Celia. The door had been opened, and 
wh:H ?" she stood there rigid, her eyes nar-

Hc waited with the bright expect- rowed against the light in the room. 
ancy of one who has asked a clever Charlie turned toward her, rhe rnus
riddlc that he knows will turnp the cles of his jaw knotting and unknot-
listener. I stood up facing him, and t ing. 
shook my head slowly. "No,'' I said; "Celia," he said, " I role! you never 
''whate\'er you're thinking, put it to come into this room!" 
out of your mind.'' Her face remained impassive. ''I'm 

"Don't mix me up," he said. "You not in it. I came to tell you that your 
know you can get away with rnurder dinn er is ready." 
if you're as smart a Ccli:.. Don't you I Ic took a menacing step toward 
think I'm as smarr as Celia?'' her. "Did you have your car at thar 

I caught his shot.llders tightly. "For door long enough to hear everything 
God'� sake, Charlie," I said, "don 't I said? Or should I repeat it for you?" 
start ta lking like th:-�t." "I he:-trd an u ngodly and filthy 

1 Ic pulled out of my hands and thing." s!·,c said quic rly; ":-tn in,·ira-
went staggering back against the \\'all. tion to drink and roister while this 
I lis eyes were bright , and his teeth house is in mourning. I think I have 
showed behind his drawn lip . "What every right to object to that." 
should I do?" lu: cried. ''Forget every- He looked at her increclulou ly and 
thing now that Jc ic is dead and had to truggle for words. "Celia," 
buried? Sit here until Cdia gets tired he said. "tell rnc you don't mean that! 
of being afraid of me and kills me Only the blackest hypocrite alive or 
too?" someone insane could say what you've 

My years and girth had betrayed ju t said, and mean it." 
me in that little tussle with him, and I Th:n struck a spark in her. "In-
found myself shorr of dignity and sane!" she cried. "You dare use that 
breath. 'Til tell you one thing," I word? Locked in your room, talking 
said. " You haven't been out of this to yourself, thinking heaven knows 
house since the inquest. It's about whar!" She turned to me suddenly. 
t ime you got out, if only to walk the "You've talked to him. You ought to 
streets and look around you." know. Is it possible that-" 

"And have everybody laugh at me ''He is as sane as you, Celia/' I said 
as I go!" heavily. 



1 0  E L L E. R  Y Q U E E :-.-' s  M Y S T E R Y  M A C A Z I  N E  

"Then he should know that one 
doesn't drink in saloons at a time like 
this. How. could you ask him to do 
it?" 

She flung the question at me with 
such an air of malicious triumph that 
I completely forgot myself. "If you 
weren't preparing to throw out Jes
sie's belongings, Celia, I would take 
that question seriously !" 

It was a reckless thing to say, and 
I had instant cause to regret i t .  Before 
I could move, Charlie was past me 
and · had Celia's arms pinned in a 
paralyzing grip. 

"Did you dare go into her room?" 
he raged , shaking her savagely. "Tell 
me!" and then, getting an immediate 
answer from the panic in her face ,  he 
dropped her arms as if they were red 
hot, and stood there sagging with his 
head bowed. 

Celia reached out a placat ing band 
toward him. "Charl ie, " she whim
pered, "don't you see? Having her 
things around botlu:rs you. I only 
wanted to help you." 

"Where are her things?" 
"By the stairs, Charlie. Everything 

is there." 
He started down the hallway, and 

with the sound of his uncerrain foot· 
steps moving away I could feel my 
heartbeat slowing down to its normal 
tempo. Celia turned ro look at me, and 
there was such a raging hatred in her 
face that I knew only a desperate 
need to get our of that house at once. 
I took my things from the bed and . 
started past her, but she barred the 
door. 

"Do you see what you've done?" 
she whispered hoarsely. "Now I will 
have to pack them al l  over again. It 
tires me, but I will have to pack rhem 
all over again - just because of you." 

"That is ent irely up to you, 
Celia." I said coldly. 

"You," she said. "You old fool. I t  
should have been you along with her 
when I -'' 

I d ropped my stick sharply on her 
shoulder and could feel her wince 
under i t .  "As your lawyer, Celia," 
I said , "I advise you to exercise your 
tongue only during your sleep, when 
you can't be held accountable for 
what you say." 

She said no more, but I made sure 
she stayed safely in Cront of me until 
1 was out i n  the street again. 

From the I3oerum house to AI 
Sharp's Bar and Grill was only a few 
minutes' walk, and I made it in good 
time, grateful for the sting of the clear 
winter air in my face. AI was alone 
behind the bar, busily polishing 
glasses, and when he saw me enter 
he greeted me cheerful! y. "Merry 
Christmas, counsellor," he said. 

"Same to you," I said. and watched 
him place a �omforrable-looking bot
tle and a pi! i r  of glassc.� on the bar. 

"You're regular as the seasons, 
counsellor," said AI, pouring out two 
stiff ones. "I was expecting you along 
right about now." 

We drank to each other and Al 
leaned confidingly on the bar. "Just 
come from there?'' 

"Yes," I said. 
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"See Charl ie?' '  
"And Celia," I said. 
"Wel l ," said A I ,  "that 's not h ing 

exceptional. I ' ve seen her too when 
she comes by to do some shopping. 
Runs :�long wi th  her head clown and 
tha t bl:1ck shawl o\·er it l i ke she was 
being chased by �omet hing. I gues 
she is at  t ha r ." 

" I  guess she is ," I said. 
"But  Charlie, he's t he one. Never 

see him around at all . Did you tell 
h im I 'd l ike to see him some t i me?" 

"Yes," I said. " I  told h im."  
' 'Wha t  did he sa y ? "  
"Nothing. Celia said i t  w:J<> wrong 

for h im ro come here while he was i n  
mourning." 

AI whist lrd sofr l y  :1 nd expressi vel y, 
and twirled a forefinger at his fore
head. "Tell me," he said, "do you 
think it' safe for them to be alone 
together l ike they arc?  I mean, the 
way things stand, <�nd t. he \\'ay Charlie 
feels, there cou ld be another case of 
trouble there." 

" I t  looked l ike it for a while to-
night," I said. " 13ut it blew over." 

"Until next time," said AI. 
"I ' ll be there," J said. 
AI looked at me and shook J1is head. 

"Nothing changes in that house," he 

said. "Nothing at al l .  That's why 
you can figure out al l  the answers i n  
advance. That's how I knew you'd 
be standing here right about now 
talking to me about i t . "  

I could st ill smell t h e  dry rot o f  the 
house in my nostrils, and I knew i t  
would take days before I could g e t  i t  
out o f  my clothes. 

"Thi is one day I 'd like to cut out 
of the  calendar permanently," I said. 

"1\nd leave them alone to their 
t rou blcs. I t  would serve them righ t ." 

''They're not alone," I said. "Jes
sie is with them. Jessie will always be 
wit h t hem u n t i l  that house and every
th i ng in it is gone." 

/\1 frowned. " I t 's the queerest thing 
rhat ever ha ppened in  this town, a l l  
righ t. The house all black, her run
n i ng t h rough the streets like some
thing h u_n ted ,  him lying there in that 
room with only t he walls to look at, 
for - when was it Jessie took that fall,  
counsellor?" 

B y  shifting my eyes a l i ttle I could 
see in t he mi rror beh ind 1\1 t he re
flection of my own face:  ruddy, deep 
jowled, a little incredu lous. 

"Twenty years ago," I heard myself 
saying. "Just twenty years ago to
night." 



Margny Allingham paid her first visit to Am�rica nearly a year ago, and 
in an int"viet(J to Harvey Breit of" The New York Times Book Review'' 
she revealed that the author she'd "most like to write lil1.e is Robert Louis 
Stevenson. He writes very• simply," said Margery Allingham. "Anyone 
who reads !Jim has got to understand all of it, and to see all the beawy, 
howro" clever one may be, or however silly. That, to my mind, is peifcc-

. tion. The day I get to write like that, fll send you a balloon." 
Let Mr. Breit have the balloon - we'd prefer the story; and we hope 

that it turns out to be a i\1r. Albert Campio11 adventure about a Young 
Man t(Jho did not k!JOtt' whether he preferred Holy Orders or Cream Tarts, 
but in order to find out mgaged two Hansom Cabs, one to transport his 
Saratoga Trunk, the o!lzer to bring l1im to the House with the Grem Blinds, 
where he mel, among otl1ers, a Physician, a Detective, and of course, 
Prince Florizd • • •  

T H E S A l\I E  T O  US 

by MARGERY ALLINGHAM 

r WAS particularly unfortunate for 
Mrs. Christopher Molesworth that 

she should have had burglars on the 
Sunday night of what was, perhaps, 
the crowningly triumphant weekend 
of her career as a hostess. 

As a hostess Mrs. Molesworth was 
a connoisseur. She chose her guests 
with a nice discrimination, disdaining 
every thing but the most rare. Mere 
notoriety was no passport to Moles
worth Court. 

Nor did mere friendship obtain 
many crumbs from the Molcswonh 
table. though the ability to please and 
do one's piece might possibly earn one 
a bed when the lion of the hour 
promised to be dull, uncomfortable. 
and liable to be oored. 

That was how young Petterboy 
came to be there. He was diplomatic, 

presentable, near enough a teetotaler 
to be absolutely trustworthy, even at 
the end of the evening, and he spoke 
a little Chinese. 

This last accomplishment had done 
him but little good before, save with 
very young debutantes a t  parties, 
who relieved their discomfort at hav
ing no conversation by persuading 
him to tell them how to ask for their 
baggage · to be taken ashore at Hong 
Kong, or to ascertain the way to the 
bathroom at a Peking hotel. 

However, now the accomplishment 
was really useful, for it obtained for 
him an inviration to Mrs. Moles
worth's greatest weekend party. 

This party was so select that it 
numbered but eight all told. There 
were the Molesworths themselves 
Christopher Molesworth was an M.P., 
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rode to hounds, and backed u p  his  
wi fe in much the s:1me way as a decent 
black frame backs up a colored print.  

Then there were Pcw:rboy him· 
self, the Feison brothers, who looked 
so restful ancl talked only if necessa ry, 
and final ly the guest of a ll time, t he 
gem of a magnificent collenion, the 
cneh of a l ifetime, Dr. Koo Fin,  the 
Chinese scientist himsel f - Dr. Koo 
fin, the Ei nstein of the East, t he man 
with the Theo ry. 

Ivlrs. lv!oks\\'orth had everv reason 
to congratulate herself on her �aptu re. 
"The Chinese Einstein," as the news· 
papers had nicknamed him, was 
ha rd ly a social bird. His  shyness was 
proverbial, as was also his disli ke and 
mistrust of women. I t  was this last 
foible which accounted for the ab· 
sence of feminin i t y  at Mrs. Moles
worth's party. Her own presence was 
u navoidable, of course, but she wore 
her severest gowns, and wok a mental 
vow to speak as lit de as necessary. I t  
i s  quite conceivable that had Mrs. 
Molesworth been able ro change her 
sex she would have done so noblv for 
that one weekend alone. 

-

She had met the sage at a very 
select supper-party after his only lec
ture in London . I t  was that same 
lecture which had thrown London 
into a state of bcwildcnncm. Since 
Dr. Koo Fin had arrived he had been 
photographed more often than any 
film star. His name and his round 
Chinese face were better known than 
t hose of the princ ipals in the latest 
crwse celebre, and alrendy music-ha ll 
comedians referred to his great "ob-

jcctivity" theory in their routines. 
Apart from that one lecture, howJ 

ever, and , of course, the supper-party 
after i t ,  he had been seen nowhere 
else save in his own closely guarded 
suite in his hotel. 

How Mrs. Molesworth got herself 
i nv i ted to the supper-party, and how, 
once there , she pe rsuaded d1e sage to 
consent to visit !v!olcsworth Court, i� 
one of those minor mi racles which do 
sometimes occur. Her enemies - and 
how these clever women with  hospi
tality mania do dislike one another 
mad� many unworthy con jectures, 
but, since the university professors in 
charge of the proceed ings on that 
occasion were not l ikely to have been 
corr upted by money or love, it 
is probable that \ilrs. �vlolesworth 
moved the mountain by faith in her
self alone. 

The guest-chamber prepared for 
Dr. Koo Fin was the th ird room i n  
the west wing. This architectu.ral 
monstrosity contained four bedrooms, 
each furnished wi t h French windows 
leading onto the same balcony . 

Young Pcnerboy occupied the 
room at the end of the row. It was 
one of the best in the house, as a mat· 
ter of fact, but had no bathroom at· 
tachecl, since Mrs. Molesworth, who 
had the second chamber, had con
verted i t into a gigantic clothes press. 
After all, as she said, it was her own 
house. 

Dr. Koo Fin duly arrived on the 
Saturday by tra in , like any lesser per
son. He shook hands with Mrs. Moles· 
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worth and Chri�topher and young 
Penerbov and the Feisons as if he 
actually shared their own intelligence, 
and smiled at them all in his bland, 
ut terly-too Chinese way . 

From the first moment he was a 
t remendous success. He ate little, 
d rank less, spoke not at all, but 
he nodded appreciatively at  young 
Pet terboy's halting Cantonese, and 
grun ted once or twice most charm
ingly when someone inadverrently 
addressed him in English. Altogether 
he was \1rs. Molesworth's concept ion 
of a perfect guest. 

On the Sunday morning �irs. 
['.,.fol�\vorth actually recei,·ed a com
pliment from him. and saw herself in 

a giddy flash the most talked-of 
woman of the cocktail p:trties of the 
coming week. 

The charming incident occurred 
just before lunch. The sage rose 
abruptly from his chai r on the lawn, 
and as che whole house party watched 
him with awe, anxious not to miss a 
single recountable incident, he stalked 
boldly across the nearest flower-bed, 
t rampling violas and London Pride 
with the true dreamer's magnif1cenc 
d isregard for physical obstacles, and, 
plucking the head off a huge rose &om 
Christopher's favorite standard, tram· 
pled back with it in triumph and laid 
it in Mrs. Molesworth's lap. 

Then, as she sat in ecstasy, he re
turned quietly to his seat and con
sidered her affablv. For the fim t ime 
in her l ife Mrs. M�leswonh was really 
thrilled. She told a number of people 
so a fterwa rds. 

However, on the Sunday nig h t  
there \\'ere the burglars. I t  was sicken
ingly awkward . .\Irs. !\ loleswon h had 
a diamond star, two sets of c:�rrings, 
a bracelet , and five rings. all st:L i n  
pbt inum. and she kept them i n  a 
little wall safe under a picrurc in her 
bedroom . On the Sunday night, :�ftcr 
the rose incident, she gave up rhe 
self-effacement program and came 
down to dinner in fu l l war paint .  The 
Molesworths always dressed on Sun· 
day - the servants nc\'cr went to 
church anvwav - and she certainly 
looked dcvasr'at ingly feminine, a l l 
blue mist ::�nd diamond . 

Jr was the more successful eveni ng 
of the two. The sage revea led an en
gaging mlent for making card houses, 
and he also played fin�·fingcr exer
cises on the piano. The great sim
plicity of the man w;�s nc\'er bet ter 
displayed. Final ly, dazed, honored. 
and happy. the house party went to 
bed. 

Mrs. Molesworth was so delighted 
that she di mi�sed her 1naid and pre· 
pared to disrobe alow.;. She removed 
her jewelry and placed it in the �afe, 
but unforrunatelv d1d not lock 1 t  Cit 
once. Instead, sh� d iscovered that she 
had d ropped an earring, and went 
down ro look for i t  in the drawing
room. When at last she n:lUrncd with· 
out it the safe was empt y. I t  really 

· was devastatingly awkward, and the 
resourceful Christopher, hastily sur'?
moned from his room in the m;un 
wing, confessed himself in a quandary. 

The servants, d iscreet! y roused, 
whispered that they had heard noth· 
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ing and gave unimpenchable alibis. 
There rema ined the g uests . Mrs. 
Moleswort h wept. For such a thing to 
hnppen at <1ny t ime was terrible 
eno ugh , but for it to occ u r on such 
an occasion wn more than she cou lcl 
bea r. Oue th ing she and Ch ristopher 
agreed : t he sage must never guess, 
must never d ream . . . 

There remained the Feisons and 
the u n fort u nate young Pet te rboy . 
The Feisons were ruled out :�!most at 
once. From the fact  that t he window· 
catch in Mrs. \1olcsworth 's room was 
burst, i t  \\'as fairlv obvious that t he 
thief h:�d entered

· 
from the balcony ; 

therefore, had either of the Fc isons 
passed tha t way from their rooms, 
they wou ld have had to pass the sage, 
who slept with his wi ndow wide. So 
there was only young Pcttcrboy. I t  
seemed fa irly obvious. He was no· 
toriousl y broke, and had not come 
from a very good school. 

Fi na l ly , after a great deal of con· 
suiLation, Christopher went to speak 
to him as man to man, and came back 
fifteen minutes later hot and uncom
munica t ive . 

Mrs. Molesworth dried her eyes, 
put on her newest  negl igee, and, 
sweeping aside her fears and her hus· 
band's objections, wen t in to spea k to 
young Pet terboy like a mother . Poor 
young Peucrboy gave up laughing a t  
her after ten minutes, suddenly got 
angry, and demanded that the sage 
should be asked if he had "heard any· 
thing" too. Then he vulgarly sug
gested sending for the police. 

tv[rs. Molesworth nea rly lost her 
head , recovered herself in time, a polo� 
gizcd by innuendo, and crept back 
disconsola tely to Christopher and bed. 

In the morning poor young Pet ter
boy cornered his hostess and repeated 
his requests of the night before. But 
the sage was departing by the 1 I : 1 2, 

and Mrs. Molesworth was dri v ing him 
to the station. I n  that momen t of her 
t riu mph the d iamonds seemed rela
t ively unimportant to El vira Moles� 
worth, who had inherited the Crib
bage for t une a year before. Indeed, 
she k i�sed poor young Petterboy and 
said it really didn ' t  matter, and 
hadn't they had a wonderful, wonder· 
ful weekend ? And that he must come 
down again some time soon. 

The Feisons said goodbye to the 
sage, and as Mrs. Molesworth was 
going with him, made their adieux to 
her as well .  As the formalities had 
been accompl ished there seemed no 
point in st::�.yi ng, nnd Christopher saw 
them off in their car, wi th poor young 
Pet terboy leadi ng the way in  his. 

As he was stand ing on the lawn 
waving somewhat perfunctorily to 
the depart ing cars, the second post 
a rrived . One letter for his wife bon: 
the crest of Dr. Koo F in 's hotel, and 
Christopher, with one of those intui
tions which made him such a success· 
ful husband, tore i t  open. 

It was quite short, but in the cir
cumstances wonderfully enlighrening. 

Dear Madam, 
ln going through Dr. Koo Fin's 

memoranda, I find co my horror that 
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he promised to visit you this weekend. 
I know you will forgive Dr. Koo Fin 
when vou hear that he never takes 
part in

' 
social occasions. As you know, 

his arduous work occupies his entire 
time. I know i t  is inexc usable of me 
not to have let you known before now, 
but it is only a moment since I dis
covered that the doctor made the 
engagement. 

I do hope his absence has not put 
you to any inconvenience, and that 
you will pardon this atrocious slip. 

I have the honor to remain, Madam, 
Yours most apologetically, 

Lo Pei Fu, Secretary. 

P.S. The doctor should have "-riuen 
himself, but , as you know, his Eng
lish is not good. He begs to be re
minded to you and hopes for your 
forgiveness. 

As Christopher raised his eyes from 
the note, his \\·ife returned . She 
stopped the car in the drive and came 
runn ing across the green lawn towards 
him. 

"Darling, wasn't it wonderful?"  she 
said, throwing herself into his arms 
with an abandonment she did not 
often display to him. "What's in the 
post ?" she went on, disengaging her
self. 

Christopher slipped the let ter he 
had been reading into his pocket with 
unobtrusive skill. 

"Nothing, my dear," he said gal
lantly. "Nothing at all." He was 
amazingly fond of his wife. 

Mrs. � lolesworth wrinkled her 
white forehead. 

"Darling," she said, "now about 
my je\\'elry. Wasn't it too odious for 
such a t hing to happen when that 
dear sweet old man was here ? What 
sha II we do?" 

Christopher drew her arm through 
his own. ' 'I think, my dear," he said 
firmly. "you'd better lea\'e al l  t hat to 
me. \Ve mustn't have a cand<� l." 

"Oh, no," said Mrs. Molesworth, 
her eyes growing round with alarm. 
"Oh, no. that \\'oulcl spoil every
thing. " 

In a rcsen·ed first·class compart
ment on the r 1 : 1 2  1o London the 
dderlv Chinese turned o,·er the mis
cellan�ous collection of j ewelry 
which lay i n  a large silk handkerchief 
on his knee. His mile \\'aS c hild ·likc, 
bland, and faintly \\'Ondcring. After a 
while he folded the handkerchief over 
its trensure and placed t he package i n  
his breast pocket. 

Then he leaned back agai nst the 
upholstery and looked out of the 
window. The green U J Jdulating land
scape was pleasant. The fields \vcre 
neat and \\·el l  tilled. The sky was blue, 
the sunlight beautiful. I t  was a lovely 
la nd . 

He sighed and marveled in his 
heart that it could be the home of a 
race of cul tivated barbarians to whom, 
providing that heigh t , weigh t, and 
age were relatively the same, all Chi
nese actually did look alike. �o· 



Robert Enun(t Sherwood . . .  one of America's most famous authors 
. . .  but were you aware of his accomplishments in litermy fields other 
than the drama? 

As a playwright, we f(norv Robert E. Sher({Jood as the brilliant author of 
TilE ROAD TO RO:>.IE, his first produced play; RE.Ul'JON I K  \'IENKt\; THE 
PETR I FI ED FOREST; IDIOT

'
S DELiGHT, A O E  LlNCOL:'>I IN JLLI:'\OIS, and 

TIJI:.RE SliALL BE KO NIGHT, all three of which won Pu/it::;er Prizes. 
/Jut J\/r. Sherwood was aho, in his time. one of our most astute dramatic 

critirs - on the staff of '' Vanity Fair'' ;  the 'father" of motion picture 
criticism - he founded the first column of movie criticism on the old 
"Life" ; a perceptive and successjul litera1y editor - of " Scribner's M aga
zine" ; an ow standing movie scenarist - he worl(ecl t(Jith Nene Clair 011 
" The Ghost Goes West," wrote the screen version of "Pride and Preju
dice." won the 1 946 Academy A ward for the movie script of " Tire /Jest 
Years of Our Lives," and collaborated on tire screenplay of " The /Jishop's 
W ife." 

Those are only the highlights . . .  During the last war (and no one 
hopes more fervently than Robert E. Sherwood that it was the last war) 
he was Director of Overseas Operations for the 0 11'/, became one of 
President Roosc't'elt's most confidential adtNm·s, and performed heroically 
in the service of his country. And on October 20, t948 I I  arper & Brothers 
published Robert E. Sherwood's colllribwion 10 the field of history-and
biography - and again his worl( was acclaimed. for the boo/{ ROOSE\"ELT 

A. D HOPKINS won .\h. Sherwood his fourth Pulitzer Prize. 
Robert E. Sherwood /ras wri11en short stories too . . .  and miracle of 

miracles, one in our own field! 
Further comment when you /rave read �l r. Sherwood's tale, up to but 

1101 including the final sentence . . .  

n E X T R A !  E X T R A ! "  

by ROBERT E. SIIERII OOD 

Fno:-.t the street below came tha t  
most terrifying o f  sounds, the full

chested roar of two men shouting, 
"Extra! Extra ! ' '  t hrough the rainy 
night. 

"Extra! Extra!" 

Mr. Whidden, reading his evening 
paper (i t was the home edition, pub
lished at noon, containing no news 
whatsoe\·cr), wondered what the trou
ble w:-�s. He could gather nothing 
from t he ominous shouts that assailed 

Copyrig/11, 1926, by Robu1 £. Shuwootl 
' 7  
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his ears. The two men might have 
been lusty-lunged R ussians for all of 
him. But there was an ominous note 
in their voices - the warning of dark 
calam i ty - the grim suggestion of 
wars, plagues, holocausts . 

"Where do they get those men 
with voices like that, and \\"ha t uo 
they do between extras?" he thought. 

Mrs. Whidden emerged from the 
kitchen, whither she had retired to 
ba the the supper dishes. 

"There's an extra out, Roy," she 
announced. 

"So I hear," said her husband, who 
was not above an occasiona l facetious 
sally. 

She walked over to the window, 
opened it ,  and t hrust her head out 
into the rain. In the s rreet, five stories 
below, she could see the two news
venders. 

"Extra ! Extra !" 
Mrs. Whidden turned from the 

window. 
"Something must have happened ." 
There was an overtone of complaint 

in her remark that Mr. Whidden rec
ognized only too well. It was a tone 
that always suggested unwelcome ac
tivity on Mr. Whidden 's part. He 
wished that she would come right out 
and say, "Go downstairs and get the 
paper," but she never did . She always 
prefaced her commands with a series 
of whining insinuations. 

"I wonder what it was?" she asked, 
as though expecting her husband to 
know. 

"Oh, nothing, I guess. Those extras 
never amount to anything. " 

Mrs. Whidden turned again to the 
window. 

"Something awful must haYc hap
pened," she obscrn·d, anJ the coun
terpoint of complairH was even more 
pronounced. 

J\'(r. Whidden shifted uneasily in 
his chair - the one comfortable chair 
in the llat - the chair \\"hich he him
self had bought for his own occupancy 
and about \\"hich t here had been so 
much argumen t .  He knew what was 
coming; he didn 't wanr to move, and 
walk down and up fou r  flights of stairs 
for the sake of some information that 
would not affect his life in the remot
est degree . 

"Don't you intend to find out?" 
asked M rs. Whidden. and it was evi
dent that she had reached the snappy 
stage. Her husb:md knew that, if he 
didn 't go down and buy tha t paper, 
he would provide fuel for an irritation 
that would burn well into the night . 
Nevertheless, that chai r was so com
fortable, and the weat her was so disa
greea ble::, and the stairs were such a 
climb! 

"I guess I won't go down, Emmy. 
Those extras arc always fakes, any
way, and, besides, if it is anything 
important, we'll find out about i t  in 
the morning paper. " 

The roars of the men shouting 
"Extra! Extra ! "  reverberated through 
the street, beating with  determined 
violence against the sheer walls of 
the walk-up apartment houses, shud
dering through the open window of 
the Whiddens's living-room, jarring 
the fringed shade of the reading-
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lamp, Lite sou vcnirs on li�e book
shelves, the tasseled port ie res that 
led i n to the lit tle ball. 

" You're j ust lazy , Roy Whidden," 
said Mrs. Whidden. ' 'You �i t there 
reading your p:q)Cr - n igh t after 

night - nigh t ;:� fter n igll l ." She turned 
as though to an i nv isible j u ry,  ro 
whom she was ;:�ddrc��ing a fervent 
plea for recogn i t ion of her prolonged 
martyrdom. Then, w i t h  ;:�II t he dra
matic sudden ness of :111 experienced 
pro ccu r or. she snapped at t he de
fend:tnt : "What do you read, any
way? Answer ITle t ha t ' \\'hat do you 
read ?''  

M r.  Whidden knew rhat the ques
tion was purdy rhetorical. l\o answer 
was expected. 

"You don 't read a thing. You j ust 
si t there and st:ue at that fool paper 
- proba bly rhe dea t h  no tices. When 
<Iny r hing importa nt happens, you 
don ' t  even care enough to  step ou t 
imo the st reet and find out what i t  
is." 

' ' [ low do you know it's impor
tant?" iVlr. Whidden i n q u i red, being 
inclined, a lbe i t  un\\'ise ly .  to display a 
liu lc spiri t .  

"How d o  you know i t  is;1 't?" :\irs. 
Whidden backfired. "How will vou 
ever kno\\' anythi ng unless you �tke 
the t rouble t o  ftnd ou r ?" 

Mr. Whidden u ncrossed his legs 
and t he n  crossed them again.  

"I suppose you expect me to go 
down and get that paper," cried Mrs. 
\Vhidden, whose voice was now rival
ing the ncwsvcnders'. "With al l  I've 
got to do - t he dishes, and the baby's 
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t e n · o ' c lo c k  feed i ng ,  a n d  . . .  a ll 
righ t !  I ' l l  go! 1 ' 11  wal k  down the four 
Oights of stairs and get the paper, so 
that you r majesty won't have to 

trou blc yourself." 
There was a fine s:� rcasm in her tone 

[)0\1'. 
Mr. Whidden knew that it was the 

·end. For seven vca rs this exact scene 
h:�d been rc p e;,

ting i tself over and 
over ag;:�in. If  t here had only been 
some slight va ri;Jt ion i n  his wife's 
technique . . .  but there never had. 
At first , he had t ried to be frightfully 
sporting about it, assuming the blame 
at t he first hint o[ trouble and doing 
whatever was demanded of him with 
all possible gr;:�ce; bu t that pose, and 
it had not been long before he admit
ted that i t  1/)llS a pose, was worn away 
by a process of erosion, a process that 
had kept up for seven years - seven 
years of writi ng things in ledgers in 
an a irl ess o(ftce on Dey Street, in 
Manha ttan;  seven years of listening 
to those endless scold i ngs and com
plaints at home. Whatever of gallan
try had existed i n  Mr. Whidden's 
soul had crumbled before the persist
ent and ever-increasing waves of 

temper. He knew that now, if he 
gave in ,  he did so because o f  cow<Jrdice 
and nor bcc;:�usc of any worthily chiv
alrous motives. 

He threw his paper down, stood 
up, and walked into the bedroom to 
get his coa L Little Conrad was asleep 
in there, lying on his stomach, his 
face pressed against the bars of the 
crib. 

Over the cri b hung a colored pho-
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tograph of the Taj Mahal, a lo,·ely, 
white building that Mr. \\ hidden 
had always wan ted to sec. He also 
wanted to sec Singapore, and the 
Straits Settlements, and the west 
coast of Africa, places that he had 
read about i n  books. 

He was thinking abour these places, 
and wondering whether l i t tle Conmd 

would ever sec them, when his wife's 
voice rasped at him from the next 
room. 

"Are you going or will I have to 
go?" 

''I'm goi ng, dear," he assured her, 
in the manner of one who is tired. 

"Well, hurry! Those men are a 
block awav bv now." 

Mr. Whidden put on his coa t, 
looked at litt le Conrad and at the Taj 
Mahal, and then started down the 
stairs. 

There were four flights of them, 

and i t  was raining hard outside. 

Twelve years later ivfrs. Wh idden 
(now Mrs. Burchall) sat sewing on the 
fron t  porch of a pleasant house in a 
respectable suburb. h was a brilliantly 
sunny day, and the hydrangeas were 
just sta rt ing to burst out into profuse 
bloom on the bushes at  either side of 
the steps. 

"And do you mean to tell me you 
never heard from him?" asked Mrs. 
Lent, who was also sewing. 

"Not a word , "  replied Mrs . Burch
all, without rancor. "Not one word i n  
twelve years. H e  used to send money 
sometimes -to the bank, but they 'd 
never tell me where it came from." 

" I  ouess vou ain't  sorry he went. ,., . 
Fred Burchall's a good man." 

"You'd t hin k he was a good man 
aU rioht i f  \'OU cou ld 've se..:n wha t I 
had before: 1\fy goodness! When I 
think of the se,-cn years I w:ts ted be
ing Roy \\'hidden's wife!" 

�frs. Burchall heaved a profound 
sigh. 

' 'Ai n't YOU ever sort of a fraid he 
m ight sho�v up?" asked M rs. Lent .  

''1\ot h i m  . .'\ nd i f  he  did, wh:� t of i t ?  
Fred could kick him out with one 
hand tied behinJ his b:�c k .  Fred 
Burcldl's a real man." 

She sewed in sile nce for a while.  
"Of course , I am a l i t t le worried 

about Conrad. He thinks his f: nhc r's 
dead . You see, we \\·anted to spare 
him from knowing about the divorce 
and all that. We couldn't have the 
boy start i ng out in l i fe \\'id1 his fath

er's disgrace on his shoulders." 

Shortly thereafter Mrs. Lent went 
on her way and Mrs. Burckdl steppcJ 
into the house to see whether the 

n:aid was doing anything construc

tive. 
She found her son Conrad cur led 

up i n  a chair, reading some book. 
"You sit t ing in the house reading 

on a fine day like this! Go on out into 
the fresh air  and sunshine and shake 
your limbs." 

" B u t ,  mother -." 
''Go on our,  I tell you . Can't you 

try to be a real boy for a change?" 
"But this book's exciting." 
''I'll bet. Anything in print is 

better than fresh air and outdoor 
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ex ere ise, I suppose. You're j u t li kc 
your - can't you ever stop read ing 
for one instant? I declare! One of 
these days you'll t u rn i n to a book . 
. . .  Now you set that book down 
and go out of this house this very 
insta n t . "  

Conrad wen t  out to  the front vard 
and started, with no enthusia n�. to 
bounce an old golf ball up and down 
upon the concrete walk that led from 
the fron t  porch to the gate. He was 
thus engaged when a strange man 
appeared in the street, stopping be
fore the gate to look for the number 
which wasn't there. 

"Hey, sonny, is this Mrs. B urchall's 
house?" 

"Yes," said the boy, ''it is. Want to 
see her?" 

The man was :;hort, sligh t, and 
none too formidable-looking: although 
he was obviously a representative of 
t he lower classes - possibly a tramp 
- Conrad was not in the least afraid 
of him. 

He had a rather friend ly expression, 
a peaceful expression, as though he 
bore ill-will to no one. 

"What's your name?" rhe man 
inquired. 

" M y  name's Conrad - Conrad 
Whidden." 

Conrad wondered why the man 
stared at  him so. 

"I used to know your mother," 
the man explained, " before I went 
to sea . "  

"Oh, you're a sailor !" Conrad was 
obviously impressed. "Where've you 
beenr" 

H Oh, all over. I j ust came from 
Ma rscilles." 

"Gosb,'' said Conrad. "I'd like to 
go there. I've been read i ng about it in 
a book - it's a book called The Arrow 
of Gold. " 

The man smiled. 
"You were named after the man 

who wrote that book," the sailor told 
him. 

" I  never knew that. " 

''No, I guess not. Your mother 
didn't know, either." 

Just then M rs. Burchall appeared 
on the front steps, attracted perhaps 
by the suspicious cessation of the 
sharp pops that the golf ball h:�d 
been making as it bounced on the 
concrete ·walk. 

When she saw her former husband 
leaning on the gate, her first thought 
was this : "Well, of all t hings! And 
here I was t:�lking about him to Adele 
Lent not ten minutes ago . "  Then she 
re:�lized, with sudden horror, that her 
son was actually in conversation with 
his father. 

She wondered whether that fool 
Roy had sa id anything. 

"Conrad, you come here this in
stant ! "  

Conrad ambled u p  the concrete 
walk. 

"How many times do I have to tell 
you not to talk to every strange man 
that comes around?" 

"He's a sailor, Mother." 
"Oh, a sailor, is he!" Somehow or 

other that annoyed Mrs. BurchaU. 
''Well, you j ust chase yourself around 
to t he back and don't let me catch 



22 E L L E R Y  Q U E E N' S M Y S T E R Y  L\f A C A Z l K E  

you talking to any tramps - or 
sailors, either." 

Conrad cast one glance toward the 
man who had come from Ma rseilles, 
and then disappeared from view be
hind the house. 

Mrs. Burchall walked elegantly 
down to t he front gate and confronted 
Roy \:Vhidden. 

' ' So you 're a sa ilor, are you ? "  she 
said, and surveyed him wi t h del iberate 
satisfaction. "You look to me l ike a 
common bum. I ahYays knew you'd 
never ger anywhere." 

"I  guess you were right." 
He smiled as he said this. Mrs. 

Burchall was i rritated by t he easy 
good h umor of his tone, by the calm 
confidence in his eyes. 

··why did you do i t ? ' '  she asked 
tartly. 

"I don ' t know. It was a rainy 
night, and I he:1 rd a foghorn out in 
the ri vcr." 

"So you left me for a foghorn ! "  
"Yes - 1  knew you'd be :1l l  right. 

Your people had money, and I sent 
some." 

"A lot you sent ."  
" I  guess it  wnsn't much - but it  

w::�s all I cou ld scrape together." 
"Well, what are you bumming 

around here for now? What do you 
wan t ?  More money ?  'Veil, you won't 
get it. Not one nickel. I told Fred 

Burchall if you ever showed up, he 
"·as to kick you right out. And he'd 
do i t ,  roo! I ad,·isc you to make 
yoursel f scarce before /1e gets home." 

" Don't  worry, I'm going. My shi p 
sai ls a t  si:-.:." 

"Oh, your ship sails, docs i t !  1 ' 1 1  
bet i t 's a fine ship." She laughed 
harshly :1t the mental pic t u re of a n y  
ship o n  which Roy Whidden could 
obt:�in cmplo�·rnen t .  "How did you 
c,·er find out where I l i v e ? ' '  

''Oh, I kept track o f  you t h rough 
the bank. 1 knew when you got the 
divorce and go( m;uried aga in ."  

"Well, then, w h y  didn't vou leave 
me alone? What· did y;u con1c 
snoopi n' arou nd hl"re for?" 

' ' J ust curiosi t y .  I wnn tcd t o  see 
w h:.J t  the boy looks l ike." 

" \Veil - you've seen him." 
" Yes, I 've seen him. That's all I 

wanted." 
He st raightened up and sta rted to 

move away. "\Yell - good bye, Em." 
"Goodbye, a n d  I hope you enjoy 

yoursdf on that ship of yours." 
He wns walking away down the 

s treet when sudclenlv she c:-t l lcd t o  
h im : "Roy!" He stop

.
pccl abruptly i n  

response to that well-remembered 
summons. 

''There was something I meant to 
ask you," she said wi th an unusual 
hesitancy. 

EDITORS' :-:OT E :  Robert E. Sherwood's story was not wrillen originally as 
a Puzzl�. As a matter of fact, the original version contains four mm·e para
graphs, but the author has graciously permi11ed EQMM to ddete these 
four closing paragraphs and print the story in its present form - so that 
we can challeng� you to answer the following question : 



What was it that Mrs. Whidden meant to ask her husband? 
You will find Mrs. Whidden's quay directly below - print�d upside 

down. 

..!-1110qtJ V.IIX:J /Vlfl SDm 1Vlflll ., 
:p:��w u:�pp_u/1 11 'r.JJ,V 

EDITORs' POSTSCRIPT: It was so obvious, wam't it? Or did you fail to s�e 
the forest for the trees? After not having seen ha husband, or heard from 
him, for twelve yeflrs, all Mrs. If/hidden wanted to I(IIOfll was - What 
was that extra about? 

What price marriage? H hat price a dozen years of silence and separa
. tion? 

But as you 1·ead these words , perhaps you are wonderiug: How does 
Robert E. Slu:rwood's story. excellmt as it is, qualify for publication in a 
mystery magazine•? True. the Editors have transfvrmed the tale into a sort 
of litaary pu-::-::le - but mrely it is st1·etching even the most elastic editorial 
policy to indude this l(ind of riddle in a periodical dedicated to crime and 
detection. 

All, dear reader! Hat1C you again failed to see the forest for the trees? 
Tl1e obvious is so metimes mo re d�fficult to grasp than tire subtle. For surely 
you realize that Mr. Whidden is a criminal, and that yrw have, therefore, 
bun reading a crime story! 

Mr. Whidden is guilty of abandonment of ll'ife and child - and that 
is a crime according to New York Penal Code, See1ions 480, 481,  and 482. 
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by FREDERICK BECHDOLT 

You'u. take care of me, Lieuten· 
a n t ?" The voice of t he cigar

stand proprietor was thin anti anxious. 
'Til sec what I can do, Louis." De

tective Lieuten<� nt Grcggai ns glanced 
at his wrist-watch . . .  Time's wastin'. 
.'\nd me with a murder case to c r<�ck 
before six o 'clock, or else -" He nod· 
dcd at t he insignific<Jnt li t t le man be
hind t he show-case. framed by fes
toons of magazines. ' · ] migh t drop in 
tonight on m y  way home." 

He looked bigger than he was, wa lk
ing down the mean , narrow street. 
Younger men in the Homicide Bureau, 
t rained in modern scientific methods, 
!iOmctime complained about his habit 
of taking time out, as he had just now 
w i t h  the cigar·stand proprietor, whi le 
he was busy on an important case. 
Detective Sergean t  Lane. who had 
been teaming wi t h him for two years, 
maintained that t h i  cominu:�l harken· 
ing to requests for favors was a bang· 
over from t he rough old Oat  foot days. 

It was nearly nvo o'clock when 
G reggains passed through the wide 
grim entrance of the Central Police 
Station. Half an· hour later his part· 
ner entered the Homicide Bureau and 
found him si tti ng behind his desk, 
stari ng at a li t t le key. 

"Find any thing new uown on How
ard Stree t ? "  Lane asked. 

G reggains shook his head . 

" I f  we don't crack t h is case before 
six o'c lock, "  Lane growled. " t hey'll 
spring Houseman on a wri t ." He 
scowled . "What's the big ide:t?'' 

Greggains hoved b:�ck hi chair and 
bega n talking slo" ly .  

· · o n  August second, Wi ll iam Lang� 
don drops ou t of sigh t . Last man seen 
,,·irh Langdon was James Houseman. 
They were seen leaving Houseman's 
office in t he 8oo block of I loward 
Stree t . Houseman ':1)' they walked 
up Howard nine blocks nnd parted a t  
the corner. Houseman owns a thiny· 
eight caliber police-model Colt re
volver. We found it in his apartmen t 
last night. I t  has been ckancd rc� 
cent ly . The two men have been mixed 
up in t he race hand hooks, and House
man i� a big shot in t h:l t end o f town. 
lf anybody could put the finger on 
him , chances are tha t t hey \\"ouldn't 
talk." 

He ticked the key wi t h his fore
finger. 

··we have pegged e,·ery t hing else 
that we took off of him, but we don ' t 
know what lock this fits. There is a 
door somewhere ; and when \\"<:: lind it, 
I think we'll find what's left of Lang
don." He rose slowly from his chair. 
"We're going to take :VIr. Housem:m 
for a little walk." 

Lane shook his head. ''\Vhat'll thar 
get us?" 

Copyrigl•t, 1942, by Blu�book 
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"There i s  a gadget," Gregga inqaid. 
"They call i t  the lie-detector. You 
clamp i t on a man 's a r m  and ask him 
questions. I t  has a g raph connected 
with it w register his blood-pressure. 
When he tells r hc t ru t h, the pressure 
remains normal . When he lies, i r  
t:�kcs :1 jump. "  

"\Vc haven ' t go t  one," Lane re
minded him. 

"If we had one, "  G rcgga i n� said, " i  r 
would n ' t do any good . Gut  i t 's given 

me an idea . ' ' 
lane gbnccd at h is watch. "Only 

three hou rs to go. That idea bet t er be 
good." 

I t  was after three o'clock whc·n lane 
sl id behind the whee l and his par t ne r  
settled do\\'n beside Houseman in the 
rear scat of a shabby prowl car.  

' 'Park as ncar his oflice as Y O U  can," 
Greggains direc 1 cd .  

· 

Houseman said no t h i n g . 1 Ie had 
spcn t most of the last t\\'CO t y ·one 
hours facing a bright ligh r ,  listening 
to ques r ions, ans\\'ering �ome. ignoring 
others; he hadn't wasted a ny wurJ . 
I f  worry trouiJk:d him. he fa i led to 
show i t ;  lack o f  sleep had left h i m  as 
unrutlled as his pale gray suit w i t h  
pa le r pin srripes. l lis ha ir  was ligh t , 
his eye brows lighter. I Ic looked as 
cold and colorless as an ice-cube. 

The pol ice car sl i pped through t raf· 
fie, eased around severa l corners, and 
d rew up to the curb in the 8oo block 
of Howard St reet. The t hree men got 
out and walked slowly up the side
walk.  Houseman was look i ng straight 
before him until he felt the t h ick 

fingers of De tec t i ve Lieutenant Greg
gains upon his wrist. Then he turned 
his head and frowned . 

" I t 's u p  to you," Greggains as
serted. "I can cuff you to me i f  you 
would rather." His index finger 
sli pped behind the base of House� 
ma n 's thumb, and they w;alked on i n  
silence. 

They had gone f1ve blocks and were 
passing a four-story bu ilding whose 
brick fa�ade was di ngy with smoke 
and du�t . The ground·Aoor entrance 
opened into a bi l l i ard parlor; the up
per-floor windows were placarded 
with Tor Rent signs. The three men 
were in fron t of the narrow sta irway 
en t ra nce when G rcggains slackened 
his  pace and looked sharply at I louse
man. Four block<; fa rther on they 
h:'altcd and started back to t he car. 
Rcpas ing the spot where he had 
sl<tckencd his pace be fore , G regga ins 
glancc·d at the prisoner agai n  and nod
ded at the stai rway ent rance . 

"That 's t he door. " 
To lane's su rprise. i t  was. ,\nd as 

soon as he had o pened i t ,  be knew 
what they were goi ng to rmd. They 
cl imbed the sta irs and the evidence be
came unmistaka ble. A t h i n film of 
perspiration was on Houseman's fore
head. 

The third floor was occupied by a 
long loft . The body was lying i n  the 
middle of the room. The prisoner 
said nothi ng when rhey hnlred before 
it,  btH he was brea thing thickly .  
Greggains held him by d1c wrist and 
listened to  the  thi ngs which Lane tolJ 
him. 



26 E L L E R Y  Q U E E :>:
'

s M Y S T E R Y  �I A C A Z J :-.: E  

"Slug entered the back of his head,'' 
Lane announced . " Passed out through 
the forehead." 

"His pulse jumped l ike a scared 
bullfrog when we passed that door." 
G rcggains was smiling. " Th is science 
ain't so bad." Less than half an hour later they 

found it imbedded in the woodwork. 
"Thirty-eight caliber!'' Lane's voice 

was exultant. 
"The ballistics man will tie it to 

that gun we found in his room," Greg· 
gains said. Houseman's knees buckled 
but he recovered himself at once. 

Four hours later the two detectives 
were sitting in the Homicide Bureau. 

"It's in the b:Jg now,'' G rcggains 
said. "We'll call it a day." 

"The lie-detector!" Lane cried. 
"That was smart thinking." 

On his \\'JY home to a la te d inner 
he happened to remember t h�..: rabbit· 
faced l it tle man, and he stopped for 
a few minutes at the c igar- tand. 

" It 's okay. Louis. The slug t ics to 
his gun. He's cracking now. and he'll 
talk tomorrow. We won ' t  need vou to 
test ify. 1 covered u p  for you b;, puc· 
ting on an act . cientific stufTI They 
aU fell for it. Nobodr kno,,·s t hat you 
saw Houseman a nd Langdon going u p  
those stairs." H e  nodded benign! y. 
"Much obliged .''  

Winner of lst  Story-Title Contest 

The $xoo prize for the b::st t it le for Phi lip ivfacDonald's story 111 the 
October issue of EQ�,1�1 was awarded to: 

T. J .  1\lurphy 
Burlington , Vt. 

ln add i tion, bcc3use of the unexpectedly brge number of en t ries :�nd 
their high average of excellence, the j udgcs decidcd to award I [onorablc 
Mentions to 20 other contestants, each of whom will reccivt: a onc·ycar free 
subscription to EQ�Hv L  The Honora ble Mention winners we re : � I rs.  
Marion J .  I3nllentinc, Spokane, Wash.; L1u rencc L. But ler, Roanoke. Va.; 
Captain Thomas I. Darcy, Jr., Washington, D. C.; C. �- Dudley, Jr., l\!cm· 
phis, Ten n . ;  Miss Virginia Freese, New York, N . Y . ;  Mrs. !\. A .  Garrett, 
Dal las, Texas; Alfred M. GiiiY..:rt, Roselle, N. J . ;  t-.·!rs. Noe Higinbotham, 
Pullman, Wash. ;  Leslie M. Hocnscheid, Peru, 111. ; Miss \;l,1ardinc Mabry, 
Shreveport, La. ; Mrs. Robert A . . Mcin tosh, Hellertown, Pa.; Thomas S. 
McNeeley, E. Liverpool, Ohio: Clifron .Morris, Lubbock, Texas ; Wil liam 
Ramsay, Boulder, Colo. ;  i'v(iss Shirley Spencer, Nt:w York, N. Y. ; Mrs. 
R. W. Stough ton, Oak Ridge, Tenn. ; Ernst H. Suerkcn, Dobbs Ferry, 
N. Y.; Clayton B. Verdeaux. Oak Lawn, Ill . ;  Bi ll Warren, Sterling, Kansas; 
and Jesse M. Westwick, Springfield , Ill. 
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by ELLERY QUEEN 

TilE First Golden Era, I 90 I - I 9 t o, carved out  seventeen cornerstones 
in the field of the detective-crime short story - th ree more than the 

number of key books that emerged from the  Doyle Decade im med ia t.ely 
preceding. Glorious names were added to the directory of detectives :tnd 
to the register of rogues - nfrer Dupin, Lecoq. Sherlock Holmes, Ma .-tin 
Hewitt, Prince Zaleski ,  anJ Raffics. we see the equa l ly immortal signatures 
of Eug�ne Val mont, Arscnc Lupin, The Th inking Machine, Get- Rich
Quick Wallingford, the Old Man in  the Corner, Dr. Thorndyke, Cleek, 
Luther Trant. Nevertheless, it can be said i n  absolute truth that de tective
hood had not yet reached i rs  fullest flower. Grea t heroes (and heroines) 
were still to come. 

