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•eance- table rapping•- •pirituali.tic 
mumbo-jumbo! And he came back-a 
gha•tly, malevolent •pirit who could 
murder and di•appear through locked 
door•, who could walk on •now and leave 
it. whiteness blank. A terrifying and 
brilUantly plotted tale. $2. 
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never seen, although once she screamed. 
Perhaps because its guest sat with shaking 
hand• behind a locked door. Outsr'de, the 
blinding fury of the storm; inside, a dread
ful fear-and something that waited behind 
the u:alls, waited and then at last struck. $2. 
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Each MERCURY MYSTERY is a 

e It's got to be good to be a Mercury 
Mystery. Mystery readers know that 
-so they watch the newsstands 
for the new Mercury Mystery each 
month. 

The very fact rhat it was chosen for 
the Mercury Mystery list �uaranrees that it's tops-that there s no gam
ble about irs being good. For out of 
the hundreds of detective stories sub-
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stories-or of an author who's on 
the way to the top. Either way, any 
mystery that's a Mercury Mystery is 
a m ysrery fan's muJt. Sometimes they 
are reprinted in full bur more often 
they are cur to speed up the story, 
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I HOMICIDE INVESTIGATION I 
SPANNING THE GAP BI!TWEEN CRJMINAL 

INVESTIGATIVE WORK io the 6eld and the scieo
tilic; labon.tory, tbio book on HOMJClDE INVESTI· 
GATION for Coronus, Polic� Officers, aud other 
lo•elltiptouwbose dur,it i s t o inquiuintothellatuR 
of a bomidde,si•ell telltedpn.ctitalplaosofproctduu 
tofollowio adequate!Tinn.Uiatiogth�usuaitrpesof 
homicides. 

A BOOK OF PRACllCAL 
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CORONERS. POLICE 

OFFICERS. AND CITHER 
INVESTIGATORS 

IT DEALS WITH THE IMPORTANCE AND ·�======� 
USEFULNESS Of "PIRST-at-tbe-se�oe" esa..m.i.,atio"s: 

· 
auduplains tbemanner oftbe eollec;tioo,preserntio"• 

and tn.osminal ofUiaterials to tbe laborotory-upoon 
whicbthe6oal solutioo ofa criUie is oftencootin���:eot . 

TilE .EXPLANATIONS ARE PLAINLY AND 
UNDERSTANDABLY GIVEN in the lao.-ua1e of the 
�":.':i:�!'";i

;
';!i

;
��

�
:d

.
Ql" that an n01 sdf-esplaoatory 

THISSYNOPSISOP PACTUAL INFORMATION 
WILL BE ESPECiAllY HELPFUL to mm without 
sclentilie uaioios ..,.hose dur, rtquins that the,- shall 
io•estisate what appnrs to � • •ioleot death. As a 
pncticaJ lest and reference for the traioed medical 
esamioer, this book's ulues ..,.;11 � rd«�ed io more 
ellideot..,.orkiotbe6dd. 

TilE AIJJ'HOR. Dr. kMfTfat Suydtr, is SOUNDLY 
QUALIFIED to pu�at this s"bi«� to iansci�:ati•t 
oeictn. Combiaio.a a basic tta.iaiag ia lx»h mtdiciae 
aadbw,he bas loag sptclaliztd ia tbelield of poolict 
scieace. He bu served the Michigaa State Police for 
tea yeau ia tbe capu:it:rof medioolegal dir«�or aad, 
in additina to actual.workiahomicide in•estiptions, 

and in iasuvcting au.merou.sr«ruiuand ex:>erienctd 
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«nttrs iaboth E!l«>peand An>trica. 
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How �m/1 do you r�kr your mythology? Of co� you've never forgotten 
Hnruks, tM mort famous Mro in ancimt Grak kgmd. By prodding your mm1ory 
you'll r«a/1 that Hnruks murtkred his ruif� Megara in a fit of madnns�n�t to him 
by his arch-enemy, Hera; that in punisltmmt Hnru/n h«a� the snt-•anr of 
EurystMus who imposed on th� oldtime strong-man tM Tt«<ve Grr111 f.Aixm (or 
Dodekllthlos). 

Wdl, one day Agathil Chri11ie remembeml her dassics and hit upon � of tllt 
most brilli11nt ide11s in krlong and brilliant carttr. W11sn't hcrchi�f chimU1crll mod
em Hnruln?- H� Prnrot. Why not wrile a wga of modn-n H=:ulan labors 
in which Poirot mtulotes his lrgrodary na�safr!? Your Editor can im11ginc the fire 
in Agatha Clm"rtie's brain- the co/ossalsco� of the itkaf- for, intkcd, it u.ws a 
truly insp�d motif for a sn-ies of tktrctive short sttnUs. As it finally took sha� in 
Miss Cltristie's mind, Poirot decitks, kforc "tiring, to �� only t�m/ve more 
cases- the Twdve Modn-n lAbors of H=:uks. 

Mon of these Labors lw� already ap�aml in American magazines. Wo! werr 
fortunate,lwwrotr, to handcuff o froJ for EQMM, iiiCludirtg "The NCTMan Lion," 
which chronologicallyrcpm�nts the jim of tho! !D'�S. This .first lAbor, 11ml the ones to 
follow in coming iSSU<!s, were purchased dir«tly from manuscript am/hove tiCIIN" 
before hem publilhd in the Unitd States. 

Whereas in oldm days Hm:uln rol�d most of his gigantic problems with a 
hcarydu/J (thet�ncimt"blunt instrummi"), ourmrxkrn Hnrukrd�s. as always, r.m 
his "littk grey crlls"- t1 revealing cont1m:lliary on how our hnoes ha��rchangcd. In 
"The Nem�n lion"- or, as Wt! call it, "The Can oftk Kidnaped Po!kinese"
Poirot unravds onr of tM most human mysteri�s in his long and brilliant carrcr, 11 
tkaptivdy rimpk littk affair that d�s romt!thing fcw tktt!'Cti��r nor*s acrompiish
tugs at th� Mart strings. In its broader humanitarian tupects "The Case of the Kid
naped Pel(inese" is 11 truly Poirot�IUJ labor. 

:Jf.e ofalorJ of-JJercuf.J: 
The Nemean Lion, or 

T H E  C A S E  OF T H E  KI D NAPED 
PEKINE S E  

by AGATHA CHRISTIE 

"l�; r:����i�
.
Poirot." said 

Hercule Poirot made a noncom· 
mittal gesture with his right hand. 
It expressed (if you chose to take it 
so) admiration for the solid worth of 

Sir Joseph's career and an apprecia· 
tion of his mOOesty in so describing 
himself. It could also hav�r conveyed 
a graceful deprecation of the state· 
ment. In any case it gave no clue to 
the thought then uppermost in 
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Herculc Poir ot's mind which wa s 
t ha t  Sir Jose ph certa inly wa s ( using 

the term in its more co lloquia l sense) 
a very plain ma n ind eed . Hercule 
P oirot's eyes rested critica lly on the 
swelling jowl, the sma ll pig eyes, the 
bulbous nose· a nd the close- lipped 
mouth. The whole genera l effect 
remind ed him of someone or some

t hing - but for the moment he 
could not recollect who or wha t it 
wa s. A memory stirred d imly. A long 

t im e  a g o  . . .  in B e l g i u m  . . .  
something to d o  with soap. 

Sir }O$C ph wa s continuing: "No 
frills abom me. J d on' t  bea t a bom 

t he b ush. Most people, Mr. Poirot, 
would let this business go. Write it 
off a s  a bad d ebt and forget a bout it. 
But t hat's not Joseph Hoggin's wa y. 
I'm a rich ma n - and £:200 is 
neither here nor there to me. But 
tha t's not to say tha t I'm in the ha bit 
of throwing my money about. Wha t 
I wa nt I pa y for. But I pa y the mar
ket price - no more." 

Hercule Poi rot sa id: "You rea lize 
that my fees a re high?'' 

"Yes, yes. But this is a vwj sma ll 
m atter." 