VI. The Second Golden Em 
The Second Golden Era began and ended on high notes. The first yc:ar, 

1 9 r  1 ,  passed a man hunt ing miracle with the publication of one of the finest 
volumes of short stories ever conceived and written ; the last year of the 
decade, 19Zo, produced no less than six short-story cornerstones i n  a single 
year! And in the years bet ween the detect ive-crime short offered "good 
measure, pressed down, and shaken together, and running over." 

The miracle-book of r 9 1  I int roduced Father Brown to an eternally grate
ful public. The position of Fa t her B rown has been expressed most pithily 
by Barnaby Ross who \\'rOt e :  "If there is one character i n  detective fict ion 
who possesses the innocence and wisdom ro sit pcside the im mortal Holn•es, 
it is that apotheosis of incredulity, Father Brown." You will find in 

46. G. K. Chesterton's 
THE INNOCENCE OF FATHER BROWN 

London: Cassell, 1 9 r  r 

all the wondrous qualities of Chesterton's genius: his extraordinary clever
ness of plot, his unique style, and his bri l lian t use of paradox both i n  language 
and i n  the coun terpby of t he supernatural and the natural. In a leucr to a 

OrigintJI :'t·rsirm of' 'Qu�:cn's Quorum" from TwENTIETII CENTURY 0ETI1CTIVE SToRIEs, 
�diud by Ef/�ry Qutm. Copyright, 1948, by The World Publislu'ng Company 

27 
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famous aficionado we once wrote that Father Brown is "one of the three 
greatest detective characters e,·er im·ented." The correspondent replied 
with some puzzlement : he assumed (correctly) tklt another of the "three 
greatest" was Sherlock Holmes, but he wasn' t sure whom we meant for the 
third. This is a perfect example in Literature of not seeing the forest for the 
trees : the third is, of course, the .first - Poe's Dupin . 

In 191  r a star of first magnitude named Brown . . .  and in the same year, 
by coincidence, a lesser light named Jones - Adrian Van Reypen Egerton 
Jones, better known as 

47· Samuel Hopkins Adams's 
AVERAGE JONES 
Indianapolis: Bobbs- Merrill, 191 r 

According to the anonymous author of the dust-wrapper blurb on the first 
edition, Average Jones is "the cleverest detecti,·e since Sherlock Holmes. 
Everything about the book is refreshingly original . Humor is as strong as 
mystery. Adventure is emphasized above sensation . In tead of the ghastly 
and the grewsome, here is an entertainment always gay, brisk. and fascina t
ing." The blurb-writer was over-enthusiastic, yet more accu ra te than most 
of his breed. 

Father Brown, Average Jones, and in the same year Europe's fi rst great 
Teu tonic sleuth in the short form - the almost-impossible-to·ftnd-in
print Herr Dagobert. According to Dr. Norbert Lederer, the earliest book 
of Dagobert's adventures is- a tiny Yolume bound in black flexible leather. 
German trade bibliographies list 

48. Balduin GraUer's 
DETEKTIV DAGOBERTS TATEN 
UND ABENTEUER 
(DETECTIVE D.-\GOBERT1S DEEDS A:\D AD\"E:-ITURES) 
Leipzig: Philipp Rcclam, I 9 I I  

as the first o f  a series of three volumes, the second also having appeared in 
1 9 I I ,  and the third in I 9 1 2, all three bearing the same title. S. S.  Van Dine 

claimed there were six books * of Dagobert short stories published by 
Redam, but bibliographic data is lacking on the orher three. The only 
Dagobert volume we have ever seen is a thin paperback titled NEUE 
DETEKTIV-GESCHICHTE::-.1 (NEW DETECTIVE STORIES), published in Leipzig by 
Hesse & Becker, date unknown. 

In I 9I 2 came America's gift to the scientific school of detection - Pro
fessor Craig Kennedy of the faculty of Columbia University. The nemesis 

*P:Jgc (.174) in TUB CRI!AT DBTECTIVS STORII!.S, cditc:d by Willard Huntington Wright 
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of The Clutching I l:tnd is f:-rr below Dr. Thorndyke in slcuthian stature, 
but the first of his books 

49· J\nhur B. Reeve's 
Ti l E  SI LE. I T  B ULLET 

New York : Dodd, Mead. 1 91 2  

is :111 unequivoca l cornerstone - as is anOLher pseudo-seer's ad,-cnru es 
wh ich were published anonymuu ly in the ame year. Ack nowledgment of 
au thorship was m;1de in the book itself by means of  a ciphe r :  the first lcw:rs 
of the firs t words of the twen t v- fou r stories read TJIE A T I I O R  IS GF.IXrr 
BURGEss; the last let ters of the laq words of the twenty- four  stories re:-rd: 
f:ll ·e to l ife :mel false l O a n .  The de tect ive .:;o scornfully exposed is t\rmcni;Jn
born Ast rogon Kerby. or :\s 1ro. who pretend to be a palmist and crystal
gazer and who arrcct  a j eweled lll rb:w, flowing silk robes, silver-mounted 
water-pipe, and even a pet whi te lizard, in 

so. !Gelett Bur.ge·s\j 
THE �·lASTER or M YSTERIES 
lndi�inapolis: Dnbbs-�fcrrill ,  1 9 1 2  

An important and exec <;i,-cly r:ne paperback appeared briefly in 1 9 r 2  
containing fifteen railwav tories o f  which the first nine are "cases from 
the private note-book" o.f Thorpe Hazell. The protagonist in 

5 1 .  Victor L. Whitechurch's 
TI I R ILLING STO R I ES OF THE RAILWAY 
London: C. Anhur Pearson, 1 9 1 .2  

is a fanatical devotee of vegetari:-rnism and setting-up exercises ; more 
significant historicr� l ly ,  he is the earliest spccinlist in railway detection. 
an tedating by four mOJJths Frallcis Lynde's SCIENTIFIC SPRAGUE (J\cw 
York : Char les Scribner. 1 9 1 2) .  

To top an ou tst:� nding year R. Austin Freeman made his second sign:•l 
contribution to the genre. J n  

52. R .  Aust in Freeman's 
THE SINGI�G BONE 
London : Hodder and Stoughton, 1912 

the author invented wha t i s  now called the "inverted" detective ston·. In 
the conventional detective story, expla ined Or. Freeman, the inter�st is 
made to focus on the all-important question : ' 'Who did i t ?" The iden tity 
of the criminal is kept a sec re t to t he very end of the story, :md its disclosure 
(still quoting the author) forms the final climax. Dr. Freeman, a man of 
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true scientific c uriosity, posed to himself the incoxicating questio n :  "Would 
it be possible to write a detecti,·e story in which from the outset rhe reader 
was taken entireJ,· into the au thor's confidence, was made an actual wit ness 
of the crime and furnished with every fac t  that could possibly be used in its  
detection ?" In other words, reverse the usu:LI proced u re :  let the re:tder know 
e,·erything, the dctecti,·e nothing. Would the reader. in pos ·ession of all 
the facts, be able to foresee in ad,·ance how the dctecti\'c would solve the 
mystery? Or would the reader be so occu pied with the crime and its con# 
comitant d rama that he would OYcrlook the eYidcnce and still be dcpcnden t 
on the detective to find out how the case could be crac kc·d ? 

Dr. Freeman was a courageous craftsman thus to challenge a technique 
in which deliberately he threw overboard the clements of pul.zlc, surprise, 
and suspense; but his dangerous and noble experiment was an historic 
success. The Freeman "in,-crted" tales were a monumental contribution to 
the de\'dopment of the detecti\·e story. and from them h;n·e stemmed some 
of the great modern masterpieces of crime writing - especi:tlly those purely 
psychological studies in which the reader follows step by step the terrifying 
events leading up to the t ragedy. 

Another departure. combining modern detect ion and a more ancient 
form of SlOrytelling. is embodied (and disembodied) in 

53· "'illiam 1 fope Hodgson's 
CARN.\CKI THE GHOST-FINDER 
London: Eveleigh Nash. 1 9 1 3  

Grnacki. a ''ghost- breaker" after Houdini's o\\·n heart, investigates h::wnted 
houses·and similar phenomena, applies the rcclwique of detec tion (holstered 
by skepticism and a good camera), and arrives in some of t he stories a t  
perfectly natural solutions t o  supernatural mysteries. Th.is book was not 
published in the Cnited States umil thirty-four years later (S::ntk City, 

\\'isconsin; Mycroft and i\foran, I 9-t7)· The American edition is important  
because it  contains three stories, discovered by August Derleth, which are 
not included in the English first edition. 

\\'e have omit ted any mention so far of Anna Katharine Green, a unique 
figure in the field of detective ficrion. The first woman to write detective 
stories in any land or language, she continued her work through most of rhe 
major periods of the genre. Her volumes of short stories range from 1 883 
through 1 9 1 5  - a  remarkable span, both historically and crc:nively. From 
a collecting standpoint her most important books of shorts arc x. v. z. 
(New Yor k :  G. P. Putnam, 1 883) and 7 ro 1 2  (New York: G. P. Putnam, 
1 887) - both extremely scarce in original wrappers. From a cornerstone 
standpoint, however, the most representative book is 
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54 · Anna Katharine Green's 
M:\STE RPIECES OF MYSTERY 
New York: Dodd, Mead, 1 9 1 3  

3 1  

whose brazen title the publisher must have come to regret, since the book 
was reissued in 1 9 1 9  as simply ROO�! NUMBER 3· And nearly as representative 
is HIE GOLDEN SLIPPER (New York: G. P. Putnam, 1 9 1 5) wi th its "problems 
for Violet St range" - the socie ty debutante who "was vivacity incarnate" 
but who had moments when "a woman's lofty soul shone through her odd, 
bewildering feat urcs." 

Another detective-variation, again combining the old and the new, 
revealed i tself in the backwoods·slcuth of 

55· Hesketh Prichard's 
1'\0VE � '!B E R  JOE 
Boston: Houghton Mimin, 1 9 1 3  

As the book points out, ' ' the specialty o f  a Sherlock Holmes is the everyday 
routine of a woodsman. Observation and deduction are part and parcel of 
his daily existence. He literally reads as he runs. The floor of the forest is 
his page." November Joe, a memorable conception, is a sort of modern 
Leatherstocking ''who would sooner hunt a deer than a man any day." The 
American edition of NO\'t�:vtJH;;R JOE has priority because it appeared one 
month ahead of the English first edition (London : Hodder and Stoughton, 
1 9 1 3). A "Popular Edition" issued later (London : Philip Allan, 1936) 
contains a short Preface by John Buchan. 

In 1 9 1 4  " wise, witty, gentle" Max Carrados - the first blind detective 
in modern fiction - began his supersensory career in 

56. Ernest Bramah's 
MAX CARRADOS 
London: Methuen, 1 9 1 4 

This book, by any standards, is one of the ten best volumes of detective 
shons ever written - yet it has never been issued in the Uni ted States, 
despi te the faC [ that in England six substantia l editions were sold out i n  the 
first ten years of i ts l i fe. Even Max Carrados himself cannot explain the 
singular obtuseness of certa i n  American publishers - and Max Carrados 
can run his fingenips along t he surface of a newspaper, feel the infinitesimal 
height of pri n ters' ink over the paper itself, and ' 'read" any type larger than 
long primer - to say nothing of that amazing moment when a man saun
tered past Max Carrados and the blind detective deduced with unassailable 
logic that the man wore a false mustache! 
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Six detective short stories about the unassuming and philosophical 
I nspector Joly arc included in 

57· Arthur Sherburne Hardy's 
DIA:'\/E .-\1'\D HER FRI E:'\DS 
Boston : Houghton .Miftlin, 1 9 1 4  

The st)'lc is suave and mellow, a welcome relief in these days of terse and 
jol ting prose. Two years la ter a work of high literary art became a classic 
overnight. Tbe tales of subtle murder and Oriental passion in 

58. Thomas Burke's 
Ll!\1EHOCSE NIGHTS 
London : Grant Richards, 1 9 1 6  

foreshadowed the author's detecti,·e masterpiece. The Hands of 1\1r. 
Ollermol�. This short story, the last word in the evocation of a t mosphere 
and terror on the prin ted page, was first printed in America in (believe i t  
or not!) the May 1 93 1  issue of "College I lumor." You can find i t - and 
it is worth your most intensive book-searching - in TIIE PLEASANTRIES OF 

OLD QUOKC (London : Constable, 1 93 1 ), published in the Uni t ed Sta tes as 
A TEA-SHOP 1� Llt.tEHOUSE (Boston : Little. Brown, 1 9 3 1  ) . 

It has long been taken for granted that there is only one short story about 
burly, impish Hanaud - The Affair nt the Semiramis Hotel, included ,  with 
twelve other tales of crime and d etection, in 

59· A. E. \V. :\fason's 
THE FOUR CORNERS OF THE WORLD 
London:  Hodder and Stough ton , 1 9 1 7  

The character o f  Gabriel Hanaud is a composite port rait o f  Mace and G o  ron, 
real-life chiefs of the Surete·Gem!rale in Paris. He has no lean and hungry 
look that might have frightened Caesar, this professional French policeman 
who is gifted with a puckish sense of humor, as elephan tine as his body, and 
a sublimated common sense. This supposedly one-and-only Hanaud exploit 
in the short form also exists as a separate book ed i tion - TilE A FFAIR AT THE 
SEMIRAMIS HOTEL (New York: Charles - Scribner, I 9 1 7) . Th is is the true 
first edition, since it was published eigh t  months before TH E FOUR coRNERS 

OF THE WORLD; but we hold out little hope that you will ever locate a copy 
of the separate editioQ - it is one of the rarest of Twen tieth Century firsts. 

Actually, there are t hree other Hanaud shorts. One is buried in an 
otherwise non-Hanaud novel by Mr. Mason - T H E  SAPP H I R E  (London: 
Hodder & Stoughton, 1933). Most of Chapter XVII, tit led Tile i\1/anfrom 
Limog�s, is a complete and independent short story, bearing virtually no 
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rclr�t ionship to the novel. Both Hanaud and Ricardo appear in thi s chapter, 
Hanaud using the alias of Monsieur Chaunard until the denouement. Tl1c 
tale also contains one of 1-lanaud 's brigh test malapropisms - he refers 1 0  
the C.I .D. as the Q.E.D. 

Of the other t\\'O l lanaud shor t stories one is ti Lied The Ginger King and 
:-tppeared in "The Strand," issue of J\ugust 1940; i t  will be published soon i n  
"Ellery Queen's Mystery Magazine." The other, t itled Tire Healer, exisls 
only in manuscript form. Apparently , on fi n ishing the original short-stor y 
version of The l len/er, Mr. Mason decided tha t the basic idea was more 
sui ted to a fu l l -length novel. Changed and, of course, tremendously ex
panded, The l lealer became THEY \VOULD>�'T BE CliESSMEN (London: 
Hodder & Stoughton, 1 935). 

(to be continued in the Marclz issue) 

T H E  A·F F  A I R  

AT T H E  S E M I R A M I S  H O T E L  

by A. E. W. MASON 

MR. R I CA R DO, when the exci te
ments of the Villa Rose were 

done with, returned to Grosvenor 
Square and resumed the busy, un
necessary life of an amateur. But 
t he studios had lost their s.wor, 
artists their attrac t iveness, and even 
the Russian opera seemed a tri lle flat. 
Life was altogether :1 d isappoi ntment;  
Fate, like an actress at a resta u rant,  
had taken the wooden pesde in  her 
hand and stirred all the sparkle our 
of the champagne ; Mr. Ricardo 
langu_ishcd - until one unforgettable 
morn mg. 

He was sitting disconsolately at his 
breakfast-table when the door was 
burst open and a square, stout man, 

with the blue, shaven face of a French 
comedian, flung himself into the 
room. Ricardo sprang up in delight. 

" M y  dear Hanaud ! "  
He se ized his visitor by the arm, 

feeling i t  to make sure that here, in 
flc h and blood, stood the man \\'ho 
had introduced him to the acute.>t 
sensations of his life. He tu rned to
wards his butler, who was sti l l  bleat
ing expostulations in the doorway a t:  
Hanaud's unceremonious i rrupt ion. 

"Another place, Bu rton, a t  once," 
he c ried , and as soon as he and 
Hanaud were alone: "What good wind 
blows you to London ?" . 

"Business, my friend. The disa,p
pearancc of bu ll ion somewhere on the 

From "The Four Comt:rs ofrh� World," by A. E. W. Mason. Copyright, 1917, by C/J<Jr/es Scribnt:r's S011J• 
194-1• by Alfred E. IV. J'!-/tJson. Used by pt:rmission ofrlt� publisltt:rs. 
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line between Paris and London. But  
i t  is finished. Yes, I take a holiday." 

A light had suddenly flashed in 
Mr.  Ricardo's eyes, and was now no 
less suddenly extinguished. Hanaud 
paid no attention whatever to his 
friend's disappointment. He pounced 
upon a piece of silver which adorned 
the tablecloth and took i t  over to 
the window. 

"Everything is as it should be, my 
friend," he exclaimed, with a grin. 
' 'Grosvenor Square, the Times open 
at the money column, and a false 
antique upon the table. Thus I have 
dreamed of you. All Mr. Ricardo is 
in that sentence." 

Ricardo laughed nervously. Re
collection made him wary of Hanaud's 
sarcasms. He was shy even to protest 
the genuineness of his silver. But, 
indeed, he had not the time. For the 
door opened again and once more the 
butler appeared. On this occasion, 
however, he was alone. 

"Mr. Calladine would like to speak 
to you, sir," he said. 

"CaUadine l" cried Ricardo in an 
extreme surprise. "That is the most 
extraordinary thing." He looked 
at the clock upon his mantelpiece. I t  
was barely half-past eight. "At this 
hour, roo?" 

"Mr. Calladine is still wearing 
evening dress," the butler remarked. 

Ricardo started in his chair. He 
began to dream of possibilities; and 
here was Hanaud miraculously at his 
side. 

"Where is Mr. Calladinc?" he 
asked. 

"I have shown him into the li
brary." 

"Good," said Mr. Ricardo. ' 'I will 
come to him." 

But he was in no hurry. He sat and 
let his thoughts play with this inci
dent of Calladine's early visit. 

; , I t  is very odd," he said. ' ' I  have 
not seen CaUadinc for months 
no, nor has anyone. Yet, a little while 
ago, no one was more often seen." 

He fell apparently into a muse, but 
he was merely seeking to provoke 
Hanaud's curiosity. In this :l ttempt, 
however, he failed. Hanaud cominued 
placidly to cat his breakfast, so that 
Mr. Ricardo was compelled to volun
teer the story which he was burning 
to tell. 

"Drink your coffee, Hanaud, and 
you shal l hear about CallaJine." 

Hanaud grunted with resignation, 
and Mr. Ricardo flo\\'cd on:  

"Calladinc was one of England's 
young men. Everybody said so. He 
was going to do ,·ery wonderful 
things as soon as he had made up his 
mind exac tly what sort of wonderful 
things be was going to do. Mean
while, you met h im in Scotland, at 
Newmarket, at Ascot, at Cowes, in 
the box of some great lady at the 
Opera, in any fine house where the 
candles that night happened w be lit. 
He went everywhere, and then a day 
came and he went nowhere. There 
was no scandal, no trouble, not a 
whisper against his good name. He 
simply vanished . For a little while a 
few people asked : 'What has become 
of Calladine?' But  there never was 



T H E  A F F A I R  A T  T H E  S E M I R A M I S  I I O T E L  35 

any ;1nswer, and London has no time 
for unanswered questions. Other 
promising young men dined in his 
place. Ca llad ine h:1d joined t h e  huge 
legion of the Come-to- nothings. No 
one even secrned to p<�ss him in the 
stree t .  Now une:-:pectedly, at half
past eight in the morning, and in 
evening dress, he calls upon me. 
'Why?'  1 ask myself." 

Mr. Ricardo sank once more into a 
reverie. Hanaud watched him with a 
broadening sm i le of pure enjoyment. 

.. ,\nd in  time. 1 suppose," he 
remarked casu;1lly, "you will  pcrh;1ps 
ask him ?" 

Mr. Ricardo sprnng out of his pose 
to his feet. 

"B efore I d iscuss serious things 
with an acqua i n tance, ' '  h e  said with 
a scathing digni t y ,  ' ' I  make i t  a rule 
to revive my impressions of his per
sonality. The cigarettes arc in the 
crystal box." 

"They would be, "  said 1 hnaud, 
unabashed, as Ricardo stalked from 
the room. But in f ive minutes Mr. 
Ricardo came running back, all h is 
composure gone. 

" I r is the greatest good fortune that 
you, my friend , should have chosen 
this morning to Yisi t me," he cried, 
and Hanaud nodded with a l i t t k  
grimace o f  resignation. 

"There goes my holiday. You shall 
command me now and always .. I will 
make the acquaimancc of your young 
friend." -

He rose and followed Ricardo into 
his study, where a young man was 
nervously pacing the floor. 

"Mr. Calladine," said Ric:1rdo. 
''This is Mr. 1-bnaud." 

The young man turned e<�gcrly. 
He was tall,  with  a not iceable ele
gance :111d distinction, and the face 
which h e  showed to Hanaud was, in 
spite of i rs agitation, remarkably 
handsome. 

"1 am very glad , " he said. "You 
arc not an ollicial of this coun trv. 
You c<�n advise - wi thou t yoursel f  
taking action." 

Hmaud frowned. I Ie bent his eyes 
uncomprom isingly upon Calbdinc . 

"What does that mean?' '  he asked, 
with a note of sternness in his  voice. 

' ' I t  means tha t I must tell some
one," Ca lbd inc burst out in quiver
ing tones. "That I don't know what 
to do. l am in a d i fiiculty too big for 
111C." 

I fa naud looked at the young man 
keenly. It scclncd to Ricardo that 
he took in every excited gesture, 
every twitching feature, in one com
prehensive glance. Then he said in a 
friendlier voice: 

"Sit clown and tell me" - and he 
himself drew up a chair to the table. 

"I was at the Semiramis last night," 
said Calladinc, naming one of the 
great hotels u pon the Embankment. 
"Then: was a fancy-d ress ball." 

All this happened, by the way, i n  
those fa r-olf days before the war wheo 
London·, flinging aside its reticence, 
its shy self-consciousness, had become 
a city of carnivals and masquerades. 
rivaling its neighbors on the Con
tinent in the spirit of its gaiet y , anJ 
exceeding them by its s tupendous 
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luxury. "I went by the merest chance. 
My rooms are in the Adelphi Ter
race ." 

"There ! "  cried Mr. Ricardo in 
surprise, and I Ianaud lifted a ha nd to 
check h is interruptions. 

Calladinc drew up a chair opposite 
to Hanaud and, sea t ing himself, told, 
with many nervous starts and in 
troubled tones, a story which, to 
Mr. Ricardo's thinking, was as fabu
lous as any out  of the "Arabian 
Nights." 

' 'l had a ticket," he began, ' 'but no 
domino . I was consequen tly stopped 
by an attendant in the lounge at the 
top of the staircase leading down to the 
baHroom. 

" 'You can hire a domino in the 
cloakroom, Mr. Ca!Jadine,' he said 
to me. I had already begun to regret 
the impulse which had brough t me, 
and I welcomed the excuse with whic h  
the absence of a costume provided 
me. I was, indeed, turning back to the 
door, when a girl who had at that 
moment run down from the stairs of 
the hotel into the lounge, cried gaily : 
'That's not necessary'; and at the 
same moment she flung to me a long 
scarlet cloak which she had been 
wearing over her own dress. She was 
young, fair, rather tall, slim, and 
very pretty; her hair was drawn 
back from her face with a ribbon, 
and rippled down her shoulders in  
heavy curls; and she was dressed in  
a satin coat and knee-breeches of  pale 
green and gold, with a white waistcoat 
and silk stockings and scarlet heels to 
her satin shoes. She was as straight· 

limbed as a boy, and exquisite like a 
figure in Dresden china.  I caught the 
cloak and turned to th<�nk her.  But 
she d id nor wait . With a laugh she 
ran down the srairs, a su pple and 
shining figure.;. and was lost in the 
throng at the door\\'ay of the ball
room. I \\':IS stirred by the prospect 
of an ad\'Cnturc. I ran down after 
her. She 11·as sK�nding j ust inside 
the room alone, and she was gazing 
at the scene with parted lips and danc
ing eyes. She laughed again as she 
saw the cloak about my shoulders, 
and I said to her : 

' '  'Ma )' I da nee with you ? '  
" 'Oh, d o ! '  she cried, w ith a little 

jump, and clasping her hands. She 
was of a high and joyous spirit ;md not 
diffic ult  in the mat ter of an introduc
tion. 'This gentleman wi l l  do very 
well to present us,' she said, leading 
me in front of a bust of t he God 
Pan which stood in a n iche of the 
wall. ' I  am, as you sec, straigh t out of  
a n  opera. M y  name i s  Cclymenc or 
any thing with an eighteenth-century 
sound to it.  You are - what you will. 
For this evening we are friends_' 

" 'And for tomorrow?' I asked. 
" 'I will tell you abou t that later 

on,' she replied, and she began to 
dance with a light step and a pas
sion in her dancing which earned me 
many an envious glance from the 
other .men. I was in 1uck, for Cely
mcne knew no one, and though, of 
course, I saw the faces of a great 
many people whom I remembered, 
I kept them all at a distance. We had 
been dancing for about half an hour 
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when the first quecri h thi ng hap
pened. She stopped suddenly in the 
midsr of a sentence \\' i th a l i t t le gasp. 
I spoke co her, but she did not hear. 
She w:-�s ga?-ing p:-tst me, her eyes wide 
open, and such a rapt look u pon her 
face as I h:-�d never seen. She was lost 
in a miraculous vision. I followed rhe 
direction of her eyes and, to my 
astonishment,  I saw noth i ng more 
than a stout, short, midd le-aged 
woma n , egregiou ly O \'erdressed 
as Marie Antoinette. 

" 'So you do know someone here ? '  
I said, and I had to repca r the words 
sharply before my friend withdrew 
her eyes. But even then she was not 
aware of me. It \vas :1 if a voice had 
spoken to her whi le she was asleep 
and h:-�d disturbed, but not wakened 
her. Then she came to - there's 
really no other word I can think of 
- she came to wi th a deep sigh. 

" 'No.' she answered . 'She is a 
Mrs. 13lumen from Chicago, a widow 
with ambitions and a great deal of 
money. But I don't know her.' 

" ' Yet you know all about her,' I 
remarked. 

" 'She crossed in the same boat 
with me,' Celymene replied . 'Did I 
tell you tha t I landed at Liverpool 
t his morning? She is stay ing a t  the 
Semiramis too. Oh, let us dance!' 

"She tw itched my sleeve impa
tiently, and danced with a kind of 
violence and wildness as if she wished 
to banish some sinister though t . And 
she did undou btedly banish i t .  We 
supped together and grew confiden
tial, as under such condit ions people 

will. She told me her real name. I t  
was Joan Carew. 

" ' I have come over to get an en
gagement if I can a t  Covent Garden. 
I am supposed to sing all right.' 

" ' You have some letters of intro
duction , I suppose ?' I asked. 

" 'Oh, ye . One from my teacher 
in Mibn. One from an American 
manager.' 

"In my turn I told her my name 
and where 1 lived, �mel I gave her my 
card. I though t ,  you see, that since 
I used to know a good many operat ic 
people, I m igh t be a ble to help her. 

• •  'Thank you , '  she said, and at that 
moment Mrs. Blumen, followed by a 
party, came into the supper- room and 
took a table close to us. There was 
at once an end of all confidences
indeed, of all  conversation. Joan 
Carew lost all the l igh tness of her 
spiri r ;  she talked at random, and her 
eyes were drawn again and aga in to the 
grotesque slander on Marie An
toinette. Finally I became annoyed . 

" 'Shall we go?' I suggested impa
tien t l y, and to my surprise she 
whispered passionau.:ly : 

" 'Yes. Please! Let us go. ' 
"Her voice was actually shaking, 

her small hands clenched. Vve went 
back to the ballroom, but Joan Carew 
did not recover her gaiety, and half 
way th rough a dance, when we were 
near the door, she stopped abruptly. 

" 'I shall go,' she said. 'I am tired.' 
."I protested , but she made a lit tle 

gnmace. 
" ' You'll hate me in half an hour. 

Let's be wise and stop now while we 
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are friends,' she said, and while I 
removed the domino from my shoul
ders she stooped very quickly . It 
seemed to me that she picked up 
something which had lain hidden 
beneath the sole of her slipper. She 
certainly moved her foot, and I 
certainly saw something small and 
bright Aash in the palm of her glove 
as she raised herself again. 

' ·  'Yes, we '11 go, '  she said, and we 
went up the stajrs into the lobby. 

" 'But I shall meet you again?' I 
asked. 

" 'Yes. I have your address. I 'll 
write and fix a time when you will be 
sure to find me in. Good night, and 
a thousand thanks.' 

"She was speaking lightly as she 
held out her hand, but her grip 
tightened a little and - clung. 

" 'I am half inclined to ask you to 
stay, however dull I am; and dance 
with me till daylight - the safe 
daylight, ' she said. 

" 'Let us go back then ! '  I urged . 
She gave me an impression suddenly 
of someone quite forlorn. But Joan 
Carew recovered her courage, 'No, 
no,' she answered quickly. She snatched 
her hand away and ran lightly up the 
staircase, turning at the corner to 
wave her hand and smile. It was then 
haJf-past one in the morning." 

"And when did you go home?'' 
Hanaud asked of Calladine. 

Calladine was not sure. His part
ner had left behind her the strangest 
medley of sensations in his breast. He 
was puzzled, haunted, and charmed . 
He had to think a bout her; sleep 

was impossible. He \\'andered for a 
while about the ballroom. Then he 
walked to his chambers along the 
echoing streets and sat a t  his window ; 
and some time afterwards the hoot of 
a motor-horn broke the silence and a 
car stopped and whirred in the street 
below. A moment later his bell rang. 

He ran down the stairs in a queer 
excitement, unlocked the street door, 
and opened it .  Joan Carew, still io 
her masquerade dress with her scarlet 
cloak about her shoulders, slipped 
through the opening. 

"Shut the door," she whispered. 
Calladine latched the door. Above, 

in the well of the stairs, the light 
spread out from the opC11 door of 
his flat. Down here all was dark. He 
could just see the glimmer of her 
white face, the glitter of ber dress, 
but she drew her brea th like one who 
has run far. They mounted the 
stai rs caut iously. He did not say a 
word until they were both safely in 
his parlor ; and even then it was io a 
low voice. 

''What has happened ?" 
"You remember the woman I stared 

at? You didn't know why I stared, 
but any girl would have understood. 
She was wearing the loveliest pearls 
I ever saw in my life." 

Joan was standing by the edge of 
the table. She was tracing with her 
finger a pattern on the cloth as she 
spoke. Calladine started with a hor
rible presentiment. 

"Y cs," she said. "[ worship pearls. 
I always have done so. For one thing, 
they improve on me. I haven't got 
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any, of course. I have no 1noney . I3ut 
friends of mine who do own penrls 
have sometimes gi,·en theirs to me to 
wear when they were going sick, nnd 
they have always got back their 
lustre. I th ink that ha� had a l i t t le  
to do with my love of them. Oh. I 
have alway longed for them." 

She was speaking i n  a dull ,  monot· 
onous Yaice. But Callacline rec::�lled 
the ccs tasy which had shone in her 
face when her eyes first had fallen on 
the rcarls, the pas ion with which she 
had danced to th ro\\" the obsession oR·. 

"AAd I never noticed them at all," 
he said. 

"Yet they were ''"ondcrful. The 
color ! The lustre ! All evening they 
tempted me. I was furious th:n a fat, 
coarse creature like that should have 
such exqui ite things. Oh, I was mad." 

She covered her face suddenly with 
her hands and swayed . Calladine 
sprang towards her. But she held out 
her hand. 

"No, I am e�ll right." And though 
he asked her to sit down she \vould 
nor. "You remem ber when I stopped 
dancing sudden ly?" 

"Yes. You had something hidden 
under your foot ?" 

The g irl nodded. 
"Her key ! ' '  And under his breath 

Calladine ut tered a startled cry. 
"A little Yale key," the girl con

tinued. ' ' I  saw i\t(rs. Blumen looking 
on the floor for something, and then 
I saw it shining on the very spot . Mrs. 
Blumen's suite \vas on t he same floor 
as mine, and her maid slept above. 
All the maids do. I knew that. Oh, 

it seemed to me as if  I had sold my 
sou l and was being paid ." 

Now Callad ine understood what 

she had meant by her s t r:lngc 
phrase - "the safe daylight." 

"I went up to my ! ir tle suite," Joan 
Carew continued. "I sat there with 
the key burn ing t h rough my glove 
un t i l  I had given her time enoug h to 
fal l  asleep. Then I crept out.  The 
corridor was dimly l it . Far away 
below the music was throbbing. 
Up here it was as silent as the grave. 
I opened the door - her door. I 
found myself in a lobby. The suite, 
though bigger, was arranged like 
mine. I slipped in and closed the door 
behind me. I l istened in the darkness . 
I cou ldn't hear a sound . I crept 
forward to the door in  front of me. 
I stood wi th  my lingers on the handle 
and my heart bealing fast enough to 
choke me. I had still time to turn 
back . But I couldn't. There were 
those pearls in front of my eyes, lus
trous and wonderful. I opened the 
door gently an inch or so - and 
then - it a l l  happened in a second."  

Joan Carew faltered. The night was 
too near to her, its memory too poign
a n t  with terror. She shut her eyes 
tightly and cowered down in a chair. 

"Go on," Calladine said. 

"I found myself inside the room 
with the door shut behind me. I had 
shut it myself in a spasm of terror. 
And I dared not turn rouod to open 
it. I was helpless." 

"What do you mean? She \yas 
awake?" 

Joan Carew shook her head. 
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"There were others in the room 
before me, and on the same errand 
- men!'' 

Calladine drew back, his eyes 
searching the girl's face. 

"Yes?" he said slowly. 
"1 didn't see them at first. I didn't 

hear them. The room was quite dark 
except for one jet o f  fierce white light 
which beat upon the door of a safe . 
And as I shut the door the jet moved 
swiftly and the light reached me and 
stopped. I was blinded. I stood in 
the full glare of i t ,  drawn up against 
the panels of the door, shivering, sick 
with fear. Then I heard a quiet laugh, 
and someone moved softly towards 
me. Oh, it was terrible! I recovered 
the use of my limbs ; in a panic I 
turned to the door, but I was too late. 
While I fumbled with the handle I 
was seized; a hand covered my mouth. 
I was lifted to the centre of the 
room. The jet went out, the electric 
lights \Yere turned on. There were 
two men dressed as apaches in velvet 
trousers and red scarves, like a hun
dred others in the ballroom below, 
and both were masked. I struggled 
furiously; but, of course, I was like a 
chjJd in their grasp. 'Tie her legs,' the 
man whispered who was holding me; 
'she's making too much noise.' I 
kicked and fough t, but the other man 
srooped and tied my ankles, and I 
fainted. 

"When I came to, the lights were 
still burning, the door of the safe was 
open, the room empty; I had been 
flung onto a couch at the foot of the 
bed. I was lying there quite free." 

"Was the safe empty?" asked Cal
lad inc. 

"I didn't look,'' she answered. 
"Oh ! " - and she covered her face 
spasmodically with her hands. " I  
looked a t  the bed. Someone was lying 
there - under a sheet and quite still. 
There was a clock ticking in the roo m ;  
It  was the only sound. I \\·as terrified. 
If I didn 't get out of the room at 
once I felt that I should scream and 
bring everyone to find me alone with 
- what was under the sheet in the 
bed. I ran to the door and looked 
out through a slit into the corridor. 
It was still quite empty, and below 
the music still throbbed in the ball
room. I crept down the stairs, meet
ing no one until I reached the hall. I 
looked into the ballroom as if I was 
searching for someone. I stayed long 
enough to show myself. Then I got a 
cab and came to you." 

Calladine sat watching the girl 
in silence. 

Then he asked, and his voice was 
hard : 

"Is that all you have to tell me ?" 
"Yes." 
Calladine rose to his feet and stood 

beside her. 
"Then how do you come to be 

wearing this?" he asked, and he lifted 
a chain of platinum and diamonds 
which she was wearing about her 
shoulders. "You weren't wearing it 
when you danced with me." 

Joan Carew stared at the chain. 
"No. It's not mine. I have never 

seen it before." Then a light came 
into her eyes. "The two men - they 



T H E  A F F A I R  A T  T H E  S E M ! R A J-1 1 S  H O T E L  

must have thrown i t  over m y  head 
when I was on rbe couch - before 
t hey went." She looked at i t  more 
closely. "That's i t .  The chain's not 
very valuable. They could spare i t ,  
and - i t  would accuse me - o f  what 
they d id ." 

"Yes, that's very good reasoning," 
said Callacline coldly. 

Joan Carew looked quickly up into 
his face. 

"Oh, you don't belie\'e me," she 
cried . "You think - oh, i t 's impos
sible." 

"But you went to steal, you know," 
he said gen tly. 

"Yes, I did , but not this." And she 
held up the necklace. "Should I have 
stolen this, should I have come to 
you wearing it ,  i f  I had stolen the 
pearls, i f  I had ' '  - and she stopped -
"if m y story were not true?" 

Callad ine weighed her argument. 
"No, I t hin k you wouldn' t ,"  h e  

said frankly. 
Calladine looked at the clock. I t  

was nearly five o'clock i n  the morn
ing, and though the music could still 
be heard from the ballroom in the: 
Semiramis, the night had begun to 
wane upon the river. 

"You must go back,"  he said. "I'll 
walk with you." 

They crept silently down the 
stairs and into the street. They met 
no one until they reached the Strand. 
There many, like Joan Carew i n 
masquerade, were standing about, or 
walking hi ther and thither in search 
of carriages and cabs. 

"You can slip in unnoticed," said 

Calladinc as he looked into the 
thronged courtyard . ' ' I 'll telephone 
to you in the morn ing. " 

"You will?" she cried eagerly. 
" Y  cs, for certain," he replied. 

"Wait in until you hear from me. 

I'll think it over. I'll do what I can." 
"Thank you," she said fervently. 
He watched her scarlet cloak flitting 

here and there in the crowd un til i t  
vanished through the doorway. Then , 
for the second time, he wa lked back 
to his chambers, while the morning 
c rept up the river from the sea. 

This was the story which Calladine 
told in Mr. Ricardo's li brary. Mr. 
Ricardo heard it out wi t h  varying 
emotions. He began with a thrill of 
expectation, l ike a man on a dark 
threshold of great excitements. The 
setting of the story appealed to him, 
too, by a sort of brilliant bizarrerie 
which he found in it. But, as it went 
on, he grew puzzled and a trifle dis
heartened . There were flaws and 
chinks; he began to bubble with 
unspoken criticisms, then swift and 
clever thrusts which he dared not 
deliver. He looked upon the young 
man with d isfavor, as upon one who 
had half opened a door upo'n a theatre 
of great promise and shown him a 
spec tacle not up to the mark. Ha
naud, on the other hand, listened 
imperturbably, without an expression 
upon his face, until the end. Then 
he pointed a fi nger a t  Calladine and 
asked h im what to Ricardo's mind 
was a most irrelevant question. 

"You got back to your rooms, then. 
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before five, Mr. Calladine, and i t  is 
now nine o'clock less a few minutes. " 

' ' Yes." 
"Yet you have not changed your 

clothes. Explain to me that. What 
did you do between five and half
past eight?" 

Calladine looked down at his rum
pled shirt fronL 

"Upon my word, I never thought 
of it," he cried. "I was worried out of 
my mind. I couldn't decide what to 
do. Finally. I determined to talk to 
M.r. Ricardo, and after I had come to 
that conclusion I just waited im
patien dy until I could come round 
wi th decency.'' 

Hanaud rose from his chair. His 
manner was gran�. but conYeyed no 
single hint of an opinion. He turned 
to Ricardo. 

' 

"Let us go round to your young 
friend's rooms in the Adelphi," he 
said; and the three men drove there 
at once. 

Calladine lodged in a corner house 
and upon the first floor. His rooms, 
large and square and lofty, with 
Adam mantelpieces and a delicate 
tracery upon their ceilings, breathed 
the grace of the eighteenth century. 
Broad high windows, em brasured in 
thick walls, overlooked the river and 
Look in all the sunshine and the air 
which the river had to give. And they 
were furnished fittingly. When the 
three men entered the parlor, Mr. 
Ricardo was astounded. He had 
expected the untidy litter of a man 
run to seed , the neglect and the 

dust of the recluse. But the room was 
as clean as the deck of a yacht; an 
Aubusson carpet made the floor 
luxurious underfoot; n few colored 
prints of real vnlue decorntcd the 
walls; and the mahogany furniture 
was polished so that a lady could have 
used it as a mirror. There was even 
a china bowl full of fresh red roses. 

''So you l ive here, i'v[r .  Calladine ?" 
said Hanaud. 

" "Y cs. " 
"\Vith your servants, of course?" 
''They come in during the Jay," 

said Calladine, and Hanaud looked at 
him curiously. . 

''Do you mean that you sleep here 
alone? " 

"Yes." 
"But your valet?" 
''I don't keep a valet," said Calla

dine; and again the curious look came 
into Hanaud's eyes. 

"Yet," he suggested gently. "there 
arc rooms enough in your set o f  
chambers to house a family.'' 

Calladine colored. 
"I prefer at night not to be dis

turbed," he snid, stumbling a little 
over the words. 

Hanaud nodded his he;�d with 
sympathy. 

"Yes, yes. And it is a difficult thing 
to get - as difficult as my holiday," 
he said ruefully, with a sm ile for Mr. 
Ricardo. "However" - he turned 
towards Calladine - "no doubt, now 
that you are at home, you would like 
a bath and a change of clothes. And 
when you arc dressed, perhaps you 
will telephone to the Semiramis and 
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ask Miss Drew to come round here." 

Hanaud shut the door upon Cal
ladine, then crossed the room to Mr. 
Ricardo who, seated at the open win
dow, was plunged deep in reflections. 

"You have an idea, my friend ,"  
cried Hanaud. 

Mr. Ricardo started out of an 
absorption which was altogether as· 
sumed. 

"I was thinking," he said, with a 
faraway smile, " that you might 
disappear in the forests of Africa, 
and at once everyone would be very 
busy about your disappearance. You 
might leave your village in Leicester
shire and live in the fogs of Glasgow, 
and within a week the whole village 
would know your postal address. But 
London - what a cit y !  How cliff er· 
ent! How ind ifferent ! Turn out of Sr.  · 
James's into the Adelphi Terrace and 
not a soul will say to you : 'Dr. 
Livingstone, I presu me?' " 

"But why should they," asked 
Hanaud, "if your name isn't Dr. 
Livi ngstone?" 

Mr. Ricardo smiled indulgently. 
"Scoffer!''  he said. "You under· 

stand me very well," and he sought to 
turn the tables on his companion . 
"And you - does this room suggest 
nothing to you? Have you no ideas?" 
But he knew very well that Hanaud 
had. Ever since Hanaud had crossed 
the threshold he had been like a man 
stimulated by a drug. 

"Yes," he said, "I have." 
He was standing now by Ricardo's 

side with his hands in his pockets, 
looking out at the trees on the 

Embankment and the barges swing� 
ing down the river. In a moment or 
two he began to walk about the room 
with that  curiously light step which 
Rica rdo was never able to' reconcile 
with his cumbersome figure. With the 
heaviness of a bear he still padded. 
He went from corner to corner, 
opened a cupboard here, a drawer of 
the bureau there. 

"You are look ing for something, " 
Ricardo announced with sagacity. 

"I am, " replied Hanaud; and it 
seemed that in a second or two he 
found it .  Yet - yet - he found it  
with his hands in his pockets, i f  he had 
found it. Mr. Ricardo saw him stop 
in tha t at titude in front of the 
mantelshelf, and heard him utter a 
long, low whistle. Upon the mantel
shelf some photographs were arranged, 
a box of cigars stood at one end, a book 
or two lay between some delicate 
ornaments of china, and a small en
graving in a thin gilt frame was 
propped at the back against the wall. 
Rica rdo surveyed the shelf from his 
seat in the window, but he could not 
i magine which it was of these objects 
that so drew and held Hanaud's eyes. 

Hanaud, however, stepped forward. 
He looked into a vase and turned it  
upside down. Then he removed the 
lid of a porcelain cup, and from the 
very look of his great shoulders 
Ricardo knew that he had discovered 
what he sought. He was holding 
something in  his hands, turning i t  
over, examining it .  When he was 
satisfied he moved swiftly to the door 
and opened it cautiously. Both meri 
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could hear the splashing of water in  
a bath. Hanaud closed the door again 
with a nod of contentment and 
crossed once more to the windO\V. 

"Yes, it is all very s t range and 
curious," h e  said. "and I do not re
gret that you dragged me into the 
affair. You were quite rig h t ,  my 
friend, this morning. I t  is the per
sonali ty of your young :\ l r. Calladine 
which is the i n teresting th ing. For 
instance, here we arc in London in 
t he early summer. The trees out, 
freshly green, lilac and flowers in the 
gardens. and I don 't know what 
tingle of hope and· expectation in 
the sun ligh t and the air. 

"Can you understand a young man 
with monev, with fastidious tastes, 
good-looking, hiding himself in a 
corner at such a time - except for 
some overpowering reason? No. Nor 
can I .  There is another thing - I 
put a quest ion or two to Calladine. 

"He has no servants here at night. 
He is quite alone and - here is what 
J find interesting - he has no valet. 
That seems a small thing to you?" 
Hanaud asked at a movement from 
Ricardo. "\Veil, i t  is no doubt a trifle, 
but it's a significant t rifle in the case 
of a young rich man . I t  is generally a 
sign that there is someth ing strange, 
perhaps even something sin ister, in 
his life. Mr. C1 l lad ine , some months 
ago, turned out of St. James's into 
the Adelphi . Can you tell me why?" 

"No," replied Mr. Ricardo. 
Hanaud stretched ou t a hand . In 

bis open palm Jay a small rou nd hairy 
bulb about the size of a big button and 

of a color between green and brow n .  
"Look ! "  h e  sa id . " \\ hat i s  t ha t ?" 

Mr. Ricardo took the bulb wonder
ingly. 

' 'It looks to me l ike the fru i t  of 
some kino of cactus. " 

Hanaucl nodded . 

' ' I t  is .  You will sec omc !JOt· of i t  
i n  the hot houses of : �ny really good 
botanical gardens. They arc la beled 
Anhalonium Luinii. But :1mong the 
I nd ians of Yucatan the plant has a 
simpler n<lmc." 

" \\ hat name ?" asked Ricardo. 
" Mescal . "  

1\ l r. Ricardo repeated t he name. I t  
com·eycd nothi ng to him whatever. 

' '1\ lescal i s  a drug." 
Ricardo started. 
"Yes. you are beginning to u nder

stand now.''  1-Ianaud continued. ' 'why 
your you ng friend Calladi n�: r u rned 
out of St. James's into the Adelphi 
Terrace." 

Ricardo turned the lit  tic bulb over 
in his fingers. 

' 'You make a decoction of i t ,  I 
suppose ?" he said. 

! ;Or you can use i t as the Indians 
do in Yucatan , ' '  replied Hanaud. 
" Mescal enters into their religious 
ceremonies. They sit at n igh t i n  a 
circle about a fire built i n  the forest 
and chew i t ,  while one of their num
ber beats perpetually upon a drum." 

Hanaud looked round the room and 
took notes of its  luxur ious carpet, its 
delicate appointments . Ou tside the 
window there was a clamor of voices. 
Boa ts went swiftly down the river on 
the ebb. Beyond the mass of the 
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Semiramis rose the great gra)'-white 
dome of St. Paul's. 

"It's a long way from the forests of 
Yucatan to the Adelphi Terrace of 
London," said l lanaud. ' · Yet here, 
I think, in t hesc rooms, \\'hen the 
servants are ali gone and the house is 
very quiet, there is a lit tle corner of 
wild tvfexico." 

A look of pi t y  cunc into :\lr.  
Ricardo's fact.:. He had seen more 
than one young man of great promise 
slacken his hold and lcl go, ju t for 
this reason. 

" I t 's l ike bhang and kidf and the 
rest o[ the devilish t hings. 1 su ppose." 
he said. i ndignan t ly tossing the but
ton upon the tabk. 