Hercule Poirot shrugged his shoul
d ers. He sa id: "I d o nor ba rga in.! a m  
an exper t. For the services of an 
expert you ha ve to pa y." 

Sir Joseph sa id frankly: "I know 
y ou're a t ip top mao at this sort of 
th ing. I mad e inquiries and I was 
told t hat you were the best ma n 

ava ila ble. I mea n to get t o  the bot
tom of this bu sine ss and I d on't 
grud ge the expense. That 's why 1 

g ot you to co me here." 
"You were forr umue," sa id Her

co le Poirot 
Sir Joseph sa id "Eh?" a ga in. 
''Exceed ingly fortuna te,'' said 

Hercule Poirot firmly. "1 a m, 1 may 
sa y so without und ue mode sty, at t he 

a pex of my ca r� r. Very shortly I in
tend to retire. That, however, is not 
the point. I wished merely to expla in 
tha t before retiring I had imposed 
upon myself a certain t as k. I ha ve 

d ecid ed t o  accept twelve ca ses
no more, no less. A self imposed 
"La bors of Hercules" if 1 ma y so 

d escribe it. Your case, Sir Joseph, is 
the first of t he t welve. I wa s at· 
tra cted to it, I may say, b y  its strik
ing unimporta nce.'' 

"Importa nce," sa id Sir Joseph. 
"U nimporta nce was what 1 sa id . 

I ha ve �o ca lled in for va rying 
ca uses - to investiga te murd ers, un
expla ined d ea ths, robberies, thefts 
of jewelry. This is the first t ime that 
I ha ve been a sked to turn my ta lents 
to elucida te the kid na pping of a 
P ekinese d og." 

Sir Joseph grunted .  He sa id: 
"You surprise mel I should have 
sa id you'd ha ve had no end of 
women pestering you about t heir 
pet d ogs." 

"Tha t, certainly. But it is t he 
first t ime t hat 1 am su mmoned by 



the husband in the case." 
Sir Joseph's little eyes narrowed 

appreciatively. He said: "I begin to 
see why they recommended you to 
me. You're a shrewd fellow." 

Poirot murmured: ••If you will 
now tdl me the facts of the case, 
The dog disappeared when?'' 

"Exactly a wee.k ago.'_' 
"And your wife is by now quite 

frantic, I presume?" 
Sir Joseph stared. He said: "You 

don't understand. The dog has been 
returned." 

"Returned? Then, permit me to 
ask, where do I enter the matter?" 

"Because I'm damned if I'll be 
swindled. Now then, Mr. Poirot, 
I'm going to tell you the whole 
thing. The dog was stolen a week 
ago- nipped in Kensington Gar
dens where he was out with my 
wife's companion. The next day my 
wife got a demand for £200. I ask 
you- £2oof For a damned yap
ping little brute!" 

Poirot murmured: "You did not 
approve of paying such a sum?" 

"Of course I didn't- or wouldn't 
have if I'd known anything about 
it! Milly {my wife) knew that well 
enough. She didn't say anything to 
me. Just sent off the money- in 
one pound notes as stipulated- to 
the address given.'' 

"And the dog was returned?" 
"Yes. That evening the bell mng 

and there was the little brute on the 

doorstep. And not a soul to be seen." 
''Perfect. Continue." 
"Then, of course, Milly confessed 

what she'd done and I lost my 
temper a bit. However, I calmed 
down after a bit- after all the thing 
was done and you can't expect a 
woman to behave with any sense
and I daresay I should have let the 
whole thing go if it hadn't �n for 
meeting old Samuelson at the Club." 

"Yes?" 
"Damn it all, this thing is a posi

tive racket! Exactly the same thing 
had happened to him. Thm: hundred 
pounds they'd rooked his wife out 
of. Well, that was a bit too much! 
I decided the thing had got to be 
stopped. I sent for you." 

"But surely, Sir Joseph, the proper 
thing (and a very much more inex
pensive thing) would have been to 
send for the police?" 

Sir Joseph rubbed his nose. He 
said: "You married, Mr. Poirot?" 