Hanaud picked it up. 
"No," he replied . " I t 's not quite 

like any other clt ug. It has a quality 
of its own which jus t  now is of par
ticular importance to you and me. 
Yes, my friend, we must wntch that 
we do not make the big fools of our
selves in th is alTair." 

'There," Mr. Ricardo :1grccd with 
an ineffable a i r  of wisdom, "I am 
entirely with you." 

"Now, why ?" Hanaud asked. Mr. 
Ricardo was at a loss for a reason, 
but Hanaud did not wait. "I will 
tell you. Mescal intoxicates, yes 
but it docs more - i t  gives to the 
man who eats of it color-dreams." 

"Color-dreams?" 
"Yes, st range heated charms, in 

which violent things happen vividly 
among bright colors. Color is the 
gift of this little prosaic brown but
ton." He spun the bulb in the air 

like a coin, and catching it again, 
took it over to t he mantelpiece and 
dropped it into the porcelain cup. 

"Are you sure of this?" Ricardo 
cried exc ited ly , and Hanaud raised 
hi hand in warn ing. He went to 
the door, opened it for an inch or so, 
nnd c losed i t  aga in . 

" I  am quite sure," he returned. 
"I ha,·c for a friend a very learned 
chemist i n  the College de France. 
He is one of those enthusiasts who 
must experiment upon themselves. 
He tried this d rug ." 

" Y  cs." Ricardo said in a q uieter 
voice. ·'And what did he see?" 

''He bad a vision of a wonderful 
garden bathed in sunlight, an old 
garden of gorgeous flowers and emer
ald lawns, ponds with golden lilies and 
thick yew hedges - a garden where 
peacocks stepped indolently and groups 
of gay people fantastically dressed 
quarreled and fought with swords. 
That is what he saw. And he saw it so 
vividly tha t , when the vapors of the 
drug passed from his brain and he 
waked, he seemed to be coming out 
of the real world into a world of shift
ing illusions." 

"Out of the real world ," Mr. Ri
cardo quoted, "( begin to see." 

"Yes, you begin to see, my friend, 
that we must be very careful nor to 
make the big fools of ourselves. My 
friend of the College de F ranee saw a 
garden . But had he been sitting alone 
i n  the window-scat where you are, 
l istening through a summer nigh t to 
the music of the masquerade at the 
Semiramis, might he not have seen 
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the ballroom, the dancers. the scarle t 
cloak. and the rest of this swry?'' 

" You mean,'' cried Hicardo. now 
fairly start led, " t hat Calladine came 
to us with the fumes of mesc:1! st ill 
working in his brain. tha t the false 
world was the re<1l one st ill for him." 

"I uo not know," said Hanaud. 
"At present I on ly put questions. I 
ask t hem of vou. 1 wish to hear how 
they sound . Let us reason this prob
lem our.  C:tlladinc, let us say, takes a 
great deal more of the drug t han my 
professor. It wil l haH on him a more 
powerful cffc.:cr w hile i t  bsts, and i t  
will last longer. Fancy- dress balls are 
familiar things to Calbdinc. The 
music floJting from the Semiramis 
will revive old memories. I Ie its here, 
the pageant t :tkcs shape before him, 
he sees himself taking h is pan in i t .  
Oh, h e  i s  happier here s i t t ing q u iet ly 
i n  his window-sear than i f  he ,,·as ac
tually a t  the Semirami . For he is 
there more int{·nscly. more ,·ividly, 
more really, than if he had act ually 
descended this  staircase. I Je lives his 
story through, the story of a heated 
brain, the scene of it changes in the 
way d reams have, it  becomes tragic 
and sinister, it oppresses him wi r h  
horror, and i n  the morning, so ob· 
scssed with it that he does not think 
to change his clothes, he is knocking 
at your door." 

Mr. Ricardo raised his eyebrows. 
"Ah !  You sec a flaw in my a rgu

menr, " said Hanaud. But Mr. Ricardo 
was wary. Too often in other days he 
l1ad been leaped upon and trounced 
for a careless remark. 

"Let me hear the end of your 
argument," he said . '·There was then 
{0 your thinking no tem p ta tion of 
jewels, no theft, no murder - i n a 
word. no Ceh·mcnc?'' 

' ' No ! "  eric�! J I:Jnaud. "Come with 
me, my friend . 1 am not o ·u re t ha t  
t here was n o  Cclvmcne . ' '  

With a smi le upon h i s  face, Hanaud 
led the way :�cross the room. He had 
the dramatic inst inct.  and rejoiced in 
i t .  He was going to prod L ICe a surprise 
for his componion :1nd .  savoring t h e  
momen t in  adv;1nce, he managed his 
eO-ecrs. He wa lked row:�rds the  man
telpiece and s topped a few paces away. 

"Look ! "  
'\fr. Ricardo looked a n d  saw a 

broad Adam mantelpiece. I Ie t u rned 

a bewildered face t o  his friend. 
"You sec nothing � · ·  I 1-l llaud asked. 
"Nothing!"  
"Look ag:1 in ! I am not s u re - but 

i s  not Celymene posing bdore you ? "  
.\ l r. Ricardo looked ::tg:t in. There 

was not hi ng to fix his eyes. I [e saw a 
book or two, a cup, a vase or two, and 
nothing else except a very pretty and 
apparently valuable piece of- :Hld 
suddenly Mr. Ricardo understood. 

Straight in front of him,  in the very 
centre of the mantelpiece, a figure in 
painted china was leaning against a 
china stile. [ t was the figure of a per· 
fect ly impossible cou rt ier, feminine 
and exquisite, and appareled even to 
the scarlet heels, exactly as Calladinc 
had described Joan Carew. 

Hanaud chuckled with .sat isfaction 
when he saw the expression upon 
Mr. Ricardo's face. 
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"Ah. you understand," be said. 

"Do you dream , my friend ? At times 
- yes, like the rest of us.  Then 
recollect your dreams?  Thi11gs, peo
ple, wh ich you have seen perhaps that 
day , perhaps months ago. pop in and 
out of them without making them
selves prayed for. Thus, our friend 
here sirs in rhe window, intoxicated 
by his drug , the music plays in the 
Semiramis, the curta in goes up in the 
heated theatre of his brain. He sees 
himself step upon t he stage, and who 
else meets him but the china figure 
from his mantelpiece ? "  

Mr. Ricardo for a moment was all 
enthusiasm. Then his doubt returned 
to him. 

"What you say, my dear Hanaud, 

is very ingenious. The figure upon 
the mantelpiece is also extremely 
convinc ing . And I shou ld be abso
lutely convinced but for one thing." 

"Yes?" said Hanaud. 
"I am - I may say ir, I think - a 

man of the world. And I ask myself 
whether a young man who has given 
up his social t ies, who has become a 
hermi t, and still  more who has become 
the slave of a d rug, would retain that 
scrupulous carefulness of his body 
which is indicated by dressing for 
dinner when alone ?' '  

Hanaud struck the table with the 
palm of his hand . 

"Yes. That is the weak point in  my 
theory . You have h i t  i t .  I knew it was 
there - that weak point ,  and I 
wondered whether you would seize it. 
Yes, the consu mers of drugs are care
less, untidy - even unclean as a rule. 

But not always. We must be careful. 
We must wait." 

"For what ?" asked Ricardo. 
''For the answer to a telephone 

message , "  rc plied Hanaud. 
Both men wai ted impatiently until 

Calladine came into the room. He 
wore now a su it of blue serge, he 
had a clearer eye, h is skin a healthier 
look; he was altogether a more 
reputable person. But  he was plainly 
very ill at case . He offered his visitors 
cigarettes, he proposed refreshments, 
he avoided entirely and awkwardly 
the objec t of their visit . Hanaud 
smiled. His theory was working out. 
Sobered by his bath, Calladine had 
realized the foolishness of which he 
had been guilty.  

"You tckphoned to the Semiramis, 
of course?" said Hanaud cheerfully. 

Calladine grew red. 
"Yes, " he stammered. 
"Yet I did not hear that volume of 

'Hallos' which precedes telephonic 
connection in your country of lei
sure," Hanaud continued . 

" I  telephoned from my bedroom. 
You would not hear anything in this 
room." 

"Yes, yes ; the walls of these old 
houses are solid. "  Hanaud was playing 
with his victim. ''And when may we 
expect Miss Carew?" 

"I can't say," replied Calladine. 
''It's very strange. She is not in the 
hotel." 

Mr. Ricardo and Hanaud ex
changed a look . They were both 
satisfied now. There was no word of 
truth in Calladine's story. 
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"Then there is no reason for us to 
wait,'' said Hanaud. "I shall have my 
holiday after all.'' And while he was 
yet speaking the voice of a newsboy 
calling out the first edition of an 
evening paper became distantly audi
ble. Hanaud broke off his fa rewell . For 
a momen t he listened, with his head 
bent. Then the voice was heard 
again, confused, indistinct; Hanaud 
picked u p  his hat and cane and , 
without another word to Calladine, 
raced down the stairs. 1\ [r. Ricardo 
followed him, but when he reached 
the pavement, Hanaud was half down 
the little street. At the corner, how
ever, he stopped , and Ricardo joined 
him, coughing and out of breath . 

"\Vhat's the matter?" he gasped. 
"Listen," said Hanaud . 
At the bottom of Duke Street, by 

Charing Cross Stat ion, the newsboy 
was shouting his wares. Both men 
listened, and now the words came to 
them . 

"!lt/ysterious crime at the Semiramis 
Hotel!" 

R icardo stared at his companion. 
"You were wrong, then!" he cried . 

"Ca1Jadine's story was true." 
For once Hanaud was quite dis

concerted. 
But  before he could move a taxi

cab turned into the Adelphi from the 
Strand, and wheeling in front of their 
faces, swpped a t  Calladine's door. 
From the cab a girl descended. 

"Let us go back," said Hanaud. 

Mr. Ricardo could no longer com
pbin. It  was half-past eight when 

Calladine had first disturbed the 
formalities of his house in Grosvenor 
Square. I t  was barely Len now, and 
d uring that short time he had been 
fl ung from surprise lO surprise. 

" I  am alive once more," J\h. 
Ricardo thought as he t urneJ back 
with  Hanaud, and in  his excitement 
he cried his thought aloud. 

"Are you ? " said l la naud. "And 
what is l ife withOlJ t a newspnper? If 
you will buy one from t ha t re
markably raucous boy at the bot tom 
of the street, I wi ll keep an eye upon 
Calladine's house till you come bJck. '' 

Mr. Ricardo sped do\vn to Charing 
Cross and brought back a copy of 
the Star. He handed i t  to Hanaud, 

�vho stared at it  doubt ful ly , folded as 
1 t  was. 

"Shall we s�e wha t it says?" 
Ricardo asked impat ien t l y .  

" B y  n o  means," Hanaud answered, 
waking from his reverie and tucking 
the paper briskly away into the tail 
pocket of his coa t . "We will hea r 
what Miss Joan Carew has to say, 
with our minds undisturbed by any 
discoveries . "  

They went quickly to Ct�lladine's 
rooms. As they entered Mr. Ricardo 
saw a girl turn to them suddenly a 
white face of terror, and ll inch as 
though al ready she fel t  t he hand of a 
constable u pon her shoulder. CaJla
dine, on the other hand, ut tered a 
cry of relief. 

"These are my friends," he ex
claimed to the girl, " t he friends of 
whom I spoke to you"; and to Hanaud 
he said : "This is Miss Carew ." 
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Hanaud bowed. 
"You shall rell me your story, 

mademoiselle," he said very gently, 
and a l itt le color returned to the 
girl's cheeks. 

"But you have heard i t," she 
answered. 

"Not from you," said l lanaud. 
So for a second time in that room 

she told the history of that night.  
She was 

.
iust a very young and Yery 

preuy gal, telling in a low and re
morseful voice of the tragic dilemma to 
which she had brough t herself. Of 
Celymene all that remai ncJ was some
thing exqu isi te and fragile in her 
?cauty, i ? the slimness of her figure, 
m her datnt iness of hand and foot 
something al tnoc;t of the hot· house . 
But the story she told was the same 
which Calladinc had already relatccl .. 

"Thank you," said Hanaud when 
she had done. "Now I must ask you 
two questions." 

"I will answer them ." 
"You wil l forgive me, Miss Carew. 

But have you ever stolen before?" 
Joa n C·lrew tu rned upon Hanaud 

with spirit. Then a change swept over 
her f.1ce. 

"You have a right to ask," she 
answered. "Never." She looked into 
his eyes as she a nswered. Hanaud did 
not move . He sat wi th a hand upon 
each knee and led to his second 
question. 

"Early this morning, when you 
left this room , you told Mr. Calladine 
that you would wait at the Semiramis 
until he telephoned to you?" 

"Yes." 

"Yet when he telephoned, you 
had gone out?" 

"Yes." 
"Why?" 
"I w ill tell you," said Joan Carew. 

"I could not bear to keep the little 
diamond chain in my room. . 

"I was terrified, "  continued Joan 
C•rew. "I kept thinking: They must 
have found out by now. They will 
search everywhere.' I didn 't  reason. 
I lny in bed expecti ng to hear every 
moment a loud knock ing on the door. 
Besides - the chnin itself being there 
in my bedroom - her chain - the 
dead woman's chain - no, I couldn't 
endure i t .  I felt as if  I had stolen it." 

Joan Carew explained how she had 
risen, dressed, wrapped the chain in a 
pad of cotton-wool and enclosed it in 
an envelope. The envelope had not 
the sr;�mp of the hotel upon it.  I t  was 
a rather large en velope, one of a 
pac ket which she had bought in a 
crowded shop in Oxford Street on her 
way from Euston to the Semiramis. 
She had bought the enve lopes of that 
pan icular size in order that when she 
sent her letter of introduction to the 
Director of the Opera at Covent _ 
Garden she migh t  enclose with it a 
photograph. 

"J\nd to whom did you send it?" 
asked Mr. Ricardo. 

"To Mrs. Blumen at the Semiramis. 
I printed the address carefully. Then 
I went out and posted it ."  

"Where?'' Hanaud inquired. 
"In the big letter-box of the Post 

Office at the corner of Trafalgar· 
Square." 
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Hanaud looked at the girl sharply. 
"You had your wits about you, I 

see," he said. 
"What if the envelope gets lost?'' 

said Ricardo. 
Hanaud laughed grimly. 
" If one envelope is delh·ered at its 

address in London todav, it will be 
that one,"  he said. "The news of 
the crime is published, you see," and 
he swung rou nd to Joan. "Did you 
know that, Miss Carew?" 

"No," she answered i n  an awe· 
stricken voice. 

"Well, then, it is. Let us see what 
the special investigator has to say 
about it." And Hanaud, with a de
liberation which Mr. Ricardo found 
quite excruciating, spread out the 
newspaper on the table. 

There was only one new fact in the 
couple of columns devoted to the 
mystery. Mrs. Blumen had died 
from chloroform poisoning. She was 
of a stou t habit, and the thieYes were 
not skilled in the administration of 
the anesthetic. 

"It's murder none the less," said 
Hanaud, and he gazed straight at 
Joan, asking her by the direct sum
mons of his eyes what she was going 
to do. 

"I must tell my story to the police," 
she replied, painfully and slowly. 

Hanaud neither agreed nor differed. 
His face was blank, and when he 
spoke there was no cordiali ty in his 
voice. "Well," h e  asked, "and what is 
it that you have to say to the police, 
miss? That you went into the room 
to steal, and that you were attacked 

by two swtnger , dressed as apaches, 
and masked ? That is all?" 

"Yes.'' 
"And how many men. at the Semir· 

amis ball were drc cd as apaches and 
wore masks? Come! Jlviakc a guess. 
A hundred at the least?" 

" I should think :.v." 
'Then what wil l  your confession 

do beyond - I quote your English 
idiom - put t ing you in the coach?"  

''Yet I think I must tell the police," 
she repeated, look1ng u p  and d ropping 
her eyes again . Mr. Ricardo noticed 
that her eyelashes were very long. 
For the first time Hanaud 's face 
relaxed. 

"And I think you are quite right," 
he cried heartily. to Mr. Ricardo's 
surprise. "Tell them the truth before 
they suspec t it ,  and they will hclp 
you out of the affair if they can. Not 
a doubt of it. Come, I will go with 
you myself  to Scotland Yard." 

"Thank you," said Joan, and the 
pair drove away in a cab together. 

Hanaud returned to Grosvenor 
Square alone and l unched with 
Ricardo. 

"It  was all right," he said. "The 
police were very kind. Miss Joan 
Carew told her story to them as she 
had told it to us. Fortunately, the 
envelope with the platinum chain 
had already been delivered, and was 
in their hands. They were much 
mystified about it, but Miss Joan's 
story gave them a reasonable explana, 
tion. I think they are inclined to 
believe her; and if she is speaking the 
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truth, they \\'ill keep her o u L  o f  the 
wit ness-box if thcv can." 

"She i to st:1�· here in London, 
then?" asked R ic:; rdo. 

"Oh, yes; she is not to go. She will 
present her letter a t  the Opera 
House and secure n n  engagement , i f  
she can . The criminal m igh t b e  lu lled 
thereby into a belief th;n t he girl had 
kept t he whole tr:lnge incident to 
herself, and t ha t  t lu:rc wa nowhere 
even a knowledge of t he di gui�c 
which they had used." I fanaud spoke 
as carelessly as if the m::tttcr wa no t 
very impor tan t ; and Ricardo, with 
an unusu:�l fl:�sh of shrewdness, S<1id : 

"It  is clear, my fr iend . that you do 
not Lhink those two men \\'il l  c\'er 
be caught at all . ' '  

Hanaud sh rugged his boulders. 
"Bm," exc la imed R icardo, " t hose 

pearls were of grc:�t ' :1lue, and pearls 
of great ,·aluc arc kno\\'n ; so, when 
they come upon the market --" 

"That is uuc." I hnaud imer· 
rupted imperturbably. "But  how are 
they know n ? "  

" B y  their  weigh t," said Mr. R i· 
cardo. 

"Exac tly,'' replied Han:lUd. " B u t 
did you not know t hat pearls can be 
peeled like an on ion ? No ? I t is true. 
Remove a skin , two skins, the weight 
is altered, the pearl is a trifle smaller. 
h has lost a little of i ts vnlue, yes 
but you can no longer identify i t  as 
the so-and-so pearl \\'hich belonged to 
this or that sultan, was stolen by the 
vizier, bought by Messrs. Lustre and 
Steinopolis, of Hatton Garden, and 
subsequently sold to the we;� lthy 

�Irs. Bl umcn. No, your pearl has 
v:.n ishcd altogether. There is a new 
pc.:arl wh ich Gill be traded." He 
looked a t  Ricardo . " \Vho shall say 
t hat those pearls arc not already in 
one of the queer l i t t le back st reets of 
Amstercbm, u ndergoing their trans· 
for mation ? ' '  

The days flew b y .  I t  was London's 
phy· rime. The green and gold o f  
early s u m mer deepened and dark
ened. Hanaud made acquaintance 
with the woodt:d reaches of the 
Tha mes ;  Joan Carew sang Louise at 
Covent Garden wi t h  notable success; 
and the a n·ai r of the Semiramis Hotel, 
in the minds of the few who remem
bered i t ,  was already nddcd to the 
long li t of unfathumed mysteries. 

But towards the end of May there 
occurred a srartling developmen t.  
Juan Carew wrote to Mr. Ricardo 
that she would call upon him in the 
afternoon, and she begged him to 
secure the pr<:�ence of Hnnaud. She 
came as the c lock struck; she was pale 
and agi ta ted ; and in the room where 
Calladinc had first told the story of 
her visit she told another story which, 
to Mr. Ricardo's t hink ing, was yet  
more st ra nge. 

"It has been going on for some 
rime," she began. "I thought of com
ing to you at once. Then I wondered 
whether, if I waited - oh, you'll 
never bel ieve me!" 

"Let us hear," said Hanaud. 
"I began to dream of that room, 

the two men d isgu ised and masked, 
the s t ill figure in the bed . Night after 
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night !  I was terrified to go to sleep. I 
felt  the hand upon my mouth. I 
used to catch myself falling asleep, 
and walk about the room with all the 
lights up to keep myself a\\·:�ke. Oh, 
my nights were horrible until"" - she 
paused and looked at her comp;mions 
doubtfullf - "until one night the 
mask slipped. "  

''What -?" cried Hanaud. 
" I t  is true. The mask slipped on the 

face of one of the men - of the man 
who held me. Only a l i t tle way; i t  
just left his forehead visible." 

"Well?" asked Hanaud. 
"I waked up," the girl con l inued, 

"in the darkness, and for a moment 
the whole scene remained vividly 
with me - for j ust long enough for 
me to fix clearly in my mind the 
figure of the apache wi t h the white 
forehead showing above the mask. " 

"When was that?" asked Ricardo. 
"A fortnight ago." 
"Why didn't you come with your 

story then?'' 
"I waited," said Joan. "What I 

had to tell wasn't yet helpful. I 
thought that another night the mask 
might slip lower still. Besides, I - it 
is difficult to describe just what I 
felt. I felt it important just to keep 
that photograph in my mind, not to 
think abou t it, not to talk about it, 
not even to look at it too often lest I 
should begin to imagine the rest of the 
face and find something familiar in 
the man's carriage and shape when 
there was nothing really familiar to 
me a� all. Do you understand that?" 

"Yes," replied Hanaud. 

"I thought there was a chance 
now - the strangest chance - that 
the truth might be reache::d. I did not 
wish to spoil it , ' '  and she turned 
eagerly to Ricardo, as i f.  having per
suaded Hanaud, she would now turn 
her batteries on his companion. "My 
whole point of view was changed. I 
\\·as no longer afraid of falling asleep 
lest 1 should dream. I wished to 
dream. but --" 

' 'But you could not , " suggested 
Hanaud. 

"I\:o, that is the truth," replied 
Joan Carew. "Whereas before I was 
anxious to keep awake and yet must 
sleep from sheer fatigue, now that I 
tried consciously to put myself to 
sleep r remained awake all lhrough 
the night, and only towards morning, 
when the light was coming t h rough 
the blinds, dropped off into a heavy, 
dreamless slumber. 

"Then came my rehearsals," Joan 
Carew continued, "and that wonder
ful opera drove cvery1hing else out 
of my head. I had such a chance, if 
only I could make use of it! When I 
went to bed now, I went with that 
haunting music in my cars - the call 
of Paris - oh, you must remember it. 
But can you realize what it must 
mean to a girl who is going to sing it 
for the first time in Covent Garden?" 

Mr. Ricardo saw h is opportunity. 
He, the connoisseur, could answer 
that question. 

"It is true, my friend," he informed 
Hanaud with quiet au thority. "The 
great march of events leaves the 
artist cold. He lives aloof. While the 
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tumbrils thunder in the streets he adds 
a delicate t int to the  picture he is en
gaged upon or recalls h is t riumph i n  
his last great art . ' '  

'Thank you," said Hanaud gravely. 
"And now Miss Carew may perhaps 
resume her story.' '  

"It was the Ycry night of my 
debut," she cont inued . . . I had supper 
with some friends. r\ great art ist, 
Carmen Valeri, honored me wirh her 
presence. I went home excited, and 
that night I dreamed again . ' ' 

" Yes ? "  
"This time the chin, t h e  lips, the 

eyes were visible. There was only a 
black strip across the middk of t he 
face. And I thought - nay, I was 
sure - that if that st rip va nished I 
should know the man." 

"And i t  did va nish?" 
"Three nights afterwards. ' '  
"And you did know the man?" 
The girl's face became troubled. 
"I knew the face, that was al l ," she 

answered. "I was disappointed. I had 
never spoken to the man. I am sure 
of that still. But somewhere I have 
seen him." 

"You don't even remember when?" 
asked Hanaud. 

"No." Joan Carew reflected for a 
moment with her eyes upon the car
pet, and then flung up her head with 
a gesture of despair. "No. I try all the 
time to remember. But it is no good." 

"How did you pass the evening of 
that night when you first dreamed 
complete the face of your assailant?" 

Joan Carew reflected. Then her 
face cleared. 

"I kno\v," she exclaimed. "I was 
a t  the opera ." 

"And what was being given ? " 
" The jewels of the Madonna." 
Hanaud nodded his head. To Ri-

cardo i t seemed that he had expected 
precisely that answer. 

"Now," he conti nued, "you are 
sure t hat  you have seen this man?" 

"Yes." 
"Very well,'' said Hanaud. " There 

is a game you play a t  children's par
ties - is there nor ? - animal, vege
table, or mineral, and always you get 
the answer. Let us play that game for 
a few minutes, vou and I . "  

Joan Carew �lrcw u p  her chair to 
the table and sat with her chin 
propped upon her hands and her 
eyes fixed on Hanaud's face. As he put 
each qut.:slion she pondered on i t  and 
answered. 

"You crossed on the Lucania from 
New York?'' 

"Yes." 
"Picture to yourself the dining

room, the tables. You have the pic
ture quire clear?" 

"Yes." 
"Was i t  at breakfast that you saw 

him?" 
"No." 
" A t  luncheon?" 
"No." 
"At dinner?" 
"No." 
"In the Library. when you were 

writing letters, did you not one day 
lift your head and see him?" 

"No." 
"On the promennde deck? Did he 
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pass you when you sat in your deck
chair?" 

"No." 
Step by step Hanaud took her back 

to New York to her hotel, to journeys 
in the train. Then he carried her to 
Milan where she had studied. It was 
extraordinary to Ricardo to realize 
how much Hanaud knew of the 
curriculum of a student aspiring to 
grand opera. From � t itan he brought 
her again to New York, and at the 
last, with a start of joy, she cried ; 
"Yes, it was there. " 

Hanaud took his handkerchief from 
his pocket and wiped b..is forehead. 

"Oufl'' he grunted. "To concen
trate the mind on a day like this, i t  
makes one hot, I can tell you. Now, 
Miss Carew, let us hear." 

lt was at a concert at the house of a 
Mrs. Starlingshield on Fifth Avenue 
and in the afternoon. Joan Carew 
sang. She was a stranger to New York 
and very nervous. She saw nothing 
but a mist of faces while she sang, but 
when she had finished the mist 
cleared, and as she left the improvised 
stage she saw the man. He was stand
ing against the wall in a line of men. 
There was no pa rticular reason why 
her eyes should single him out, ex
cept that he was paying no attention 
to her singing. and, indeed, she for
got him altogether afterwards. 

"I just happened to see him clearly 
and distincdy," she said. "He was 
tall, clean-shaven, ra ther dark, not 
particularly young - thirty -five or 
so, I should say - a man with a 
heavy face and beginning to grow 

stout .  He moved away while I was 
bowing to the audience. and 1 noticed 
him afterwards talking to people . "  

"Do you remember to whom?" 
"1\o." 
"Did he not ice you. do you think?" 
"I am sure he diJu't," the girl re-

pl ied emphatically.  
She gave, so far as she could re

member, the names of such guests 
and singers as she knew at that parry. 
"And that is al l , "  she said. 

' 'Thank you.'' said Hanaud . "It is 
perhaps a good deal." 

"You wil l let me hear from you ?" 
she cried, as she rose to her feet. 

"Miss Carew. I am at your service," 
he returned. She gave him her hand 
timidly and he took it cordially. For 
Mr. R icardo she had merely a bow, a 
bow which recognized that he dis
trusted her and that she had no right 
to be offended. Then she went, and 
Hanaud smiled across the table at 
Ricardo. 

"Yes," he said, "all that you are 
thinking is true enough . A man who 
slips out of society to indulge a pas
sion for a drug in greater peace, a girl 
who, on her own confession, t ried to 
steal, and, to crown all. th is fantastic 
story. It is natural to disbelieve every 
word of it. But we d isbelieved before, 
when we left Calladine's lodging in  
the Adelphi, and we were wrong. " 

"You have an idea?" exclaimed 
Ricardo. 

" Perhaps! " said Hanaud. And he 
looked down the thea tre column of 
the Ttmes. "Let us distract ourselves 
by going to the theatre . "  
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"You arc the most i rritating man!, 
Mr. Rtcardo broke our impulsively. 
"If I had to pain t your port ra i t, 1 
should paint you with  your finger 
against the side of your nose, saying 
mysteriously : ' I know, ' when you 
know nothing ar all ." 

1 !anaud made a school hoy's gri
mace. ' ' \\ c wil l go and sit in your 
box at the opera tonight." he said. 

They reached Covent Garden be
fore the curtain rose. Mr.  Ricardo's 
box was on the lowest tier and next 
to the omnibus box. 

"We are ncar the stage." said Ha
naud, as he took his scat in the corner 
and so arranged t he curtain that he 
could sec and yet was hidden from 
view . " 1  like that ."  

The theatre was ful l ;  stalls and 
boxes shimmered with  jewels and 
satin, and all  that was famous that 
se:�son for beau1 y and distinCl ion had 
made its tryst there that nigh t .  

' ' Y cs, this is wonderful ,"  said Ha
naud. "\l.1hat opera do they play?" 
He glanced at his program and cried, 
with a l i t t le stan of surprise : ' '\\ e are 
in luck. I t  is The jewels of the Ma· 
donna. ' '  

"Do you believe in omens ?" Mr. 
Ricardo asked coldly. He had not 
yet recovered from his rebuff of the 
afternoon. 

"No, but I believe that Carmen 
Valeri is at  her best in this parr," said 
Hanaud. 

Mr. Ricardo belonged to that body 
of critics which must needs spoil your 
enjoyment by comparisons and reco1-

lcctions of other great artists. He was 
:n a disadvantage certainly tonight, 
for the opera was new. But he did his 
best. He imagined o thers in the part, 
and when the great scene came a t the 
end of the second act,  and Carmen 
\ alcri, on obtaining from her lover 
the j ewels stolen from the sacred 
image, gave such a display of passion 
as fair ly enthralled that audience, Mr. 
Ricardo sighed quietly and patiently. 

''How Calve would have brought 
out the psychological value of tha t 
scene ! "  he murmured ; and he was 
quite vexed with Hanaud, who sat 
with his opera glasses held to his eyes, 
and every sense apparen tly concen
trated on the stage. The curtains rose 
and rose again when the act  was con
cluded, and still Hanaud sat mo t ion
less as the Sphinx, staring through his 
glasses. 

"That is all, ' '  said Ricardo when 
the curtains fell for the fifth time. 

"They will come out,··  said Ha
naud. "Wait!" And from between the 
curtains Carmen Valeri was led out 
into the full glare of the footlights. 
Then at last Hanaud pur down his 
glasses and turned to Ricardo with a 
look of exultation and genuine delight. 

"What a n ight ! " said Hanaud. 
"What a wonderful nigh t ! "  r\nd he 
applauded unti l  he spli t his gloves. 
At the end of the opera he cried: · ' We 
will go and take supper a t  the Semira
mis. Y cs, my friend, we will finish our 
evening like ga!Jant gentlemen. Come !" 

In spite of his boast, however, 
Hanaud hardly touched his supper, 
and he played with, rather than 
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drank, his brandy and soda. He sat 
with his back to the wall watching 
the groups which poured in. Suddenly 
his face lighted up. 

"Here is Carmen Valeri!" he cried. 
"Once more we are in luck. Is it not 
that she is beautiful?" 

Mr. Ricardo turned languid! y a bout 
in his chair and put up his eyeglass. 

"So, so," he said. 
"Ahl" returned Hanaud. "Then 

her companion will interest you still 
more. For he is the man who mur· 
dered Mrs. Blumen." 

Mr. Ricardo jumped so that his 
eyeglass fell and tinkled on its cord 
against the buttons of his waistcoat. 

"What!" he exclaimed. "It 's im· 
possi ble!" He looked again. "Cer· 
tainly the man fits Joan Carew's de
scription. But-" He turned back to 
Hanaud utterly astounded. And as 
he looked at the Frenchman all his 
earlier recollections of him, of his 
swift deductions, of the subtle im· 
agination which his heavy body so 
welJ concealed, crowded in upon Ri· 
cardo and convinced him. 

"How long have you known ?" he 
asked in a whisper of awe. 

"Since ten o'clock tonight." 
"But you will  have to find the 

necklace before you can prove it." 
"The necklace !" said Hanaud care· 

lcssly. "That is already found." 
Mr. Ricardo had been longing for 

a thrill. He had it now. 
"It's found ?" he said in a startled 

whisper. 
"Yes." 
Ricardo turned again, with as much 

indifference as he could assume, to· 
wards the couple who were set tl i ng 
down at their table, the man with a 
surly indifference, Carmen Valeri with 
the radiance of a woman \vho has j ust 
achieved a triumph and is now free 
to enjoy the fruits of it .  Confusedly, 
recollect ions returned to Ricardo of 
questions put th:lt afternoon by 
Hanaud to Joan Carew - subtle ques· 
tions into which the name of Carmen 
Valeri was contin ua l ly en tering. She 
was a woman of thirty ,  certainly 
beautifu l, with a clear, pale face and 
eyes like the nighr. 

"Then she is implicated too l" he 
said. What a change for her, he 
thought, from the stage of Coven t  
Garden to the felon's cell. 

"She !" exclaimed Hanaud; and i n  
h is  passion for the contmsts of drama 
Ricardo was almost disappointed. 
"She has nothing whatever to do 
with it.  She knows nothing. Andre 
Favart there - yes. But Carmen 
Valeri ! She's as stupid as an owl, and 
loves him beyond words. Do you 
want to know how stupid she is? You 
shall know. I asked Mr. Clements, the 
director of the opera house, to take 
supper with us, and here he is." 

Hanaud stood up and shook hands 
with the director. He was of the 
world of business rather t han of art, 
and long experience of the ways of 
tenors and primadonnas had given 
him a good-humored cynicism. 

"They are spoilt children, all tan, 
trums and vanity, " he said, "and they 
would ruin you to keep a rival out of 
the theatre." 
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He told them aAecdote upon 

anecdote. 

"And Carmen \ aleri," Hanaud 
asked in a pause. "Is she troublesome 
this season ?" 

"Has been," replied Clements dryly . 
"At present she is playing at being 
good. But she gave me a turn some 
weeks ago. " He turned to Ricardo. 
"Superstition's her t rouble, and An· 
dre Favan knows it. She left him 
behind in America this spring." 

"America ! "  suddenly cried Ri· 
cardo; so sudden ly that Clements 
looked at him in surprise. 

"She was singing in New York, of 
cou rse, during the winter," he re· 
turned . ''Well , she left him behind, 
and I was shaking hands with myself 
when he began to deal the cards over 
there. She came to me in a panic. She 
had just had a cable. She couldn't 
sing on Friday night. There was a 
black knave next to the nine of 
d iamonds. She wouldn't sing for 
worlds. And it was the first night of 
TIJe jewels of the Madonna! Imagine 
the fix I was io I" 

''What did you do?" asked Ricardo. 
"The only thing there was to do, "  

replied Clements with a shrug of the 
shoulders. "I cabled Favart some 
money and he dealt the cards again . 
She came to me beaming. Oh, she had 
been so distressed to put me in the 
cart! But what could she do? Now 
the re was a red queen next to the ace 
of hearts, so she could sing withou t 
a scruple so long, of course, as she 
didn't pass a funeral on the way down 
to the opera house. Luckily she didn't. 

But my money brought Favart over 
here, and now I'm living on a volcano. 

For he's the greatest scoundrel un� 
hung. He never has a farthing, how� 
ever much she gives him; he's a black· 
mailer, a swindler, has no manners 
and no graces, looks like a butcher 
and treats her as if she were dirt, 
never goes near the opera except when 
she is singing in this part, and she 
worships the ground he walks on. 

Well, I suppose it's time to go. " 
The lights had been turned off, the 

great room was emptying. Mr. Ri· 
cardo and his friends rose to go, but at 
the door Hanaud detained Mr. 
Clements, and they talked together 
alone for some li ttle while, greatly to 
.Mr. Ricardo's annoyance. Hanaud's 
good humor, however, when he re, 
joined his friend, was enough fo.r two. 

"I apologize, my friend, with my 
hand on my heart. But it was for your 
sake that I stayed behind. You have a 
meretricious taste for melodrama 
which I deeply deplore, but which I 
mean to gratify. 1 ought to leave for 
Paris tomorrow, but I shall not. I 
shall stay until Thursday."  

Mr. Ricardp bubbled with q ues· 
tions, but he knew his man. He 
would get no answer to any of them 
tonight . So he worked out the prob
lem for himself as he lay awake in his 
bed, and he came down to breakfast 
next morning fatigued but trium· 
phant. Hanaud was already chipping 
off the top of h is egg at the table. 

"So I see you have found it aU out, 
my friend ," he said. 

"Not all," replied Ricardo mod· 
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�tly. ''and you will not mind, I am 
sure, if 1 follow the usual custom and 
wish you a good morning:· 

"Not at all." said Hanaud. •·J am 
all for good manners myself. But I 
am longing to hear the line of your 
reasoning.'' 

Mr. Ricardo did not need much 
pressmg. 

"Joan Carew saw Andre FaYart at 
Mrs. Starli ngshiekrs party, and saw 
him with Carmen \ 'aleri . For Carmen 
Valeri was there. I remember that you 
asked Joan for the names of t he 
artists who sang, and Carmen \'aleri 
was among them.'' 

Hanaud nodded his head. 
"No doubt Joan Carew noticed 

Carmen Valeri particularly, and so 
took unconscioush- into her mind an 
impression of the ·man who was with 
her, Andre Favart - of his build , of 
his walk, of his type." 

Again Hanaud agreed. 
"She forgets the man altogether, 

but the pic ture remains latent in her 
mind - an undeveloped fi lm . 

"Then came the tragic night at the 
Semiramis. She docs not consciously 
recognize her assailant, but she 
dreams the scene again and again, 
and by a process of unconscious cere
bration the figure of the man becomes 
familiar. Finally she makes her debut, 
is entertained at supper afterwards, 
and meets once more Carmen \'aleri . ' ' 

"Yes, for the first time since Mrs. 
Srarlingshield's party," interj ected 
Hanaud. 

"She dreams again, she remembers 
asleep more than she remembers 

when awake. The presence of Carmen 
Valeri : lt  her upper·party has it5 
ellcct. 11y a proce� of association she 
reca lls ra,·art .  and t he mask slips on 
the f.tcc of her a �ilant.  Some days 
brcr she goc� to t he opera. She hears 
Carmen \·alcri sing i n  The jeu,e/s of 
the :\I a donna. �o doubt the pnssion of 
her acting. which I am more prepa red 
to acknowlt·dgc t h i morning than 1 
was bst night. alf{:cts Joan Carew 
powerfully. emotionally. She goes to 
bed with her head full of Carmen 
Valeri . and he d reams not of Carmen 
Valeri. but of the m:m who is un
consciouslv associated wi th Carmen 
\'aleri in

' 
her thoughts. The mask 

vanishes altogether. She sees her as
sailant now, has his port rai t limned in 
her mind.'' 

''Yes.'' said I lanau(L "It is cu rious 
the brain working while the body 
sleeps, the dream revealing what 
though t cannot recal l . '

. 

Mr. Ricardo was delighted. He was 
taken seriously. 

"But of course,'' he said, "I could 
not haYe worked the problem out 
bu t for you. You knew of J\ndrc 
Favart and the kind of man he was." 

Hane�ud laughed . 
"Yes. Tha t is always my one l i t tle 

advantage . I know all the cosmopoli
tan blackguards of Europe." His 
laugh ter ceased suddenly, and he 
brought his clenched fist heavily 
down upon the table. "Here is one of 
them who will be very well out of the 
world, my friend," he said very 
quie t ly. 

For a few moments there was 
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silence. Then Ricardo asked : "But 
have you evidence enough ?" 

'�Yes." 
"Your two chief wit ncsscs, Calla

dine and Joan Carew - you said i t  
yourself - there arc fJcts to dis
credit them. Will they be believed ?'' 

"But they won· t a ppear in the case 
at all," Hanaud said. " \Vai r.  wait ! ' '  
and once more he smiled. "By the 
way, what is the number of Calla
dine's house?" 

Ricardo gave it, and Hanaud there
upon wrote a lener. " I t  is all for your 
sake, my friend," he chuckled. 

" Nonsense," said Rica rdo. "You 
have the spirit of the thea tre in your 
bones." 

"Well, I shall not deny it," said 
Hanaud, and he sent out the letter to 
the nearest pillar-box. 

Mr. Ricardo waited in a fever of 
impatience until Thursday came. A t  
breakfast Hanaud would talk o f  noth
ing but the news of the day. At lunch
eon he was no better. The affair of the 
Semiramis Hotel seemed a thousand 
miles from his thoughts. But at five 
o'clock he said as he drank his tea: 

"You know, of course, that we go 
to the opera tonight?" 

"Yes. Do we?" 
"Yes. Your young friend Calladine, 

by the way, will join us in your box." 
"That is very kind of him, I am 

sure," said Mr. Ricardo. 
The two men arrived before the 

rising of the curtain, and in the 
crowded lobby a stranger spoke a few 
words to Hanaud, but what he said 
Ricardo could not hear. They took 

their scats in the box, and Hanaud 
looked at his program. 

' 'Ah ! It is ll Ballo de Masclu:ra 
tonight. We always seem to hit upon 
something appropriate, don't wcr" 

Then he raised his eyebrows. 
"Oh-o! Do you see that our pretty 

young friend, Joan Carew, is singing 
in the role of the page? It is a showy 
part. There is a particular melody 
with a long-sustained trill in it. By 
the way , I should let Calladine find 
it all out for himself." 

Mr. Ricardo nodded sagely. 
"Yes. That is wise. I had thought 

of i t  myself." But he had done 
nothing of the kind. He was only 
aware that the elaborate stage-man
agement in which Hanaud delighted 
was working out to the desired climax, 
whatever that climax might be. Cal
ladine entered the box a few minutes 
later and shook hands with them 
awkwardly. 

" I t  was kind of you to invite me," 
he said and. very ill at ease, he took 
a seat bet\veen them. 

"There's the overture," said Ha
naud. The curtains divided and were 
festooned on either side of the stage. 
The singers came on in their turn; the 
page appeared to a burst of delicate 
applause (Joan Carew had made a 
small name for herself that season), 
and with a stifled cry Calladine shot 
back in the box as if he had �en 
struck. Even then Mr. Ricardo did 
not understand. He only realized that 
Joan Carew was looking extraordi
narily trim and smart in her boy's 
dress. He had to look from his pro· 
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gram to the stage and back again 
SC\-cral t imes before the re:t on of 
C.1 1 ladine's exclamation da,,·ned on 
him: \Yhcn i t  did, he was horrified. 
Hanaud. i n  his cra,·ing for d ramatic 
effects, must han: lost his head alto
ge ther. Joan Carew was wea ring, from 
the ri bbon i n  her h;�ir to the scarlet 
heels of her buckled satin  shoes, the 
same dress as she had worn on the 
tragic night at rhe Semiramis Hotel. 
He leaned forwa rd in his agitation to 
Hanaud. 

" You must be mad . Suppose FaYart 
is in the thea t re and sees her. Hdl be 
OYer on the Continent by one in the 
morning." 

"l\'o, he won "t ." replied Hanaud. 
" For one th ing , he never comes to 
Co,·ent Garden unless one opera, 
with Carmen \'aleri in the chief pan, 
is being played, as you heard the 
other night at  supper. For a second 
thi ng. he isn't in the house. I know 
l''here he is. He is gambling in Dean 
Street, Soho. For a third th ing, my 
friend, he couldn't lea,·e bv the nine 
o'clock train for the Conti'ncnt if he 
wan ted to. Armngements have been 
made. For a fourth  t h ing. he wouldn't 
wish to. He has really remarkable rea
sons for desiring to stay in London. 
But he wil l come to the theatre later. 
Clemen ts will send him an urgent 
message, with the result that he wiJI 
go straight to Clements's office. Mean
while, we can enjoy ou rselves, eh?" 

Never was the difference between 
the amateu r dilettante and the genu
ine professional more clearly exhi bi ted 
t h:m by the behavior of the two men 

during the rest of t k  performance. 
Mr. Ricardo mighr ha,·e been s i t t ing 
on a coal fire from his j u mps and 
twist ings ; I lan:tud �tolidly  enjoyed 
the mu ic. and when Joan Carew 
sang her f.1mous solo hi<> h:tnds clam· 
med for :m encore. Certai n ly, whether 
excitement wa keeping her up or 
no, Joan Carew had never sung better 
in her l ife. Her ,·oice was clt·ar and 
fresh as a bird's - :t bird with  a soul 
inspiring irs song. r,·cn Calladine 
drew hi chair  fo r ward .tg:t in and sat 
w i th hi eye- f1xed upon the stage and 
quite carried out of hirmclf. He drew 
a deep breath at the end. 

"She is wonderful . ' '  he said. 
" \\'e wi ll go round to the back of 

the stage," said J lan:wd. 
They passed th rough the iron door 

and across the st age to a long corridor 
wit h a row of doors on one s ide. There 
were two or l luee men � t a nding about 
i n  even ing dress, as i f  wa i t ing for 
friends in the dressing- rooms. A t  the 
third door I lanaud stopped • and 
knocked. The door was opened by 
Joan Carew, still d ressed in her green 
and gold. Her face W<IS t rou bled, her 
eyes afraid. 

"Courage, I it tle one," said J lannud, 
and he slipped past her in to the ro?�l. 
' " It  is as well that my ugly, fam1har 
face shou ld not be seen too soon." 

The door closed and one of the 
strangers loitered along the corridor 
and spoke to a call-boy. The call
boy ran off. For five m i nutes more 
Mr. Ric;�rdo waired wi t h  a beating 
heart. I Ie had the joy of a m:�n in the 
centre of things. Al l  t hose people 
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driving homc\\'ards i n  their  motor
cars along the Strand - how he pitied 
them ! Then, at the end of the corri
dor , he sn ,,· Clements and Andre 
Favart. They approached, d iscussing 
tbc possibili t y  o f  Om11en Valeri' s 
appe<lrance in London opera during 
the next season . 

" We have to look ahead, my dear 
fr iend , ' · said Clements ,  "and t hough 
I shou ld be ext remely sorry --" .  

1\r that moment they were exactly 
opposi re Joan Carew's door. It opened, 
she came ou t ;  w ith a nervous move
ment she shu t the door behind her. 
At the sound Andre Favart turned, 
and he saw up against the panels of 
the door, with a look of terror in her 
face, rhe sa me gay figure which had 
interrupted him in Mrs. B lumen 's 
bed room. 

Favart stared and u ttered a n oath. 
His ace rurned whi te ; he staggered 
back, as if he had seen a ghost. Then 
he made a wild dash along t he corri
dor. and was seized and held by two 
of the men in even ing d rcss. Favart 
recovered his wits. He ceased to 
st ruggle. 

" What does this out rage mean?" 
be asked, and one of the men d rew a 
warrant and notebook from his 
poc ket. 

"You are arres ted for the murder 
of Mrs. Blumen in the Semiramis 
Hotel, "  he said, "and I have to warn 
you that anything you rna y say will 
be taken down and may be used in 
evidence against you." 

"Preposterous ! "  exclaimed Favart . 
"There's a mistake. \Ve wi l l go along 

to the police and put it righ t. \\7hcre's 
your evidence against me?" 

I Ianaud stepped out of the door
way of the d ressing-room. 

"In the property-room of the 
theatre," he said. 

At the sigh t of him Favart uttered 
a violen t cry of rage. "You arc here, 
too, are you?" and he sprang at 
Hanaud's throat. Hanaud stepped 
lightly aside. Favart was borne down 
to the ground, and when he stood u p  
again the handcuffs were o n  his 
wrists. 

Favart was led away, and Hanaud 
t urned to Ricardo and Clements. 

"L I " ct us go to t 1e property-room, 
he said. They passed along the corri
dor, and J{icardo noticed that Calla
dine was no longer with them. He 
turned and saw him standing outside 
Joan Carew's dressing-room. In the 
property-room there was already a . 
detective in plain clothes. 

"What is it you really want, sir?" 
the property-master asked of the 

director. 
"Only the jewels of the Madonna," 

Hanaud answered. 
The property-master unlocked a 

cupboard and took from i t  the 
sparkling cuirass. Hanaud pointed to 
it, and there, lost among the huge 
glittering stones of paste and false 
pearls, Mrs. Blumen's necklace was 
entwined. 

"Then that is why Favart came 
always to Covent Garden when Tl1e 
Jewels of the Madonna was being 
performed !" exclaimed Ricardo. 

1-Ianaud nodded. 
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''He came to w:uch over his 
treasure." 

Ricardo was piecing together the 
sect ions of the puzzle. 

"1'\o doubt he knew of the necklace 
in America . No doubt he followed i t  
to England . " 

"But to hide them here! ' '  cried :\1r. 
Clements. "He must have been mad.'' 

"Why?" asked I lanaud. "Can you 
imagine a safer hiding place? Who is 
going to bu rgle the property-room 
of Covent Garde n ?  \\'ho is going to 
look for a priceless st ring of pearls 
among the stage jewels of an opera 
house?" 