"Alas," said Poirot, "I have not 
that felicity." 

''1-l'm," said Sir Joseph. "Don't 
know about felicity, but if you were 
you'd know that women were funny 
creatures. My wife went into hyster
ics at the mere mention of the police 
-she'd got it into her head that 
something would happen to her 
precious Shan Tung if I did that. 
She wouldn't hear of the idea- and 
I may say she doesn't take very 
kindly to the idea of your being 
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called in. But I stood firm there." 
Hercule Poi rot murmured: "The 

position is, I perceive, a delicate one. 
h would be as well, perhaps, if I were 
to interview Madame your wife and 
gain further particulars from her 
whilst at the same time reassuring 
her as to the future safety of her 
dog." 

Sir Joseph nodded and rose. He 
said: "I'll take you up right away." 

In the large ornately furnished 
drawing-room two women were sit
ting in.obvious expectation. As the 
men entered, a small Pekinese dog 
rushed forward barking furiously 
and circling dangerously round Poi· 
rot's ankles. 

"Shan - Shan, come here. Come 
here to mother. Pick him up, Miss 
Carnaby." 

The second woman bent down and 
Hercule Poirot murmured: "A veri· 
table lion, indeed." 

Rather breathlessly Shan Tung's 
captor agreed. 

"Yes, indeed, he's such a good 
watch dog. He's not frightened of 
anything or anyone. There's a lovely 
boy, then." 

Having performed the necessary 
introduction, Sir Joseph said: "Well, 
Mr. Poirot, I'll leave you to get on 
with it," and, with a short nod he 
left the room. 

Lady Hoggio was a stout, petulant 
looking woman with dyed henna red 

hair. Her companion, the Buttering 
Miss Carnaby, was a plump amiable 
looking creature between forty and 
fifty. She treated Lady Hoggin with 
great deference and was clearly 
frightened to dtath of her. 

Poirot said: "Now, tell me, Lady 
Hoggin, the full circumstances of 
this abominable crime." 

Lady Hoggin Bushed; 
"I'm very glad to hear you say 

that, Mr. Poirot. For it was a crime. 
Pekinese are terribly sensitive
just as sensitive as children. Poor 
ShanTung might havedied offright." 

"Please tell me the facts." 
"Well, it was like this. Shan Tung 

was out for his walk in the Park with 
Miss Carnaby -" 

"Oh dear me, yes, it was all my 
fault," chimed in the companion. 
"How could I have been so stupid
so careless-" 

Lady Hoggin said: "I don't want 
to reproach you, Miss Carnaby, but 
I do think you might have been more 
alm." 

Poirot transferred his gaze to the 
companion. 

"\Vhat happened?" 
Miss Carnaby burst into voluble 

and slightly flustered speech. 
"Well, it was the most extraordi

nary thing. We had just been along 
the flower walk- Shan Tung was 
on the leash, of course- be'd had 
his little run on the grass- and I 
was just about to tum and go home 



when my attention was caught by a 
baby in a pram-such a lovdy 
baby-it smile:d at me: -lovdy 
rosy che:eks and such curls. I couldn't 
just resist speaking to the: nurse: in 
charge: and asking how old it was
seve:nte:en months, she: said- and 
I'm sure: I was only spe:aking to her 
for about a minute or two, and then 
suddenly I looke:d down and Shan 
wasn't there any more. The leash 
had been cut right through-" 

Lady Hoggin said: "If you'd been 
paying proper attention to your 
duties, nobody could have sneaked 
up and cut that leash." 

Miss Carnaby see:me:d inclined to 
burst into tears. Poirot "said hastily: 
"And what happened next?" 

"Wdl, of course I looke:d every
wha�. And ca/l�d! And I asked the 
Park attendant if he'd seen a man 
carrying a Pekinese: dog but he 
hadn't noticed anything of the kind 
-and I didn't know what to do
and I went on searching, but at last, 
of course, I had to come home-" 

Miss Carnaby stopped dead. Poir
ot could imagine: the scene that fol
lowed well enough. He asked: 

"And then you received a letter?" 
Lady Hoggin took up the tale. 
"By the first post the following 

morning. It said that if I wanted to 
see Shan Tung alive again I was to 
send £200 in one pound notes in an 
unregistered packet to Captain Cur
tis, 38 Bloomsbury Road Square. 

It said that if the money 
marked or the police: informed Shan 
Tung's cars and tail would be-cut 
off!" 

Miss Carnaby began to sniff. 
"So awful," she murmured. ''How 

people can be such.firods!" 
Lady Hoggin went on: "It said 

that if I sent the money at once, 
Shan Tung would be returned the 
same evening alive and well but that 
if-if afterwards I went to the 
police, it would be Shan Tung who 
would suffer for it-" 

Hercule Poirot was quick to allay 
her anxiety. 

"But I, I am not of the police. 
My inquiries, they will be conducted 
very discre:edy, very quietly. You 
can be assure:d, Lady Hoggin, that 
Shan Tung will be perfectly safe. 
That, I will guarante:e." 

Both ladies seemed relieved by the 
magic word. Poirot went on: 

"You have here the letter?" 
Lady Hoggin shook her head. 
"No, I was instructed to enclose it 

with the money." 
"H'm, that is a pity." 
Miss Carnaby said brightly: .. But 

I have the dog leash. Shall I get it?" 
She left the room. Hercule Poirot 

profited by her absence to ask a few 
pertinent questions. 

"Amy Carnaby? Obi she's quite 
all right. A good sou1, though foolish, 
of course. I have had several com· 
panions and they have all been com-
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plete fools. But Amy was devoted to  
Shan Tung and she was terribly up
set over the whole thing -as wetl 
she might be-hanging over per· 
ambulators and neglecting my little 
sweetheart- these old maids are all 
the same, idiotic over babies. I'm 
sure shc had nothing to do with it." 

"It does not seem likely," Poirot 
agrecd. "But as thc dog disappeared 
when in her charge one must make 
quitc certain of hcr honcsty. She has 
becn with you long?" 

"Nearly a year. 1 had excellent 
referenccs with her. She was with old 
Lady liartingfie.ld until she died
ten years, I believe. After that she 
looked after an invalid sister for a 
while. She is really an excellem 
creature- but a complete fool." 

Amy Carnaby rcturned at this 
minute, slightly more out of breath, 
and produced the cut dog leash 
which she handed to Poirot with the 
utmost solemnity, looking at him 
with hopdul expectancy, 

Poi rot surveyed it carefully, 
"Mais oui," he said. "This has un· 

doubtedly been cut," 
The two women still waited ex· 

pectantly. He said: "I will keep 
this." 

Solemnly, he put it in his pocket. 
The two women breathed a sigh of 
relief. He had dearly done what was 
expected of him. 

It was the habit of Hercule Poirot 

to leave nothing untcsted. 
Though on the face of it it seemed 

unlikely that Miss Carcaby was 
anything but the foolish and rather 
muddle-headed woman that she ap
peared to be, Poirot nevcrthdess 
managed to interview a somewhat 
forbidding lady who was the niece 
of the late Lady Hartingfidd. 

"Amy Carnaby?" said Miss Mal· 
travers. "Of course, J remember her 
perfectly. She was a good soul and 
suited Aunt Julia down to the 
ground. Dcvoted to dogs and cxcel· 
lent at reading aloud. Tactful, too, 
never contradicted an invalid. What's 
happencd to her? Not in distress of 
any kind, I hope. I gave her a refcr· 
ence about a year ago to some 
woman-namc began with H -" 

Poi rot explained hastily that Miss 
Carnaby was still in hcr post. There 
had been, he said, a little trouble 
over a lost dog. 

"Amy Carnaby is devoted to dogs. 
My aunt had a Pck.inese. She left it 
to Miss Carnaby when she dicd and 
Miss Carnaby was devoted to it. I 
believe she was quite heartbrokcn 
when it dicd. Oh yes, she's a good 
soul. Not, of course, precisely 
intel!t:ctual." 