"You did," said lv f r. Ricardo. 
"I ?" replied Hanaud, shrugging his 

shoulders. "Joan Carew's dreams led 
me to Andre Favart. The first time 
we came here and saw the pearls of 
the Madonna, I was on the lookout, 
naturally. 1 noticed those pearls 
through my opera glasses." 

"At the end of the second act? ' '  
c ried Ricardo suddenly. "l remember 
now." 

"Yes," replied Hanaud.  "But for 
that second act the pearls would 

have stayed comfort.1bly here all  
through the sea on. Carmen \'alcri 
a tool as I told you - would ha\·e 
too;sed them about in her dressing
room without a notion of their value, 
and at  the end of july. when the 
murder at the Semiramis l lotcl had 
been forgotten, Favart would have 
taken t hem to ,\msterdam :�nd made 
his b:�rg:�in." 

They left the theatre toge ther and 
walked down to the t : •  i l l-room of t he 
Semiramis. But a� �I l:�naud looked 
through the glass door he tu rncd and 
drew b::�ck. 

" \\'e will not go in, I think, eh?" 
"\\'hy?' '  asked Ric:u do. 
H:tnaud pointed to a t.1 ble. Calla

dine :md joan Carew were seated at 
it taking their �upper. 

" Perhap�... aiJ I lanaud wit h  a 
smile. "perhaps. my friend - wha t ?  
\rho shall say that the rooms i n  the 
Adelphi will not be given up?'' 

They turned away from the hotel. 
But Hanaud was right. and before the 
season was over �lr. Ricardo had ro 
put his hand in his  pocket for a wed
ding present. 

SPECIAL BINDER OFFER 

Because of the large number of reader requests, ELLERY QUEENS 
MYSTERY MAGAZI.VE has now procured a supply of st rong, h:md
somc binders for your copies of EQMM. Each binder holds one complete 
volume, that is, six issues of the magazine. It  is easy to usc, handy, con· 
venient, and economical. The price is $1 .00 postpaid. Send your orJcr and 
remittance to: Special Binder Dept., Ellery Queen's Mystery t-..fagazinc, 
570 Lexington Ave., New York 22. 



T H E  W R O N G  G U Y  

By SAMUEL W. TA YLOR 

lfT was already Monday morning 
Jl when we got the note from Charles 
Moore, the cement man, that he'd be 
arriving Monday and to have his 
place ready. So my partner, Sid Good
rich, dashed out ro unlock t he place 
while I got on the 'phone to locate 
some help. For all his money, Charles 
Moore didn't keep a permanent staff. 

Sid was opening the windows to air 
the house out,  when he saw a couple 
of men walk in. They were rather 
dumb-looking characters, but what 
can you expect on short notice with 
help these days? "Get busy,'' Sid 
said. ''Grab them ·lip covers. Let's get 
this place looking like somebody lived 
here." 

One of the characters drew a gun 
from his coat pocket and said, ''O.K. ,  
pal, you're coming with us." 

"No argument," Sid agreed hur� 
riedly. "But why?" 

"Because I say so. I ' m  the wrong 
guy to ask questions of." 

Sid went out to thei rca r. They d rove 
into the hills and put a blindfold on 
him. He kept saying, "There's some 
mistake," but they didn't seem to 
hear him. 

They d rove him around an hour or 
so, turni ng this way and that until he 
lost all sense of direction. They 
stopped, helped him out, Jed him into 
a house and took off the blindfold. I t  

was a tumbledown place with the 
plaster falling off, holes in the floor, 
and plumbing that wouldn't work. 
The only kind of house you'd find 
vacant these days. The blinds were 
d rawn and he wasn't allowed near the 
windows. 

"Now what?"  Sid asked. 
"You write a note telling the right 

party to put a hundred thousand dol� 
lars in a certain place." 

"I'll write the note," Sid said, 
"but you can 't get blood out of a 
turnip." 

"We know you're tight. But this 
time you'll cough up." 

"Say, who do you think I am?" 
"And none of that routine, Moore." 
S id began laughing. 
"Hell, boys, you got the wrong 

party. I 'm Sid Goodrich - Patterson 
and Good rich ;  realty , rentals, estate 
agents. I was just out opening the 
place up before Moore arrived . ' '  

"Very smart, pal. But it j ust hap� 
pencd we got the lowdown . You're 
filthy with dough, but you hate to 
spend it .  You've been wintering in 
Sant a  Barbara and you're d ue back 
this morning. You drive an old beat
up car. You don't keep a permanent 
staff of servants while you' rc away. 
We walked in and you told us to get 
to work, like we was from the em
ployment agency." 

Copyrigllt, 1947, by Librrly Maga::in<", Inc. 
6J 
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"\Vhy, you '\'e ne\·er even seen 
Charles Moore," Sid said. "If that 
ain't smart !" 

"You don't think we'd be dumb 
enough to do it if you knew us?" 

"No wonder crooks get caugh t," 
Sid said. 

"You better but ton that lip, pal." 
"Depends on how you look a t  i t ,  

how smart we are," the other char
acter chipped in.  "K now what 's the 
matter with most jobs like this? Too 
much casing. Too many plans. Too 
many people in on i t .  This is simple, 
see? We just happened into a certain 
place and overheard a party tell an
other party about Charles i'doore. It 
hit us that quick. So we just got in a 
parked car that somebody had left the 
keys in, we dro,·e around and located 
an empty house, wt: \\en t to your 
place and picked you up, and by to
n ight the dcal"s buttoned up. Tomor
row they find you, they find the car, 
and they don't find u.s·. No clues. 
\VI10 's smart?" 

"Write that note," the orher char
acter said. "Now, we want the money 
left on that hill east of town . " 

"That's Ashton hill , ' ·  Sid said. 
"O.K. Put i t  in. We want the 

dough in fives, tens , and twenties, 
wit h  no marks and no consecutive 
serial numbers. We wan t a car to go 
up the road exactly at noon and toss 
out the dough and keep on going. 
And we don't want to see any planes 
overhead or any other cars on that 
road until sundown. Or else." 

' 'O.K.," Sid said, writing. "What 
road? Lots of roads in the bills." 

"The road which goes around the 
right of the hill when you JriYc out 
from town." 

''That's \\ ood ide Road ,''  Sid said. 
"O. K .  Put t hat i n . "  
"O. K.,' '  Sid a1d. " B u t  I te ll you, 

I'm t he wrong guy." 
''Shut up. :--.Jow, who can deli,·er?" 
"\\'hy, I guess the esta te agents, 

Pa tterson and Goodrich." 
"O.K. Addrc�� i t  to them." 
And so along about ten thir ty a kid 

brought me a lt:ttcr asking for a hun
d reci thousand dollar . It w:1s signed 
"Charles Moore . .  but it was Sid's 
handwriting. [ cal led ). loore on the 
phone just to check. �loore said he 
was in no humor for a joke. Why 
wasn't  Sid there when ht: arrived? So 
I called the sheriff, and he ar rived with 
two cars full uf guy� IK\1 !iWOm in as 
deput ies. 

"But there ain't  no Ashton Hill 
around here," the sherifi- sa id.  

"No," l said, "but the old Ashton 
place is on Wood ide Road ." 

So we all wen t out a nd rescued Sid. 
The deput ies were disappointed. 
There wasn't  any excitement at all. 

The two characters were rather 
crest fallen. 

"As if a rcal·estate ma n didn't know 
the inside of every house for miles 
around," Sid to ld t hem scorn fully. 
"And espec ially the only house in t he 
whole county too rundown to be 
rented. You 're so dumb I sort of feel 
sorry for you, in a way. But it's you

.� 
fault. I told you 1 was the wrong guy . 

"Brother," one of them agreed 
feeling ly, "you certainly was." 



Larry Blocllman's "A Life for a Life" has, we think, an interesting and 
significant IJist01y. The sto1y was wriucn in 1 934, the year after Hitler 
established his tota!riarian Third J<.eiclz. Apparently this was too early for 
tlze implications of the Nazi terror to appeal to American editors as .fiction 
material - the manUJcript was turned down by every magazine editor At/r. 
Bloc/mum could thin!( of scndrng it to, and it remained a "rejection'' for 
three long years. Finally. in 1937 ,  the editor of "Argosy" saw 1nore in the 
stmy than first met tire eye, and published it . . . Mr. Blochman now 
umies tlrat he is pleasantly swprised to find this old short· short of his resur· 
rected, and on rereading zi thini(S the message is just as pertinem today as it 
was when he first wrote it fifteen years ago. We wlwleheartedly agree . 

A L I F E  F O R  A L I F E  

by LA WRENCE G. BLOCHMAN 

THE Pont des Arts is popular 
among those seeking oblivion i n  

the Seine because the balustrade is 
not very high. Hardly a week passes 
but some d reary , despondent soul 
goes t here to l'l ing himself i n to eter
nity - thread bare, broken men, most 
of them, or hysterical women. Dixon 
was neither thread bare nor hysterical. 
He was well-d ressed , still young, and 
the fingers which held his cigarette 
were carefully manicured. Yet it was 
obvious to the dark, angula r man in 
the slouch hat, who had been waiting 
at the Right Bank approach to the 
bridge since nightfall , that Dixon was 
intent on suicide. Perhaps there was 
a characteristic suicidal d roop to his 
neatly-tailored shoulders. . . . 

At the middle of the bridge Dixon 
threw his cigarette away, leaned his 
hands on the parapet, and raised his 
head for a final look at the world. Up-

stream the lights of t he· Pont Neuf 
stared back at him; the red and white 
reflections squirmed on the sluggish 
blackness of the river. He flexed his 
knees slightly, preparawry to hurd
ling the last obstacle this side of death. 
But he did not j ump . The bow of a 
tug slid out from under the span di
rectly below him . A cloud o f  sparks 
swirled upward from the broken 
stump of a smokestack which had 
been folded back to clear the bridge. 
Dixon realized that he would only 
land on one of the string of ba rges . 

The dark man in the slouch hat had 
been walking rapidly toward Dixon. 
Now he sprang into a run. He caught 
Dixon's arm. 

''Monsieur! je vous en prie!'' 
Dixon turned on him savagely. 
"Let go of me ! What right-" 
"Every right, monsieur." The man 

switched instantly to English. "I 
Copyriglr1, '917· by Popular Puhlicarion.<, In<. 

6') 
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have been waiting for you for days. 
Come with me.-" 

HI won' t let you interfere -" 
"I do not in tend to interfere with 

monsieurs desire to die. All I ask is 
a delay of ten, fifteen minutes. My 
only wish is that monsimrs death 
shall be of use. Come ?"'  

Dixon did not answer, but his 
fingers suddenly curled into a fist . 
The man in the slouch hat saw the 
fist and tightened his grip on Dixon ·s 
arm. 

"Very well," he said. "If you will 
not let me assist you to die, then 1 
will call a sergeant de ville - who will 
insist that you live. Come?" 

\Vith a listless shrug Dixon yielded . 
The man in the slouch hat hailed a 
taxi and drove with him to a dingy 
cafe ncar the Place de Ia Bastille. In 
the smoky backroom of the cafe, five 
men sat around a table. They were 
not the usual Frenchmen who played 
belolle in the backrooms of Paris 
bistros. Even Dixon could tell they 
were foreigners. 

"I have found him, Uzak," said the 
man with the slouch hat. 

The man addressed as Uzak had a 
soft, brown beard that curled close to 
his face. As he held out his hand, his 
glance struck Dixon like a blast of 
fire. His eyes were strangely vital, 
burning with fierce earnestness. Four 
other pairs of eyes converging on 
the n ewcomer, even those peering 
through thick lenses, gleamed with 
the same fanatical light .  ln contrast, 
Dixon's eyes were dull and empty. 
Something had gone out of them , as 

though part of him were already 
dead. 

· ·welcome," said Uzak. "For a 
week we have been watching the 
bridges for a man who wants to die. 
Is a woman the cause?" 

"What difference'" asked l)ixon. A 
woman? There had been too many 
women. T h ree d i ,·o rced w i v e s .  
Countless others. All alike, a l l  unim
portant. 

".\Ioney, then," said U7.ak. "You 
are a ruined gambler?" 

Dixon's handsome. dissi pared face 
might have been that of a gambler. 
But gambling bored him. Money 
bored him. l ie had h:1d too much of 
it, too easily. The lhings it would 
buy no longer amused him. All his 
life he had played, unt il he was 
played out. H is senses an� desires 
were jaded. Travel was stu ptd. Same 
faces at the bars in Calcutta as in 
Cairo or Chicago ; same drinks; same 
headache every morn ing. A. deadly 
sameness. There was nothing more to 
live for. Life bored him. 

"See here," he said. "If you only 
want to pry -" 

" P lease,  p l e a s e ! "  sa id Uza k 
quickly. " I  come to the point. We 
are all exiles here. We are lovers of 
liberty. Our own beloved country 
is in the hands of a ty ran t . For free· 
dam's sake, the tvrant must die. But 
the man who kills the tyrant will 
himself be killed. It is inevitable. 
That is why we have sought a man to 
wbom life has lost its meaning. That 
is why we want you. You will as
sassinate the tyrant." 
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A glimmer of interest flickered in endlessly. Cigarette stubs piled higher 

Dixon's once-lifcbs �:ves. and higher in ashtrays. The chill of 
''A frai<..l ?" he asked with a faint approaching dawn seeped into the 

smile. ' ' You're all afraid to die - room. Uzak was sti l l  tnlking of t he 
even for you r cause?" bleeding body of libcny, awaiting 

"No!" replied Uznk emphatically. resurrection through the death of the 
· :su� it is more i m porta n t  that we t)rrant. 
l 1ve for ou r country than die for i t .  Dixon listened without interrup· 
Unless there is orgnnization to take tion. His hands, no longer listless, 
over and advance the cause of free- were clasped tight ly on rhe table. 
dom when the tv rant dies, then his  The droop had gone out of his shout
assassination is fut i le.  \Ve arc that or- ders. Little by little the dullness 
ganization." faded from his eyes, until they seemed 

Dixon's faint'  sm i le persisted as he to reflect the half-mad light of en· 
said : "I can't give up my plans to thusiasm from Uzak's. At three 
help half a dozen strangers. The o'clock a waiter came into the room. 
Seine -" " On fcrme, messieurs," said the 

" Bu t  we do not ask you to help wait er. ' ' We are closing." 
us!" Uzak protes ted . " You would Dixon leaped to his feet. He wrung 
help humanity ! You would help Uzak's hand. 
millions of oppressed people who to- •· You win," he said. "You've con-
day are afraid to talk above a whis- \'Crtcd me." 
per!" Uzak pressed a small pistol into 

Uzak leaned forward tensely until Dixon 's palm. ' ' Brother !" he ex
his beard was verv close to Dixon's claimed. "Our people will thank you. 
face. His feverish z�al flamed brighter n born generat ions will praise you. 
in his compc[Jjng eyes as he began his Jon wi ll take you to the station. He 
passionate story of a nation in t hrall- will  put you on the morning train." 
dom. He spoke mo"ingly of the ty· Dixon shook his head. 
rant's bloody intolerance, of dis- " You've converted me," he re-
senters hideously murdered, of men pcated, "so completely, that I don't 
torn from their homes at midnight want to die - not even for the cause. 
to be tortured in sound-proof cellars, Like you, I want to work for it, live 
of families destroyed. His words were for it!" 
eloquent with the crunch of bludg- When night came again. Dixon was 
eon on bruised flesh, th e crackle of back at the Pont des Arts. He and the 
rifle fire, the wail of bereaved women , man with the slouch hat lingered at 
the hushed fear of millions awaiting the approach to the bridge, waiting 
emancipation. for another prospective suicide, for a 

The cafe clock, barely visible in the man with the courage to die Jnd 
thickening tobacco haze, ticked on without the will to l ive. 



WINNER OF A F O UR TH PRIZE : KEL L E Y  R O OS 

William Roos tms bom in Pillsburgh in 191 1 .  A few 
y�ars later Audr�y Kelley was born in Elizabeth, 
New Jersey. Eighteen years afta that the boy met the 
girl in the Drama School at Cam�gic· /lwitute of 
Technology, and th�y've seen a great deal of each 
other ever since . . . Bill and A udrq started their 
big adventur� tog�ther ll'ith the dctcnnination to 
b�come another Alfred Lum and l.ynn Fontam1e. 
Til� two highlights in the, histrionic career did little 
to change their wishful thinking into ll'ish fitifill· 

ment. The etrgag�ment on th� good slrip "Golden Rod.'' (nptain Menl(e' s 
showboat anchor�d at the foot of Stnmuyck Strcl'l, Piusburf]h. fwd one 
audience of exactly nine people; when the audience numbered le.cs than five, 
the peiformance tilas called off- the company fwd some pride•. Later, in 
New }'ork, afier monrlls of haunting casting offices, Bill and . ·/udrey got 
th�ir first cl1anc� on Broadway - on Broadway and 1 otlr Street : the one
act play in wlrich th�y starred was given in a church, before a womr:n's 
auxiliary - and as lvfarl( Twain closed Clrnpter f V  in TilE AD\'ENTURES 
OF TO�i SAWYER, "Let us draw tlze mrtain of charity over tire rest of the 
scene." 

Ercept that Bill Roos could no more give up the theatre, or some phase 
of il, than he could give up breathing. He wrote a play. and on the strength 
of thai, Bill and Audrey got married. Notlu'ng came of the play. but some
thing came of the marriage - two children, and a lmsband·and-wift 
team of detective-story tvriters. 

They joined hearts, hands, h�ads - and handles. Take A udrcy's maiden 
name, Kelley, and Bill's surname, Roos - and there you have it, Kelley 
Roos. Th�y wrote their first mystery in 1938. T!u·y had read somewhere 
that tire average first mystery earned $500. They thought they would write 
an average first mystery and make $500. It didn't war!( out that way 
some un!(nown statistician had doublecrossed them. But the second Haifa 
and jeff Troy story was purclzased by "American" - and sina then all 
sl�uthing statistics have been overwhelmingly in their favor. 

But Bill Roos k�pt on writing plays. One ran for jive 11ights on Broad
way, but glory be, it sold to Hollywood. Another - an adaptation of 
Bellamy Partridge's JAI'UARY THAW - played nine weeks on Th� Main 
Stem. And now, as ifyo�t didn't knotu, tlu:u is "As the Girls Go" - a 
Michael Todd Prodltction, stamng Bobby Clark with !rene Rich, Music 
by ]immi� McHugh, Lyrics by Harold Adamson - and Book by Wz11iam 



Roos. "As the Gids Go" is one of tile big hits of tire 1948-1949 season. 
For EQt\4M's Fourth An11uai Contest, Kelley Roos submitted " Two 

Over Par" - tire first Hail a and jeff Troy combi11cd criminological opera� 
tion in the short· SIOI)' length. Here, in Will Cuppy's deathless description, 
is "Murder 1-1-" itlrow Tears" 

T W O  O V E R  P A R  

by KELLEY ROOS 

J

EFF stepped back from teeing up 
my ball and h;mdcd me t he famil y 
driver. I kept my head down a nd 

swung. The ball, obviously a faulty 
one, curved into a thicket not far 
away . Jeff teed his ball, kept his head 
down, and sw u ng. His ball sl iced into 
the same thicket. The Trays. as they 
s.1y around t he club, were in the 
rough. 

"Arc.: you sure." I said. " r h:H you ' re 
rea II)' su pposcd to keep your head 
down ?'' 

"[ don ' t  know," Jeff said dismally. 
"But  I couldn't raise mine now even 
if I wanted to. I ' m  too ashamc.:d . "  

"Those arc our last t \\'O balls." 

"Yeah." Jeff picked u p  our bag, 
slung i t  onr his shoulder. " f [  we 
d idn't spend so much money on balls 
we cou ld afford a caddy." • 

"Couldn ' t  we alternate? H i re a 
caddy one day, usc ualls the next?" 

"Women," Jeff said, "shouldn't be 
allowed on a gol f  course." 

We trudged toward the thicket 
and plunged into it. We separated 
and began looking fo r our balls. I t 
wasn't very interesting work. Per
haps I haa done too much of i t  in this 
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week since we had taken u p  golf. I 
kicked aim lessly at the thick grass as 
I walked a round, I 

"Jeff!'' 
" Did you find your ball?" Jeff 

yelled . '-.. 
"No," I said. "No, I • . .  I found 

a cadd y ! "  
Then Jeff was a t  m y  side. He saw 

what I had seen. He crouched down 
beside the young man, reaching for 
his wrisL .  But he didn't test his pulse; 
he didn't  need to. As Jeff touched the 
arm, the body rolled onto its back 
and we saw the bullet hole in Eddie 
Riordcn's head. 

I turned away . 'Til go back to the 
clu bhouse. I'll phone . . .  " 

"Wair." Jeff said. 
He moved deeper into the thicket. 

I had taken one step after him when 
he stopped. I saw his shoulders go 
rigid. Then he turned and came back 
to me. 

He took me bv the arm and led 
me out on to the fairway. 

"Jeff, " I said, "what is it? What 
did you see?" 

"Eddie was caddying for Mrs. 
Carleton." 
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"For Mrs. • • Oh," I said. 
"Yes. Just like Eddie. Sbot through 

the head." 

I never got it straight j ust what 
Joe Hinkle's official title was - chief 
of police, sheriff, constable, what? 
But \vhen murder was committed a t  
the Ocean Country Club on Long 
Island , Joe Hinkle was the man who 
represented the law. He was a pleas
ant, large-faced man. He seemed a 
little put out that there had been 
two murders; he seemed to feel that 
somebody had overdone it. 

Joe talked to Jeff and me in a 
private di ning room off the club's 
bar. He kept looking O\·er our heads 
toward the bar. I got the impression 
that Joe would have liked to forget 
the whole thing and ha\'e a drink, 
then another, followed by a few more 
- even though it was still only nine 
thirty A. M. 

Joe Hinkle sighed and put the 
palms of his hands on the bare dining 
table. He looked at us. 

"You found the bodies," he said. 
"':Ve're sorry," Jeff said. 
"That's all right." The policeman 

sighed again. "lf you hadn't ,  some
body else would have. You two play 
golf pretty early in the morning." 

"We're self-conscious about our 
golf, " I expla ined. 

"Was there anyone else on the 
course while you were playing?" 

"We didn't sec anyone, " l said. 
"What difference wou ld that 

make ?" Jeff asked. "l t looked ro me 
as though .Mrs. Carleton and Eddie 

had been ly ing there all night long." 
"Yeah, that's righ t," Joe said . ''Doc 

Grandle says they beeo dead about 
twelve hours or so. That's what I 
figure, too. It gets dark around nine 
these n ight s. So Mrs. O•rlcton was 
playing her round of gol f some time 
before then. I expect to e t  t he time 
of the shoot ing pretty close by asking 
questions around t he club. I wish 
whoever did it would confess." . 

" I  wou ld n ' t bank on that," Jeff 
said. 

"No, I guess I shouldn't .  I f  I killed 
two people, I wouldn't admit i t ."  
Joe slouched down in  his chair and 
closed his eyes. "Mrs. Carleton and 
Eddie Riordcn. Who would ha\'e a 
motive ro kill  them two? I figure no
body would. I figure t hat  the killer 
shot Eddie, then had to shoot M rs. 
Carleton, too, because she was a 
witness to Eddie's mu rder. Or vice 
versa. By that I mean, t here is t h e  
alternative chat Mrs. Carleton was 
the intended v ictim , and Eddie the 
innocent bystander. How docs tba t 
sound to you , Troy ?" 

"Logical," Jeff said. 
' ' I 'm glad to hear you say that .  

You've had some experience with 
murder cases, I understand." 

"A lit de," Jeff admitted. 
"Well, t hat 's more t han J'vc had. 

Thank the Lord." 
Jeff .said, ''Did you find anything 

interesting in that thicket?" 
"We found Eddie's cap. And Mrs. 

Carleton's golf bag. That's about aU 
so far." 

"You must have found a lot of 
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balls. Mrs. Carleton and Haila and I 
aren 't the only ones with a slice 
a round here." 

"You're right. We did find some 
b:1lls." Hinkle extracted three balls 
from h is jacket pocket and rolled 
them across the table to Jeff. ' ' Maybe 
one of them belongs to you." 

"This one is Haila's . Mine isn't 
here." Jeff looked closely at the third 
one.  "This ball's monogrammed. 
L.K." 

"Yeah, probably Louis Kling. I'll 
see he gets it. All Mrs. Carleton's 
balls are initialed, too. J.T.C. We 
found two of them in her bag, still 
wrapped in tissue paper." 

Jeff said, "You didn't lind the ball 
she was playing w i t h ?" 

"Not yet. We haven't had much 
time to do any real look ing around 
in that thicket. I'm having t he place 
roped off for a hundred yards around 
the spot the bodies were. I plan to 
have the boys go through i t  \\'i th  a 
fine-comb.'' 

"That's the idea," Jeff said. "With 
a fine-comb.'' 

"I hope we find more than a bunch 
of golf balls." H ink le heaved another 
of his sighs. "I wish we'd find a gun 
with the killer's fingerprints on i t .  
I 'd l i ke t h a t - t ha t ' d  b e  ni ce , 
wouldn' t  i t ?" 

"It  would even be rather surpris
ing, " Jeff said. "Did you know Eddie 
Riorden?" 

"Sure. Everybody knew Eddie. 
He was our high-school foot bal l hero 
four or five years ago. Eddie must be 
abOut twenty-t wo now and as far as 

I know he never did a lick of work 
except enough to keep him in cig
arette money. Caddying, pin boy 
that kind of stuff. Nice kid, though, 
just lazy. Well, I got to go over and 
talk to Mrs. Carleton's husband. l 
want to get that over with. I f  t here's 
anything you can do for me, Troy, 
I'll let you know." 

"Thanks,'' Jeff said. 
Teff and I walked back to the 

cottage that was teaching us never 
again to rent a cottage for the sum
mer. Automatically, with our minds 
still in a thicket on a golf course, we 
started on our morning chores. I 
made the bed while J cff put fresh 
adhesive tape on the screen door. 
Jeff t ried to talk the hot-water heater 
into j ustifying its existence while I 
spray-gunned the joint. I was about 
to start my daily campaign against 
the ants in the ice box when the girl 
slammed into the house. 

' ' I ' m  Fran Lesl i e , "  she said .  
"Where's your husband?" 

"Jeff!" I yelled. 
I had seen Fran Leslie around the 

club. She was a pretty girl, in a 
rather wild, excited way, who seemed 
cont inually to be in motion. I finally 
realized the reason for i t .  Fran con
sidered herself too sophisticated for 
the younger set, but she found the 
older ser a bit stuffy. So she spent  
most of her time shut t ling between 
sets. This, however, seemed to be 
good for her figure. I t  was, i n  fac t,  
developed far beyond her mind. 

Impatiently, she said, "This is ter
ribly important !" 
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1 shouted for Jeff again. He came 
into the room, saw Fran Leslie inside 
our cottage, then looked at the screen 
door as if he were reproach ing himself 
for hav ing put adhesive tape in the 
wrong places. 

"Hello," he said. 
"Mr. Troy!" Fran said. "How 

much do you charge?" 
' 'Different prices," Jeff said. "Three 

dollars for fixing a flat, five for taking 
down an old Christmas tree, six -" 

"I mean for your services as a detec
tive!" 

"Is it  you who needs a detective?" 
Jeff asked. 

''Yes.'' 
"Why ?" 
"Because I'm going to be arrested 

for killing Janet Carleton, that's why! 
You've got to Sllvc: me, Mr. Troy. I 
didn't kill Janet - or that caddy, 
either; but everyone on Long Island 
has thought for years that some day 
I wou ld . Kill Janet, I mean." 

"Sit down, Miss Leslie," Jeff sug
gested. 

"Please, Mr. Troy !" Fran turned 
to me in exasperation. ' ' I'm practi
cally on my way to the electric chair, 
and the man asks me to sit down!" 

"All right," Jeff said. "What's your 
· motive?" 

"Ob , I've got one - and a jury 
would just eat it up ! I wouldn't 
stand a chance. Janet stole the man 
I love. I've been i nsanely jealous for 
ages." 

"A fairly good motive," Jeff said 
unenthusiastically. "The man you 
love is Mr. Carleton?" 

"Yes. Tom Carleton. Tom's always 
been my man. if you know what I 
mean. Then, fou r  years ago, Janer 
came along. Glamorous. exciting . 
beautiful Janet! You can sec how 
much I ha te her! She took Tom. He 
never looked at me ag:tin." 

"Fran,'' Jdf said. " how old a rc 
you ? ' '  

"Seventeen. Whv ? "  
"Then Janet t�k Tom Ca r leton 

away from you when you were thir
teen." 

"Yes! Tha t 's how ruthless she was! 
She knew Tom and I couldn ' t get 
married right away and -'' 

"I  suppo c," Jeff said, ' ' that  your 
parents in isted you fmi�h grammer 
school first ." 

"I  knew that I would mature 
quickly," Fran said. She t hrew back 
her shoulders to prove i t ,  and she d i d  
prove i t .  Jetf modestly lowered h is 
eyes. "Tom 1s on ly twelve years older 
than I am,'' he said, "and we have so 
much in common.''  

" \:Vha t ?" 
"Well,  for one thi ng 
"Go on," J cff satd. 
"Woll, for one thing, we both 

belong to the Country Club." 
"Oh," Jeff said. "Frannie, could

you see it in  Tom's eyes that some 
day he would marry you?" 

''He would have married me, he 
would have!" Fran cried. "And I've 
wanted to kill Janet for years! Every
body knows tha t !  Mr. Troy, you've 
got to save me by linding the real 
murderer. I ' ll  give you five hundred 
dollars!" 
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"Frannie, why don't you go to a 

movie or something?" 
"If you won't take t h is case, you 

know what I 'll do? I 'll -" 
"Stop, " Jeff said.  " Don 't  even tell 

me what you'll do. I'll  take the case. 
I 'II try to prove, Frannie, that you 
didn't commit two murdn�:· 

"Qh, thank you �0 IIIllCh !" 
"Good bye, Fran nie,··  Jeff said. 
She pouted . '"Arcn "t you goi ng ro 

ask me about my alibi ?" 
"All right. W here were you at the 

time o f  the c rime ?" 
" I  was wa lk ing o n  t he beach, 

alone." 

"Did anybody ee you ?" 
"Not a soul ! "'  Frannie said hap

pily . "I absolutely cannot prove that 
ll wasn' t me who committed those 
murders !  I have no alibi !"' 

"Good bye , Fra n n i e , " '  Jeff said 
stern ly . 

A l it tle later I ash:cl J eff if he 
rea lly meant to take Fran·s five hun
dred dollars. He t hough t that he 
might as well. She would probably 
just spend it on bubble gum. I told 
him I t hough t that  he was under
estimati ng a woman of seventeen. At 
seventeen a woman has all her fac
ul ties; that is, she's a woman. He 
said he agreed with me but, he said, 
let's not d iscuss this any further, let's 
go and see Mrs. Carleton's h usband, 
Tom. 

We found Tom Carleton sit t ing on 
the steps of the side porch of his big, 
year-round house. The fears we had 
that he might rather see us at some 
later time he quickly dispelled. He 

needed someone to talk with , some
one, preferably, who was not a friend 
of the family paying a d uty call. We 
filled his need admirably, he insisted. 

He said, "roe Hinkle told me about 
you. He's glad you're around. Shall 
we sit here on the steps? Or would 
you rather -" 

"This is line," Jeff said. 
We sat down with Carleton. He 

was lean and tall and very attractive 
in a st rong, rugged way. The wri nkles 
of good ·humor and laughrer stood out 
now in h is pale , somber face like tiny, 
tlrainecl stream beds. He was in com
plete control of h imself. It would be 
he who wouiJ console his wife's 
friends, not they him. 

"I might have prevented it," he 
said . 

Jeff said, "A lmost anybody cap 
always figure ou t that they -" 

"No;' Tom said, "this is real . You 
see, I haven't played much golf this 
year - in the past month none at all. 
I just went sour on it. Yesterday 
Janet tried to talk me into playing a 
round with  her before dinner. We 
used to do that all the time. But 1 
said no, and l wouldn't let her talk 
me into it. To tell the t ruth, she got 
pretty sore about it, in her funny 
way. Humorous way, I mean. She 
made some remarks abou t me and 
my fish ing and fish in ·genera l that 
were classics. Lately, you see, I'd 
rather fish than golf. So Janet went 
to the club alone . When she did n't 
come back for dinner I didn ' t think 
anything of it .  She often stayed at  
rhe club, especially when she was a 
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little sore a t  me. I went to bed about 
nine. To get to Montauk Point for 
fishing by five, I have to be on my 
way at four. So I slept in my study 
as I always do when I'm getting up 
early and don't want to waken Janet 
when I roll out of bed. That's how I 
got out of the house this morning 
without knowing she wasn't  at home. 
I'd left my car in front of the house; 
I took for granted that Janet's was in 
the garage. But what I started to say 
was • • .  if I'd played golf with her 
as she wanted me to . . .  but I see 
your point, Troy. It's no good - tha t  
kind o f  figuring." 

"I don't suppose," Jeff said, "you 've 
had any time to think about who 
might have killed your wife." 

"Yes, I have. It doesn't take very 
many minutes to do a lot of thinking 
about a thing like that. Nobody could 
ha\'e wanted to kill Janet, no one had 
any reason to. Nobody had anything 
to gain in the way of money or any
thing . And as far as anyone hating 
her - well, Janet lived an ordinary, 
suburban life. You don't make ene
mies living like that. She ran the 
house, she played golf in the summer, 
bridge in the winter - she never did 
any thing that would have made an 
enemy for her." 

"What about Fran Leslie?" 
Tom Carleton looked at Jeff and 

smiled wanly. "I think," he said, 
"that's a foolish question." 

"So do I, but I had to know that 
you thought so, too." 

"Frannie's been an embarrassment 
to me for years. I realize that you 

should take adolescents and their 
emorions seriously. But Frannie . . . 
there 's nothing deep or psychological 
about her. She's a good, healthy ex
tro\'ert . I spanked her when she was 
fourteen and if she hadn't enj oyed i t 
so much . I would have kept on spank
ing her. No. Troy, nobody wanted to 
kill my wife." 

"I think." Jelf said, "I know what 
you mea n.' '  

"Y cs. I mean that someone must 
have been gunning for Edd ie Rior· 
den . And Janet was killed because 
she saw who murdered Eddie." 

"Do you know where Eddie lived?" 
"No. But the caddy master a t  the 

club wolild know." 
"We'll ask him . And thanks." 

Jamestown, Long Island. was as 
Colonial American as anyth ing you 
saw on the way to Boston. There was · 
a white church, a cannon in the 
square, a Town Hall beside the Super
Market. The Riorden house was on 
the edge of the town - a two-story 
frame building, a yard without a 
lawn in fron t  of it, a collec tion of 
shabby sheds and coops behind it.  
Eddie's sister answered Jeff's k nock. 
She was a little younger than Eddie, 
a beautiful girl with shining black 
hair, dark eyes, an appealing mouth. 
There was no doubt she was Eddie's 
sister. 

Jelf said, "We'd like to talk to you 
about Edd ie. For j ust a moment." 

"Are you from the police ?" She 
looked at me. "Or a newspaper 
or what?" 
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"We' re work ing with the police,'' 

Jeff said. 
"I suppose you wa n t  to know who 

Eddie ran around w i th . . .  things 
like tha t ?" 

"Yes." 
"I'll have to tell you what I told 

the rest of them . We don't know. We 
hardly knew Eddie any more. He 
wasn ' t  ever home. e�cept to sleep. He 
j ust . . .  well,  drifted away from us 
lately . We d idn ' t sec him much, he 
never brought any of his friends 
home." 

"Who were his friend ?" 
She shook her head . . . I don' t even 

know i f  there was anyone special. 
I . . . I don't like to say this, but 
it's true . Except for the country club 
in the summer, Eddie spent more 
time in Andrew's Bar t ha n  he did at 
home. I wish l could help you, 
bu t . . .  " 

"You have helped us," Jeff said. 
Andrew's Bar took up half the 

ground· floor of a tourist hotel that 
apparent ly had never l ived up to its 
original owner's hopes. There were 
only three cars in the parking space 
meant for t wenty or thirty. The bar 
was not filled with vacationists sop· 
ping up before-lunch cocktails; four 
male natives were spending dimes on 
beers. 

When the bartender placed our 
beers before us, jeff said, "My name's 
Troy, 1 . . .  " 

"Troy," the bartender said. He 
glanced down a t  his group of four 
customers. They al l  looked at Jeff. 
'Troy," the bartender said again. 

' ' I 've heard about you. You're help· 
ing Joc Hinkle with the murders." 

"Yes," Jeff said. "News travels fast 
around here." 

' ' Yes, it does. A little place, James· 
town, but a nice place." 

The tal lest of the four beer drinkers 
said, "We've j ust been ta lking about 
it, the murder." 

' ' I  guess you all knew Eddie,'' Jeff 
said. 

"He was in here every night," the 
shortest drinker said. 

"He missed once a week," the third 
one said. "The night of the midget 
au to races." 

"He came in then. Late, though," 
Shorty said. 

The third one nodded. "After I 
went home, I guess." 

"Well, more or less you could just 
about say," the bartender said, "that 
Eddie was in here every night." He 
turned to Jeff. "What's that got to do 
with the murder?" 

"You've j ust been talking about 
the murder," Jeff said. 

"Naturally," the bartender said. 
"Eddie was a popular boy, wasn't 

he?" 
"He was a sweet kid," Shorty said. 
''A sweet kid," the third man said. 

''A great ball player, any kind of ball. 
He was going to go places if he ever 
got a break. He had everything to 
live for." 

"Everybody liked Eddie, I guess," 
Jeff said. 

A moment died away. Then, care· 
fully, the bartender said, "Yeah, 
everybody liked Eddie. I can't think 
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of a single exception t o  that rule ." 
For the first time the fourth man 

spoke up. and he spoke up angrily . 
"The hell with i t  r· he said. ·· 1 can 
think of somebody who didn ' t like 
Edd ie!" 

"Now, wait, Md," the bartender 
said. "Take it easv." 

"The hell with 
'
i t ! "  Mel said. "Lis

len here, Troy. George Carey didn't 
like Eddie and eYerybody here knows 
. I" 1(.  

"George Carey," Jeff said. "You 
mean the golf pro at the Coun.rry 
Club?" 

"That's right .  I've no idea what i t  
was between Carey and Eddie, 
but -" 

"Mel," the bartender said, 'Tm 
not sure it's up w you to -" 

"Eddie's dead, murdered ! Listen, 
Troy, for the past month or so Carey 
used to come in here. To see Eddie. 
They'd go back there to the corner 
table and talk. No, not talk, argue ! 
We ne\·er could hear what it was all 
about and Eddie would never tell us, 
but it wasn't good . They got pretty 
hot, the two of them, Eddie and 
Carey. Well, the ot her night was the 
blow-up. For a minute it looked like 
they were going to start swinging at 
each other. When Carey went out of 
here he looked just about mad enough 
to -" 

"Now, take it easy, Mel," the bar
tender said. 

"Mad enough, " Jeff said, "to kill 
Eddie?" 

"Yes, blast it!  That's what I was 
going to say and I am saying it !  Mad 

enough to kill Eddie! And Eddie was 
killed." 

\\"e had seen George C1rey around 
the club, of cour c. but we had never 
said more than hel lo to each other. 
ric wa a genial. nice-looking fellow 
in his forties. \Vhen Jeff and 1 walkeci 
into his l i t tle office in the caddy 
house, he knew at once why we were 
ca ll ing on him. H e  w<��n·t the sort of 
per on you had to handle w i t h  care, 
ancl Jeff went s t r:tight to the point . 

· · we·vc j ust come from Andrew's 
Bar," Jeff said . " \\"(;' hea rd t ha t  you 
and Edd ie Riordcn nearly slugged i t  
ou t a couple o f  nights ago. \\ e d id n't 
hear what it was you di <�g reed about. 
Or maybe th;�t isn't irnportanr." 

Carey thought that over fur a mo
ment . " 1 t  is i mportanr ,"  he snid, 
" because I'm �ure you're not going to 
find anyone else. anyone at all, who 
ever tangled with Edd ie in t he sligh t
est degree." 

"Everybody loved Eddie," Jeff 
said. "He hadn 't an ene my in t he 
world." 

"That's true. Litera l ly." 
' 'But the ot her night you were 

ready to take him apart. That could 
mean that Eddie had one enemy i n  
the world." 

"Yes," Carey said. "That's why 
it's important you understand wh y  I 
was fighting with Eddie." 

He opened a drawer of h is de.sk; he 
found what he was looking for. He 
slid the lelter our of irs envelope and 
handed it to Jeff. Jeff held it so that 
I could sec. 
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I t  was a short note, written with

out t he aid of a �ccretary. on t he ta
tionery of Randall College, Randall, 
Ohio. It s:�id : ' ' Dear George ; 1\·c got 
everything set for your boy. Eddie 
Riordcn. I Jc'd he t L <:r be as good as 
you say he i�. [n ha te, Carl. ·· 

"That's C1 rl .\·fo . " Carey said. 
"He coaches foot ball .tt Rand,t l l ."  

"He got F.ddie an athletic schola r· 
ship," ]en- s:�id. 

" Yes." 
" B u t  Eddie didn't  ,,·a n t  to go to 

college," Jeff said. ":'\o mat ter how 
much you t r ied w per�uade him, he 
wouldn't agree 10 go.'' 

"That's i t . "  C:uey said. "I've 
known Eddie )ince h� was c:1ddying 
up here in h,is b:ue feet . He wa� qui te  
a kid. He was t he best high- chool 
athlete I've ever �een. For the la<>t 
three years I've been :tfter him to  go 
to college. B u t  he w:�s t ired o f  clwol, 
he said. Ac tually. he '''as lny. I ' m 
afraid Eddie wa<; well on hi ,,·av to 
being a bum. I decided f1 nally t� go 
ahead and get h im a scholarship at 
my old school . . .  f t hough t maybe 
that would t u r n  the trick. 13ur i r  
didn't. Eddie'd bee n slopping around 
for so long t hat his ambi t ion was all 
gone. He used to avoid me here a t 
the club. The only place I could cor· 
ner him was at that bar. I ta lked my
self ho;me to h im. and the other 
night I lo.�t my temper. I r  made me 
sore to see a bO)' like Eddie turning 
into a bum." 

"But you still liked him," Jeff said. 
"How could I help i t ? How could 

anybody not like Eddie?" . 

"Well," Jeff said. " l  guess that's 
that . ' '  

"Even if i t  isn't," Carey said. ' 'I ' l l  
have to leave you now. Joe Hinkle 
seem to be holding a linlc meeting 
that I'rn invited ro." 

"We'll go w1th you," Jeff said. 
Hinkle \\'<IS hold ing his meet ing in 

the same room where we had seen 
him tha t morning. The meet ing was a 
small, in t imate :t ffa ir. Carey, fcff and 
I joined Hin kle . Fran Leslie. Tom 
C·uleton. and t he club's woman 
champ. Arlene M iller. The meeting 
didn' t  look as though it  had started; 
foe Hinkle didn't look as though he 
want ed to stan iL He was a morose, 
discouraged man. 

"Troy," he sa id, ' 'tell me some
thing." 

"Sure," Jeff \':lid. 
' 'Tell me who killed them. So we 

can a l l  go horne." 
"I know how vou feel, "  Jeff said. 

"Did you fmd a t{y t hi ng more in t he 
thicke t ? "  

' '\Ve found a lot. The two halves o f  
a broken niblick, some empty bott les 
- mostly half-pints - a couple old 
t in cans, a dozen or so tees, a warch 
that Mac Slllall lost seven years 
ago, a fifty-cent piece, and nine golf 
balls." 

''Did you find Mrs. C1rlcton's 
ba ll ?" 

"Nor yet. We had to knock off 
because i t was getting dark in the 
thicket . But, frankly, I th ink we 
found everything there .is in i t . "  

" B u t  o f  course," Jeff s:tid, "you'll 
look some more tomorrow." 
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"Of course . rm nothing else, but 
I'm thorough." 

"Mr. Carleton," Jeff said, "is 
there any chance that Mrs. Carleton 
wouldn't have been playing with one 
of her own balls ?" 

Arlene Miller gave a shon laugh . 
She said, "Janet Carleton would no 
more think of using any ball but those 
special ones of hers than she would 
think of using someone else's clubs. 
Janet was a real golfer, not a Sunday 
player." 

"I see," Jeff said. He turned back to 
Hinkle. "Have you found anyone 
who saw Mrs. Carleton playing her 
first nine holes?" 

"Her last nine holes," Arlene 
Miller said. 

Hinkle cleared his throat. "I been 
all through that, Troy. Mr. Carleton 
says that considering the time his 
wife left home, she would have been 
lucky to get much more than nine 
holes played before dark. It seems 
like she was the last one to start 
around. Nobody seen her park her 
car or tee off." -

"That isn't unusual," Carey said. 
"At that time of day evet)•body at 
the club is either in the dining room 
or the bar. There's as much drinking 
as golf around this place, you all 
know that." 

"Anyway," Hinkle said, "nobody 
saw her. She must have walked 
straight from her car to the first tee, 
or whatever you call it. Eddie must 
have met her there. He always cad
died for her. He was probably waiting 
for her." 

"Somebody," Jeff said, "the last 
person who left the club last  night 
must ha vc noticed :\-f rs. Carleton's 
car was still here. \\ hy didn't they 
worry about her?" 

"That was AI Fro t." Hinkle said. 
"He admits seeing the car. He also 
admits that after an evening a c  the 
bar here he never worries or \\!onders 
about anything. Nice fellow though, 
AI." 

''Well," JefJ said, · ·1  won 't hold up 
your meet ing any longer.'' 

" [ wish you'd stay. Troy." 
"No, I couldn't add anything to the 

proceedings. Call me tomorrow, will 
you, if you find Mrs. Ca rleton's 
ball ?" 

"Why don 't you come and help 
us?" 

"I will,'' Jeff sa iJ. 

It was beginning to grow dark 
when Jeff and I left our cottage that 
night. It was vcrv dark when we 
walked through t l�e empty parking 
lot of the locked-up, deserted club
house. I followed JeA· through the gap 
in the hedge, then f stopped. 

"Darling," I said, ' ' I  won't go an
other step until you tell me where 
we're going and why." , "Haila , if I told you, you wo.uldn .� 
go with me. Come on now, qUietly. 

I went on, quietly. We. walked 

across the start of the fairway of the 
first hole. We went another fifty 
yards and we were crossing the ni�tb 

hole's fairway. Then, in another mtn· 
ute or two, we were groping our way 

i n to the thicket . I could touch Jetf, 
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but I couldn't sec hirn. I held onto 
his jacket and sh ufficd blindly for
ward. Jell stopped and at down; he 
pulled me down beside bim. He put 
his arm around me. 13tll he didn't  kiss 
me. I till didn't k now what we were 
doing in this hell- black hole. 

'' May I smoke ?" I whispered. 
"No. From now on don't even 

breathe unless it's absolutely neces
sary.'' 

We sat there for so long that I be· 
gan to be conv inced that I had slept 
through a day and was now sitting 
through my second night. I was un· 
comfortable, cold. I was something 
else. I found Jeff's car and whispered 
into it .  

'Tm scared ," I said. 
"Natural ly," Jeff whispered back. 
That reassnranct> clio me a lot of 

good . I wasn't cold any longer. or un
comfortable - I  was just frightened. 
Jeff's hand touched mv wrist and 
tightened on i t .  I qopp�d breath ing. 
I had heard jr, too. 

11Hough the t hickct something 
was moving toward us. lt might have 
been slithering along on it stomach , 
it might have been edging along on 
two feet, or more - but it was com
ing toward us. Now a piece of foliage 
brushed my face as it moYed back i n  
place. The shufHing sou nd came 
closer, and then stopped . 

J felt Jeff move. I heard the click 
of his flashlight and saw a beam of 
light shoot through the blackness. 
For a moment i r  searched wildly, 
then it hit and held. I saw a man's 
outstretched arm, his hand six inches 

above the ground. Clutched in the 
hand was a golf ball. 

Jeff pulled the light up the man's 
arm unt i l  it flashed fu l l  in h is f.1ce. 
Tom Carleton straightened up. l 
saw his arm back out of the ray of 
� ight, then swing forward through 
It . . .  , 

When people regain consciousness, 
they usually start l ife again by asking 
a silly question. My question didn't 
seem silly to me at the time, but 
that's exactly what it turned out to 
be. I looked at Jeff and Joe Hinkle 
for a moment before I spoke. 

I said, " How could Tom Carleton 
find his wife's golf ball in the dark 
l ike that ?" 

"He didn 't find it," Jeff said. "He 
was losing it." 

"Oh," I said. "Where am I ?" 
"In our cottage," Jeff said. 
"Where is Tom Carleton ?" 
"In my jail," Joe Hinkle said. ''Are 

you all righ t. M rs. Troy ? He hit you 
with a golf ball, you know." 

"Yes. I know, Mr. Hinkle. But 
I'm fine. That 's just what I needed." 

"Well, then, Troy -" 
"Sure, Joe, listen. You and your 

boys couldn't find that ball - be
cause there was no b:dl. There was no 
ba ll because Mrs. Carleton wasn't 
play ing golf. Edd ie Riorden '��s not 
her caddy - he was her lover. 