Hercule Poirot agreed that Miss 
Carnaby could not, perhaps, be 
described as intellectual. 

His ncxt procecdiog was to dis
cover the Park Kttper to whom 
Miss Carn.aby had spoken on the 



fateful afternoon. This he did with
out much difficulty. The man re· 
membered the incident in question. 

"Middle-aged lady, rather stout 
- in a regular state she was -lost 
her Pekinese dog. I knew her well 
by sight- brings the dog along 
most afternoons. I saw her come in 
with it. She was in a rare taking 
about it. Wanted to know if I'd seen 
anyone with one. Wdl, I ask you
I can tell you the Gardens is full of 
dogs. Not likely as I'd notice one 
Peke more than another." 

Hercule Poirot nodded his head 
thoughtfully. 

He went to 38 Bloomsbury Road 
Square. 

Nos. 38, 39 and 40 were incorpo· 
rated together as the Balaclava 
Private Hotel. Poirot walked up the 
steps and pushed open the door. He 
was greeted inside by gloom and a 
smell of cooking cabbage with a 
reminiscence of breakfast kippers. 
On his left was a mahogany table 
with a sad looking chrysanthemum 
plant on it. Above the table was a 
big baize-covered nck into which 
letters were stuck. Poirot start":d at 
tht": board thoughtfully for some 
minutes. He pushed open a door on 
his right. It led imo a kind of lounge 
with small tables and some so-called 
easy chairs covered with a depressing 
pattern of Crt":tODnt":. 

He walked further along the pas· 
sage and came to a �ta!rcase. On his 

right a passage brancht":d at right 
angles to what was evidently the 
dining-room. 

A linle way along this passage 
was a door marked OFFICE. 

On this Poirot tapped. Receiving 
no response, he opent":d tht": door and 
looked in. There was a large desk in 
tht": room covered with papers but 
there was no one to be seen. He with· 
drew closing the door again. He pen
etrated to the dining-room. 

A sad-looking girl in a dirty apron 
was laying the tables. 

Hercule Poirot said apologetically: 
"Excuse me, but could I see the 
Manageress?'' 

The girl looked at him with lack
lustre eyes. She said: "I don't know 
where she'd be, I'm sure. " 

"Perhaps, " Hercule Poirot said, 
"you could find out?" 

The girl sighed. Dreary as her 
day's 

·
round was, it had now been 

madt": additionally so by this nt":W 
burden laid upon her. She said sadly: 

"Well, I'll see what I can do." 
Poirot thankt":d ht":r and rt":moved 

himself once more to the hall. He 
was staring up at the baize-covered 
lt":tter rack when a rustle and a strong 
smell of Devonshire violt":ts pro· 
claimed the arrival of the Manageress. 

Mrs. Harte was full of gracious
ness. She exdaimt":d: 

"So sorry I was not in my office. 
You were requiring rooms?" 

Hercule Poirot murmured: "Not 
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precisely.l was wondering if a friend 
of mine had been staying here latdy. 
A Captain Cunis." 

"Curtis,". exclaimed Mrs. Harte. 
"Captain Curtis? Now where have 
I heard that name?" 

Poirot did not help her. She shook 
her head vexedly. 

He said: "You have not, then, 
had a Captain Curtis staying here?" 

"Well, not lately, certainly. And 
yet, you know, the name is certainly 
familiar to me. Can you describe 
your Kiend at all?" 

"That," said Hercule Poirot, 
"would be difficuh." He went on: 
"I suppose it sometimes happens 
that letters arrive for people when in 
actual fact no one of that name is 
staying here?'' 

"That does happen, of course." 
"What do you do with such 

letters?" 
"Wdl, we keep them for a time. 

You see it probably means that the 
person in question will arrive shortly. 
People don't often book in advance 
these days. Of course if letters or 
parcels are a long time here un� 
claimed, they are returned to the 
post office." 

Hercule Poirot nodded thought· 
fully. He said: "I comprehend." He 
added: "It is like this, you see. I 
wrote a letter to my friend here." 