"Eddie and Mrs. Carleton . .  . ' '  
"That thicket was their rendez

vous. I f  anyone had wandered into 
it unexpectedly, Eddie would  have 
gone through the motions of caddy-
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ing for a lady with a bad slice. I t  was 
a nice set-up while it  lasted . And i t  
lasted until Tom Carleton got wise." 

proved it to you. And when Tom 
heard you talk ing a bom the ball this 
afternoon, he figured he'd better get 
one there in a hurrv . "  " So  I was wrong," Joe said, "when 

1 figured that one of them got kiUed 
because he saw the other one mur
dered . "  

"Everybody l iked Mrs. Carleton," 
Jeff said. " Evc:rybody lo\'ed Eddie. 
Nobody had n reason ro kill either of 
them. But maybe, 1 thought, some
body had a rt·:•sOtl ro kill both of them. 
And then, when you couldn't find the 
ball J<�net C1rlcton should have been 
playing with . . . " 

"Yeah," Joe said. "I guess that 

"Oh. now I sec.' , '  I said . "He didn't 
find that ball. He was purring it 
there." 

"That's right . I ' m  sorry he hit you 
wi t h  it , Haila." 

"Oh, I don't mind. That's a hazard 
of the game, getting hit .  But 1 don't 
think i t  was very sporting the way he 
did it." 

"What, darling ?" 
"It's a rule, Jelr! You're supposed 

to yell 'Fore'!" 

FOR MYSTERY FA �.:s - these swiftly-paced mystery-thrillers arc 
now on sale at your newsstand ; 

A MERCURY MYSTERY - "Too Good to Be True," by J. f. Hutton. 
"Refre.shingly different kind of sleuth, \Yorking against colorful 
background and some mighty odd people, "  says Tire Saturday Reu_ietv 
of Literature. 
BESTSELLER MYSTERY - "Fountain of Death," by Hugh Lawrence 
Nelson . Abridged edition. "The staccato, humorous style of author 
Nelson p rov ides numerous trap-door surprises of plot," reports Tlze 
Cleveland Press. 
A JoN ... TiiAN PRESS MYSTERY - ''Darling, This Is Death," by Dana 
Chambers. "Dana Chambers has contrived a splendid espionage story 
full of indestructible tough characters and brisk dialogue,"-comments 
the Boston Post. 
These volumes, published by THE AMERICAN MmcuRY, which also 
publishes ELLERY QuEEN's MYSTERY MAGAZINE, have been carefully 
chosen and edited by a staff of mystery experts. Fans everywhere 
acclaim Mercury Mystery books as "tops ! "  
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by PETER GODFREY 

BAN:s'ISTER called from the study, 
''Who is i t , Miss Jones?" After 

twelve years of working together he 
s till hadn't got around to calling me 
by my ftrst name. 

I knocked on the d'Oor and ushered 
in the three men, repeat ing thei r  in
t roduction for the benefi t of my em
ployer. There was Joubert, rhe tall 
C.l .D. I nspec tor with t he William 
Powell muswche, the fresh-faced and 
surprisingly young-looking detective, 
johnson, and the elderly gen t le man 
with the full-blooming mustache and 
beard, the flercdy-glowing pipe, and 
the kindly brown eyes. 1 used his 
su rname, of course - le Roux 
but Joubert called him "Uncle" and 
Johnson called him "Rolf," and bod1 
these appellations suited his per
sonality bet te r than the more formal 
ti tie. 

1 used to think Bannister was a 
handsome man when I fi rst went to 
work for him, but t welve years is a 
long t ime for some people. That day, 
sitt ing in the brown dressing-gown in 
which he always "·o rked, with his 
bald patch t hrown into relief by the 
black fringes of hai r  and the heavy 
horn-rimmed spectacles, he looked 
like nothing so much as a benign 
beetle. 

Knowing him so well, I realized he 
was bursting with curiosi ty as to the 

purpose of the visit, nnd I also knew, 
when he asked if I migh t remain, that 
his motives were more concerned 
wi th the notes I might make for fu
ture material rather than any cour
tesy towards me. 

The pol ice h:1d no objec tion to my 
presence, and as soon as we were all 
comfortably settled Joubert opened 
the conversation. ' 'You are not en
ti rely a s t ranger to me, Mr. Ban
nister," he said. "Although this is the 
first time I have met you in the flesh, 
I have, of course, read you r  books. 
In fac t,  the two autographed novels 
you were kind enough to send to my 
department when you arrived in 
Cape Town ult imately found their 
way to my bookshelf." 

Bannister visibly preened himself. 
"Surely this visi t, "  he said, "is not 
merely to congratulate me on the 
quali ty of the thrillers I have writ· 
ten ? ' '  l-Ie gave a deprecatory grin, as 
though he hoped this was, in fact, 
thei r motive. 

"Not qui te, "  said Joubert, and 
smiled sligh tly. "Certain t h ings in 
which my departmenr is vi tal ly in
terested have occurred recently. If 
you would be prepared to answer 
some q uestions, you might help us 
enormously. "  

"Fire away , " said Bannister, and 
settled himself down into what he no 
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doubt fancied \\·as the typical atti
tude of the expert criminologist. 

Joubert hesitated before cont.in
umg. 

"The Province Times vesterdav," 
he said, "carried the stor)' of an .

. 
in

terview with vou in which You dis
cussed the plo't of a novel y�u have 
just comple ted. As I understand i t ,  
the book deals with a murder com
mitted by a man who has an unas
sailable alibi. Is that correct?"  

"Fundamentally, yes." 
"And I gather from the newspaper 

report that other than the alibi there 
were clear clues pointing in his direc
tion?'' 

"Yes. In the book the murderer's 
wallet with his personal p::�pers is 
found next to the body, but he is able 
to prove he was miles away when the 
fatal shot was fired." 

Joubert stole a peculiar sideways 
look at Rolf and Johnson. 

"Knowing your style, Mr. Bannis
ter, "  he said, "I presume you pro
pounded in the book a perfectly 
logical and satisfactory solution?'' 

"Naturally, Inspector. I have a 
reputation to maintain, you know, 
and if I dared make use of any far
fetched explanation the critics would 
pounce on me like a flock of vultures." 

"I see," said Joubert, and then 
went on : " I  rake it then that the con
coction of an alibi such as you de
scribe in the book would be perfectly 
feasible in real life?" 

Bannister was obviously enjoying 
himself. "Definitely," he said. "And 
I wjll go even further, Inspector. In 

real life no amount of police work 
would e,·cr be able to smash that 
alibi. In t he book I was forced to 
adopt a literary su bterfuge to make 
my murderer confess. I n  re:1l life he 
would haYc gone scot-free." 

The Impcctor w:-�s particular!)' 
sua vc when he continued: "And 
when did you :lCtually finish work on 
your book. 1\ ' fr. Bannister?" 

i\•fy employer tu rned to me. "You 
complc:tc:d t he final chapter of A1urda 
Elsewhere on Thursday, didn't you, 
i\'tiss I ones ? ' '  

I said. · · Yes, l\t (r. Ban nister. I re
member stapling and wrapping and 
sending off t he manuscript on Friday. 
The registr:ll ion receipt is on the file, 
i f  you want to check, but I am per
fectly sure." 

There was a su btlc change in the at
mosphere. Johnson gri nned - a  grin 
not of amusement but o f  satisfaction. 
Rolf took his pipe out of his mouth 
and ran stu bby f ingers over his beard 
in an arriwdc of expectancy. Joubert 
sat up straight ; there was a new glint 
in his eye, and his speech had ac
quired an authoritative undertone. 

'·Mr. Bannister , ' '  he said, "I must 
warn vou at this stage that our visit 
here i� d i rectly concerned with the 
inn:stig; n ion of a very serious crime. 
Certain statements vou have already 
made seem ro indi�te that you are 
personally involved. I intend to pro
ceed with this questioning, but I a_m 
prepared to wai t, if you prefer tt, 
until your solicitor arrives." 

As an indiv idual, of course, I was 
one of a group, but _functionally, as a 
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secretary, [ was somehow outside it.  
lvfy eye� fol lowed the feat u res of the 
others like t he lens of a moving-pic
ture camera. 

I must <lV Bannister took it well. 
His only apparent react ion to the 
shock of the t1o!te face on the part of 
the  police was a rais(ng of t he eye
brows. He C\'en sm i led slightly . 

''This is very u nexpected, Inspec
tor," he said. " I t 's a novel experience 
for me to be a suspecl. But a sol icitor? 
No. thank you, Inspector - an in
nocent man should n ' [  need a solici
tor, and my conscience feels p:ut ic
ularl y clear t his morn i ng. " He paused, 
and added, ' 'What is t h is serious 
crime in wh ich you t hink 1 am im· 
plica ted ?" 

Joubert sa id,  "l\'furdcr." 

I t  was an i l lusion, of course, but the 
word �cemcd to echo through the 
short silence that followed. 

Bannister's art i tudc w::ts paradox
ical . His smi l e broadened, but there 
was a sober quality i n his voice. "Go 
on," he said. 

"You have admitted," said Jou· 
bert, "that when you arrived in Cape 
Town you sent copies of two old 
books wri tten by yourself to the 
C. I. D.?" 

"Yes." 
' 'Do you remember the t itles?" 
" Y  cs. Death Afler Hours a nd Tall 

Man's i'vfurder." 

Rolf asked the next guestion. "Tell 
me, Mr. Bannister," he said, "wh y 
did you send these books to the 
C.LD.?" 

''A custom of mine, Mr. le Raux. 
I t ravel a lot, as you know, and whew 
ever I reach a centre in which I in tend 
to stay fo r a wh ile , I send copies of 
these same two books to the police. A 
sort of tribute," he added with a 
grin , ' ' to the people who supply me 
wi t h  the raw materi<1l of my crafc." 

"Bur  why those two books partic
ularly ?" Rolf persisted. 

' ' I f  you examine them," said Ban
nister, "you will notice a newspaper 
clipping pasted on the fly leaf of each. 
That is rhe explanation - both books 
were based on actual cases - un· 
solved cases - and I assumed they 
would t herefore be of some interest 
to the members of the C.T .D."  

Joubert again took over the qucs· 
tioning. " \Vc noticed the cl ippings, 
of course, and there are certain curi
ous fea tures about both." 

"Such as? ' '  There was mockery in 
Bannister's tone, and tha t was when I 
first realized he disliked the I nspcc· 
tor. 

Joubert was unruffled. "This first 
one, now," he said. " I t  was pasted in 
the flyl eaf of Death After Hours, and 
is the report of an inquest on William 
Cullingworth, who died from the ef· 
fects of potassium cyan id e poisoning 
at Ipswich almost flftcen years ago. 
The strange feat u re of the case is that 
Cul lingworrh was discovered in a 
locked room;· there was no trace of 
poison except in the deceased ; nor 
was the con tainer of that poison ever 
found. On the other hand, there was 
no evidence of foul play.  The last per
son to sec him was yourself, but you 
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had left him a t  least an hour before 
death occurred, as estimated by the 
medical examiner. Since potassium 
CYanide is an almost inst�ntaneous 
p�ison and you were wi rh a group of 
people from the moment you left 
Cullingworth, your alibi was unas
sailable." 

"Go on, Impector." 
"I nm going on. Exactly six months 

after Culli ngworth's death  the book 
based on the case was first published. 
Rat her quick work that, wasn't i t ? "  

B:tnnistcr smiled ag:tin. · ·r am a fast 
writer, Inspector," he said. 

"Yes? "'ell. that may be. At any 
rate, the story re,·caled an ingenious 
method of administering poison by 
means of a delayed-action capsule. 
The murdered man in the book you 
called Bat tista, but he was ob,·io�sly 
Cullingworrh. Just as ob,·iously the 
murderer, whom you called Crafford, 
was yourself." 

Bannister said, "Quite right, In· 
spector," and then laughed out loud . 
"Don 't tell me the serious crime you 
are investigating is poor old Culli ng
worth's d eath?  1sn'c I pswich a bi t 
outside your j u risdiction?'' 

Joubert's expression did not change, 
but a slow flush showed his hackles 
were rising. Before he could speak 
again, Rolf's voice came, deep-toned 
and soothing. 

"No, ?vfr. Bannister," he said, " but 
what happened at Ipswich may be 
relevant to t he case we arc working 
on now. What interests me is why, 
in the story, you made yourself the 
murderer?" 

The ten ion in 11annister's manner 
when he spoke to Jou berr was quite 
absent in hi� con,·ers.1tion with Rolf. 
"There's noth i ng my ·terious about 
it , i\ I r. le Roux. ' '  he �a id . "It arises 
nat urally from 1 he type of detective 
story I w ri te. The general formula for 
my book� i� dtc commission of a crime 
,,·hich cannot be solved by ordinary 
police rou t ine - on!�· by the i r
regulnr  methods o{ Triton Drake, my 
dctccti \'C charac t e r. My !Jlots arc 
worked out h>' t h i n k i ng out almost 
perfect crime . Can you wonder, then, 
that I identifv nn-�elf wi th  the mur
derers in my' bo�ks? I n  t he case of 
Cullingwortlt t here was an even more 
perfect identification. l had spoken to 
the man onlv a hort while before his 
mnteriou� cleath. I asked mvsclf a 
q�es t ion:  assuming I had killed Cul
lingworth. how did 1 do it? The 
an wer was Deotlz After /-lours. Of 
course, " he added with a siclc-glancc 
at Joubert, "a· good a case could be 
made out to establish my identity 
with Triton Drake." 

"I take it t hen ," said Rolf. "that 
you also idcntiticd you rself with the 
criminal in Tall :\1an's Murder?" 

"Yes." answered Bannister, and 
proceeded to elaborate. "I knew the 
victim of the actual crime - in fact.  
we were in  rhe s::�mc picnic party the 
day he met his death. The murderer 
was never discovered, although the 
weapon was found - an ugly . piece 
of fencing post about eighteen mches 
long. 

"What gave me the idea for the 
book was the medical evidence at rhe 
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inquest. The doc tor was postttve, 
on accou nt of t he angle of the blow, 
that the m u rderer wns well over six 
feet tal l . As you can sec, I am a good 
t hree inches shorte r than t hat, and 
again I asked myself the q ucstion : 
Assuming you ilrc the murderer, how 
would it be possible for you to fake 
t he angle of the blow to provide your· 
self \\'i t h  an al ibi ' A fter  a few minutes' 
t hough t l found t. hc answer - a rid ic· 
ulously simple one. So I wrote the 
book ." 

Joubert aga in j oined i n  t he con· 
versar ion. "r\ncl wha t was t his ridic 
ulously imple ::mswcr?" he asked. 

"Well, I n s pector. i t  t ruck me that 
the doc tor's deduction was i l logical. 
\Vhat he should have said was t he 
murderer's he igh t from t he ground 
was well over ix fcc L at the time the 
blow was st mel(. A "·ound of t he 
identical angle could 113\'C been in
nicted by a 5 llla l lcr man St:lnding on 
something. Since the scene of the 
crime w::�s flat terrain with no stones 
or logs handy, l conceived the idea of 
a careful murderer. after premedi ta
tion, j u mpi ng i nto the ai r to deliver 
the blow . Such a st roke would be 
quite unna tural i n  a crime of passion, 
but an ideal wa y of cre:ll ing an alibi 
for a small man in a carefully thought
out murde r. Incidentally, the met h
od is perfec t ly practical - it 's simply 
a matter of correct t iming." 

" You sound as though you had 
experimented," said Joubert with a 
mi rthless grin. 

"Oh, but I did," said Bannister, 
and the irony in his voice matched 

Joubert's tone. "Of course, you may 
be surprised to hear I d id not use a 
human su bj ect - just a soft hat on a 

pedes ta I." 
" B u t  you wrote your book," said 

Joubert, "only when you were con
vinced the method was practical?" 

"Yes." 
"So practical that it might very 

well have been the method adopted 
by t he actual murderer?" 

Bannister stared at him. "It might 
have been , "  he said. 

Joubert thumbed through the pages 
of a notebook . "1  see here," he said, 
"that the actual crime was committed 
only fou r  mon ths before this book was 
published. That was even quicker 
work t han last time, Wilsn't i t ? "  

M y  en1ployer did not lose his 
temper immediately. "It  was an 
easier plot to handle," he said quietly, 
and then suddenly flared up. "What 
nonsense is this, anyway ?" he asked. 
"Admittedly I have agreed to answer 
your questions, but I doubt very 
much if you have any right to in
terrogate me withou t informing me 
first about wha t crime you are ac· 
tually investigating. And what rele· 
vancy can the speed of m y  writing 
have?" 

''It has some importance," said 
Joubert, and turned abruptly to me. 
"How long have you been employed 
by ?vlr. Ban nister, Miss Jones ?" 

1 told him. 
"That's :1 pity," he went on. "That 

means you came to work for him on ly 
after the publication of Tall Man's 
Murder." 
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Bannister's voice came, cold with 
rage. ''This is going too far," he said. 
"My agreement to answer questions 
didn't include a cross-examination of 
my secretary. Beyond typing my 
manuscripts and taking down dicta· 
tion from me, she can have no pos
sible k nowledge whatsOever." 

I fel t  the blood leave my face. I 
have said before that I had the sensa
tion of being apart from the group ; 
at that momen t  I realized the feeling 
was an illusion. Before I could stop 
myself, anger and hatred had leaped 
into my voice. 

"That is not the truth, Mr. Ban
nister," I said, "although you prob
ably don't know it. You don't work 
for a person as long as I've worked for 
you without learning plenty about 
him - somet imes more than he 
knows about himself." 

In my employer's expression was 
reflected the sudden revelation that I 
was more than a stenographic robot. 
Immediately I regretted losing my 
temper. 

'Tm sorry," I said, more quietly, 
and then addressed him directly. 
"You see, Mr. Bannister, it's quite 
obvious to both of us that the police 
are making some kind of mistake. If  
so, there can be no harm done if I 
answer their questions. In fact, i t  may 
help in rectifying the error more 
quickly." 

There was still that faint hint of 
amaz.emen t in his eyes, but it was ob· 
vious that he was pacified. 

Joubert went on: "Isn't four 
months, Miss Jones, a remarkably 

short time between starting a book 
and final publication?" 

"It is fasr," I said, "but not un
duly so. Once Mr. Bannister has the 
idea worked out in his mind he dic
tates very rapidly. I should say it 
takes roughly a month to complete a 
manuscript . and after tha t i t  is not 
abnormal for publication to occur 
within three months. To my knowl
edge there have been two other books 
of Mr. Ban nister's that have been 
wri tten and published within four 
months, although the average time is 
five or six months. I t  all depends on 
the prin tcrs. "  

"Or on how quickly the idea is 
worked out. I suppose . Are all Mr. 
Bannister's plots based on real-life 
incidents?" 

My employer was urbanity i tself 
again. "Shouldn't that question rather 
be put to me, Inspector?" he asked. 
"After all, surely I am the best au
thority on what goes on in my o}vo 
mind ?' '  

Joubert nodded . "Well ? "  he asked. 
I once saw Bannister give a lecture 

on the detective story to the Bir
mingham Pen Club. He adopted th

.
e 

same attitude now. More - even hts 
first words sounded fainclv familiar. 

"There is no such thing as a really 
original detective plot, " he said. 
"There are only six basic ideas, and 
all detective plots are variations on 
them. So is a U  crime in real life. But 
since the essence of the good detec
tive story is credibility, it is only 
natural to expect that the competent 
writer will base his novel either on 
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what has happened or what wuld 
happen in real life. I n  fact ,  it is quite 
common for authors to use nctual 
unsolved mysteries as basic plots, as I 
did in Death Afler Hours and Tall 
J..1an's JV!urder - I can name several 
other au thors who have done so. 

"However, those a re the only two 
books of mine which have a real-life 
counterpart .  Normally , I uti lize the 
second method - I imag i ne n crime 
with as many credible but out o f  the 
oro inary features as possi ble, and then 
devise a logical solution to fit the 
circumstances." 

It was Rolf \vho asked the next 
question ,  punctuating i t  with smoke· 
puffs from his pipe. "Ano the charac· 
ters ? ' '  he queried. "Are they also all 
c reated in your own mind ;>" 

Bannister laughed. ''There you 
have me," he said. "As a matter of 
fact ,  a l l  the characters in my books 
a re based on actual peop le, al though 
sometimes two or more li\'ing people 
go to m:1ke one fiction character. 
What is amazing is how few of t he 
more repu lsive personali t ies recognize 
t hemselves in the stories. I su ppose 
everyone has a higher opinion of him
self than the next man, and therefore 
cannot recognize an objective de· 
scription of himself." 

Joubert again  broke in. "The char
acters in this latest book of yours, 
1\!mder Elsewhere, arc also based on 
living people?" 

" 'Y  cs." 
"We have already gone over the 

plot, and from what we have spoken 
about before, i t  seems the murderer 

in the book is again modeled upon 
yourself?'' 

"Aml the detective," said Bannis
ter with a grin. 

"And the detective," repeated 
Joubert. "Who were the other char
acters in real life? The man who was 
murdered, for instance?" 

Bannister was looking at h im coldly 
again. " 1  don't see the significance 
of this," he said, "but if you· must 
know, the character was based on 
Blair Clayton, who is a wholesale 
merch<1nt here in Cape Town." 

"I know Clayton," said Joubert. 
"Oh, yes, didn't you have some sort 
of a scene with him in the Delmonico 
about six weeks ago ?" 

Bannister hesitated perceptibly be· 
fore answertng. "As a matter of fact, 
there \\'as some trouble," he said. 
"Clayton had had a few d rops too 
many ; t here was an argument and he 
struck me. I couldn't hit  a drunken 
man and I had no desire to make an 
exhibit ion of myself in such a pub
l ic place, so I simply walked our." 

Joubert's ,·oice dropped its de
ceptive casualness and came ou t 
steely-sharp. "Is i t  not a fac t  that the 
quarrel you had with Clay ton con
cerned a woma n ? ' '  

·{y employer's face had gone quite 
pale and his voice trembled with 
anger. "Once again, Inspector, you 
arc abusing your posi tion. I have 
agreed to answer any question rele
vant to this mysterious case you are 
investigating. I have not agreed, nor 
will I ever agree, to answer irrelevant 
questions of a purely personal nature." 
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"Your quarrel with Clay ton, "  said 
Joubert , "is ext remely relevan t  to the 
case I am investigat ing . I must tell 
you, too, that I have other evidence." 

Bannister looked at him queerly. 
"If the others have told you," he 
said, "then the damage has been 
done. I don 't suppose there is any fur
ther harm in confirming what you 
have said . However, I would appre
ciate-it if the name of the lady could 
be kept out of any further publicity. 

"Clayton, as you probably know, 
is the world's worst philanderer. I 
used to be fa irly friendly with him, 
and I saw these things for myself. 
Anything in a ski n a t t racted him, 
and most women responded. though 
for the life of me I don' t know what 
they saw in him. It was when I saw 
him at his usual game, with a lady of 
whom I am very fond , that I t ried to 
warn him off at the Delmonico." 

There was a peculiar expre$SiOn of 
relief on Joubert's face. He nodded to 
Johnson, who handed him an en
velope. Out  of it he took a familiar 
gold tie-pin. 

"This has your in i tials on it," he 
said to Bannister . "I don ' t suppose 
you will deny i t 's yours ? " 

Bannister seemed more pleased than 
otherwise to see it. "Certainly not," 
he said. "I've been looking for it 
everywhere. Where did you lind it?" 

"It was found at t hree o'clock this 
morning, "  said Joubert , ' ' beside the 
murdered body of Blair ClayLOn." 

I have never seen my employer 
so taken ab�ck, but it was only for a 

moment. t hen a gl int of amusement 
appeared in his eyes. "Many t hings 
are clearer lO me now," he said, and 
added. · · 1  take it ,  then, Inspector, 
that Clayton was killed some time 
during last nigh t ?" 

"As ncar as we can make it," said 
Jouberr, "he wa murdered between 
I O  P.�t. and I A.�t.'' 

Bannister bughed out loud .  "Then 
I am afraid vou will have to look else
where for t l1c gui l ty party," he said. 
"I can accou nt for every moment of 
rn ,  time between those hours. "  

Joubert said. "So could the mur
derer in .\lurder Elself.)/zcrc." 

Banni ter  lost hi tem per. ''To 
blazes "·i th you and your innuendos !" 
be said . · · I f  you feel I a m  the guilty 
m:ln, arrest me and charge me. I t 's 
quite plain you've simply come here 
on a fishing expedit ion, and that you 
ha\·en't  got a scrap of evidence to 
stand u p  in court. I chal lenge you now 
- either arrest me or get ou t ! " 

The slow flush had again risen on 
Joubert's neck. "And 1 wi l l answer 
your challenge," he said , "but first I 
wa nt to tell you something. Real life 
is somewhat different from a detec
tive story. You've been too clever 
even fo r y ou rself this time, B a nn ister. 

"It  is perfec tly true that I have no 
direc t evidence tha t you murdered 
Clay ton, but you have failed to ta�e 
into consideration the value of cu
cumsta n rial evidence. You sec, Ban
nister, when there arc suJllcient cir
cumstances forming a pauern - a 
pattern of guilt - any jury i n  tbe 
world must con vict. "  
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Bannister made a gesture o f  pro
test , but Jou ber t continued. "No, 
don' t  i n terrupt me. Let me t ell you 
what I wi II show the jury . . I will show 
them first that you bated Clayton, 
that you came to blows with him re
ccnLly, that your t ie-pin was found 
next to the body. You will have an 
ali bi, but I will show them your own 
description of how that al ibi was can
st ructed, of how t he murder was done, 
written by you in  your book at least 
a w''ek before Clayton was l(illed. 

"And i n  case there is a fee l ing that 
there might be some sort of a coinci
dence, 1 will  tell t hem also of the two 
other violent deaths that have oc
curred in the past ,  and how books on 
these deaths were publishcJ a re· 
markably short time after these mur
ders had occurred. \\ hen I have 
finished, I promise you the j ury will 
ask themselves: were those other 
books written before or after the 
crimes?" 

Bannister was badly shaken, but he 
still kept cant rol of his wits. "You 
will never be allowed to produce that 
as evidence," he said. 

"That is a matter of opinion," 
said Joubert, "and no doubt the 
lawyers will fight i t  out .  But  to ·my 
mind it will be admissible. I t  is not as 
though you have already stood trial 
and been declared innocent on t hese 
points. And it is perfect!  y re levant co 
the case I am going to presen t .  

"You see, Bannister, t h e  j u ry will 
want to know. wha t kind of a man you 
are, and I am going to tell them. An 
intelligent man , yes, but with a men-

tal twist causing you to commit al
most perfect crimes to batfle the po
lice. The j u ry will sec for themselves, 
as I have seen, how you gloat over the 
fact that you kill, tell the world with 
only ind i rect concealment how you 
have killed and then get off scot- free. 
Only you are not going to get off scot· 
free this time. You remembered all 
the facts, but you forgot the total pat
tern.'' 

He paused on a note of triumph, 
and I mentally braced myself to hear 1 
the formal phraseology of the charge, 
but it was not his voice that broke the 
silence. 

''There a re other patterns, Dirk," 
said Rolf le Raux. 

Joubert turned. 
Rolf's eyes 'vere as brown and as 

soothing as ever, but there was a n  u n
dertone of determination in his voice. 
' ' I  will nlllt let you arrest this man, 
Dirk," he said. "You see, he is inno
cent." 

Joubert was taken aback. 
"Can you convince a j ury of that?" 

he asked. 
"That I doubt," said Rolf, "but 

I am sure when I have finished you 
will never be able to convince them 
he is guilty ." 

"Kow you are talking nonsense 
--" Joubert began, but was inter� 
rupted by my employer . 

"Let him go on," Bannister said , 
and there was a peculiar undertone in 
his voice. "After all , Inspector, you 
have al ready given the case for the 
prosecution." 

Joubert had a momentary struggle 
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with himself, then, "Well?" he asked 
Rolf. 

The tension in the room crackled 
while the old man del iberately puffed 
his pipe into a satisfactory blaze. 

" I t  is like this, Dirk." he said 
slowy, set tling himself down more 
comfortably in his chair. "You talk of 
a pancrn, but which pattern do you 
mean?  The picture of the lunatic who 
wri tes murders and then docs rhem to 
gloat over his own cle"erness, or the 
picture of an intelligent man cold
blooded ly mu rdering for an under
standable motive?" 

"I mean an intelligent man," said 
Joubert, "who has j ust one mental 
kink. I think that is perfectly under
standable." 

" I t  is not as understandable as you 
think,'' said Rolf, and took a deep 
puff at his pipe. "Come, Dirk, let us 
analyze this question a little further. 
I will agree with you that an intelli
gent man may have a mental kink, but 
I contend such a man would not 
write detective stories." 

"I don ' t  see t he connection." 
"Let me explain. If there is such a 

kink in a man, whar would i t  consist 
of? One of i ts main essen tials must be 
an impulse to kill. You ha\'e ag reed 
Bannister is an in tel ligent man, and i n  
every case that I have heard of, the 
impulse to lcill in  an inrclligent man is . . 
unconsctous, an overpowenng urge 
that activates his muscles when con
ditions are right, without passing un
der the criticism of his consciousness. 
That is understandable, is it not ?  
I f  i t  ever became conscious i n  a n  in-

telligent man, his  very intelligence 
would reject it . 

" N  C\'Crt hdess, i t  is a fact that 
e\'cryonc has an inst inct to kill, but 
that instinct is diverted in normal 
people to other forms of activi ty. 
When you hit your little gol f ball all 
over the veld, you arc satisfying your 
unconsciou · sadism j ust as much as if 
you used your c l u b  to hit me over the 
head . Now do you ec what I mean ? 
I f  Bannister had this mental kink, this 
impulse to kill, it is wed up in writing 
his detecti\'e storit: . Just because he 
writes logically about murder is suf
ficient ind icat ion that murder with 
him would be conscious - he would 
not kill because of t he sort of kink 
you describe." 

"Assuming I admit that as possible 
for the momen t,' '  said Joubert, "what 
about the other side of the question ? 
We ha"e no ev idence about the first 
two cases, of course, but Clayton 's 
death was no crime of sudden impulse. 
I t  was cleverly and diabolically 
planned for an obvious motive." 

Rol f smiled. "I a m  glad you men
t ioned the other two cases," he said. 
"As you say, you have no indication 
on the facts t ha t Bannister's story is 
not the correct one. In elTect, you are 
admitung what has act ually happened 
- you arc al lowing your knowledge of 
rhe latest mu rder to color your im-
pressions of the old cases. . "So let us consider this last cnme 
by itself. Aga in, you yourself have 
stressed tha t  Bannister is in telligent . 
Can you see any in telligent man 
scheming t h is murder, writing a book 
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on i t ,  and then giving the details to a 
newspaper before the actu<ll murder 
is commit ted ? ' '  

Joubert became excited. ''But the 
facts, man, the facts !  Your explana· 
tion sounds plausible, but it still 
doesn 't fit the paucrn. You must ad· 
mit Clayron's murder was an exact 
duplication of the crime described in  
Murder Elsewl1erc. Only a bare out· 
line of the plot was given to the 
Province Times. Who but Bannister 
could have made so exact a copy in 
real  life ?" 

Rolf said, "H is secretary. " 
We were all sit ting still ,  of course, 

but I felt a sense of swinging move· 
menc. Their eyes t u rning in my di
rection started it, and my conscious· 
ness seemed to sway outside my body . 
When my voice came i t  was as though 
I was l istening to another person. 

"Are you accusing me of murder, 
Mr. le Raux ?  \Vhat motive could I 
possibly have for doing away with Mr. 
Clayton ?' '  

"Revenge," said the old man, and 

went on quickly before I could inter
rupc. "No, let me explain. 1 began ro 
wonder when you turned on Mr. Ban
nister during this interview. There 
was hate in your voice and your ex· 
pression, and immediately 1 saw some· 
thing which did nor make sense. I 
asked myself why an efficient girl 
works twelve years for a person she 
hates. The obvious reason is that you 
did not always hate him. and the in· 
tensity of your present feeling made 
me suspect that your original feeling 
of liking was just as intense. I say that 

you stayed with Mr. Bannister for 
the major porrion of the period be
cause you were in love wirh him." 

"This is ridiculous," I heard myself 
saying, "bur go on. Carry your argu
ment to its logical conclusion. 1f I 
were in love with Mr. Bannister, why 
did I continue to work for him when 
I started to hate him?" 

Despite the words the brown eyes 
were k indly. "Here I can only guess," 
he said . ' ' I  do not think the transition 
was rapid - I think it took many 
years. Nor do I think you really hated 
Bannister until you were deceived by 
another man, and suddenly realized 
the years you had was ted.'.' 

My voice said, " Your imagination 
is getting more powerful every sec
ond. Who was this mythical man with 
whom I am supposed to have fallen 
in love ?" 

"Blair Clayton - and this is not 
entirel y guesswork, Miss Jones. Clay
ton visited here often; he must have 
spoken with you man y times. He had 

the reputation of making love to 
every woman he met , and i t  is com· 
mon talk he was as attractive as he 

was faithless. You are not without 
good looks, Miss Jones - why should 
you be the one exception in his life?" 

I did not answer. 
"When Clayto n deceived you," 

he went on, "I think you were filled 
with biuer loathing of both men who 
had caused you so much frustration. 
And then, when Bannister grew to 
hate Clayton, and dictated to you 
daily more and more details of a per
fec t plot for his murder, you saw your 
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opportunity to revenge yourself on 
bot h the men you bated ." 

Joubert interrupted uneasily, "This 
is not c,·idencc, Cncle. Your reason
ing is plausible, but we could never 
get a conviction on it." 

"I agree," said Rolf, ''but with that 
alternative pattern brought fo rward, 
you could never get a con,·icrion 
against Bannister either, and that is 
what I set out to show you." 

''Come now, Mr. le Roux," in
terrupted Bannister. "While I ap
preciate the building up of an hypo- · 
thetical case to get me ou t of trouble, 
aren't you being a bit hard on Miss 
Jones? After all, I know her --" 

He talked, and my consciousness 
swayed, but back this t ime. Then my 
voice was my own voice, coming from 
my own body , with all the pent-up 
frustrat ion of years. 

" \\'hat do you know about me? 
You - \vho have always looked on 
me as another piece of office equip
ment. That man discovered more 
about me in an hou r than you ha,·e 
seen in the t wclve years we h:lVe 
worked together. Oh, yes, everything 
he sa id was t rue - 1  killed Clayton 
because I hated him and I hated you. 

· ''You r jaw hangs open now, doesn't 
it?  I hope 1\·e shocked you into seeing 
me as a woman at last. Yes, and seeing 
yourself for what you are. 

..  I was in lo\'e with you when I 
first came here. Everything you did 
was right. When I made plot sug
gestions to you, and you rejec ted 
them, and then later came forward 
with the identical ideas as your own 

brilliant inspirations, I was not an
noyed. I saw you had forgotten my 
part, and I was proud to have helped 
you even so indi rectly . But that 
changed. Gradually, I came to realize 
you were J t h ief - you had stolen my 
10\·c, you had stolen my brains, you 
had stolen my you th.  

":\t the time I met Clayton, these 
things didn't  co unt for much. Later, 
when I realized I might have held him 
if I had met him twelve years before, 1 
saw for the f1 rst t ime j ust how much 
they did mean. 

··1 see you flinched when I men
tioned the plot id�.:as. That's good -
it means you're beginning to remem
ber. Think back again and realize just 
how much I in fluenced you towards 
your own doom. The sendi ng of the 
books of t he previous cases to the po
lice, touc hes in the plo t of Murder 
Elsewhere t ha t suited my purpose bet
ter, yes - e,·en persuading you to 
give the in terview to the news
paper . . .  

''They won't hang you, Bannister 
- they'll hang me instead. But 1 
don't care. I ha\'e very little left to 
live for, anyway. ;\nd I won't_ entirely 
lose my rc,·cngc. 

''You know what my last thought 
will be on the gallows? 1'11 be thinking 
of you conscious of you rself at last as 
a colossal sham, as a vult ure battening 
on the brains of others, as the person 
responsible for two deaths. I ' l l  be 
thinking of you , liv ing with yourself, 
hating you rsel f - and I'll die happy, 
Bannister - do you hear that ? 
happy !" 



D E TECTI VE'S D O ZEN 

Creme de Ia crime; or, Tire Best of All Time 

Sooner or later, somewhere along the 'tee tmil, every 
reader, reviewer, and researcher asl<f tl1e inevitable 
question : Which are the twelve best dctccti\'e 

hort srorie 1 h;we ever read? The creme de Ia 
crime, the Blue Ribbou Panel of all time . . . Now, 
it stands to reason that no list compiled by a single 
person, even the most ll'idely read and most acwcly 
mtical of us all, could possibly be accepted as 
d(:finitivc : one person's opinion is just that - an 
c.\ pression of personal preferences. But then it oc

cmred to us that !f/('e could put together a COIHcnms of opinion - say, tlu: 
amalgam of a dozen expert lists, the considered vNdict of a Blue Rib�on 
Jury - then fl.ie might just possibly have a list approaching the " best" witlz 
some degree of autlwnty. So, exac tly one year f!gO, we began sending out 
questionnaires to a specwlly sdected symposium of experts, representing, as 
you will see, eve1y phase and factor of the ferrflingjie/d, including SOJ>u! of 
our fanciest aficionados and even. more important, some of our plainest 

fo� 
. 

The replies to our queries rvere astonishing - on many counts. Some 
experts thought the tul1o/e idea silly - one described it as "the most fright

ful com starch" ; others thought we slwuld re.rcrve the notion for a lonely 
sojourn on a desert isle - and mentally consigned us to the most isolated 
desert island they could recall; still others admitled franf(ly that they did 
not feel qualified to join the symposium - "acquaintance too limited" -
"knowledge and mem01y too sl<._etc/1y" - "find myself completely at a 
loss" - "entirely out of my field" ; and still others administered "the most 
unl(indest cut o( all" by not even bothering to anstver our letters of inquiry. 

Bw the "whole idea" could not have been as stt!lfy and saccharine as 
some thought -for out of twenty-Jour experts approached, eleven joined 
the panel with enthusiasm, and these eleven (with your Editors sert:ing as 
the ttvelfilz talesman) constitute as distinguished and impressive a crimi
nological conference as we could possibly have hoped for. 

First, then, let us introduce the members of the jury: 
Representing craftsmen, critics, and connoisseurs: James Hilton, Hotl!ard 

Haycraft, john Dickson Carr, A11thony Boucher, Vincent Starrett, jam($ 
Sandoe, Augwt Derleth, and Viola Brothers Shore. 

Representing publishers' editors: Lee Wright. 
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Representing bookdealers specializing in the detectivc·ml'stely story : 
Lew D. Feldman. 

Representing fans at large (and bear in mind that all the other txperts 
also represent jam at large, since it is necessmy, before one can become a 
writer, critic, editor, bool(seller, or connoisseur to be first, and last, a 
reader) : Charles !·/once. 

These twelve-men-and-women-in-a-box, each nominating the dozen 
best detective short stories, had a collective vote of 14-1 titles. As it turned 
out, the twelve jurors voted for 8 3 different stories - which gives you some 
idea oft he spread of selection. But of these 8 3 "be>·t Itories'' a round dozen 
stood ow as top favorilcs - and so we give you, as tire joint judgment of 
ourjcwcled jmy, "'[he Twelve Best Detective Short Storie; Ever Wrillen" : 

(8 votes out of a possible 1 2) 
The Hands of Mr. Ottermole . . . . . . . . . . bv Thomas Burke 

(6 votes out of a possible 12)  
The Purloined Letter . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . by Edgar A .  Poe 
The Red-Headed League . . . . . . . . . . . . .  by A .  Conan Doyle 
The Avenging Chance . . . . . . . . . . . . .  by A n t hony Berkeley 

(5 votes oztt of a possible 1 2) 
The Absent-Minded Coterie . . . . . . . . . . . . . by Robert Barr 
The Problem of Cell r 3 . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  by Jacqm:s Futrellc 

(5 votes out of a possible 12) 
The Oracle of the Dog . . . . . . . . . . . . . by G. K. Chesterton 
Nabod1's Vineyard . . . . . . . . . . . . by MclvilJe Davisson Post 
The Gioconda Smile . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  by Aldous Huxley 
The Yellow Slugs . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  by H. C. I3:Jilcy 
The Genuine Tabard . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  by E. C. Bentley 
Suspicion . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  by Dorothy L. Sayers 

As lucl( would have it - certain ideas have a way of resolving them
selves into ultimate simplicity - the individual choices of the jurors and 
the final consensus of tire "twelve best" dovetailed with the most artistic 
precision :  it is possible fm· each expert to "spomor" one of the twelve best 
stories. And so, beginning in this issue, we bring you THE cotDE:-.1 DOZEN, 
and with each "tale of tales" we shall give you the bad(_grormd of the 
expert and that expert's full list of "the best detectiz,e short stories of all 
time." The detailed lists of all twelve members of the jwy offer you a 
reading guide of unusual and interesting scope in the vast, varied, and vital 
calendar of vicarious crime . • .  
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A N T H O N Y  B O U C H E R  S E L E C T S . . •  

Anthony Boucher needs no introduction to readers ofEQMM. He is well· 
known to most dt•votecs of detection as the author of mystery novels under 
two 1wmes, Anthony Boucher and II.  !-/. Holmes; as the creator of Nic!{ 
Noble in detective short stories; as a radio writer; as an anthology editor; 
as a tramlator; as a former reviewer for the " San Francisco Clu'Oiude"; 
as a frequent conmbutor to the Sunday Book Review section ofllu! "NettJ 
Yorl( Times"; and last but not least, as the present conductor of the 
"Speaking of Crime" Department of EQMM. (And even this catalogue 
of activity fails to do complete justice to Anthony Boucher's remarl(able 
coverage of the mystery field.) 

/!ere is 1\!fr. Boucher's list of the 12·best-shorts - which he warns is a 
"toughie, and though I've spent much time on it, I'm not altogether sure 
tlwt a second list of 1 2 ·bes1 wou!dn' t be nearly _as good . . . I don't need 
to analyze the tremendous difficulty which we've both mentioned so often 
and discussed at such length - how so many bool<s of detective shorts are 
excellent as a corpus, yet no single story stands out as one of the dozen 
best·ofa/1-time • • •  " 

The Hands of Mr. Ot termole . . . . . . . . . . by Thomas Burke 
The Purloined Letter . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  by Edgar A. Poe 
The Speckled Band . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  by A. Conan Doyle 
Naboth's Vineyard . . . . . . . . . . . .  by Melville Davisson Post 
A Matter of Taste . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . by Dorothy L. Sayers 
A Passage to Be nares . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . by T. S. Stribling 
The Gu t t i ng of Couffignal . . . . . . . . . . by Dashiell Hammett 
The Rubber Trumpet . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  by Roy Vickers 
Dime a Dance . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  by Cornell Woolrich 
Philomel Cottage . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . by Agatha Christie 
Back for Christmas . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  by John Collier 
The Biter B i t . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  by Wilkie Collins 

lL is partindarly fitting that Anthony Boucher "sponsor" Tl1omas 
Burke's " The Hands of Mr. Ottermoie." Alottg wit/1 Jolm Dickson Carr 
and your Editors, 1\1 r. Boucher has been one of the staunchest and most 
articulate defenders of " Ottermole's" high place in homicidal fiction. Mr. 
Carr has said that " Ottermole" is one of four detective short stories wludJ 
share "the honOl-1/'S for supreme untouchable top-notch excellence." Your 
Editors have already gone on record as believing that "No finer crime story 
!Jas ever been written, period." lvfr. Boucher has described " The Hands 
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of lvfr. Ollcrmolc" as "a sheerly tcmfying story. ft imparts to the' render 
a quality of honor and shod( usually aJSociatcd tt'itlr tales of tht' su.per-
11aturnl or of pure sensation, while staying within the bounds of the )·trict 
deu'ctive story." 

/Jere, then, is the story voted by eight 0111 ofut•elt•e expert.• as one of the 
all-time, all· star, a/l-out "greats" - 1j not, indeed, the very greatest 
dc·tcctive short slOT)' et:er wri11en. 

T H E  H A N D S  O F  1\'I R .  O T T E R l\'I O L E  
bv TIIO.HAS BUI?KE 

AT S I X  o'cLOCK of:� /.lnuary n•cn i ng 
fi.. Mr. Why brow was walking 
home through t he cobweb :1llcys of 
London's East Encl. He had left the 
golden clamour of the great High 
St reet to which the tram had brough t  
him from the ri,·er and his daily work, 
and was now in the chessboard of by
ways that is cal led �1allon End. )Jone 
of the rush and glea m of the High 
Street t rickled in to these byways. -�· 
few p:tces sou t h - a flood tide of l ife, 
fo:uning and bea ting. Here - onl y  
slow-shut11ing figures and muflled 
pulses. He '"as i n the sink of London, 
the bst refuge of European vagrants. 

As though in tunc with the st reet's 
spirit, he too walked slowlv, with head 
down. [ t seemed tha t he �,·as ponder
ing some pressing trouble, but he was 
not. He had no trouble. l ie was walk
ing slowly because he had been on his 
feet all day, and he was bent in ab
straction becausc he was wondering 
whether the Missis would have her
rings for his tea, or haddock ; and he 
was trying to decide which would be 

the more taqy on a n igh t l ike this. A 
wrctclted n ig h t  i t  was. o f  damp and 
mist, and the mist wandered in to his 
throat and his eye�. and the d:unp had 
ser r ied on IXI \·cmcn t  and roadway, 
and where t he p:u c lamplight fel l i t  
sent up a greasy sparkle that  chille� 
one to look a t .  l h  con l rast i t  made Ius 
speculations more agreeable, and 
made him rca( h· for t ha t tea -
whether herring �r haddock . I lis eye 
t u rned from the glum bricks that 
made his horizon, a 11d wen t forward 
hal f a mile. I fc saw a gas- l it  kitchen, 
a flamy fire and a ·pread te:J. table. 
There was roast in t he hearth and a 
singing kettle on t he side and a pi
q ua n t  effusion of herrings, or ma)'be 
of haddock, or perhaps sausages. The 
vi ion gave his aching fee t  a throb of 
energy. I lc shook imperce ptible da mp 
from his shoulders, and hastened to
wards i ts  reality. 

But Mr. Why brow wasn't going to 
get any tea that evening - or any 
other evening. Mr. Whybrow was 
going to d ie. Somewhere within a 

Copyrigl11, 19]1, by Liult:, Droum & Co. 
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hundred y:Hds of h im �mother man 
was wal king: a man much like :vir. 
\Vhvbww and much like anv other 
ma1; . but \\' i t hout th e only "qual ity 
that en:1blcs mankind to live peace
ably toge t her and not a ·  madmen in a 
j ungle. 1\ man w i t h  a dead hean eat
ing in to i t \d f  and bringing fort h the 
foul  organ i  ms that arise from dea th 
and corru pt ion. And r h::n t h ing in 
man's shape, on a \\'him or a set d ed 
idea - one cannot know - had said 
wi t h in himself that .\ 1 r.  \\"hybrow 
should never tas t e  another herring. 
Not t h a t  � ! r. \Vhvbrow had in j ured 
him. Not t ha t he 

'had a n v  dislike of 
Mr. Whv brow. l ndeeu, ... he knew 
noth i ng �f h i m  save as a familiar 
figure a bo u t  t he s treets. 13 ut ,  moved 
by a fo rce t ha t  had taken possession 
of his em pt )' cells, he had picked on 
Mr. \Vhvbrow \\" i t h  that blind choice 
that ma ... kes us pick one res ta urant 
table that h:1s not h i ng to m:uk i t  from 
four or Jive other t a bl es , or one apple 
from a d ish of half a dozen equal 
appl es ; or t hr� r drives Nature to send 
a cyclone upon one corner of this 
planet, and dcst rov five hundred lives 
in tha t corner, and leave ano ther five 
hundred in t h e  same corner un
harmed. So t h is man had picked on 
Mr. Why brow, as he might have 
picked on you or me, had we been 
within his daily observa tion ; and even 
now he was creeping t hrough the 
blue-toned streets, n ursing his large 
white hands, moving ever closer to 
Mr. Whybrow's tea table, and so 
closer to Mr. Whybrow himself. 

He wasn't, this man, a bad man. 

Indeed, he had many of the social and 
am iable qualities, and passed as a re
spectable man, as most successful 
crimin;-tls do. But the t hough t had 
come into his mouldc ring mind that 
he would like to murder somebod v, 
and, as he he ld no fcnr o f  God or ma;1 ,  
h e  was going to d o  i t ,  a n d  would then 
go home to his tea . I don't say that 
flippan dy, but ns a statement o f  (ac t. 
St range as it may seem to the humarie, 
mu rderer must and do sit down to 
meals a fter a murder. There is no 
reason why they shouldn't, and many 
reasons why t hey hould. For one 
th ing, they need to keep their physi
cal and men tal ,· i ra l i t v  a t  ful l  beat fo r 
t he business of covcr

.
ing t heir crime. 

For anot her, t he strain of t he ir en-ore 
makes t hem h u ngry, and satisfaction 
a t  the accomplishment o[ a desired 
thing brings a feeling of relaxation to
wa rds human rlcasurcs. l t  is accepted 
among non-murderers that  t he mur
derer is always overcome bv fea r for 
his sa fet y  and horror at h i; ac t ;  but 
this type is rare. His own safety  is. 
of course, his immediate concern, but 
vanity is  a ma rked quality of most 
mu rderers, and that, together with 
the thri ll of conquest, makes him 
confident that be can secure it ,  and 
\vhen he has restored his streng th 
with food he goes about securing i t  as 
a young hostess goes about the ar
rang ing of her firsc big dinner - a 
l i t tle anxious, but no more. Crimi
nologists and detectives tell us that 
eve1y murderer, however intelligent or 
cunning, always makes one slip in his 
tactics - one l ittle slip that brings 
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the affair home to him. But that is 
only ha lf t rue. It  is true only of the 
murderers who are caught. Scores of 
murderers arc not caugh t : therefore 
scores of murderers do not make any 
mistake at all .  Thi •mn d idn 't. 

· As for horror or remorse, prison 
chaplnin�, doc tors and la"·yers haYe 
told us tha t of murderers they haYe 
int erviewed under condemnation and 
the shadow of death,  onl y one here 
and there has exprc sed any contrition 
for his ac t , or shown any sign of 
menral misery. Most of them display 
on ly exaspera tion at haYing been 

·caugh t when so many have gone un
discovered, or indignation at bei ng 
condemned for a perfecrly reasonable 
acr. However normal and humane 
they may have been before t..he mur

der, they are ut terly '' i t huut con
science a fter it .  For what is con
science? Simply a pol ite nickn.-.me for 
superstition, which is a polite nick
name for fea r. Those who associate 
remorse with murder are, no do ubt, 
basing their idc;�s o n  the world legend 
of the remorse of C:1in, or are project
ing their own frail minds into the 
mind of the murderer, and getting 
false reactions. Peaceable folk cannot 
hope to make contact with this mind, 
for they arc not merely different in 
mental type from the murderer : they 
are different in their personal chemis
try and construction. Some men can 
and do kill, not one man, but two or 
three, and go calmly about their daily 
afiairs. Other men could not, under 
the most agonising provoca tion, bring 
themselves even to wound . I t  is men 

of th is ort who imag ine the murderer 
in torments  of remorse and fear of the 
law, whereac; he is ac tually sit ting 
down ro hie; tea. 

The m,1n " i th the large white 
handc; wac; ac; ready for his tea as .Mr. 
\\"hybrow wa . bu

.
t he had something 

to do before h e  went ro it.  When he 
had clone t ha t something, and made 
no mi'lake :� bou t i t ,  he would be even 
more ready for it ,  and would go to it 
as comfort:�bly as he \vent to it the 
day before, when his hands were 
srainlcc; . 

\\"a l k  on, then. l\fr. Whybrow, 
walk o n ;  and as YOU wa lk, look your 
last upon the fam'il iar  features of your 
nightly journey. follow your jack·?'
lan tern tea table. Look well upon Its 
warmth and colour and kindness; feed 
your eyes with  i r ,  and tease your nose 
with i t<;  gentle domest ic odours; for 
you will  never sit down to i t .  Within 
ten min utes' pacing of you a pursu ing 
phantom has spoken in his heart, and 
you are doomed. There you go - you 
and phanLOm - two ne bulous dabs of 
mortality, movi ng through green air 
along pa\·c•ncnts of powder blue, the 
one to kill,  t he other to be killed. 
Walk on. Don't annoy your burning 
feet by hurrying, for the more slowl y 
you walk, the longer you will brea the 
the green air of this January dusk, and 
sec the drea my lamplight and the 
Jjrtlc shops, and hear the agreeable 
commerce of the London crowd and 
the haun ting pathos of the street 
organ . These th ings are dear to you, 
Mr. Why brow. You don' t  know i t  
now, but i n  fifteen minutes you wi ll 
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have two seconds in wh ich to realise 
how inexpressibly dear thcr arc. 

\Valk on, t hen, ac ross this crazy 
chessbo:trd. You a re i n  I .agos Street 
now, among the tent of the wander
ers of Eastern Eu rope. !\ min ut e  or 
so, and you arc in Loyal Lane, among 
t he lodging houses t hat shelter the 
useless :1nd the beaten of London's 
C:H11 p fol lower . The bnc holds the 
smell of t hem, :1nd its soft darkness 
seems hea v y  with  the wail of the 
fu tile. B u t  ,·ou arc not sensitive to 
impalpable · t h i ngs, :-rnd you plod 
t h rough i t ,  u n  rcing, as you do e,·cry 
evening. :-rnd come to Blcan Street. 
and plod t h rough t ha t .  From base
men t to skv ri e t he t enements of an 
alien colony. Their wi ndows slot the 
ebony of their "·ails with lemon. Be
hind t hose windO\\·s st range l ife is 
mov ing, d ressed with forms that arc 
not of London or of England, yet , in 
essence, t he sa me agree:-rblc l ife that 
you have been l iving, and to-night 
will l ive no more. From h igh above 
you comes a \'o ice croon ing The Song 
of Kalla. Through a window you sec 
a family keeping a rel ig ious rite. 
Through :� nor her you sec a woman 
pouring out tea for her husband. You 
sec a man nH:mling a pair of boots; a 
mother ba thing her baby. You have 
seen all these things before, and never 
noticed them. You do not notice 
them now, bur if you knew tha t you 
were never goi ng to sec them again, 
you wou ld notice them. You ne\·er 
will sec them again, not because your 
l ife has run its natu ra l course, but be· 
cause a man whom you have often 

passed in the street has a t  his own 
sol i tary pleasure decided to usurp the 
awful au thority of nature, and de
stroy you. So perhaps it's as well that 
you don't notice them, for your part 
in them is ended. No more for you 
these pret ty moments of our earthly 
trava i l :  on ly one moment of terror, 
and then a plunging darkness. 

Closer to vou th is  shadow of mass::t
crc moves, a;1d now he is twenty yards 
behind you . You c:tn hear his foot fal l ,  
but you do not turn your head. You 
arc familiar with foot falls. You arc in  
London. i n  the easy security of your 
da i ly terri tory, anJ foo tfalls behind 
you, your i nst inc t tells you, are no 
more than a message of human com
pany. 

B u t  can't you hear something in 
t hose footfalls - something t'hat goe-; 
wirh a widdershins bea t ?  Something 
that says: Look out, lool( out. Bclllare, 
bc111arc. Can't  you hear the very 
sdlablcs of mur-der-er, mur-der-er? 

No; there is  J1othi ng in  foot falls. They 
are neutral. The foot of ,·ilbiny fa lls 
with the same quiet note as the foot 
of honesty. Hut those footfalls, M r. 
Whybrow, arc bearing on ro you a 
pair of hands, and there is something 
in hands. Behind you tha t pair of 
hands is even now stretching i t s  
muscles in prepa ration for your end. 
Every minute of your days you have 
been seeing hum:m hands. Have you 
ever realised lhc sheer horror of hands 
- those appendages tha t arc a symbol 
for our moments of trust and aiTection 
and salu tat ion ? Have you thought of 
the sickening potentialities that lie 
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wi thin the scope of that five-ten tacled 
member? No, ,·ou never ha,·e; for all 
the human hat;ds that you ha,·e seen 
ha,·e been stretched to you in kind
ness or fellowship. Yer, though the 
eyes can hate, and the l ips can sting, 
i t  is only that dangling member that 
can gather the accumulated essence of 
evil, and electr ify i t  i n to currents of 
destruction. Satan m:�v enter into 
man by many doors, but in t he hands 
nlone can he find the en·anrs of his 
will .  

Another minute, ;\{r. Whvbrow, 
and you wil l  know all. about tl;e hor
ror of human hands. 

You arc nearlv home now. You 
have turned in to. your street - C'ts
par Street - and you are in the 
cen tre of the chessboard. You em sec 
t he fron t windo\\' of vour litt le four
roomed house. The st�eet is dark, and 
i rs  t h ree la mps give only a smut of 
light that  is  more confusing than 
darkness. 1 r  is dark - empry, too. 
Nobody abou t ;  no lighrs in the front 
parlours of the houses. for rhe fami l ies 
are at tea in their kitchens; and only a 
random glow i n  a few upper rooms 
occupied by lodgers. Nobody about 
but you and your following com
panion, and you don't notice him. 
You see him so often that he is never 
seen. Even if you turned your head 
and saw him, you. would only say 
"Good-evening" to him, and walk on. 
A suggestion tbat he was a possible 
murderer would not even make you 
laugh. It would be too silly. 

. And now you arc at you r gate. And 
now you have found your door key. 

And now you arc in.  and ha nging up 
your hat :�nd coac. The 1\ l issis has just 
called a greeting from t he kitchen, 
who·e smell i� :1.11 echo of that greeting 
(herring· ! )  nnd you h;tvc answered it, 
when the door sh:�kes under a sharp 
knock. 

Go :m·:n·, �fr.  \\ ln·brow. Go away 
from that.door. Dot{'t touch it.  Get 
right :1way from i t .  Get out of the 
hou e. Run with the iV fissis to the 
bJck g:1rden. ;tnd over t he fence. Or 
caU the neighbours. Uut don't touch 
th:lt door. Don't, .Mr. \:Vh y brow, 
don't oren . . .  

Mr. \\'hybrow opened the door. 

That was the beginning of what 
bec:�mc known n� London's Stra ngl ing 
Horror . Horrors they were called be
cause they were som�thing more th:�n 
murder : they were motiveless, and 
there was an air of black magic about 
them. Each mu rder was comm i tted at 
a time when the street where the 
bod ies \\'Cfe found was empty of any 
perceptible or possible murderer. 
There would be an empty alley. There 
would be a policeman ::Jt i ts  end. He 
would turn hi� back on the empty 
alley for less than a min ute. Then he 
would look round and run into the 
nigh t wi rh news of anot her strangling. 
And in any direction he looked no
body to be ccn and no report to be 
had of anybody being seen. Or he 
wou ld be on duty in a long-guiet 
street , and suddenly be called to a 
house of dead people whom a few 
seconds earlier he had seen alive. And, 
again , whichever way he looked no-
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body to be seen; and Jlthough pol ice 
whistles put an immediate cordon 
around 1 he area, and searched all 
houses, no possible murderer to be 
found. 

The first news of the murder of 
Mr. and Mrs. Whybrow was brougta 
by the stat ion sergeant. E-lc had been 
walking th rough Caspar St reet on his 
way to the sta t ion for duty, when he 
noticed the open door of No. 98. 
Glancing in, he saw by tbe gaslight of 
the passage a mot ionless body on the 
floor. After a second look he blew his 
whist le, ::llld when the constables 
answered him he took one to join him 
in a search of the house, and sent 
others to wa t ch all neighbouring 
streets, and make inqu i ries at adjoin
ing houses. l3ut ne ither in  the house 
nor in the streets was anything found 
to indicate t he murdere r . Neighbours 
on either side, and opposite, were 
questioned. bur t hey had seen nobody 
about, and had heard nothing. One 
had heard .\'lr. Whybrow come home 
- the scrape of his btchkey in the 
door was so regular an evening sound , 
he said , that vou could set vour watch 
by it for half p:�st six - but he had 
heard not h i ng more than the sound of 
the opening door un t i l the sergeant 's 
whistle. Nobody had been seen to 
enter the house or leave it,  by front 
or back, and the necks of the dead 
people carried no finger prin ts or 
other traces. A nephew was called in  
to go over the house, but he could 
find nothing missing; and anyway his 
unc le possessed nothing worth steal
ing. The l itt le money in the house 

was untouched, and there were no 
signs of any disturbance of the prop· 
crry, or even of struggle. No signs of 
anything but brutal and wanton 
murder. 

Mr. Why brow was known to neigh· 
bours and workmates as a quiet, like· 
able, home·loving man; such a man 
as could no t have any enemies. But, · 
then, murdered men seldom have. A 
relentless enemy who hates a man to 
the point of wanting to hurt him 
seldom wa nes to murder him, since to 
do tha t puts h im beyond suffering. So 
the police were left with an impos· 
sible ituation: no clue to the mur· 
dcrer and no mot i ve for the murders; 
only the fact that they had been done. 

The first news of the a ffair sent a 
tremor through London generally, 
and an electric t hrill through all 
Ma llon End. Here was a murder of 
two i norfensi,·c people, not for gain 
and not for revenge ;  and the mur' 
dcrer, to whom, apparently, killi ng 
was a casual im pulse, was at la rge. He 

had left no traces, a nd , provided he 
had no companions, there seemed no 
reason whv he should not remain at 
large. A ny clear-headed man who 
stands alone, and has no fear of God 
or man, can, i f  he chooses, hold a city� 
even a nation, i n  subjec tion; but your 
everyday criminal is seldom clear· 
headed, and dislikes being Jonely. He 
needs, i f  not the support of confeder· 
ates, at least somebody to taJk to; his 
vanity needs the satisfaction of per
ceiving at firs t hand the effect of his 
work . For this he will frequent bars 
and coiTee shops and other public 
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places. Then, sooner or later, in a 
glow of comradeship, he will utter the 
one word too much ; and the nark, 
who is everywhere, has an easy job. 

But though the doss houses and sa
loons and other places were "combed" 
and set with watches, and it was made 
known by whispers that good money 
and protection were assured to those 
with information, nothing at taching 
to the Whybrow case could be found. 
The murderer clearly had no friends 
and kept no company. Known men of 
this type were called up and ques
tioned, but each was able to give a 
good account of himself; and i n  a few 
days the police were a t  a dead end. 
Against the consranc public gibe that 
the thing had been done almost under 
their noses, they became restive, and 
for four days each man of the force 
was working his daily beat under a 
strain. On the fifth day they became 
still more restive. 

It was the season of annual teas and 
entertainments for the children of the 
Sunday Schools, and on an evening of 
fog, when London was a world of 
groping phantoms, a small girl, in the 
bravery of best Sunday frock and 
shoes, shining face and new-washed 
hair, set out from Logan Passage for 
St. Michad's Parish HaJJ. She never 
got there. She was not actually dead 
until half past six, but she was as good 
as dead from the moment she left her 
mother's door. Somebody like a man 
pacing the street from which the 
Passage led, saw her come out; and 
from that moment she was dead. 
Through the fog somebody's large 

white hands reached after her, and in 
fifteen minutes they were about her. 

At h:�lf past six :1 whistle screamed 
trouble, and those answering it found 
the body of lit tle Nellie Vrinoff in a 
warehouse entrv i n  Minnow Street. 
The sergeant "�1s fmt among them, 
and he po ted his men to useful 
points, ordering them here and there 
in the tart tones of repressed rage, and 
bera ting the oHicer ·whose beat the 
street was. "I saw you, Magson, a t  the 
end of the lane. What were you up to 
there? You were there ten minutes 
before you turned." Magson began an 
explanation about keeping an eye on 
a suspicious-looking character at that 
end, but the sergeant cut him short: 
"Suspicious characters be damned. 
You don't want to look for suspicious 
charac ters. You want to look for 
murderers. i\ [essing abou t . . .  and 
then this h:�ppens right where you 
ought to be. Now think what they'll 
say." 

With the speed of ill news came the 
crowd, pale and perturbed; and on 
the story that the unknown monster 
had appeared again, and this time t? a 
child, their faces s treaked the fog wHh 
spots of hate and horror. B u t  then 
came the ambulance and more police, 
and swiftly they broke up the crowd ; 
and as i t  broke the sergeant's thought 
was thickened into words, and from all 
sides came Jow murmurs o f  "Right 
under their noses. "  Later inquiries 
showed that four people of the dis
trict, above suspicion, had passed that 
entry at intervals of seconds before 
the murder, and seen nothing and 
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heard noth ing. None of them had 
passed the child alive or seen her dead. 
None of them had seen anybod y in 
the s treet except rhemsel ves. Again 
the police were left wi th no motive 
and with no clue. 

And now the district, as you will 
remember, was given over, not to 
panic, for the London public never 
yields to that, but to apprehension 
a n d  dismay. If these things were hap
pening in their familiar streets, then 
anything migh t happen. Wherever 
people met - in the streets, the 
ma rkets and the shops - they de
bated the one topic. Women took to 
bol ring their windows and doors a t  
the first fall o f  dusk. They kept their 
children closely under their eye. They 
did their shopping before dark, and 
watched anxiously. while pretending 
they weren 't watching, for the re t urn 
of their husbands from work. Under 
the Cockney's semi-humorous resig
nat ion to disaster, they hid an hourly 
forebod ing. By the whim of one man 
with a pai r of hands the structure and 
tenor of their daily l ife were shaken, 
as they al ways can be shaken by any 
man contemptuous of human ity and 
fearless of i t s  laws. They began to 
realise that the pillars that supported 
the peaceable society in which they 
l ived were mere straws that anybody 
could snap ; that laws were powerful 
on ly so long :ts they were obeyed ; 
that the police were pott:nt onl y so 
long as they were feared. B y  the 
power of his hands th is one man had 
made a whole comm uni ty do some
thing new: he had made i t  think, and 

had left it gasping a t  the obvious. 
And then, while it was yet gasping 

under his first two strokes, he made 
h is t hird. Conscious of the horror that 
his hands had created , and h u ngry �s 
an actor who has once tasted the thrill 
of the multitude, he made fresh ad
venisement of his presence ; a nd on 
Wednesday morning, three days after 
the mu rder of the ch ild , the papers 
carried to the b reakfast tables of Eng
land the story of a still more shocking 
outrage. 

At 9.32 on Tuesday nigh t a con
stable was on duty in Jarnigan Road, 
and at that time spoke to a fellow 
officer named Petersen at the top o f  
Clemming Street. H e  had seen this 
olTicer walk down that street. He 
could swear that the street was empty 
at that time, except for a lame boot
black whom he knew by sight, and 
who passed him and entered a tene
ment on t he side opposi te that on 
which his fellow oflicer was walking. 
He had the habit, as all constables had 
j us t  then, of looking constantly be
hind him and around h im, whichever 
way he was wa lking, and he was cer
tain that the street was empty. He 
passed his sergea n t  at 9·33 · salu ted 
him, and answered his inquiry for 
anything seen. He reponed that he 
had seen nothing, and passed on. His 
beat ended at  a short distance from 
Clemming St reet , and, having paced 
it,  he turned and came again at 9-3:1-
to the top of the street. He had 
scarcely reached i t  before he heard the 
hoarse voice of the sergeant : " G re·; 
gory! You there? Quick. Here's an-· 
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other. My God, it's Petersen! Ga
rot ted. Quick, call 'em up!" 

That was the third of the Strangling 
Horrors, of which there were to be a 
fourth and a fifth; and the five hor· 
rors were to pass into the unknown 
and unknowable. That is, unknown 
as far as authority and the public were 
concerned. The identity of the mur· 
derer was known, but to two men 
only. One was the murderer h imself; 
the other was a young journalist. 

This young man, who was co,·ering 
the affairs for his paper, the Daily 
Torch, was no smarter than the other 
zealous newspaper men who were 
hanging about these byways in the 
hope of a sudden story. But he was 
patient, and he hung a little closer to 
the case than the other fellows, and by 
continually staring at it he a t  last 
raised the figure of the murderer like 
a genic from the stones on which he 
had stood to do his murders. 

After the first few days the men had 
given up any at tempt at  exclusive 
stories, for there was none to be had. 
They met regularly at the police sta· 
tion, and what l ittle information there 
was they shared. The officials were 
agreeable to them, but no more. The 
sergeant  discussed with them the de
tails of each murder; suggested pas· 
sible explanations of the man's meth· 
ods; rccalied from the past those cases 
that bad some similarity; and on the 
matter of motive reminded them of 
the motiveless Neil Cream and the 
wanron John Williams, and hinted 
that work was being done whjch 

would soon bring the business to an 
end; but about that work he would 
not say a word . The I nspector, too, 
was gracefully garru lous on the thesis 
of i\ ( urder, but whenever one of the 
party edge<..! the talk towards what 
was being done in this immediate 
matrer. he glided past i t .  Whatever 
the olllcial<; knew, r·hey were not giv
ing ir  to newspaper men. The business 
had fallen hea\'ily u pon them, and 
only by a capture made by their own 
efforts cou ld thcv rehabilitate them· 
selve in oflicial · and public esteem. 
Sco tland Yard, of course, was a t  work, 
and had al l  the station's material; but 
the station· hope was that they them· 
seh·es would ha,·e the honour of set· 
tling the affa ir ;  and however useful 
the coopera t ion of the Press might be 
in other cases, they did not want to 
risk a defeat by a premature dis
closure of their t heories and plans. 

So the sergean t  talked at large, and 

propou nded one i me resting theory 
after another, all of which the news
paper men had thought of themselves. 

The young man soon gave �p these 
morning lectures on the Philoso�h y  
o f  Cri me, and took t o  wandenng 
about the stree ts and making bright 
stories out of the effect of the murders 
on the normal life of the people. A 
melancholv job made more melan
choly by 

·
the district. The lirrered 

road ways, the c restfallen houses, tl�e 

bleared windows - all held the ac1d 

misery that evokes no sympathy : the 

misery of the frusuated poet. _The 
misery was the crea tion of t he ahe�s, 

who were living in this makesluft 
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fashion because they had no settled Iishman could melt away as they 
homes, and would neither t:1ke the cou ld . Almost certai nly the murderer 
trouble to make a home where they wotdd be found to be one of that sort 
could set tle, nor get on wi th their - with some dark trick of his own -
wandering. and just because they were sure that 

There was little to be picked up. he was a magician, they felt that it 
All he saw and l1card were indignant was useless to look for him. He was a 
faces, and wild conjectures of the power, able to hold them in subjec-
murdcrcr's iden t ity and of the secret tion and to hold h imself untouchable. 
of his t rick of appearing and d isap- Superst i t ion, which so easily cracks 
pea ri ng unseen .  Since a pol iceman the fra i l shell of reason, had got into 
himself had fa llen a victim. denuncia� them. He could do anyth i ng he chose: 
tions of t he force had ceased, and the he would neve·r be discovered. These 
unknown was now invested with a two poi nts they settled, and they 
cloak of legend . Men eyed ot her men, went about the streets in a mood of 
as though thinking: I t  m igln be him. resentful fa talism. 
lt might be him. They were no longe r  They talked of their !dcas to the 
looking for a man who had the air journalist in balf tones, looki ng right 
of a 1vfadamc Tussaud murderer ; and left, as though HE might over-
they were look ing for a man, or per- hear the m and visit them. And though 
haps some harridan wonun, who had a l l  the d istrict was thinking of him 
done these part ic u lar murders. Their and ready to pounce upon him, yet, 
thoughts ran mainly on the foreign so st rongly had he worked upon them , 
set. Such ruffianism could scarcely be- that if any man in the street - say, a 
long to Engla nd , nor could the be- small man of commonplace features 
wi ldering cleverness of the thing. So and form - had cried "/ am the 
they turned to Roumanian gipsies and Monster !" would thei r stifled fury 
Turkish carpet sellers. There, clearly, have broken int.a flood and have borne 
would be fou nd the ''w:�rm" spot. him down and engulfed him ? O r  
These Eastern fellows - they knew would t hey not suddenly have seen 
all sorts of t ricks , and they had no something unearthly in that everyday 
real religion - nothing to hold thern face and figure, something unearthly 
within bounds. Sailors returning frorn in his everyday boots, something un-
those parts h:�d told tales of con jurors earthly about his hat, something that 
who made themselves invisible; and marked him as one whom none of 
there were tales of Egyptian a nd A ra b  their weapons could alarm or pierce? 
potions that were used for abysmally And would they not momentarily 
queer purposes. Perhaps it was ·pas- have fallen back from this devi l, as 
sible to them ; you never knew. They the devil fell back from the Cross 
were so sl ick and cunn ing, and they made by the sword of Faust, and so 
had such gliding movements; no Eng- have given him time to escape? I do 
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not know; but so fixed was their belief 
in his im·inci bility that it is at least 
l ikely that they would have made 
this hesitation, had such an occasion 
arisen. But it never did. To-day this 
commonplace fellow, his m u rder lust 
glu tted, is still seen and ob erved 
among them as he was seen and ob· 
served all the time; but because no· 
body then dreamt, or now d reams. 
that he was what he was, they ob· 
served him then , and observe him 
now, as people observe a bmp-post . 

Almost was their belief in his in
vincibility j ustified ;  for, five days 
after the murder of the policeman 
Petersen, when the experience and 
inspiration of the whole detective 
force of London were turned towards 
his identification and capture, he 
made his fourth and fifth strokes. 

i\t nine o'clock that evening, the 
young newspaper man, who hung 
about every night until his paper was 
away, was strolling along Richards 
Lane. R ichards Lane is a narrow 
st reet, partly a stall market, and 
parti.Y residential. The young man 
was m the reside'ruial section, which 
carries on one side small working
class cot tages, and on the other the 
wall of a railway goods yard . The 
great wall hung a blanket of shadow 
over the lane, and the shadow and the 
cadaverous outline o f  the now de· 
serted market stalls gave it the ap· 
pea ranee of a living lane that had been 
turned to frost in the mornent be· 
tween breath and death. The very 
lamps, that elsewhere were nimbuses 
of gold, had here the rigiJ ity of gems. 

The journalist, feeling this message of 
frozen eternity, was telling himself 
that he \vas tired of the whole thing, 
,,·hen in one stroke the frost was 
broken. I n  the moment between one 
pace and another silence and darkness 
were racked by a high scream and 
through the ·cream a voice: " Help !  
h e !  p 1 lie's here!'' 

Before he could think what move· 
ment to m;�ke, the lane came to life. 
As though its invisible populace had 
been waiting on that cry, the door of 
C\'cry cot tage was flung open, and 
from t hem and from the alleys poured 
shadowy figures bent in question 
mark form . For a second or so they 
tood a� rioid as the lamps; then a b . • 

police whi t ie ga,·e them dtrectton, 
and 1 he flock of shadows sloped up the 
street . The jou rnal ist followed them, 
and others followed him. From the 
main street and from surrounding 
streets they came, some �isen fro� 
unfinished suppers. some dtsturbed tn  
t heir case of slippers and shirt sleeves, 
some stumbling on infirm limbs, and 
some u pright, and armed with pokers 
or the tools of their t rade . Here and 

there abo,·e the wavering cloud of 

heads moved the bold helmets of 

policemen. In one dim mass they 

su rged upon a cottage whose doorway 
was marked by the sergeant and t

_
wu 

constables· and voices of those behtnd 

urged the�1 on w i t h  "Get in !  Find 

him! Run round the bac k !  Over the 

wall ! "  and those i n  front cried: "Keep 
back! Keep back !" 

And now the fury of a mob held in 
thrall by unknown peril broke loose. 
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He was here - o n  the spot. Surely 
this time he could not escape. All 
minds were bent upon the cottage ; all 
energies thrust towards its doors and 
windows and roof; all thought was 
turned upon one unknown man and 
his extermination. So that no one 
man saw any other man. No man saw 
the narrow, packed lane and the mass 
of struggling shadows, and all forgot 
to look among themselves for the 
monster who never lingered upon his 
victims. All forgot, i ndeed, that they, 
by their mass crusade of vengeance, 
were affording him the perfect hid ing 
place. They saw only the house, and 
they heard only the rending of wood· 
work and the smash of glass at back 
and front ,  and the police giving orders 
or crying with the chase; and they 
pressed on. 

But they found no murderer. All 
they found was news of murder and a 
glimpse of the ambulance. and for 
their fury there was no other object 
than the · police themselves, who 
fought against this hampering of their 
work. 

The journalist managed to struggle 
through to the cottage door. and to 
get the story from the constable sta
tioned there. The cottage was the 
home of a pensioned sailor and his 
wife and daughter. They bad been at 
supper, and a t  first it appeared that 
some noxious gas had smit ten all three 
in mid-action. The daughter lay dead 
on the hearthrug, wi th a piece of 
bread and butter in her hand. The 
father had fallen sideways from his 
chair, leaving on his plate a filled 

spoon of rice pudding. The mother lay 
half under the tableJ her I a p filJed 
with the pieces of a broken cup and 
splashes of cocoa. B u t  in three seconds 
the idea of gas was dismissed. One 
glance at their necks showed tha t this 
was the Strangler aga in ; and the pol ice 
stood and looked a t  the room and 
momentarily shared the fatalism of 
the public. They were helpless. 

This was his fourth visit, making 
seven murders i n  all. He was to do, as 
you know, one more - and to do i t  
that night; and then he was t o  pass 
into history as the unkown London 
horror, and return to the decent life 
that he had always led, remembering 
little of what he had done, and wor
ried not at all  by the memory. Why 
did he stop ? Impossible to say. Why 
did he begin? Impossible again. It 
j ust happened like that; and if he 
thi nks at all of those days and nights, 
I surmise that he th inks of them as we 
think of foolish or d irty little sins that 
we committed in childhood . We say 
that they were not really sins, because 
we were not then consciously our
selves : we had not come to realisation; 
and we look back at that foolish little 
creature that we once were, and for
give him because he didn't know. So, 
I think, wi th this man . 

There are plenty like him. Eugene 
Aram, after the murder of Daniel 
Clarke, Jived a quiet, contented life 
for fourteen years, unhaunted by his 
crime and unshaken in his self-esteem . 
Dr. Crippen murdered his wife, and 
then lived pleasan tly with his mist ress 
in the house under whose Boor he had 
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buried the wife. Constance Kent, 
found Not Guilty of the murder of 
her young brother, · led a peaceful life 
for five years before she confessed. 
George Joseph Smith and \\ illiam 
Palmer lived amiably among their 
fellows untroubled by fea r or by re
morse for their poisonings and drown· 
ings. Charles Peace, at the time h e  
made his one u nfortunate essay, had 
settled down into a respec table ci[izen 
with an interest in an tiques. It hap
pened that , after a lapse of time, these 
men were discovered, but more mur· 
derers than we guess are living decent 
lives to-day, and will die in decency, 
undiscovered and unsuspected . As 
this man will. 

B u t  he had a narrow escape, and it 
was perhaps this narrow escape that 
brough t him to a stop. The escape 
was due to an error of j udgmen t  on 
the part of the journalisr. 

As soon as he had the full story of 
the affair\ which took some time, h e  
spent fifteen minutes on the tele
phone, sending the story through , and 
a t the end of the fifteen minutes, 
when the stimulus of the b usiness had 
left him, he felt  physically tired and 
mentally dishevelled. He was not yet 
free to go home; the paper would not 
go away for another hour; so he 
turned into a bar for a drink and some 
sandwiches. 

I t  was then, when he had dismissed 
the whole business from his mind, and 
was looking about the bar and ad· 
miring the landlord's taste in watch 
chains and his a'ir of domination, 
and was thinking that the landlord 

of a well-conducted tavern had a more 
comfortable l i fe than a newspaper 
man, that his mind received from no
where a spark o f  ligh t. He was not 
thinking about the Strangling Hor
rors ; his mind \\'as on hi sand\\'ich. 
As a public- house sandwich, i t was a 
cu riositv. The bread had been thinly 
cur,  it \�'JS buttered. and the ham was 
not t\\'O mon ths stale; it was ham as it 
should be. His mind turned to the 
im·entor of t h is refreshment. the Earl 
of S::tndwich. a!)d then to George the 
Fourth, and then to the Georges, and 
to the legend of that George who was 
\\'Orried to know how the apple got 
into the apple dumpling. He won
dered whether George would have 
been equaU y puzzled to know how 
the ham got into the ham sandwich, 
and how lonrr i t  would have been 
before i t  occ�rreJ to him tha t the 
ham could not ha,·c got there unless 
somebody had put i t  there. He g?t 
up to order another sandwich, and 111 
that momen t  a l i ttle active corn er of 
his mind settled the ::�!fair. I f  there 
was ham in his sandwicb, . somebody 
must have pu t it the re . I f  seven peo
ple had been murdered, somebody 
must have been there to murder 
them. There was no aeroplane or au to· 
mobile that would go into a man's 
pocket ; therefore that somebod y must 
ha"e escaped either by running away 
or standing still; and again there
fore --

He was visualising the front-page 
story that his paper would carry if h is 
theory were correct, and i f - a mat
ter of conjecture - his ediror had the 
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necessary nerve to make a bold stroke, 
when a cry of ''Time, gentlemen, 
please! All out!" reminded him of the 
hour. He got u p  and went out into a 
world o f  m ist, broken by the ragged 
discs of roadside puclcllcs and the 
st ream ing lighrning of motor buses. 
He was certain that he had the story, 
bur, even i f  it were proved, he was 
doub t ful whether the policy of his 
paper would perm i t h im to print ir. 
I t  had one great fault.  1l \\'ilS truth, 
but it wns impos iblc truth. It rocked 
the foundntion of everything that 
newspaper readers belie,·ed and that 
newspaper editors hdpcd them to be
lieve. They might belie,·e that Turk
ish c:upct sel ler had the gi ft of mak
ing them elves invi iblc. They would 
not believe this .  

1\s i t  hnppcned, they \\'ere not 
asked to, for the story wJs never 
written. As his paper had by now gone 
away, and as he was nouri hed by hie; 
refreshment and stimula ted by his 
theory, he thought he might pu t  in 
an extra half hour by testing that 
theory. So he began to look abom for 
the man he had in mind - a man 
with white hair, and b rge white 
hands ; otherwise an everyday figu re 
whom nobody would look twice at. 
He wanted to spring his idea on this 
man without warning, and he was 
going to place h i mself within reach of 
a man armoured in legends of dread
fulness and grue. This might appear 
to be an ac t  of supreme courage 
that one man, with no hope of im
mediate outside support, should place 
himself at the mercy of one who was 

holding a whole parish in terror . . But 
it wasn't . He d idn' t think about 'the 
risk. He didn't think about his d!l.tY 
to his employers or loyalty to ,his 
paper. He was moved simply by an 
instinct to follow a story to irs end. 

l ie walked slowly from the tav�rn 
and crossed into f-ingal Street, rilak
ing for Dcever y{arket, where he had 
hope of finding his man. But h is jour
ney was shortened. At the corner of 
Lotus Street he S<IW him - or a man 
who looked like him. This street was 
poorly lit, and he could see lit tle of 
the man: but he could sec white 
hands. For some twenty p:1ces he 
St;Jiked him ; then drew le,·el with 
him ; ;,nd at a point where the arch 
o[ a railway crossed the street ,  he saw 
rhal th is was his man. He approached 
h i m  with the current conversational 
phrase of the distric t :  "Well, seen 
anything of the murderer?" The man 
stopped to look sharply a t  him ;  then, 
s<J ti�fied that the journalist . was not 
the mu rderer, said : 

' 'Eh.l No, nor's anybody else, curse 
i t .  Doubt i f they ever will ." 

" 1  don ' t know. I've been thinking 
about them, and I've got an idea." 

"So?" 
"Y cs. Came to me all of a sudden. 

Quarter of an hour ago. And I'd felt 
tha t we'd all been blind. l t's been 
staring us in the face." 

The man tu rned again to look at 
him, and the look and the movement 
held suspicion of this man who seemed 
to know so much. "Oh? Has i t ?  Well, 
why not give us the benefit of it?" 
. 

"I'm going to." They walked level, 
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:�nd were nearly at the end of the 
l i t  t i e  street where it meets Deever 
Market, when the journalist tu rned 
casually to the man. He put a finger 
on hie; arm. " Yes, i t  seems to me quite 
simple now. But t here's sti l l  one poi nt 
1 onn't  undcrstantl. One little th ing 
l 'd l i ke to  clear up.  I mean the motiYe. 
1'\o\\'. :1� man to man. tell me, Sergea nt 
Ouermole, j ust wlty did you kill all 
those inoffensive people? " 

The sergeant stopped, and t he 
)ourn::di t stopped.  There was just 
enough light from the sky, \\'hich 
],e[d the re flec ted ligh t of t he con ti
nen t of London. to gi\'e him a sit;ht 
of t he sergeant's face, and the !'er· 
1!C:-:rn's face \\'aS t urned to him wilh a 
'\ ide smi le of such urbanity and charm 
that the journalist's eyes were frozen 
as they met i t .  The smile staved for 
some seconds. Then said the se.rgeant:  
"'Well, to tel l you the truth, Mr. 
Newspaper Man, I don' t know. I 
really don't know. I n  fac t, I've been 
worried about it myself. But I've got 

Did you-

a n  idea - just l ike you. Everybody 
knows that  we c: m't control the work
ings of our minds. Don't t hey ? Ideas 
come into our  mindc; without asking. 
But e,·er�·body's su pposed to be able 
to control his body. \\ hy? Eh? We 
get our  mindc; from lord-knows-where 
- from people "'ho \\'Cre dead hun� 
d reds of \'C:l rs be fore we were born. 
Mayn't \\:C get our bouics in the same 
way ?  Our face' - our legs - our 
heads - they aren't com pletely ours. 
\\ e don ' t make 'em. They come to us. 
And couldn't ideas come into our 
bodie� l ike icleas come in to our minds? 
E h ?  Ca n ' t  idt·as l ive in  nerve and 
muscle as well as in brai n ? Couldn't 
it be that parts of our bodies aren't 
real lY m. :�nd couldn't ideas come into 
those pans all of a sudden, like ideas 
com� in to - into" - he shot his 
arms our, showing the grc<lt white
g loved hands and hairy wrists; shot 
them out so S\viftly to the journalist 's 
throat t hat his eves never saw them 
"in to my lumdsi" 

Get Hiin Out Of This ? 
(Solution to pu'l::.le on imide front cover) 

Snip Carton, summing up the situation in a flash, h u rls the bomb at 
the glass tank and smashes it .  Water pours into the room, extin
gu ishing the bomb-fuse and flooding the poison-gas grat ings. Snip 
quickly picks u p  a large splinter of glass, wraps the large end in 
his handkerchief to give him a grip, and with this as a weapon 
deftly stabs the octopus to death. As Snip has sh rewd ly deduced, 
the octopus recci,•ed air and food from an opening at the top of 
the tank. Snip finds the opening and m::�kes his way to s:�fety. 
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One � erv Year's Eve, near midniglrt, Q. Patrie!( discovered that tlrey had 
left some important notes in their qffice, loca1ed at that time i1i a metropoli
tan sfo,scraper. They ne,·ded these memoranda for a novel on wlu"dJ they 
intended to wor!( over the holiday weel(e'7d. So they went to the office build
ing. rang the night bell, and after a swpenseful wait, tN•re.finally admilted 
by an unfamiliar watchman who, oddly enoug/1, l1ad only one eye and 
lool(ed almosl melodramatically sini.>ter. 

The mght watchman took Q. Patrie/( up to their office - on the top 
floor - by elevator, but then informed them that they would lwve to find 
their own way down by the stairs, as he had his ''rounds to mal(c. " The 
alllhors gatherC'd lhetr no/es and prepared to leave. 

It rua s now almost midnight to tl1e minute - I he wilching hour. Sud
denly Q. Patrick realized that they did not I(!IOlll where the stairs were. 
They groped their tvny 1hrough dar/< corridors, and finally located a fire 
escape, but they /wed a lifetime on that trip to the fire escape . . .  It is 
e:rtraordiii(IIY hou1 strange one's familiar qffia can be late at night, when 
it is dmk, and deserted - how strange and how terrifying. Tl1e thought of 
being shut in is always frightening, but being trapped at the top of a skY
semper seems to possess a nigl1tmare quality all its own . . .  

Then, smldt•nly, from far below, rising ollt of the unl(tJOtvn, came the 
pMI of bells, the Doomsday din of horns, and the faint mmble of crowds 
celebrating in tlu' streets . . .  

In that dar!(. forbidding stairway it occurred to Q. Patriclc this is stark 
terror - but mppo.ce there was a murderer in the building, prowling the 
corridors and passageways - /ool(ing for us! And then came (Ill even 
more terrifying thought:  suppose that murderer were a person whom they 
knew, an qffice colleague, someone whom they liked and trusted - in the 
daytime . . •  

M U R D E R  O N  N E W  Y E A R ' S  E V E  
by Q. PATRICK 

r WAS quite unreasonable to feel 
afra i d .  There s h o u l d ,  Carole 

Thorne told herself, be nothing alarm-

ing about returning to one's office af
ter business hours. And yet, as the 
tower elevator let her off at Leland & 
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Howley's, she felt an odd moment of 
:1pprehension - an inc.t inct i ,·c de ire 
to get imo t he clc,·awr again, to let i t  
carry J1er down those for t y  {)oors o f  
the � foderna Building. 

Ca rol<: stamped the snow from her 
o,·ershocs and told hcr-;df she was a 
fool. Business buildings were always a 
Lit  spooky :lt night. :1nyhow. Beside , 
t o  C:Irolc a dark oflice brought back 
11ncasv memories of Christ mas Eve. of 
that d isturbing encounter with .\ I i les 
Shenwn. l n  fac t ,  i t  had been partly to 
avoid seeing Miles when he came for 
the stockholders' meeting tonight 
that she had slipped out to the luir
drcsscr's an hour ago. 

"Miss Thorne!" She started at the 
sound of the elevator man's voice be
hind her. "You're not forgeuing t h e  
tower eJc,·�nor �cn·ice stops a t  �ix .  I f  
your meeting isn't  through b y  then, 
l he stockholders will ha\'e to walk 
down to t he thirtieth floor and take 
the rcgubr night elevator from 
there.'' The man grinned. "Good 
night ,  Miss Thorne. Happy New 
Y car ! "  

Happy New Year! Carole had al
most forgotten it was New Y car's . 
Eve. Appropriate that the last day of 
the old year should be the last day 
for the Leland & Rowley Process 
Company. Already the office looked 
desened and abandoned. 

There was no sound of life except 
the faint drone of voices from Mr. 
Rowley's office, where the stock
holders were proba bly i n  the very act 
o (  voti ng away the company's cor
porate existence. Carole took off her 

hat and coat and mo,-cd toward her 
de k out-.ide the pre�ident's office. 
She could hear Peter 1 lowe's voice 
now, pka ant, re.1 suring. He was 
telling the �tock holdcrs how rich the 
merger with the P.ln-:\merican Dye 
Com bine \\'Ould 111:1ke them. 

It still �cemed i nc redible that Peter 
I Io\\'c, t h e  compa n y 's ,·ice- president 
and her hoc;c;'s nephew. was actually i n  
love wi t h  her, Ct role Thorne, who 
h:1d nothing much to recommend her 
except rnther nice blonde h;�ir and a 
real apprcci;�tion of ?vfr. Howe . . . .  

She had actuall ,. sat down at  her 
desk before she not iced the sheet of 
paper li pped into her typewriter. It 
must ha,·e been put there during her 
brief ab ence from t he office. 

Curiam! y, she pulled the sheet from 
the machine. She read: 

l\1DIOR:\:'\DU�! TO: 
Mr. Rowley 
Mr. Howe 
Mr.  Shenron 
Miss Gregg 

Miss Leland 
Mr. Whitfield 
� -lr .  Barber 

The blood drained from her cheeks 
as her gaze moved to the actual mes
sage: 

This is to warn you that the merger 
with Pan-American Dye is not going 
through. Of course, you're planning 
to have it carried a t  the meeting by 
an overwhelming majority. But it is 
not going through. 

Remember - it cannot become 
legally valid until mjdnight, anyhow. 
If enough of the la rgest stockholders 
died before then, fift y-onc per cent of 



;\I H D E R  O N  1' E W  Y E A R ' S  E V E  1 1 3 
the stock could ch:�ngc hand�. could n' t 
it ? The hei r · of t he decensed would 
u ndoubtedly dcm:lnd a new vote. 
Think it over when you turn in your 
ballot slips. 

Beca use, i f  the merger is carried, l 
have decided to m u rder several of 
you - and, if necessary. al l  of you. 

You'll have plenty of time to con
sider whether you want w - exit 
before midnight! 

Carole st:ued dazedly. A t h reat of 
murder! Could thi� be a pr:-�c t ical joke? 

"So you're staying to be in at the 
death, Mi s Thorne?' '  

Carole spun around.  Littlt Mr. 
\Vh i tfield, the company's bwyer, had 
sl i pped our of the president's office . 
His thin, birdlike finger we re picking 
up his bricf·case, which had been 
lying on her desk. 

"Mr. Whitfield ! "  Carole threw 
out a hand to de t a i n him. But the lit
tle man had scurried back into the 
lighted room. 

For a second Cnrole hesi tated ; then 
she made up her mind th<H she 
could n't risk the respon ibil i r y  of 
keeping thi ro herself. She would 
have to go in - interrupt the stock
holders' meet ing at once. 

When she pu�hed open t he door of 
the president's office, the large room 
was portentously si len t . Grou ped 
around i n  chairs, the score or so of 
stockholders were bent over ballot 
slips, sign i ng their names. So it was 
too late to do any thing about it  any� 
way, she thought. 

Carole noticed Mr. Rowley's gaze 

on her, i nquiring, annoyed. Some of 
the stockholders had looked up, too. 
To whom should she take this mad 
memorandum? Not to Mr. Rowley 
the $hock might bring on one of his 
hc:-�rt att:1cks. 

Peter Howe, of course. 
The young v ice·prc ident was sit

ting at the f:�r end of the room next to 
�fr. Barber. the  representative from 
Pan·Arneric:�n Dve. There was some
thing re:�ssu ring 

'
about Peter's ath

b ica lly sq uare shoulders. 
Carole hurried to h is side and 

sl ipped t he note into his hand. "I j ust 
found i t ,  Peter. I n  my typewriter." 

His gray eyes went very grave as he 
read. He glanced at her; then, with a 
quic k  ''You'd bet ter stay, Carole," 
he passed the paper on w l\1fr. Barber. 

Carole dropped into an empty chair 
at his side. Miss Gregg, the company's 
plump, bespectacled t reasurer, was 
bustling officiously around, col lecting 
the ballot slips. The merger was going 
to be carried, of course. Carole knew 
that th is hastily sum moned meeting 
was a mere formali ty. 

The names on the memorandu m  
kept repea t i ng themselves i n  Carole's 
mind. Miss G regg was one of them, 
little Mr. Wh i tfield, the lawyer, Mr. 
Rowley, and Peter. And Mr. Barber 
from Pan-American, the stocky man 
with the alert, bushy-browed eyes 
who was bending over the note with 
Peter. 

Then there was M iles, too. He was 
on t he list. Although she deli berately 
did not look at hi m, Carole was acutely 
conscious of Miles Shenton, Na� 
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thaniel Leland's erratic but brill iant 
young protege. who had inherited the 
old man's unf 111ished work and his po

sition as head research chemist for the 
company. 

Carole could sense the maddeningly 
amused half-smile on his dark face 
with its h igh cheekbones and its slant
ing , insolent eye·. l ie bad sm i led that 
way when she had found him i n  the 
office on Christ mas Eve after he had 
broken their d<Jtc for earlier in the 
evening. He had smiled that way 
when he had starred lO make violent 
)o,·e to her i n  this very room. He had 
smiled that way, too, when he had 
casual ly let her kno"· he was going 
out afrer the wealthy � tarcia Leland 
as a "permanent meal ticket." 

And his future meal ticket, Marcia 
Lela nd, was �itting t here at his side. 
Slim, young, exquisitely dressed. 
Like some sea nymph, thought Carole, 
with her dark hair cut to her shoulders 
and those green, strangely o bservant 
eyes. 1\nd yet Marcia had inherited 
twenty thousand shares from her 
father. Nathaniel Lebnd. That fra
gi le girl would logicall y be the mur
derer's first victim. 

Miss G regg 's brisk fingers had 
counted through thf ballot slips and 
proxies now. Her spectacles flashing, 
she whispered something to Mr. Row
ley. The president rose, his thin fin
gers twist ing the long , steel paper 
knife which always lay on his desk. 
"Ladies and gentlemen, the merger 
has been carried by a n inety per cent 
m:1jority. The papers which Mr. 
Barber and I will now sign are dated 

as of 10morrow, January first. The 
merger will legally go into effect at 
midnight.'' 

Amid r a flutter of approval from 
the stockholders. �1r. Barber crossed 
to i\fr.  Rowley's side. The two men 
were igning their names. Carole 
glanced anxiously at Peter. 

"Peter," she whispered, "what a re 
you going to do?" 

" B;lrber thinks we should ask the 
people t hreatened to stay behind af
terwards." 

" You - you don't think it's seri
ous?"  

She could tell from the expression 
in his eYes that he was worried , but he 
smiled 'reassuringly. "Probably just a 
crank." 

The documents were signed . Slowly 
Mr. Rowley leaned over h is desk and 
speared wi t h his paper knife the final 
sheet of the old year's calendar. He 
held it out wit h a l i t t le dramatic flour
ish. " December the thirry-lirst, ladies 
and gen t lemen . The end of an old 
year, the end of a fine company, and 
t he end of mv own business activities. 
As you know: I re t ire with the signing 
of (he merger. There remains nothi ng 
but to wish yo\1 a happy and a pros
perous New Year.'' 

As t he stockholders prepared to 
leave, Peter rose and asked those 
mentioned on the memorandum to 
stay behind. The others moved out 
into the main office. Almost imme
d iate ly Carole heard the elevator 
doors cla ng shut behind them. Sl�e 
g lanced at her watch. Exactly s1x 
o'cloc k. With a queer pri�king of 
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abrm, she realized th:tt the tower ele
vator had mJde i t�  bst trip. 

Mr. Rowley' la rge ollice seemed 
austere and empt y now that the ma
jori ty of 1 he sroc kholdcrs had left. 
The people whose names had been 
cal led were grouped apprehensively 
around the desk. Peter had started to 
read out the crazy message. 

When he h:td rmished, there was a 
moment of unbroken silence. Then he 
said , " I  thought you a l l  ought to hear 
i t ."  His mou t h  mo\'cd wry ly . " Per
sonally, I don't th i nk these formidable 
threats wi ll be put into action. But i f  
anyone i s  nervous . . . " 

"Certain! y I'm nervous," snapped 
Miss Gregg. the rrea urer. "We must 
consult the police at once. A threat of 
murder! Disgr::�cefu l ! "  

" But ingenious." Miles Shenton 
was standing at Marcia Leland 's side, 
an ironical smile in his dark eyes. 
" Ki l l ing oiT major stockholders to get 
a new vote on the merger !"  

''We cannot aiTord to t reat this 
lightly," broke in Mr. Rowley. "Mer
gers always cause baJ feeling. This was 
probably written by some employee 
who's losing his work. He may con
ceivably be desperate enough to at
tempt something - cr - rash . "  

While h e  was speaking. Mr. Whit
field , the. company's lawyer, had been 
mov ing jerkily to and fro t he zipper 
of the briefcase which he had taken 
from C:1role's desk. Now he gave a 
sudden exclam:nion. "Wait a min
ute I "  he cried. "I think I understand. 

"This t h reat is serious - terribly 
serious. Some of us are in very real 

danger. We -'' His voice was high, 
brea thless. "As Mr. Row le y 's bwyer, 
I have no right to make a st:nement. 
But I can see no alterna t ive. This is a 
question of l ife or -" 

He never fi n ished his sentence . . . 
for suddenly, wi thout the sligh test 
warning, the lights in the president 's 
office went out, plunging the room 
into swift, blinding darkness. 

Voices called out ;  arms brushed 
against C'lrole. l nstinctively she groped 
her way to the light switch. When she 
reached it, someone else was already 
there. 

"The switch doesn't work." It was 
M iles's casual voice, close to her ear. 
"Fuse must have gone. If it has, a l l  
this side of the floor wil l  be in dark
ness. And the main office, too. "  

" Better move over to my office." 
Peter's suggestion was calm and 
steady. " It's on the other circuit." 

There was a general movement to� 
ward the door. In an uncertai n little 
procession, they all  passed out into 
the main office which sep:trated them 
from the group of private oilices on 
the east side of the building. Miles 
had been right. All the lights in the 
main otlice had gone, too. 

Peler had hurried ahead. In a few 
moments a beam of light filtered to
ward them £ro m  bis office. Shortly, 
they were all hovering anxiously 
around his desk. 

"Wel l .  Mr. Whitfield" - Peter's 
voice wls abrupt, jerky - "you had 
something very i mportan t to tell us 
and -" He broke olf. 

Carole looked around quickly and 
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saw what was wrong. The lawyer was 
not in the room. 

There was a murmur of startled 
comment.  Mr. Rowley glanced at the 
open door and then :It C::lrole . "Per
haps you would a k Mr. Whi tfield to 
come here, Miss Thorne," he said. 

She moved to the door, the presi
dent 's voice t railing impatiently afte r 
her as she hurried out  ag:1in into the 
main oflice, away from the beam of 
l ight . It  was somehow uncanny being 
in t he dark ness alone. As quickly as 
possi blc she retraced her steps to Mr. 
Rowley 's offtce and paused at the 
door. " Mr. Whitfield." 

There was no sound. She crossed 
the threshold. 

"�1r. \\ hit field !'' 
Step by step, she mo,·ed forward. 

Her foot LOuchcd something lying on 
the carpe t . I nstantly she froze. The 
darkness around ht:r seemed to stir. 
. . .  She forced herself to bend, to 
touch that  thing with her finger. I t  
was hard, slick - the lea ther o f  a 
shoe. Her hand moved, groping 
through the darkness. It touched 
something else. something soft 
limp. She knew what i t  was - knew 
with a bsolute cer rainty. Her fingers 
had touched a human hand. 

i\ t  first she just srood there, 
n um bed by the shock. Then she heard 
her own voice. She hardly recognized 
it, i t  sou nded so small  and lost. She 
was calling, "Quick - Mr. Rowle y ! "  

She could hear footsteps, faint  and 
then nearer - hu rr)'ing. In a few sec
onds t here were voices, rustlings, 
moYcmcnts all around her. 

A hand gripped he r arm, and 
Peter's ,·oice, Jo,v. urgent, was asking. 
''Carole, what is i t ?" 

" I t's - it's someone," she faltered. 
"L\'ing there in fron t  of me. I felt his 
h<�r;d, ·r - I th ink he's -" 

Someone struck a m:ttch.  It was 
�fi les. Carole could sec his dark, high
chcck boncd face, the onlv i l luminated 
th ing i n  that room. Then another 
match wns st ruck, and another. The 
l i t t le  t roop of flames l igh ted up the 
carpet in front of her. Yl:cchanically 
her gaze moved downward. 

� f r. Whitfie ld was ly ing there, 
slumped beneath the desk - looking 
p;J thet ic:1lly �mall and unobtrusive, 
with hi� frnocrs still clutched around "' 
his br icfca c. The ma tch light cast 
stranoe l i t t le ravs aero s h is face. The 0 ' . match l ioht cauoht somet h m g else, 
too. St i l l0 

adorne�l by t he cru�nplcd 

sheet from the calendar, the sh ining 
steel handle of �1r. Rowley's paper 
k n i f<.:  prot ruded from the lawyer's 
,·est , j us t  above the heart. 

Pet cr hnd dropped to his knees and 
was bending over the body. Carole 
waited for him ro speak, but she knew 
before he said it what it wou ld be. 

.. Dead .''  
A fre h �putter of m:nches. And 

t hen Peter's ,·oice ag:tin, suddenly 
differen t :  "Look !"  

Rapidly Ius ftngers were smoothing 
out the sheet from t he calendar which, 
s t i l l  impaled on the knife, was half 
t hrust into the wound. · Wit h the 
other�. Carole peered down in t he un
certain matchlight. She saw a t  once 
what he meant .  
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The d<� t c  wh ich the president had 

speared d u ri ng the mee t ing had been 
December 3 r .  Now, glaring up at them 
in bold black print was: 

JANUARY 
1 

At the f.·uthermost edge of the arc 
of I igb r Ca role cou Id j u t see the loose
leaf calendar for t h e  new year on the 
desk. Ir showed Janua ry 2. 

"You see" - Peter's voice rose 
again,  steady but very grim - "he 
put it there, t he m urderer. Number 
One . He meant us to know that .Mr. 
Whitfield was t he first - that there 
will be orhcrs -" 

Gradua l l y  Carole's mind becran to 
take i n  t he ful l i m plications �f this 
appalling t hi ng. The person who had 
typed out tha t memorandum must 
somehow have fu�cd the lights on this 
circ u i t  and crept t n to the room in the 
consequen t confusion. He was carrv
ing out his incredi ble threat. Mr. 
Whi tfield had owned ten thousand of 
the · hundred thousand sha res out
standing. He had been the first to go. 

The last ma tch had nickered out 
now and no one seemed to think to 
light another. There was a long, help
less silence. Then Ca role heard the fa
miliar clat t er of t he telephone receiver 
and Mr. Rowley's distracted voice at 
the desk, shouting: "Hello, hello! Give 
me the police station . Hello 0 0 o" 

''You won't get any reply, Mr. 
Rowley," Carole sa id . "The opera tor 
left t he swi tch board a t  five." 

"Operator?" echoed the president. 
"Oh, yes, of course. \Veil . 0 ." 

"I 'll try and work the switch
board." 

"Y cs, yes. Thanks, Miss Thorne." 
" You're not going atone, Carole," 

cut in Peter's voice. ' ' l ' m  coming 
with you." 

Somehow Carole found Peter and 
they were groping their way together 
out into the main office. 

The swi tchboard was in a corner of 
the main office, close to the elevator 
shaft. They found their way to it with 
nothing to guide them but the faint 
light emanating from Peter's d istant 
office. Carole sat down at the board, 1 
struggling to retnember the little she 
knew abou t i t .  She put on the ear
phones and started to push in plug 
after plug. 

"Hello . o • hello o o :• 
One plug after another. She worked 

with g rowing anxiety. But it was no 
use. The instrument seemed abso· 
lutely dead. 

The others had left Mr. Rowley's 
office now. They were all crowding 
around her i n  the darkness. 

"I'm sorry, Mr. Rowley," she said 
at length ; "I'm afraid I can't work 
it�" 

. 

There was a spurt of light. Carole 
saw Miles Shenton with a cigarette 
lighter cupped in his hand. He was 
bending forward, peering behind the 
switchboard. He gave a low whistle. 
"I 'm not surprised Miss Thorne can't 
work i t. The wires are cut." 

"Cut!" echoed Miss Gregg weakly. 
Mr. Rowley's voice rose, hoarse, 

uncertain : "Then we must use the 
elevator . Go down to the ground 
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noor, Peter, and tell t he n ight watch� 
rnan • . .  " 

"I've been ringing the buzzer, 
Uoclc. Nothing ha ppens." 

"It's no usc, anyway ," said Carole 
faintly. "The tower elevator stopped 
running at six." 

"But - but what can we do?" 
"The fire stairs," said Carole . 

"We'll have to walk down to the 
thirtieth noor, to the main bui lding. 
and take the  regular elevator there." 

Her words galvanized the others 
into action . They all started to hurry 
back through the main office, stum
bling over chairs and desks. Carole felt 
herself pushed along with the rest of 
them. They reached t h e  door to the 
stairs. Someone �truck a match. Miss 
Gregg gripped the handle and pushed. 
Nothing happened. 

More matches. Peter tried . Then 
Miles. They aU pushed together 
feverishly. B u t  it did not gi ve. 
"It must be wedged," Peter said. 
"Wedged from outside. We'll never 
open it." 

"But the fire alarm." It was an un· 
familiar voice - Mr. Barber's. 

Carole answered, "I t's outside the 
door - on the fire tower. \Ve can't 
get to it ." 
· "Cut off!" It was Mr. Rowley's 
\'Dice, shrilling to a crescendo. "It 
c:;an't be true." 
. But Ca role knew it was. Locked in 
at the top of the tower, with a dead 
body, in an office that was less than 
l1alf lighted. Cut off in the very heart 
of Manhattan ! She stood there, her 
arms limp at her sides. 

I t  was Peter who finally said , 
"There's no use sta nding around here. 
Better get back to my office." 

To Carole i t  was a n  immense relief 
to return to t he brigh t ly l it  room. The 
broad desk. t he shiny chairs - they 
were so essentially a part o f  normal 
business routine, so essent ial ly part of 
Peter. And i t  was t o  Peter, instinc
tively, that the others looked for the 
next mo,·e. 

Peter s(Qod by the window, his 
blond face very gra,·e, his chin th rust 
forward grimly. "Wel l ,"  he said , 
"we're up aga inst i t ,  all righ t . But 

we've got t o  keep our heads . "  
"TI b 

" 1ere must c some way ou t , ex� 
claimed Mr. Barber. The representa
ti ve of Pan-American Dye had sat 
down behind t he desk. "A modern 
office - cut off! I t 's im possi ble. Surely 
we could do somet hing - d rop a 
message out of the window." 

"Unfortunatelv, \Ye are in a tower, 
and t he message �vould only fall onto 
the roof o [  the main building ten 
floors be low ," saiJ Miles. "It stret'ches 
all around." 

Mr. Rowley looked up with a harsh, 
bitter laugh. "So we've j ust got to 

wait here and le t oursclvc·s be killed !" 
"But there must be a nigh t watch

ma n," persisted r-.-fr. Barber. 
"There is ," said Peter. "l-Ie's due to 

plug in here about midnight." 
"If he's sober," added Miles. "He 

has a marked tendency toward cele� 
brating holidays. I very much doubt 
whether he'll attain to the top floor for 
a long time." 

"So we will be here." Miss Gregg's 
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voice rose to a stiAed liulc sob. "We 
will be here until midnight." 

In the sudden shock of finding 
themselves shut in, they had not 
though t of t hat - had not thought 
how long i t  would be before they 
cou ld hope fur release . Carole's heart 
sank. Shut in a ll night. What couldn't 
happen? What . . .  ? 

And then she remembered some
thing. "The cleaning service !" she 
exclaimed. "It works a t  niglu . They'll 
be here soon.'' 

"Good for \1iss Thorne." Jvlilcs 
grinned. "Sa ved by t he scrubwomen. 
'When do they get here?" . 

"I t h ink somewhere around nine." 
Marc ia Leland glanced at her 

ware!!. "I t 's nearly seven now. Onl y 
two more hours." 

"Well, i t 's obvious what we've got 
to do ." Peter's voice was steady. 
"Stay toget her in this l ighted room." 

"Bur t his - th is mamac who killed 
poor Mr. Whitfield!" The treasurer 
was twisti ng her plump fmgers to
gether. "How do we know he's not 
still somewhere in the office?" 

"Exactly , Miss Gregg." Peter's 
glance moved ro M i les. "Shenton and 
I had better make sure. We'll turn on 
all the ligh ts that work on this side of 
the office and �earch the place thor
oughly ." 

"Qui te a tricky proposition 
searching for a murderer in the dark," 
murmured Miles . 
. Marcia Leland had been sitting 

apart as if absorbed in her own 
thoughts. Now she pushed the dark 
hair back from her face and said, sur-

prisingly, "You could use paper spills, 
I 'll make some for you." . 

She rose, moving to the desk. 
Swiftly she twisted pieces of paper 
into tapers. She gave some to Peter, 
some to Miles. ' 'That ought to be 
better than nothing." 

"The superwoma n ! "  Miles's smile 
was amusedly admiring. 

He and Peter set matches to the 
spills. Cupping them in their hands, 
they sl i pped out of the room. 

\Vi t h  their departure, the rest of 
the group started to talk feverishly, 
to pbn,  to speculate. Who could be 
doing this? Was it an employee of the 
company or some unknown maniac? 

Carole moved to the door and 
peered out, fol lowing with her eyes 
the little flickering lights that marked 
the two men's progress away through 
the office. What i f  they did fmd this 

- this person lurking somewhere in 
the darkness? He had already mur
dered one man. He would be desper
ate, probably armed. What could 
they do against him without weapons? 

Peter and Miles! How absurdly 
trivial her own problems seemed now. 
She had been worrying about whether 
she could bring herself to tell Petec 
the truth: that she liked him more 
thau anvont: she knew; that she re
spected ·him; that there was nothing 
to stop her growing to love him if 
only it hadn't all happened so sud
denly, if only she could shake off those 
maddening memories of Miles. 

". . . I knew we should have called 
in the police as soon as Miss Thorne 
brought us that terrible note." Miss 
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G regg's emphatic voice broke into 
her thoughts. 

"But  we never had a chance." Mar· 
cia Leland's answering t one was cool, 
impert urbable. " Don't  you ee, .\!iss 
Gregg? E"c.:rythi,,g was worked ou t 
beforehand. Probably the telephone 
was al ready cut and the door jammed 
before the note wa� put in !vliss 
1"hornc's t ypewriter." 

Carole glanced cu riously from one 
woman to the other. I t  was st range, 
·she thought, how· shock and danger 
brought out characteristics one would 
not have guessed . t\liss Gregg had 
been the company's t reasurer c\'er 
since anyone could remember. For 
years sh� had bullied the gi rls, har· 
:tssed the executives, and kept her 
ledgers wi th  machine· like accuracy. 
Miss Gregg, Carole would have 
t hough t , could have stood up against 
anything. But now the treasurer was 
obviously on the verge of a collapse. 

And it was ]v tarcia Ldand who had 
risen to the occasion ; Marcia Leland, 
the young. fragile girl just out of col· 
lege, the woman whom the merger 
was to m::�ke a millionairess. Carole 
had been jealous of Marcia, amagon· 
istic because of Miles. She admitted 
that to herself. But she could not help 
adm iring her now. 

I3ut then, of course, she had a lready 
faced dea t h  that year. Carole remem
bered ho\v, at t he time of his final at· 
�ack six months before, Nathaniel 
Leland had been ::�lone with his daugh· 
ter, working in a make-shi ft laboratory 
in Florida, where he had been sent by 
-his doctor. The old man had guessed 

he wa m:nkcd bv de:Hh nnd had been 
dcspcr:ncly c::tg�r lO complete his 
new chemical procc�ses which were 
going to rc,·olut ionizc the industry 
and reston: the pro perity of Leland 
& Ro\\'lc\'. But dea t h  hnd cheated 
h im.  I k · had died, le::�v ing behind 
h i m only a few worth less notebooks. 
And this sligh t gir l  had given up a 
bri l liant c:ueer :1s a physic ist to take 
c::tre of him.  She k1d nursed him to 
the very end. Peter and Mr. Rowley, 
who h::�d flown down to Plorida when 
t he news of Lcl,111d's dea t h  c::1mc 
th rough . had returned full of admirn
tion for .\Lucia's courage. 

FootMeps ou tside in t he main office 
deflected Carole's a t tention. She 
turned and saw the vague l ight of 
tapers, q u i ,-cri ng in the da rkness . 
Miles and Peter were back. 

"Well?" asked .\I i�s G regg sharply. 
Peter mo,·ed to Carole's side, giving 

her a brief, fleeting smile. "We've 
searched everywhere. There's no one 
there." 
· "Impossible ! "  exclaimed lvfr. B:-tr· 

ber. "How could this man have 
got out ?" 

"Simple. " Miles dropped down on 
t he couch next to Marcia, his eyes 
resting for one moment on Carole. 
''He tmt t have got the wedges al l  
ready and kept them outside on the 
fire rower. After the murder he j ust 
had to sl ip out of the door and jam 
i t  behind him." 

"Bur I can't bel ieve that.'' Marcia 
Leland leaned forward. "He's trying 
to kill off the major stockholders be· 
fore midnight. I f - if he really means 
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th:tt, he'd never leave us a l l locked 
u p  he re and go away." 

'' 1-k wou ld , "  expla i ned Miles slowly, 
"if  he int ended to come back." 

' ' Come back!" echoed Miss Gregg. 
" Whv, o[ course. He's bound to 

enter ueforc m id nigh t again." Miles's 
sm ile was lightly mocking. "Several 
t ime�. in fac r .  After a ll , Mr. \Vhi t f1eld 
owned un lv ten thousand shares. Our 
friend ha io kill otT a t  least for t y -one 
per cent more i f  he wan t s a new vote 
on the merger." 

"Then i f  the murderer's not here at 
the momen t ."  Carole said quickly, 
"we've got to think out some way o f  
stopping him from get t ing back." 

''The dlicicnt secretary speaks!" 
Miles ga,·e her a mock bow. " I n  spite 
of I lowe's scornful comments, I have 
already contrived a burglar alarm, a n  
i ngenious device o f  m y  own inven
t ion:  three chairs pi led aga i nst the 
door, wi th a glass water cooler perched 
on top. I f  anyone opens that door 
we'll hear i t . ' '  

"Provided your theory 's correct." 
Carole sta rted at the sound of 

Peter's ,·oice. She glanced at h i m  
quickly. There was a strained look i n  
his gray eyes. 

" Docs a nyone really believe the 
mu rderer ever left the ollice ?" he 
asked. 

"But you sea rched, "  cried l'vfiss 
G regg. "And you didn't fmd any· 
one." 

"We d idn 't. But does what Shen
lon says make sense ? Could any body 
have fused the lights i n  some other 
room and then crept into Uncle's 

office and committed the murder? 
How would he have known where the 
paper knife was . . .  or the calendar� 
AnJ how could he tell in the darkness 
where 0:1 r. \Vhi tficld was ?'' 

Peter looked down at his strong. 
capable hands. "If I 'd been clever 
enough to have staged all this, I wou ld 
certainly haye been clever enough to 
have <�dded my own name on that  
memorand um. It would have been 
easy to jam the door, go down the 
fire stairs, and come up agai n  in the 
elevator before six, when it sroppcd 
running." 

Carole leanct.l impulsively forward. 
"Oh, Pete r, you can't think . . .  " 

' 'Y cs." He shrugged almost apolo
getically. ' ' I 'm afraid it 's f:tr more 
l ikely that the murderer of l'vfr. Whit
field is one of us here in this room." 

Carole could hear the quick beat of 
her own heart. O f  course, what Peter 
said made pe rfec t sense. 

She glanced dazcdly around. 
Those pale, fa miliar faces! Against 

her wil l ,  suspicions bcgarl to stir in 
her mind. Mabel Gregg was losi ng her 
job th rough the merger, the job she 
had held for twenty years. Neither 
she nor Iv{ i lcs was being taken on by 
Pan-American Dye. And Mr. Rowley 
- this t ransaction was forcing him 
inro a retirement which was only half 
voluntary. 

And the o thers ? Peter was getting a 
big job with Pan·A

_
merican.. The 

merger meant everythmg to lum; as 
it did co Marcia Leland, whose grea t 
holding o f  stock would be trebled i n  
va lue a t  midnight. And Mr. Barber, 
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the representative of the company 
t hat was taking over. Surely none of 
t hose t hree could have a mo t i ve for 
fearing this merger. 

"There's something e l e," Pe ter 
was saying quietly, "that makes me 
pretty certain the murderer t's one of 
us. We've been forgett ing · t hat �vfr. 
Whitfield was t ryi ng to reil us some· 
th ing when . . . " 

"You mean he had i t  figured out ?" 
cut in liJes swi ft ly . " I  fe suddenly 
realized i t  was one of us?" 

Peter nodded. "That would explain 
why the murderer fused the l igh ts at 
that momen t - to stop him.  Only 
one of us in the room could have 
done tha t . " 

Mr. Barber shot a swift gbnce at 
the president . ' ' Rowley, j u  t before 
the lights went out,  .t dr .  '' hitGcld 
mentioned your name." 

"Yes," addeJ .Miles cur iously. "I [e 
said somet hing about having no right 
to make a sta tcmenr because he was 
your Ja,,·yer. What did he mean ?" 

They had all focused t heir at ten

tion on the president .  He �t irred un· 
easily in his chair. "I ha,·cn "t  the 
slightest idea," he sajd weakly. 

Suddenly Carole remembered that 
Mr. Whitfield had been in conference 
with Mr. Rowley aU that afternoon. 
During the past few days, too, the 
lawyer had been coming in regularly . 

Impulsively she turned to her boss. 
" I t  wasn't  anythi ng to do with those 
conferences you've been having with 
Mr. Whitfield lately ?" 

Mr. Rowley started. There was an 
almost angry gleam in his eyes. 

" Really, . '{iss Thorne, my private 
business with poor Whi tfield has 
nothing wharsoe,·er ro do with this. 1 1  

Another awk\\'ard mornent of si
lence followed. 

It wa� ,\ fa rei a Leland who spoke 
first : "I've just remem bered some
thing." l lcr ,·oice was brisk. "Just as 
the lights went out I hea rd a very 
faint splu rteri ng sound." 

Peter took a quick step forward. 
" The fuse going .' "  

" Yes. Don't ,·ou ee? Th:n means i t  
'''a blown fro�1 t h e  room where we 
all were. That would prove it was 
done b,· one of us. And if  we can find 
out 1\'hich out let was fused, we might 
be able to remem ber which of us was 
standing ncar i t . ' '  

· '.-\ n e'ce l lent idea. :'-. fi -; Leland. 1 1  

Ivfr. Barber was g;�zing at the gi rl ad
l l li ringly. "One of us had better go 
rig h t  away and look at those outlets." 

'Ti l  do i r , " volunteered M iles. 
· ·�To, .\ f iles." :\farcia Leland rose. 

"Let's all go together. We'll have to 
usc spil ls again." 

� farcia Leland had moved to the 
desk. Carole joined he r, and toge ther 
they folded �heets of paper. They were 
runn ing short of matches, so Carole 
was given charge of t hose that were 
left, as \\'ell as Miles's lighter. 

Keeping close rogether, the little 
group moved out into the main o�ce . 
With uncertain fingers Carole ht a 
spi ll .  

When they reac hed the door of Mr. 
Rowley 's oflice Carole held the tap�r 
up so tha t its rays shone as far as poSSt· 
ble in to the office. 
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" r-. fiss Thor ne, perha ps you know 

where the out lets arc." r-.'larcia Leland 
moved into the cente r of the room. 

" Y  co;. The rc 's one by the window." 
While Carole held the taper low, 

?vbrcia scooped to inspect the plug 
in t he \\'ain�cot. " 1o. We can't tell  
a n y t h ing from tha t . Some <:ort of in· 
sub tcd gad get must have been used . 
I don't think t h e  murderer wou ld 
hrl\·e been fool i  h enough to keep i t .  
I im:.�ginc \\'c'd find i t  left by the out· 
l e t .  I t here another plug?" 

"Yes, there's - t herc\one righ t by 
my d<.:sk." Mr. Rowley's voice was 
rather hoarse. "I had a desk la m p  for 
a l i me . "  He poin ted t o  a plug in t he 
wall a few inches from the desk nnd 
on t h e  same kvcl as its surface. 

"t\ \-cry con,·enient place," mused 
I\1arcia. ''Anyone could have pushed 
some t hing in  there wi thout hav ing 
lo bend and n t t ract :n tent ion." 

"And here i t  isl" .\ f i les 's voice r:� ng 
ou t excitedly. "Cl ue number one!" 

They ;11 [  spun around. Prom bc
ne:� th a sheaf of papers on the desk, he 
had produced a small, two-pronged 
kitchen fork with a wooden handle. 

"Of course!" Iv fnrcia took it and 
slipped it i nto t he outlet. I t  fi t ted 
perfec t ly .  ·'The idea l thing for fu ing 
a plug. The murderer must have 
brough t it in w i th him." 

"Bur  \\·ho . . . ?'' 
"Yes, who ? " echoed Marcia. "\Vho 

was standing t here to the left of t h e  
desk?" 

"1 thought i t  was you, Miss Le
land." l r  \\'as the ,•oice of rhe treasu rer 
hersel f. ''Weren't you standing there?" 

"1 ,"  s:�id Miles softly, " t hought i t  
was Howe." 

Mr. Barber's eyes were intent on 
the preside nt .  " Didn't you move 
over there, Rowley, j ust a fter you'd 
been speaking?" 

''v\ ell ,  one t hing's definite," Peter's 
\'oice broke in  dryly. " We're not 
going ro get anywhc�c from th is an
glt:. I n  th irt y seconds we've accused 
three diO'crenl people. To be perfec t ly  
frank, I haven' t the  sligh t est idea 
where anyone was." 

' ' I 'm afraid I agree." Marcia i n 
dined her head. " When something 
startling h::�ppcns. l ike the lights go
ing out. you don't remember what 
went before." 

"We migh t as well go back to Yfr. 
Howe's office," Carole suggested. 
"/\fter all ,  t he cleaning wome n  ought 
to be here soon." 

She t u rned. As she did so, the l ight 
from the s pill struck fanwisc across 
t he surface of the desk. She ga vc a 
l i ttle gasp. " Look !" she exclaimed. 

The oLhcrs swung round. 
Carole was pointing at the loose

leaf cale ndar for the new year. Vlhen 
last the ' had been in this room, t h e  
calendar had shown fanuary 2. Now· 
the l ight of rhe taper revealed: 

JANUARY 
4 

Miles gave a low whistle. "The 
secoml and third - somcone's taken 
them.''  

"And i t  must have been one of us. " 
Mr. Barber's voice was sh:�rp with in
credulity. "That definitely proves 
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that the murderer is here - here 
in the room." 

I n  the uneasy silence, �Vfarcia Le
land moved forward. ' · I t  al o means," 
she said, "that the danger isn't o,·er 
yet. No. 2 and No. 3· Apparen tly the 
murderer has decided to kiU two more 
of us." 

"Come on. Let's get back to my 
office," said Peter brusquely. "You 
lead the way w ith t he l igh t , Carole . " 

Shield i ng the taper wi t h her hand, 
she 1110\TcJ q u ickly tO the OOOr and OUt 
into the darkness of the m<�in office. 

She passed the fire st:1irs door with 
chairs pi led biza rrely against it  and a 
heavy glass cyl inder gleaming dully 
on top. The burglar alarm ! They 
wouldn't be needing t hat now, she 
reflected grim ly. She was almost half
way to the safety of light, when she 
heard behind her an ominous ranle. 
Almost immediately it was followed 
by a crash that resounded li ke thunder 
around the invisible walls. 

The trap on the Joor had been 
sprung! The murderer had not been 
one of them. He bad been wai ting 
out on the fire srairs and now he had 
slipped in t hrough the door. At t hat 
verv moment he was somewhere there 
in d1e darkness around her . . . 

The taper slipped th rough Carole's 
fingers. I n  horror she watched the 
flame flicker a moment on the floor 
and then wink out. Some remote part 
of her brain was conscious of the 
ocl1crs. They had burst into hectic 
life. She could hear then'l stumbling 
against desks and c hairs, calling out 
to each other, shouting for lights. 

And then one Yoice rose a bove the 
vague babel around her, loud and au
thorit<ttive. I t  wos Peter and he was 
shouting. "Get back to the lighted 
office - a l l of you ! ' '  

The lighted
. otlice! Safety!  G,role 

ran toward the faint radiance ahead. 
When she reached Peter's room she 
sank in to a ch:tir. . 

There were hurrying footsteps out# 
side. Someone e lse dashed into the 
room. I t  w.1 Pete r.  '·Quick, Carole! 
The �pi ll , and omc mate he 1 Quick ! "  

Shakily he ga,·e them to h i m ,  and 
he "·:�s away again before she could 
speak. 

The others were entering now: Mr. 
Row ley, a frail.  gho tlike figure ; Mr. 
Rarbcr: \fi\<; Gregg, her graying hai r  
fallinu loo c and disheveled over her 
forehead. -"'one of them spoke. They 
just stood by the open door. 

Carole crossed to join them. At last 
Miles and Peter appeared. 

"\Ve were fooled, "  sa id Miles 
curtly. "No one came in th rough that 
door . .  The t rap was knocked over from 
insioe." 

"By one of us?" exclaimed Mr. 
Barber. 

"Y cs." Peter's eyes were moving 
rapidly around the room. "It  was a 
false a larm. The murderer must have 
done it to -" He broke off. "Where's 
Miss Leland ?" 

"Marcia !" 
Miles dashed out into the da rkness. 

Peter fol lowed instantly, l ight ing a 

taper as he went. 
Carole's gaze flickered helplessly 

from one face to another. 
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"She's been murdered !" screamed 

Miss Gregg suddenly. " I  know i t !  I n  
the darkness, she . .  .'' Her voice 
rose to a high, hysterical laug h . 

" For hc<�ven's sake, stop it, wom
a n ! "  barked Mr. Barber. 

From t he door Carole bad been 
abl� to follow Peter's progress by the 
l igh ted t a per in  his hand . Suddenly 
he stopp�d. somewhere ncar the ele
va tor shaft. For a second he stood 
:tbsolutcly still. Then he stooped a nd 
shouted, ''Quick, Miles ! ' '  

Carole d rew in her breath. The 
light of the down\\'ard-pointing taper 
had revealed the pros t ra te r.gure of a 
wom<�n. 

The spil l burned out  a lmost imme
diarely, and darkness swallowed up 
what Carole had seen. Behi nd her, in 
the lighted office, l\1fiss G regg had 
stopped sobbing IIOIV • •  -\<> Carole pee red 
urgent ly forward he saw figures ap
proaching. Peter fir t - then Miles. 
In his arms Miles was carrying a 
vague, slim form. 

" i\ !iss Leland," exclai med Mr. 
Barber. " I s - is she - ? "  

"No." Peter c rossed to t h e  couch 
and piled the cushions up at one end. 
' 'Looks as though someone cried to 
strangle her. Rut  she's s t i l l  brea thing!" 

Miles ca rried t he unconscious girl 
to the couch. 

Carole moved forward. Marcia's 
eyes \\"ere closed, her l ips half par ted .  
On her . t hroat were long, i nflamed 
m:�rks. 

Mr. Rowley was fluttering help
lessly around . "One of us a t tacking 
Miss Leland ! I can ' t  believe i t ."  

"On the contrary, she's the ideal 
victim. Twenty thousand shares. "  
Miles's voice was sardonic. H e  had 
brought water and was bending over 
Marc ia. 

He broke off with a lit t le grunt of 
surprise. Carole saw his fingers slip 
down the front of Marcia' s d ress and 
bring out a c ru mpled piece of paper. 

"What is it?" asked Mr. Barber 
sharply. 

M i les rose from the couch, smooth
ing out the sheer. 

The c ri nk led scrap of paper showed :  

JANUARY 
2 

The others were crowding around, 
gazing in mute astonishment at the 
leaf from the calendar. 

Peter glanced down at Marcia. 
He exclaimed suddenly, "She's com
ing to.·· 

The dark head agai nst the cushions 
was st i rring. Marcia's eyes half opened. 

"\Vha t ha ppcncd ?" Miss Gregg 
had sprung forward . 

With an effort the girl pushed her
self up against the cushions. Her lips 
parted in a faint smile. " I'm sorry. I t  
was fool ish of me to faint." 

"Foolish ! "  echoed Miles. "My 
dc.:ar, you were half strangled. ' '  

Marcia's fmgers moved slowly over 
the dull  red wales on the delicate skin 
of her neck. ' 'But  the trap on the door 
was sprung . What . . .  ?" 

"Just a blind," exclaimed Peter. 
"The door hadn't been opened. "  

" 1  see." Marcia's impassive gaze 
scru tini7.ed eac h o f  them in turn. "So 
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it cvas one of you six that tried to 
kill me." 

"But you must be able to remem
ber what happened," broke in Mr. 
Row lev. 

"I r�mernber what happened. Per
fectly." lv{arci::t pushed the dark hair 
back from her forehead. "But i t  won ' t  
help." 

"You haven 't any idea who at
tacked you ? "  

"None a t  a l l .  You see, when -
when the water cooler c rashed , I ran 
toward i t .  I don't know why. I sup
pose I had some crazy notion of try
ing to ca tch the m u rderer. Then I 
heard Mr. Howe tel l i ng us all to go 
back to the l igh ted office. That made 
me more sensi ble. I turned and started 
back in this d i rection . "  

"Yes?" put i n  .\1iss Gregg. 
"Then I felt a hand on my arm. I t  

was quite a gentle gr i p. I felt  myself 
being drawn along." M:ucia sh rugged.  
''] wasn't frightened. I thought i t  was 
probably :V1ilcs or someone ta king me 
under thei r w ing . The hand cl rop ped 
from my arm. I t mo,·ed over my d ress. 
Before I had t i me to realize i t ,  both 
hands were closi ng around rny throa t.''  
She gave a l illie shiver. "I t ried to 
cry our, but I couldn' t .  I remember 
stumbling backward, feeling myself 
choking. That's all." 

"Bur it must have been a man," 
urged Miss G regg. 

Marcia glanced at the treasurer 
quickly. "No, ?\(iss Gregg; as l said, 
the grip was very gentle at first. I t 
i t  was never particularly violent. I t  
mighr jusc as well have been a 

woman." She was g la nc ing at her 
watch. "Twen t v-11ve minutes to 
nine," she said . '  · ' I f  M iss Thorne's 
right . the c lean i ng \\'Omen will be 
here in about half an hour." 

"I Ialf an hour," said Peter sud
denh'. "I think i t ' s  abou r  t i me we 
start�d to con ider t he rea l l y imJX>r
tant question - which of u is doing 
all th is . I t '  not exac t ly  plea :tn r .  But 
presumably the pol i ce \\' i l l  be in 
charge soon. E,·cryt hing's going to 
be a lot implc r i f - i f  we can get 
some poin ts clea red up before they 
come. 

"1 suppo e we all agree," con tinued 
Peter quiet ly. " t ha t  1 his terrible bus
iness concerns only sLOckholders and 
employees of L�land & Rowley. 
Whoc,·cr a rranged thi� trap must 
have known en·rything about the 
office. [ can 'r understand whv Mr. 
Barber was incl uJ::d on that �1cmo· 
randum. But ,  a� the n:presentative of 
Pan-American D\'C\ he obviously has 
nothing to do ·\\'i th t hese - these 
crimes. l suC"gc<>r we give h i m  a bso'
lute aurhori t y  and let him cross-

. " examme us. 
"Excellen t." \1ilcs brought l igh ter 

and ciuarette rogether. · 'Of cou rse. a 
lurid i�agination could conjure up a 
case aga inst J\ 1 r. Harber. Pan-Ameri
can may have uor cold feet about the ,., 
merger and sent him over to murder 
us all ." He grinned. · ' St il l , I 'll second 
Howe's recommendat ion." 

.tv1r. B::rbcr w;.�s gazing ra t he r  an· 
g ri ly at M i les. Apparent ly he was nol 
used to being treated flippantly. ' ' I 
agree with .\1r. I lowe, " he said . "\Ve 
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should do our u t most to clear the 
dreadful m::tt(cr up. And I th ink it 
should be fairly easy." 

" Easy !" echoed Mr. Rowley. 
l\h. Barber nodded . "We have to 

look fur the criminal among those of 
you who stand to lose rather than 
gain by the merger." 

Mr. B:lrber h:-td the si tuat ion for
midably unde r cont rol now. His voice 
was sh;� rp , unemotional. "If the mu r
derer has so s t rong a feeling aga i nst 
the merger, i t  i� rea onablc to sup
pose that he voted aga inst it. I should 
like to sec the ballot sli'ps. They may 
give us a clue." 

"Not a bad idea," cut in Peter. 
"They're in my office," offered 

Miss G regg. 
" Before anyone gets them," broke 

i n  Mr. Barber slowly, ' 'I have an
other suggestion to make , one which 
we should already have t hought of. 
The m u rderer took both the 2nd 
and yd of fanuary from the calendar. 
We found the 2nd on Miss Leland . 
Presum:1 bly, th i-; - this person is 
planning a third at tack . If so, the 
calendar s l ip  should st ill be in  his 
possession. l suggest that each one of 
us shou ld Jet himself be searched." 

' 'Searched . • . ?" began M iss 
Gregg. 

But she broke off at a st rangled 
linle exclamation from Mr.  Rowley . 
He had half risen, his cheeks the color 
of cigarette ash .  "I . . someone 
. . .  a glass . . . water . . .  " he 
breathed hoarsely. 

" M r .  Row ley ! "  Carole knew her 
·ex- boss had a weak hea rt. She had 

seen an anginal attack like this only a 
week before, after Mr. Bar ber had 
come to the office to d iscuss the final 
arrangements  for the merger. She 
hurried to the cooler, poured a cup of 
water, and c rossed to Mr. Rowley.  

Peter was already a t  his  uncle's side. 
"Pocket!" Mr. Rowley was wh is

pering. " R ight-hand poc ket." 
Peter's fingers slipped into his un

cle's pocket . He produced a sma l l  
arnpoule and crushed i t  swiftl y be
neath Mr. Rowley's nostrils. Carole 
hovered close wi th the water. As she 
did so, she not iced , to her astonish
ment, that Peter was concealing some 
thing in his left hand - a small p.iccc 
of paper. He saw her looking at it and 
shot her a warning glance . 

" G ive me the water, please, Car
ole," he said. 

She passed him the cup. He tilted 
i t  to his uncle's li ps. Then, swiftly, he 
slipped the crushed piece of paper into 
the empty cup and handed it back.  

In one b l ind ing second Carole re
al ized what had happened. Peter had 
found the third calendar sl ip in his 
uncle's pocket;  he was t ry ing to con
ceal it, mu tely asking her to help him 
protect Mr. Rowley . 

The others were clustering around 
anxiously. The president's breathing 
was becoming more normal now. He 
forced a pallid smile. "So sorry," he 
muttered. 

No one spoke for a long moment. 
Then Mr. Barber said, "I m ust ask all 
l he men to empty the i r pockets . Per
haps, Miss Thorne, you'll look t hrough 
the ladies' coa ts and handbags ." 
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The search seemed to take hours. At the one who took t he sheets from the 
last �fr. Barber seemed satisfied . calendar?" cut in Carole suddenly. 
"He mu t have anticip::ned the fact Peter moistened his lips. "No, it's 
that we would make a search . and d is- absolutely irnpo ·sible for him to have 
po eel of  the sheet from the calendar. done anyth in a like that deliberately," 
No"··, perhaps someone will get those he said soft lv .  ' ' B u t  I have been wor· 
ballot slips.'' ried about him - :�bout hi health. 

"I will ." Hurriedly, Peter slipped He h:1 n ' t  been \\·ell for some time. 
his handkerchief, pen, and change The idea of the  old company having 
back in his pocket .  Casually he picked to break up has been preying on his 
up the cardboard cup from the tJble mind." He crushed the slip into his 
where Carole: had placed i t .  packer. "Li·ten, Carole , you're his 

" Perhaps you'll come \\' ith me, \!iss secretary. You're a� close to him JS 
Thorne," he said. anyone. l ias he done anyth ing at all 

C:1rolc knew what he wan ted to st r:tnge lately ? ' '  
tell her. "Yes," she said. He broke oiL Carole knew how 

�v!iss Gregg's ofllce \\'as nexr to bea tly t hi rnu�t be for Peter - to 
Peter's. Nei t her he nor Carole spoke ha\'e in his mind even the vaguest 
as t hey hurried to it.  Peter closed the doubts about t he bachelor uncle who 
door behind them. His gray eyes had always been like a father to him. 
looked down at  her seriously. "You R u t ,  as he thought b:1ck over the 
guessed , Carole? I cou ldn ' t let Uncle hectic events of the past weeks, she 
sec it. I was a fraid the shock might be fel t  a slow suspicion tirring in her. 
too much for him.'' : hate to say this,' '  she began im· 

Slowly he pushed open the crushed pulsi\'Cly. " B u t  he - he has been 
cup and took out the piece of paper. rather odd lately. And then, just after 

St<�,ring up in that heavy, horribly � f r. Barber came here to the office the 
familiar type was: dav before Christmas, he had a heart 

at(ack like the one he had tonight:" 
JANUARY 

3 
"You found ir in �1r. 

pocket?" Carole said dul ly. 

"Mr. B:uber!" exclaimed Peter 
blank ly . 

Rowley's "Yes. Just after �fr. Barber left, the 
buzzer went and I founn your uncle 

He nodded. dou bled forward over the desk. He 
"Peter, how awfu l. But 

how did i t  get there?" 
how - managed to tell me about the ampoule, 

and he was all right again in a few 
minutes. But I had a feeling he'd 
heard something that had given him a 
shock." 

"I suppose the mu rderer must have 
planted i t  on him." Peter's voice was 
hesitant. "But I don't see how 
Uncle . . . " 

"You can't think Mr. Rowley was 
Peter's eyes were anxious. "That 

was the day Mr. Barber came round 
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to discuss the final a rrangements for 
the merger, wasn't i ( ?" 

"And it was the next d:w that �1r. 
Rowley s t ar ted tu have �hose long 
conferences w i t h  i\ fr. \Vhitftcld." 

' 'You don 't know wh::t t they were 
talking abou t ?" 

' 'No. They kept the door shut . But 
th is afternoon r hey sen t for me to 
wit ness a ignatu re and . . . " Carole 
paused. ' 'Oh, Peter, I've just re
membered . When I went in there this 
afternoon, �lr .  Whitfield had bor
rowed my typewriter. He was sitt ing 
there - typing." 

"Typing!"  
They stood perfec tly st i l l ,  staring 

at each other. That memorandum. 
Exit before mirlnigflt. Had - had \�r. 
Rowley and Mr. Whitfield omehow 
compiled i t  toge t her?  

"\\ hat are we going to do, Peter?" 
Carole asked quiedy. 

" Whatever we think, i t 's only 
theory. \Ve've got no proof." Peter's 
voice was taut. ''Carole, \\'C can ' t tell 
the others. I t 's not fair to Uncle, now 
that he's sick. The pol ice wil l  be here 
soon. I f - if they find out anything, 
well, they find i t  om, but . .  .' ' 

"All right," murmured Carole. 
Suddenly she fe l t  terribly tired. 

Peter's fingers were stil l  warm on her 
arm. She was very consc ious of his 
nearness, of his comforting s t rength. 

"New Year 's Eve!" She looked up 
at him with a l i t tle grimace . "Just a 
few hours ago I was having my ha i r  
fiJ:ed and rla nn ing ro dazzle you with 
my new black velvet." 

He did not repl y  for a moment. The 

light gleamed down on his head. 
Slowly his arms went around her and 
drew her toward him. His l ips met 
hers, warm, passionate. "C1role, darl
i ng," he whispered, "I know it's a 
crazy time to say i t, but I ' ve - I've 
got to tel l  you how c razy I am about 
you." 

His hand moved caressingly over 
her soft blonde hair. " I  guess I'm not 
used to explaining the way I feel. I' m 
not like Shenton and those fellows 
who know the phrase . It's - all 
eveni ng, with all these ghastly things 
happeni ng, I've j ust been able to 
think of you - of how 1 might have 
been alone with you . . . " 

He broke off, gaz.ing down at her, 
hi� gray eyes anxious, uncertain, like a 
boy's. "Carole, da rl ing , will you 
marry me ? I want you so much. " 

She let herself relax in his arms. Life 
with Peter would be so safe. 

" Pardon a most unt i mely en
trance.'' Carole spun round at the 
sound of a quiet voice beh ind her. 
Peter turned, coo. They stood very 
close together, sta r ing at the door. 
There. h is hands in his trouser pock
ets, his dark, mocking eyes fixed on 
Carole's face, was M i les Shenton. 

"I had no idea th is remarkable 
e\·ening was breeding rumancc." 

Carole felt sudden anger. She hated 
h im for coming in;  hated h im for star
ing at her with those insolen tly 
a mused eyes, for being so - so dis-
gustingly handsome. . . 

Peter st i ll had her fingers 111 Ius. I-k 
was glowering a t  � t i les. "What did 
you come here for, Shenton?" 
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"For the same reason as you, Howe. 

I wa• hoping for a l i tt le private talk 
with M iss Thorne. I wanted her to 
refresh my memory on a certain de
tail of our tetc·a·tete here on Christ
mas £,·c . ' '  

Carole fel t  the blood flooding her 
checks. How exactly l ike ·Iiles to 
bring up Christmas £\·e! She swung 
round to Peter. "Mr. Shenton was 
kind enough to ask me out to di nner 
on Christmas Eve," she explained 
acidly. " Unfortunatdy, he d iscovered 
at the last moment that he had a \'Cry 
important business engagement." 

"Oh, I wasn't referring to that." 
Miles grinned. ' ' I  meant our l i t tle  en
counter here afterward . " He glanced 
at Peter. "I happened to drop in to the 
office around half-past ten that night. 
And who should appea r but Miss 
Thorne herself? We had a very pleas· 
and session together." 

Pleasant session ! Carole remem
bered vividly every moment of that 
pleasant session .  \\ hen Miles had 
stood her up she had gone back to the 
olfice, after a solitary dinner, to re· 
t rie\'e some Christmas packages she 
had left behind. She had found him 
there, alone and in tails for his "busi· 
ness engagement." He had kissed her, 
made love to her. For some mad rea
son she had let  J1im. And then he had 
suddenly broken away, saying, ' ·  Well, 
i\1 a rei a Leland's waiting for me down
stairs. A practically unemployed chemist 
can't ajf01·d to l(eep his potential meal 
ticl(et waiting." 

The two men were gazing at each 
other. 

"Your office is down at the labora
tories," said Peter quietly. "What 
were you doi ng here at ten-thirty on 
Christma Eve � · ·  

" Robbing the safe." Miles's smile 
\\'as less humorous than usual. "As a 
matter of fact , I was on a very i nno
cent mission. That afternoon your 
uncle called me up at the laboratories. 
I t  was the first time, incidentally, that 
I'd heard about the merger. H e  
wanted m e  t o  send h i m  :11l t h e  u n 
pa tented processes and the notebooks 
old Leland kindly bur quite unprofit
ably bequeathed me i n his will. I sent 
them u p.' '  He rook our a cigarcrre. 
"As Miss Thorne told you, I had a 
busine s engagement . Marcia and I 
happened to be passing, and I wanted 
my notebooks back. So I came up here 
to get t hem . . . .  B u t  we seem to be 
wandering from the point I in tended 
to bring up with Miss Thorne.' '  

"There's no need to bring up any 
other points now," cut i n  Carole 
curtly. ' ' \\ e'd better be getting back 
to the od1ers." 

" �v1iss Thorne is probably righ t 
as usual.'' Miles held his lighter to the 
cigaret te. "As I remember, you two 
\\'ere sent here to collect the ballot 
slips. You seem to have become side
tracked from your original purpose . " 
He crossed and picked up the ballot 
slips. 

When they rejoined the others, 
Miles took the ballot slips to Mr. 
Barber. The executive from Pan
American Dye glanced through them, 
his eyes wideni ng . "Well,"' hc said 
briskly, "the murderer has voted in 
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favor of the merger - p remmably to · 
avert su�picion. Every one of you 
prc.scrH in th is room voted aye. 

"Btl l ,  even so," conL inucd �1r. 
Barber's level voice. " I  th ink we m:�y 
re:�son<1bly el iminat e tho�e of you 
whose in terc�t� arc ohv iouslv bound 
up wit h the orrying of t he �1crger.''  
He glanccJ at Peter. " � l r .  l lowe is to 
hav�: a ' try remunera t i ve posit ion 
w i t h  Pan- Ame r ican . I bil lo see how 
he could have the sligh te t motive for 
comm i t t ing the c crimes . "  

� fr. Ba rber ' o�m: h i fte< i to \·larcia. 
"t\nd \ li<>� Leland. too. Even i f  ·he 
had not been bruta l ! \' a t t.rckeJ, she 
owns t went v t hou a n(f shMcs. 3 nd the 
merger wil't grc:1 t ly  enhance their  
value." 

Marcia inclined her head. ''As :-. 
ma tter of fact .  I 'm verv an:-; ious for 
t he merger t o  go t hrough . l need t he 
extra c:�pit.ll hrdly. You �ec. I'm 
pbnning lO endow an m�titutc for 
noncomrncrcial research i n - i n  mem
ory of my father.'' 

�(r .  Barber's th ick urO\\'S lowered 
as he glanced : 1 t  C..'1rok. " I\  I iss Thorne. 
J unJerst:�nd, is lo ing her job 
through the merger ."  

"I t's a b�u rd lo suspect Miss 
Thorne .''  broke i n  Pete r . " Besides, 
she has :111 .dibi. \\'hen r he t r:lp on the 
door ,,·:-�s sprung, �he was a t  the other 
end of the ollicc. You coulJ tell that 
by the l ighted l apcr.' '  

"That is t rue," y{r. Barber said. 
''We mav eliminate !v1iss Thorne." 

Sudde�ly ivliss G regg leaned for
warJ in her chair. ';There's no need to 
suspect me," she said calmly. "I know 

what some of you :tre thinking: Poor 
old Mi�s Gregg. who's been with the 
firm pr:�ctically all her l ife - maybe 
she couldn't stand t he idea of having 
to stmt all over aga in . " 

She snorted. ' ' Well, you're wrong. 
The merger is going to t reble the value 
of my shares; gi,·e me a big enough 
income so's I won't ha,·e to work any 
more. J\nd T'm t hrough with work. I 
wan l to have a good t ime." 

She c rossed her h:mcls in her lap and 
looked :nou nd hn def1an t1 y. . .  You 
can cro"s me o[. too." 

:vir .  Rowley lud been listening with 
rather ten<;e i nterest. Now he l ifted a 
hand. 

"As Miss Gregg has explained her 
poi nt  o f  ie\\'," bcg:�n the president 
quietly, "I migh t a� well explain mine. 
Some of vou, i know, realize that mv 
heart' \\'a;n ' t  in rhc merger. Perhaps .I 
was scnti:nent31.  but.  with my old 
friend �ath:�nicl Lcbnd, 1 started 
this firm - i t  meant every thing to 
me. I n  the back of m y  m ind I hoped 
that we would be able to struggle 
along without lo5ing our corporate 
existence." He smiled faintly. ' ' B u t  
that w:-�s only a ��o:ntirncnt. A s  a large 
stockholder I have as much to gain as 
anyone by the merger . Besides, like 
Miss Thorne, I h:wc an alibi." He 
threw out his h:-�nds in a small gesture 
o f  finality. "Only my nephew, Peter 
Howe, knows t h i;;,  knows why I could 
h;}VC no motive ror interfering with 
something which no longer concerns 
me. Last week my doctors gave me 
less than three months to live. My 
alibi is - death." 
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There ran through the group a 

spo n taneous ripple of shocked and 
sympathetic comment. They lapsed 
i nto silence, until the sharp click of a 
lighter drew all a t t en t ion to Mi les . 
He was lean i ng back against the 
cushions of the couch, a fai n t  tra il of 
smoke issuing from h is  nostrils. 

··r seem to be the only su�pect left." 
he said. "I might as well save you al l  
t he trouble and gi,·e you the case 
again�t myself. The merger is remo,·
ing my job. 1 happen to be in fairly 
desperate need of money. Mr. Leland, 
who was so generous to his other de
pendents, (ailed to be generous to his 
protege. He left me no share in his 
wi l l, only a few and regretra!Jiy 
sketchy notes of the experiments be 
was working wit h  at t he t ime of his 
death. So I am the on\v one who has 
any kind of logical mot ive for com
mining murder to stop the merger 
from going through." 

He grinned. "i\s defense, I merely 
state the fact t ha t I did not murder 
Mr. 'Vh itf1eld. I cert a i n l y  did not a t ·  
tack !\11arcia, t o  whom I a m  very dc
\'Oted. And my motive is not quite so 
st rung as i t appears, since \1a rc ia ha� 
offered me a job with the proposed 
Leland Inst i t u te.'' 

Carole fcl t an overpowering sense 
of relief. Of course, Miles didn't mean 
anyt h ing to her. l3ut . . .  

"So'· - i t  was i\tliks's voice that 
broke in ca lmly - "we have pro\·ed 
tha t none of us has the slightest mo
tive for inaugurating this mass exit 
before midnight.'' 

"Bur," blustered !VIr. Barber, " there 

must be some mistake.  'Vc've . . .  " 
"Why don' t we give up bei ng dc

tecti vc for the time being?" asked 
Miles. " B esides. [ have a rather un
easy suspicion \\'hich I feel I must share 
with you all." His eyes moved gravel y 
to C:uolc. " Miss Thorne and I hap
pcnt:d to meet here in the office on 
Christ rn:ls E\·e - quite accidentally, 
! might add. The time was about 
t e n · t h i rtv, a nd . I mav be wrong . but 
1 don't !�member no'ti(ing any signs 
that the clean ing women had been 
here.'' 

Carole stared nt h i nl , her eyes 
gradual ly  widen i ng . "You're right," 
she brea t hed. 

?-. f iles nodded. " From which I can 
draw onlv one conclusion: Christmas 
£,·e wa �he dav before a holiday . So 
is tonight. Scruhwomcn don't  put i n  
an a ppcJrance on t he eve o f  holidays.  
Thev won 't come t i l l  tomorrow 
nigh

-
t." 

Miss Gregg gave a l i ttle horrif1ed 
cra�p. "So - so we won 't be let out ! ,., 
\Vc will be here until midnigh t ! "  

"There is a chance - j ust a chance.'' 
Miles's cool voice broke in. " \Ve can 
alwa,·s revert to the most pr i mi t i ve 
metl�od of at t rac t ing at tention. Fire. "  

' 'Fire ? "  echoed Mr. Barber. "How?" 
"By m:-�king people in the street 

think t he Moderna Tower is on fire. 
13y having smoke pou r i ng out of al l  
the windows." Miles's face ·was very 
ser ious. ' T \'e ,got a fai rly workable 
p lan . There are some sampl es of one 
of our specially processed dyes here 
in the office which smokes l ike hell 
when you set fire to i r .  Each of us gets 



M U R D E R  O N  N E W  Y E A R ' S E V E  133 
a metal scrap basket stuffcd with 
paper. Each of us takes a window. 
Tve got ome lighter flu id in my desk. 
\Vc can make little individual bonfires 
and put up qu i te a convincing i mpres� 
sion o f  fire." 

·· Yes. \V e could put the sera p bas
kets on the sills." It was Mr. Rowley 
speak i ng , quickly. excitedly. "There 
are seven rooms and j ust seven of us." 

"But the darkness!" cut in Miss 
G regg. "It means going out again 
out t here i n t he dark ness . "  

"Leave t hat to t h e  most stalwart of 
us, Miss G regg . " Miles rose. "You 
ladies can share the lighted offices." 

The next ten minutes were hectic. 
Seven scrap b:1skers were stuffed with 
paper, sprinkled with the dye and 
ligh ter fluid. 

Finally everything was ready. Mar� 
cia Leland was to stay behind to look 
after the wi ndow in Peter's room, 
while Miss Gregg was to take charge 
of her own lighted office. The rest of 
them started out i n  silence t hrough 
the semidarkness. 

Carole had been allot ted the cen� 
tral wi ndow in the main office. She felt 
a little twinge of fear as the four men 
slipped away from her in to the deeper 
obscurity, leavi ng her alone i n  tha t 
large, silent room: A faint shaft of il
lumination took the edge off the 
darkness. She moved toward the 
window, and pushed i t:  up. 

The snow was icy against her hands 
as she banked it up on the sides of the 
sill to make room for her scrap basket. 
She fumbled for a match in her box . 
Then she stiffened . From the darkness 

behind her had come the soft sound 
of footsteps. 

She could hea r soft breathing, feel 
the presence there behind her. For a 
second she could not move. Then she 
spun around blindly. ' ' Who's . . .  ?" 

Her \'Oice faded. An arm had 
slipped purposefully around her waist. 
She felt brea th warm on her check and 
then lips pressing against hers. As soon 
as he touched her, she knew i t  was 
Miles. I t  was a strange, intoxicating 
sensation - part anger, part relief, 
part excitement. 

Gradually his arms relaxed around 
her. He d rew back. And wi th the mo� 
ment of his moving away, she felt 
anger rising to swamp all other emo� 
tions. "Miles . . .  " 

" I  had to kiss you to stop you from • I I  scrc::tmmg. 
"What are you doing here?" 
"I thought it wou ld be a good op� 

portunity to have a talk with you.'' 
"And what is there to talk about ?" 
"Your future.'' Miles twisted h is 

warm fingers around hers. "Carole, 
you're not going to marry Howe, 
are you ?" 

"I shouldn't have thought it mat
tered to you what I did .  There'll al� 
ways be lots of other girls to neck in 
dark offices." 

"Listen, Carole; you're being a fool 
and you know it.''  His arm had slipped 
a round her again. His face, very close 
to hers, was dark, earnest. "Christmas 
Eve was all a mistake. I'd have ex� 
plained it days ago i f  I'd ever realized 
what you were th i_nking . I went out 
with Marcia because she called me up 
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to offer me this job with her Leland I n 
st i tute . ] t was a business engagement. 
Hca \·e n k no\\'S, there's not h ing more 
emot ional bet w�.:cn i'vfarcia and me 
than the m u tual  respec t  of t \\'O scien
tist and a brotherly-sisterly frientl 
shi p - ne,·c r h:ts been. 

" J f  you\·c got :l i l y  sense, Carole, 
you know I 'm c ra;.>· about you. I -
well, when I heart! about t he mt::rgcr I 
knew that my job \\'aS on the skids. I 
d id n 't exac t l y  feel like ask ing you to 
be the wife of an unemployed chemi>t .  
But I 'm going to h:1n a job now "·ith 
.Ma rc ia - a good one." I !c gripped 
her a rms and gazed do"·n a t her. 
" You don ' t W:11lt to marrr a t llfTcd 
shi rt like Howe. You'd be bored in a 
week. and you know i r .  Of course, 
I'm not muc h of a catch.  I don't in
heri t t he Rowin· fortune, l i ke Howe, 
but - you'd ha�·c a better t ime wi t h  
me, Ca role . You'd haYc fun." 

S t i l l  Ca rol could nor speak. 
He kis ed her agai n :1lmosr fiercely. 

Then he ga\·c a short la ugh . '·T\\'O 
propmals in  an C \Tning - you are 
in demand .'' Abrupdy he turned 
away. • ·say, you haven't l it your 
bonftre yet." 

While she stood there, breat bless, he  
struck a march and bent over the 
scrap b:1ske t. 

"Which j ust goes to show tha t you 
can't get on wi thou t me." He touched 
her a rm . ' 'iv fake up you r mind,  d im
wit ,  and don't mess u p  your life." 

She heard his footsteps g rowi ng 
fainter as he disappeared into the 
shadO\VS. She was alone again . For a 
moment she stooJ sti ll, her lips 

numbed by the harshness of his kisses, 
th inking dazedly of wln t he had s.1id. 
He had explained Christ mas Eve; h is 
explanations were perfect ly reasonable. 
Probabh· he h:HI made :1 fool of her
self. B u r - but could she believe him? 

She \\'Oulcln't t hink about i t  now. 
She forced her�c l f  to conce n t rate  on 
t he moment.  The paper in her scrap 
bJsket h:td been too c losel y packed, 
and the snow haJ da mpened i t .  The 
Aames "'hich i\ f iles had started were 
dwindling. She cupped her hand to 
shield t hem from the breeze. And, as 
she d id so. she not iced her own name 
on one of t he crushed sheets .  

She looked more closcl y. I t  was her 
signa t u re ;  Carole Thome. And then , 
above i t :  Samuel P. Whit . . .  

The flames shi\'Cred and died out.  
Stooped as she was over the sil l, she 

could �ce the smoke streaming from 
Mr. Rowley's office. She caught a 
glimpst· of t

-
he president's pa le, lined 

fa.ce bent O\·er his scrap basket. 
The nowflakes fell, crystal cold, 

aga inst her face;  the chill night air  
t ugged a t  her hair. She could st ill sec 
the srnoke eddying slowly from the 
president's room. 

And t hen, suddenly, the smoke 
curled crazilv. She saw �vlr. Rowley's 
scrap ba ke; lurch forward, ropplc, 
and era h from the sill, falling l ike a 
miniature comer clown the clark side 
of the wwer. Wh i le she watched, her 
nerves tense , an arm was flung wildly 
out through the window next  to her. 
Another arm. Then the figure of a 
man wJs poised rhcre over the sill. 

She screamed, but her vo ice seemed 
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to d i��oh·c without sound in to t he 
n igh t air .  The.: figure had jerked 
forward. She c:wght one bl i nd ing 
gl i mpse of .\·fr.  Rowley's p:�le, dis
torted profile. His legs :�nJ arms were 
flaying helples�ly. Then he roo was 
hu rt l i ng downw.trd,. downward . . .  

C:lrole never quite knew what hap
pened next . Somehow, he found the 
others, told them of the dreadful 
th ing she h:�d cen. She remembered 
Peter's face, pale with shock. She re· 
membered t h ink ing, "Peter and I 
were \\'rong. thtn. That slip was in  
poor .\lr .  Rowley's pocket because 
h e  was t h e  next victilll - not the 
n1urderer." 

They were al l back again - a  
sh:-�ken, silen t l i t tle oroup - i n  Pe
ter's office. 

After whnt seemed ] jkc hours, ivfr. 
Barber was pea king again, his voice 
cl ry bm \\'i th some sern bla nee of com
posure. "Surely, "  he said, "this can't 
have happened \\'ithom - wi thout 
anyone seeing any thing." 

''Did you not ice nnyth ing, Mr. 
Barber? ' '  cur in .\1arcia Leland. 

" I ?  Well, no. I w:ts attending to 
my sera p basket and . . . " 

"Exac tly. We a l l  were." 
"But I s till can ' t  believe it, ' '  mur· 

murcd Miss Gregg shakily. "Jusl be· 
fore i t  happened we 'd proved tha t 
none of us could be gui lty." 

Marcia looked up. "We'd only 
proved that none of us had a motive 
for wanling to stop the merger, M iss 
Gregg." 

"That seems very much the same to 
me," said .Miles. 

"But ir isn ' t." Marcia's voice was 
slow, deliberate. ''We all benefit by 
the merger, and yet we know one of 
us h:�s been commit ti ng these crimes. 
We must ha ve been working on lhe 
wrong motive." 

" B u t  whnt other motive could 
there be?" nsked Carole, perplexed. 

Peter Howe glanced up, a faint,  al
most bi tter smile on his lips. "In the 
case of my uncl e's death I suppose I 
have the most obvious motive. It  
happens that I was terribly fond of 
him; he - he had always been like a 
father to me. Bur - wel l , so far as I 
know, I inherit his estate." 

' 'But that isn't a motive, Peter," 
c u t  in Carole quickly. "No one could 
possibly believe you - you killed 
your uncle becnusc you're his heir. 
We - all of us heard �vfr. Rowley say 
that you, and only you, knew he was 
a dying man." 

"Exactly," agreed Marcia Leland. 
" I t' absurd to consider that. Besides, 
we\·e gor to think of a motive that in
c ludes Mr. Whitfield's death, too." 
Her tranquil eyes stared straight in 
fron t of her. "If rhe merger and the 
memorandum real ly were an elaborate 
blind, i t 's obvious that the murderer 
had a reason for kill ing both Mr. 
Rowley and Mr. Whitfield. Miss 
Thorne tells us they had been having 
private conferences together lately. 
Mr. Wh i tfield tried to teU us some· 
trung just before the lights went out 
and he was killed. Isn't it possible 
that they had found our something 
which had gi ven the murderer a mo
tive for having to kill them both?" 
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" B u t  you, Miss Leland," cu t in 
Miss Gregg sharply. "You're for
gel ling you were-

at tacked , too." 
"But I wasn ' t killed. And if he'd 

really \\'anted to. t he murderer could 
easily ha,·e k i lled me." 

"So you t h in k you were at tacked 
to t h row us off t he scen t ?' '  asked 
Peter. 

"I do. If the murderer had wanted 
to make us believe he was t r ying to 
k il l  off th e major stockholders. I was 
the obv ious person to a t t ack . "  

Miles ga,·e a low whistle. · ' .Maybe 
you have got something, Marcia . \ f r. 
\� h i t ficld, Mr. Rowley. and t hose 
conferences!" He turned to Carole. 
"Do you have any idea what they 
were tal k ing abour ? "  

Carole shook her head. She out
l ined what she had alre:tdv told Peter, 
how she had seen Mr. \\ 'hittield t�·p
ing a document when she had been 
called in that a fternoon to wi tness a 
srgnature. 

'Typing a documen t ! "  broke in 
Miles. " I f  there's n nyt h ing in Marcia's 
theory, those papers wuuld proba bly 
ha,•e something to do wi t h  i r  . . Mr. 
Whi tficld didn't  go back to his office 
before the stockholders' meeting, did 
he?" 

"Why - no." 
"Then the documents are probably 

still in his briefcase. "  
tv1iles dashed out o f  the room, only 

to retu rn a few seconds later. He was 
gripping the lawyer's briefcase in his 
hand. He shrugged . "False alarm. 
It's empty ." 

"Empty?" echoed Carole, glancing 

at him doubtfully. " B u t - but I 
know there were important papers 
in it .  Mr. \\ hi t ficld forgot it and left 
it on tn\' desk. He came out of the 
stockhol�lcrs' mee t i ng especially to 
get iL" 

\ 1arcia Leland exclaimed, "Then 
we are on the right t rack . Don't you 
sec? \ l r. W hitfield :tnd _\ fr .  Rowlev 
must ha,·e been ki l led because �f 
those p::� pers. Ami the murderer's 
stolen them." 

"Stolen them ? 13 ur  . .  " 
"Of course," excla imed Peter. 

''That' wha t must ha,·c given l\ f r. 
\\ hitficld the clue. \\'hen we were all 
discussing t he memorandum, I re
member now that he was moving the 
zipper on his briefcase to and fro. He 
mmt suddenly have noticed the pa
pers were gone and connected up the 
theft with t he murder t hrea t." 

"\Vail a momen t . " broke in Carole. 
"Mr. Rowlev had a heart a t tack last 
week j u t aft�r you 'd been to see him, 
i\ (r. Barber. I had a feeli ng then that 
some thing you'd said had given him a 
shoc k . \\'ha t did you ta lk abou t ?" 

Mr. Barber looked rather flustered. 
"1 - er - I merelv came a round to 
discuss a certain a�pecr of the mer
ger." 

' '\\ hat aspec t ?" dema nded Petcr . 
"As a matter of fac t, i t  concerned 

the unpatented processes which had 
been turned over to our compan)' 
with your parents, trademarks, and 
other official documents. Our head 
chemist was very much excited about 
certain of them. He asked me to make 
sure from Mr. Rowley that by the 
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terms of the merger they were to be
come t he property of the Pan-Amer

ican D)'C Combi nc. Mr. Rowley as
sured me that they were." 

''Unpa lcntcd processes?" Peter's 
face was bb n k. " £3 u  t - Shenton is · 
Lela nd & Rowlcv's head chemist. He 
can tell you we 'd idn ' t have any un
patented processes that were valu· 

able." 
.Miles nodded. "Howe's right." 
Mr. l3arber looked even more agi

tated. ' ' I  do not understand. Of 
cour e,  [ am no chemist myself. But I 
was assmcd that certain processes for 
the arr ilicial manufacture of an il i ne 
derivat ives of i ndigo, which .Mr. 
Leland ldt at the t i me of his death, 
\\·ere extremely \'aluable." 

' · B u t - but the notes for those 
p rocesses \\'ere left to Shenton per
sonally,'' pcrsi ·ted Peter. "And t he y  
were worthless." 

''That's so," agreed M i les . "Mr. Le
land hacln' t finished them." 

' 'We must be talking at  cross-pur
pose..< '  splul lereJ Mr. Barber. ''Our 
head che mis t  had seen the processes 
himself. He told me they had been 
worked out down to the last detaiL" 

Marcia Leland rose, her checks 
flushed. 

"1 always thought so," she ex
claimed. ' 'J ust before he died in Flor
ida, father was work ing desperately 
to get his resul ts down on paper. I 
know !·ather. He'd never have given 
in uini l he'd finished his job." She 
turned to M i les. "Don't you see what 
happened ? Father did complete his 
experiments. We a lways thought i t  

was strange he'd left you nothing i n  
his will. He'd actually left you the 
records of his most importam and 
revolution:�ry work . "  

"And -?" 
"And you received only the few 

useless note books, because someone 
stole the ones that had the valuable 
data in them." 

Mr. Barber cut in crisply: "They 
must obviously have been taken by 
someone in Lela nd & Rowley's who 
was financi:.lly interested in the mer· 
ger goi ng through ; someone who 
knew the finn was losing ground; who 
knew our company would never con· 
sent to a fa vorable merger u nless we: 
were offered those particu lar processes 
as an additional inducement." 

"That makes sense , " added Peter 

slowly . ''Uncle must have realized 
some thing was wrong after Mr. Bar
ber had brought up t he subj ect of the 
unpa tented processes on Chr istmas 
Eve . "  

"And that's why he cal led m e  t hat 
same day and asked to sec the note· 
books I had down at the lab," ndded 
Miles. "He figured ou t what had hap
pened. He discussed it with Mr. 
Whi tfield -" 

"i\nd that was why they were mur
dered," broke in Miss Gregg, her face 
c reased with dawni ng understanding. 
' ' Because t hey were the only ones who 
kitew there'd been a fraud." 

Since Marcia's ini tial suggestion, 
devclopmen ts had foJlowed one an
other so q u ickly that they were all 
left breath less. Peter was the first to 
speak again : 
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"But i f  my uncle knew about the 
theft of the processes, wh y tl idn 't he 
realize they were the real mo t ive be
h ind the murder threa t ?  Why didn ' t 
he tell us we were on the wrong t rack 
as soon as . M r. Whitfield was killed ?" 

"Probablv because t he murderer 
had gom: w' a grea t deal of t rouble to 
fool him," explained �farcia. " Per
haps th:lt was the real reason why I 
was a t  tacked, w h y  the murderer used 
that  theatrical dev ice of rhe calendar 
sl i ps . It was partly to confuse all of us, 
bu t mosdy to throw .\ f r. Rowley off." 

" B u t  where does that get us?" 
Miles lit a cigarel te a tri lle too j aunt
ily. "Pre umably. it elimi nates me. I 
would hardly bave stolen processes 
which were legally my own. But, so 
far as I can see, any one of you could 
have taken them when \ 1 r. Rowley 
brough t them back from Florida." 

"But how could an unscientific 
l ayman have realized the value of the 
processes ?' '  asked Mr. Barber. 

"Anyone who k new Mr. Leland 
could have made a shrewd guess that 
they'd be commercially profitable." 
Miles looked from one face to rhe 
other. " I  wonder which of you did 
pull that particularly diny trick on 
me." He glanced at the treasurer. "It 
would have taken a keen financial 
mind like Miss Gregg's to rea l ize how 
those processes would increase the 
va l ue of her stock holdings." His eyes 
moved to Marcia. "Or an earnest 
young physicist who wanted money 
for pure, noncommercial research. 
Or" - his ironic gaze rested on 
Peter - "a farsighted and ambitious 

young executive like Howe. One 
might bui ld up a very good case 
against �vliss Thorne, too, \Vho, as Mr. 
Rowley's sccret:1ry, had easiest access 
to the papers and who, as the prospec
t i ,·e wife of one of the people finan· 
ci:-llly iO\·oh-ed, had a motive." He 
was looking at .\'fr. Barber now . "The 
case a�a inst you . .\lr. Barber, is obvi
ous. Those processes are going to 
make you and your company even 
more bmous and prosperous." 

. .  upposing we stick to facts," 
snapped \fr. Barber. He turned to 
Carole . ''That paper you say you saw 
Mr. Whi tfield typing - is there any 
wav we could find out what was in 
. ?:, 1 t .  

Carole looked up quickly. "There's 
j ust a chance. I rat her think Mr. 
Whirficld was using a carbon. lf so, the 

copy may be in Iv!r. Ro\vley's private 
safe. The murderer couldn't have 
taken i t, too, because I'm the only 
person who knows the combination." 

Peter rose. "Come on, Carole. 
Barber and 1 will go with you and 
have a look." 

Carole followed the two men to the 
door, and together they hurried 
through the main office back to Mr. 
Rowley 's room. Carole's fingers were 
t rem bl ing as she spun the handle of 
the safe. 

The door swung open. Peter's flick
ering match gleamed on a single sheet 
of paper. "Looks as though you're 
right, Carole." He took the paper 
ouc, and the three of them hurried 
back to the others . 

The room was absolutely quiet as 
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Peter crossed to the window and 
stood there, bending over the docu
nlen L  

''Well." asked �fr. Barber, "wh:tt 
is i t ?" 

'Til kt you �ec it for yourself in a 
momen t ." Peter's voice was danger
ously quie t .  "For the t ime being. l 'd 
rather nor name name - becau�e I 
think this paper explai ns who took 
the processe'> a nd exactly who is re
sponsible for wha t has been happen
i ng tonight . ' '  I lis level gaze moved 
around the li t t le grou p. "We were 
right. The mot i \'C diJ lie i n  rhose 
discoveries of Mr. Lebnd's. Someone 
d i d  turn  them O\'er to Pan-American 
Dye to in sure our gening good terms 
on the merger. I believe 1 can guess 
who that person was.'' 

"You mean . . •  ?" breathed Car� 
ole. 

Peter gla nced at her almost apolo· 
getically. " I  ha te even to have to 
think  this. B u t  I believe my uncle 
was the man who took those proc� 
csses." 

"�·fr. Rowley?" 
"1\nd I th in k I can understand the 

way he \\'Ould have felt. Ever since 
Mr. Leland's death, the company had 
been sli pping. Uncle rea l ized that. 
He would also have realized that there 
was only one way by whic h  he could 
possibly save the interests of the 
stockholders. That was by exploiting 
tbose processes." 

His words were followed by a fiat 
silence. 

At length Marcia said, "Do you 
mean that paper is a confession ?  

Surely, M r .  Rowley couldn't possibly 
have killed Mr. Whi t field and then 
committed suicide." 

"Of course not. My uncle wasn't a 
murderer." Peter tapped the paper in 
his hand. " B u t  this document gives us 
a clue which would explain the mur· 
der of both Mr. Whit field and my 
uncle. Suppose someone found out 
wha t U ncle had done and planned to 
blackmail h i m. Suppose that person 
wen t to Uncle, told h im that he 
would e.xpo>C him i f  he didn't  change 
h is will and leave all his property to 
hi m. Uncle was in a very nervous, 
overstrained condition. I t  wou ld have 
been easy to scare him. Suppose he 
did agree to change his will in favor of 
t h is extortionist and brought Mr. 
Whitfield in to draw it up. 

"Suppose, then, that this person 
was satisfied that  Uncle had changed 
his will. He would have known that 
it was very un l ikel y that Uncle would 
have let the will stand that way in· 
definitely. If  he \\'aS going to get 
Uncle's money, he would have to 
act quick!)' - and kill him before he 
changed his mind. He realized he had 
a perfect opportunity to shield his 
real mot ive behind the merger. He 
wrote that crazy note ; he got us here, 
planning ro kill Uncle and throw us 
off the scent. Bm Mr. Whitfield, as 
Uncle 's lawyer, knew about rhe will. 
Tonight he guessed about the black
ma il ."  Peter shrugged. "He had to 
be ki lled, too. " 

"But arc you actually accusing 
someone?" cu t  in Mr. Barber. 

''I am . I'm accusing che person who 
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is named i n  this document." Very 
slowly, Peter c rossed and handed :\fr. 
Barber the pape r they had found in 
the safe. "Perhaps you'd l ike to read 
i t  out," he said. 

The represen t:ni,·e of Pan-Ameri· 
can Dye ben t over the document. 
When he looked up, his expression 
was very stern. "This," he said, "is 
tl1e copy of a short will d ra\\"n up th is 
afternoon in which :\1r. Rowley be
queaths his entire estate to one per-
son. , 

His bushy- browed eyes fixed on 
Miles. " M r. Shenton, ] presume yoti 
know that you are A i r. Rowley's 
sole heir." 

The others turned sharply to Miles. 
"No," he murmured . ' ' I  wasn't 

aware of it. But  I'm grateful for the 
informa t ion. I'm also gra teful for Mr. 
Howe's implied information tha t I'm 
both a blackm<Jiler and a murderer." 
His eyes moved with sa rdonic hostil ity 
to Peter. " B ur I'm rather confused on 
one poi nt, Howe. Since t hose proc
esses were legally my own - why 
wouldn't  i t  have been simpler for me 
to take legal s teps to recover them 
from your uncle instead of descending 
to extortion and - ex termination?" 

Peter moved, so that he stood in 
fron t of the other man. ' ' Because you 
didn 't find out \vhat had happened 
until after the processes had been 
shown to the Pan-American chemists. 
You were shrewd enough to realize 
that, since they were unpatented, 
their value to you was considerably 
lessened." 

"Ingenious and rather i ngenuous," 

d ra,ded :\-files, rising to his feet. "But 
nor so ingenuous as you're rrying to 
make me out to be. Perhaps you can 
explain why I should have gone to 
the risk and t rouble of murdering 
your uncle for my inheritance 
when I only had to \\'ait three months 
for i l . "  

•·ror all you knew, you might have 
had to wait for years." Peter's voice 
\\'as ominously low. "Everyone in this 
room heard Uncle say that no one ex· 
cept myself knew he was a dying 
man . ' '  

I n  t h e  silence that followed, Carole 
stared a t the two men : Peter, large, 
unshaken, and unshakable; Miles, 
lithe and studiedly casual . She was 
struggling with the confused specula· 
tions that swi rled in her brain. Then, 
sudden I y, one si nglc thought emerged 
from t he confusion to bani h a ll others. 

Before she had realized what she 
was doing, she had risen to her feet. 
"\Vait a moment, Peter. You've got 
to let me say something." She moist
ened her lips. "It - i t  sounds crazy 
to bring my own private l i fe into 
this, bur I see now that it's all l inked 
up with what's been going on. To· 
night" - her voice sounded very re· 
mote - "two men asked me to 
marrv them. I'm afraid I was con
ceited enough to rhink both of them 
had been overwhelmed by my brains 
or my beauty, or both. But I was 
wrong. One of them, I _ believe, was 
q uite sincere. At least, I - I hope so. 
But the other - the other asked me 
to marry him because he's afraid of 
me. 
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•·one of those men," she wen t on, 
"did arrange t h is tra p ;  he did write 
t hat mad memorand u m  to t hrow us 
ofT the  scent because he wanted to 
ki l l  \1r. Rowley and i'vfr. \:Vhitfi.cld 
- t he two people who knew about 
t he stolen processes. B ut there was 
someone else who had to be reckoned 

wid1 :  fr.  Rowley's private secre
tan· ."  

l
.
ler finger gripped t ightl y to t h e  

back o f  h e r  chair. ' ' Ho"· could h e  b e  
sure she hadn't overhe:�rd something 
damning d u ri ng t hose conferences ) "  

She laughed rather bitterly. "Be· 
i ng a gallant gentleman, he didn't ac
t ual! r murder her. l rc made love to 
her, .presumably on the theory that 
her d1 1 1n b  head would be so t u rned 
t hat she wouldn't  know whether she 
wns coming or going. "  

H e r  eyes Oashcd sparks of amber as 
sh<: gazed from Peter to \·lilcs. 'The 
fu nny part of i t  is,  he needn ' t have 
bothe red to t rv  and fool me. I d id n ' t 
know anythi ,;g about the stolen 
proccsse� or the new will ; I was ut
terly h a rmless. B u t  l ' m  not so ha rm
less no\\'. And T ' rn  going w be per
fect l y  shameless, too. I ' m  goi ng to 
trot out some t h i ng t ha t  al l  g ir ls  have 
to trot out :lt some stage of thei r ca
reers - feminine intu i tion. £3oth 
those men kissed me tonight, a n d  my 
fcmin  i ne in tui  r ion 's j ust gettingaround 
to rea lizing which of them k issed me 
bee a usc h� mean t i t . "  

She broke ofT, looking rather wildly 
at the tense E1ces in front  of her. •· And 

I 've got something more tangible 
than kisses and i n tu i tion to offer. We 

know the murderer, my prospective 
husbann, stole those documents from 
Mr. \V hitfield's briefcase. Well , he 
t hinks he's destroyed them. He was 
very srn:�rt, he stuffed them i n  with 
the rest of the paper in my scrap bas
ket and took it for gran ted I'd bum 
r hem. B u t  I'm a very poor fireman. I 
let my fire go out and I noticed m y  
signatu re there - on a document. 
That was the paper I was cal led into 
Mr. Rowley's oflice th is afternoon to 
sign." 

There was a crooked smile on her 
l ips. "I rather th i nk," she said, " that 
we'll find what we want in tha t  scr-ap 
basket." 

I m pulsively she turned and ran 
out in to  the darkened ma in office. 
She could hear exclamations. shouts 
from the others. Vaguely she was 
aware of h urrying footsteps, following 
her. Blll she was blind to all thoughts 
of her own danger now, carric:J away 
by a burning i nd igna t ion against the 
man who had made a fool of her. She 
hurried o n ,  swmbli ng against desks 
and chairs. At last she reached the 
window. Swiftly she sna tched up the 
scrap basket ;1nJ slammed down the 
sash. 

As she d id so, she fel r  herself 
gri pped from behind. ·She spun 
t�round, dropping the basket, and 
starred to s truggle, beating wirh her 
fists a t  the face of her i nvisiblc assail·  
ant.  B u t  the steel strength of the 
a rms around her relentlessly pushed 
her backward - back against the 
closed window. 

Sh·e t ried to scream, but a st ifling 
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band was pressed over her mouth. 
There was a moc ki ng tinkle of glass; 
a gust of snowy a ir rushed in t hrough 
th e broken pane. Alt hough she fough t 
desperately to keep her balance, she 
fel t  her fee t  losing hold of the floor. 

And t hen, suddenly, miracdously, 
the viselike grip loosened . She felt 
herself  being je rked forward awav 
from the window. As she st:J.ocrered 
aga inst a desk for support, sh�"'rea l 
izcd that another shadow had loomed 
out of the clar kncss j u  t in time to 
sa\"e her. Ahead of her, there in the 
obscurity, two men were figh tin o . � v 

Everything began to blur. She 
heard the dull i mpac t  of a blow, a 
l ittle cry, and a hea,·y thud as one of 
the men stumbled to the floor. That 
was the last thing she knew before she 
lost consciousness. 

When she c:1me to, Drolc was ly
ing on the couch i n  the ligh ted office. 
She turned her head. ,\ man was 
bending over her. 

"Nothing serious. da rling ," he was 
saying softly. ' ·Only a nne l i t t le  cut 
here and there where your gentleman 
friend tried to t hrow you om of the 
window with the scrap basket." 

"But wh:n . . .  ?" 
" I t 's all o\'er now." The mockery 

in ' M iles Shenton's eyes had changed 
to tenderness. He sat down on the 
edge of the couch, his fingers sl ipping 
over hers. "Quite a close shave, Car
ole. He knew you'd figured out the 
solution and he knew t he game would 
be u p  if we found those papers from 
Mr. Whitfield's briefcase which he 
had hidden in your scrap b::d�et. I 

think he was just about desperate 
enough to have thrown you out of the 
wi ndow. But luckily my unpredicta· 
blc left hook w:ts in form." 

Painful ly C1rolc pushed herself up 
against the cushions. She looked 
around her. � larcia Leland and �1iss 
Gregg were st and i ng rogcther by the 
de�k. gazing solemnly down, while 
J\1r .  Barber, wi t h  pieces of stout cord, 
tru sed the unconscious figure of Peter 
Ho\\'e, 

"You we re one hundred per cent 
righr," �·Ii les w:ts saying. ''We've got 
all the evidence the pol ice' l l  need from 
the papers in  the scrap basket. One 
was the signed copy of .Mr. Rowley's 
new will, rat her charred but quite 
legal .  The other was a personal note 
to me expla ining ex:tc tly wh:H kind of 
a skunk hi nephew is." 

"So - o it was Peter himself who 
stole those processes when he and J\lfr. 
Rowley went down to Florida ." 

' ' Exactly. A nd i t  was Howe who 
showed them to the chemist a t  Pan
American ;�nd made s ure t he merger 
would in\'oh·c a fat job for himself. 
]\1r. Rowley knew not h ing about i t  
unt il M r. Barber came around. in all 
innocence, the day before Christmas 
to ta lk about the u npatented proc
esses. Rowlev rc:1lized then wha t had 
happened. B.ut Pan-American had al
ready seen t he processes, and the 
damage was done. I imag ine he'd have 
exposed Howe if he hadn't known he 
was, himself a dying man. That ga ve 
him the opportunity to make amends 
to me without having to drag the 
family name in the mud. This after-
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noon he made that new will cu tting 
Peter out in my favor. 

" I t 's ca�y to sec why Howe ar
rnngcd this cbboratc exit- before
m idn igh t JXlrty ,"  ?\1i lcs went on. "He 
found out about the new will and re
alized Mr. Whitfield would n' t  be 
goi ng back to his  own office before 
the stockholders' mee ting. I f  he could 
des troy the new will and murder his 
uncle and the lawyer bcfore anyone 
else knew about t he will ,  the old one 
in h is favor wou ld still be valid. He'd 
ulso have killed off the only two peo
ple who knew he was a thief." 

"And the sLOckholders' meeting 
g:wc him the ideal opportunity." 

"Of course. We al l knew he had 
everything to gain by the merger. But 
his uncle knew h e  was a thief; that's 
why he had to build up such an 
elaborate bl uff. The attack on Marcia, 
the calendar slips, were used as false 
t rai ls to throw tvf r .  Rowley o{f the 
scent ami fool him i nto believi ng 
t here rert l ly  was an imaginary bogey
man who w:1s determ ined to stop the 
merger. At fmt he probably ho ped 
we would t hink i t  was all being done 
by some crazy maniac who kept 
roming in  and out of the firetower 
door. B u t  my burglar nlnrm spoi led 
that and he had co change his tactics. 
Which he did admirably. He was the 
first to poi nt out that the murderer 
was one of us." 

" I t  w:1s incredibly clever," said 
Ca role . 

"Horribly. And I really believe 
he'd have got away with it if there 
hadn't been a ca rbon copy of the will 

in the safe, where he couldn't get at i t  
and - if you'd been a better stoker." 

"If my feminine intui tion had n't  
been dampened by Christmas Eve," 
murmured Carole, "he wouldn't  
have got away with as  much as he 
did. I should have real ized he was 
putting that calendar slip into his 
uncle's pocket instead of tak i ng i t  
out. I should have guessed when he 
kissed me that he was less interested 
in me than in find i ng out j ust bow 
much I knew." 

Her nose crinkled delightfully. 
"The whole th i ng only seeped through 
my thick skull when he accused Mr. 
Rowley of stealing the processes and 
t ried to get too smart by turning that 
will into a case against you.'' 

Miles leaned over and kissed h�r 
hair. ' ' Darli ng, I'll never forget how 
gorgeous you looked when you went 
into that denunciation. A blonde 
fury. But I wasn't listeni ng to a word 
you said - not after you'd hinted 
that one of your two prospective 
husbands wasn't repulsive to you. 
Carole, did you really mean that?" 

She glanced up at him, her eyes 
smi ling. "Dim-wit," she said. 

The others were moving over to 
their side now. 

Mr. Barber gazed down a t  her, his 
face grave and worried. " I 'm glad to 
sec you are all right again, Miss 
Thorne. This is terrible - terrible. 
But there is no question a bom Howe's 
gu ilt . I am sure, too, that he ho�
winked our chemist at Pan-Amen
can. I know he would never have 
been party to a fraud." The bushy-
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brO\ved eyes turned to :\'files. "Well, 
rv f r. Shenton, we ahYa\'S ha\'(' a va
cancy at Pan-America� for a man 
of your caliber." 

"?\o, l\fr. Barber," broke in :\far
cia's soft voice. "�fr. Shemon has 
promised to work with me, and you 're 
not going to l u re him aii'J)' ." There 
was a twinkle in her clear green eyes 
as she turned to Carole. "I m1rn ,·ou, 
Miss Thorne, I'm going to get all the 
work out of him I can - and as much 
of his money as possible for the Le
land lnsti tute." 

:\1iles groaned. ''So I'm going to be 
a meal ticket fur two unscrupulous 
women." 

Marcia glanced at her watch. "Al
most midnight. Any second now the 
merger will go through -"'tlnd the 
New Y car begins." 

As she spoke, there was a faint 
sound - a sound coming from some
where outside in the darkness. 

NEXT l\10NTH • • • 

"It 's somebody s ingi ng, "  exclaimed 
i\fi  Gregg weakly. 

" 'Su1eet Adeline'!" cried Miles. 
"The night watchma n [" 

Thev all  d::�shcd out into the main 
oOice. · r:tn to the door to the fire 
stairs and started to b:tng wildly. 
There was no mistaking it now. The 
singing drew nearer. 

:\nd then, as they stood there, an
other ound joined in the chorus of 
Sweet A de/in e. F rem forty floors be
low i n  the streets of New York came 
a distant throbbing, the blaring of 
myriad car horns and toy trumpets, 
welcoming in the New Year. Some
where a dock boomed out the open
ing ch ime of midnight. 

\\'ith one h11nd Miles was bea ti ng 
on the door. The other arm was 
around Carole's waist. Very gcndy, 
his lips met hers. ''Happy New Y car, 
darling," he whispered. "A fter all 
this, we deserve it." 

ELLERY OU££,\ 'S MYSTER Y MAGAZINE will bring you an 
''unkno\\'n�' detective nove lette:  

Dashiell Hanunm's \Vo�L-\:\ IN THE DARK 

as well as many other top-fiigh t stories. including: 

lvfacKinlay Kamor's TuE CAsE OF THE THREE Otn MAIDS 
Roy Vid(ers's Tm� PATCHWORK MuRDER 

J.1ic!Jaa Arlen's THr: GREAT E�fERALD MYsTERY 

Lillian de Ia Torre's THE Vrorrr Sn<ADIVARIUS 
and another interesting EQ.\1Jf "first story": 

Stepben Barr's THE PROCURATOR OF ]tJS1'1CE 



WHY DOES THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB MAKE THIS UNUSUAL OFFER ? 

H
ERE is !he most extraordmary of"<!� ever made 

to mystery fans! Yours FREE-TH REE full
length books featuring Perry Mason, the most pop
ular detccuve who ever cornered a mu rd rcr HJS 
c reator, Eric Stanley Gardner, is  the big est- sel ling 
d tecuve story wnter in the world. 

offer in order to introduce you to the many advan
tage of belonging to the Club. 

How You Can Get the Jest NEW Mysteries 
About 300 new detective books are published every 

year. You can't read them all. It's hard to find the best. 
But a mystery by Erie Stanley Gardner, Ellery Queen, 
Mi gnon G. Eberhart, or Agatha Chnstie is .sure to be 
good. ALL THESE, and many other famous writers 
have had their books elected by the Detect1ve Book 
Club. Many ore members themselves! 

These T H R E E  great Perry Mason masterpieces 
·c o me to you FREE-as a membership gift from the 
D tecllv Book • We make this astounding 

IL CARD 

FOR YOUR 

3 FREE BOOKS 

• 

NO POSTAGE 

NEEDED 

ALL 3 
FREE 

Club selections a r e  A L L  newly published books. As 
a member, you get three of them 1n one handsome vol
ume for only S 1 .89. You do not have to take a volume 
every month to maintain Club st•ndang : you may ec· 
cept u few as four durio& the year and still save two
thirds the usual price on those you buy. 

You Enjoy These Four Advantages 
( I ) Every month you ue offered the cream of the 

finest brand-new detecuve books - by the best authors. 
(2)  You save two·thir<U the usual cost. (3) Your books 
are fresh, c lean-delivered to your door. (4) They are 
so well printed and bound, they arow into a lifetime li
brary you'll be proud to own. 

Mail Postcard NOW For Your 3 Free looks 
Accept your FREE copirs of these three full-length 

Perry Mason m�·steries NOWI You are not obligated to 
toke every month's three-in-one selection. A description 
of th" n•xt month's selection will be sent to you in ad· 
vance-you may re)cct ony volume not wonted. You 
m:>y cancel membership whenever you wish; to main
tain your Club standing, you may toke as few as four 
triple-volumes each year you are a member. 
S E N D  NO MONEY I Simply mail postcard promptly and 
receive your THREE membership gift books FREE
and receive at the some time, in the package, the cur
rent triple-volume containin& 3 other complete new 
detective books! 

D E T E C T I V E  B O O K  C L U B 
ONE PARK AVENUE, NEW YORK 1 6, N. Y .  

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

The Case of the SULKY GIRL 

The Case of the CARELESS KITTEN 

The Case of the HAUNTED HUSBAND 23 

Walter J. Black, President uw 

DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB 
One Park Avenue, New York 1 6, N. Y. 

Pleas., enroll me as a member and send me, FREE, in regular publisher'• edi
tiom, the THREE full·len�th Perry Mason mystery novels pictured on this pace. 
In add1tion, send me the current triple-volume or the month, which contains 3 com
plete n"w detective books. 

I am not obligated to take every monthly triple-volume, and may cancel when
ever I wish. I moy maintain Club standing by takin& as few as four selections durin& 
each year or membership. 

I will receive an advance description of all forthcoming selections and may reject 
in advance any volume I do not wish to own. I need send no money now, but for 
each volume I do accept I will send only S 1 .89, plus few cents mailin& charges, as ��p�lete payment within one we.,k after I receive it. 

Mrs. . . 

Miss (Please Print Plainly) 

Address 



[ 
l 
I 
! 

! . 
l : r 
::: 
�.Y featuring the famous Detective PERRY 

Yours PREE -Ail 3 of tb8e ex- Perry Mason. All 3 are full-titin& mystecy novels by Erie Ienfth, fuJI-R�e books-not a sin-. SUnley Gardner, "Undisputed &Je word has been cut. Accept all · , Kine of Mystecy Writers ' and 3 FREE - as a membership gift 
cnator of tbe dynamic detective, from the Detective Book Club! 

THE CASl Of 

tHE CARELESS KITTE!" 
. t. TWO poo_,. 

Murder 111 rz.,p. And l'ertY 
inp. TWO an acceiiO<Y· At 
himself is held as fuseS to call • 
the trial, Mason 

re d be wbis
sin&l• witness.

d
l�st��e

' 
jury-then 

pers a few wor s o 
root• his easel 

tHE HAUNTED HUSBAND 
. 'th a stran&er-

You bitch • nd•;•. crash- N<'rt, 
then bla� 00�-[ted from behind 
you're be•n& 1 d with men
the wheel, cbargdriver bel van
slaughter! An� the 

finally catches isbed� �en h=� corp&el 
up w•th hlrn, 

- �- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - � - - -- - - - - - - - - - - · - - - -- -- - - -· 

BUSINESS REPLY CARD 

FIRST CLASS 
PERMIT No. 7 

(Sec. 510, P. L. & R.) 
New York, N. Y. 

No Po•tage Stamp Neceuory if Mailed in the United Statal 

4� POSTAGE WILL BE PAID BY 

DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB 

ONE PARK AVENUE 
NEW YORK 1 6, N. Y. 

e 
-Contin11ed on 

inside cover 

MAIL 
THIS CARD 

NOW 

• 

NO POSTAGE 
NEEDED 

I 
·I 

. . 
· ;  