Mrs. Harte's face cleared. 
"That explains it. I must have 

noticed the name on an envelope. 

But really we have so many ex-Army 
gentlemen staying here or passing 
through. Let me see now." 

She peered up at the board. 
Hercule Poirot said: ''It is not 

there now." 
"It must have been returned to 

the postman, I suppose. I am so 
sorry. Nothing imJX)rtant, I hope?" 

"No, no, it was of no imp1rtance." 
As he moved towards the door, 

Mrs. Harte pursued him. 
"If your friend should come-" 
"It is most unlikely. I must have 

made a mistake ... " 
"Our terms," said Mrs. Harte, 

"are very moderate. I would like you 
to see one or two of our bed-stitting· 
rooms .... " 

With difficulty Hercule Poirot 
escaped. 

The drawing-room of Mrs. Sam
uelson was larger, more lavishly 
furnished, and enjoyed an even more 
stifling amount of central heating 
than that of Lady Hoggin. Hercule 
Poirot picked his way giddily amongst 
gilded console table<> and large 
groups of statuary. 

Mrs. Samuelson was taller than 
Lady Hoggin and her hair was dyed 
a different color. Her Pekinese was 
called Chang. His bulging eye-; sur· 
veyed Hercule Poirot with arro
gance. Miss Keble, Mrs. Samuelson's 
companion, was thin and scraggy 
where Miss Carnaby bad been plump, 
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but she also was voluble and slighdy 
breathless. She, too, had been 
blamed for Chang's disappearance. 

"But really, Mr. Poirot, it was the 
most amazing thing. It all happened 
in a minute. Outside Harrod's it was. 
A nurse there asked me the time -" 

Poirot interrupted her. 
"A nurse? A hospital nurse?" 
"No, no- a children's nurse. 

Such a sweet baby it was, too. A dear 
little mite. Such lovely rosy cheeks. 
They say children don't look healthy 
in London, but I'm sure- " 

"Ellen," said Mrs. Samuelson. 
Miss Keble blushed, stammered, 

and subsided into silence. 
Mrs. Samuelson said acidly: 
''And while Miss Keble was bend� 

ing over a perambulator that had 
nothing to do with her, this auda� 
cious viUain cut Chang's leash and 
made off with him. " 

Miss Keble murmured tearfully: 
"It all happened in a minute. I; 
looked round and the darling boy 
was gone-there was just the 
dangling leash in my hand. Perhaps 
you'd like to see the leash, Mr. 
Poirot?" 

"By no means," said Poirot hast� 
ily. He had no wish to make a collec
tion of cut dog leashes. "I under
stand," he went on, "that shortly 
afterwards you received a letter?" 

The story followed the same 
course exactly-the letter -the 
threats of violence to Chang. Only 

two things were different -the sum 
of money demanded -£300-and 
the address to which it was to be 
sent, this time it was Commander 
Blackleigh, Harrington Hotel, ]6 
Clonmel Gardens, Kensington. 

Mrs. Samuelson went on: "When 
Chang was safely back again, I went 
to the place myself, Mr. Poirot. 
After all three hundred pounds is 
three hundred pounds. " 

"Urtainly it is. " 
''The very first thing I saw was 

my letter enclosing the money in a 
kind of rack in the hall. Whilst I was 
waiting for the proprietress I slipped 
it into my bag. Unfortunately-" 

Poi rot said: "Unfortunately, when 
you opened it, it contained only 
blank sheets of paper. " 

"How did you know?" 
Poirot shrugged his shoulders. 
"Obviously, ch?r� Madam�, the 

thief would take care to recover the 
money before he returned the dog. 
He would then replace the notes 
with blank paper and return the 
letter to the rack in ca� its absence 
should be noticed. " 

"There was no such person as 
Commander Blackleigh staying 
there, I found. " 

"No, there would not be. " 
"And of course my husband was 

extremely annoyed about the whole 
thing. In fact he was livid --abso
lutely livid!" 

Poirot murmured cautiously: "You 
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d i d  not- (: r - consult him before 
d(:spatching the money?" 

"Certainly not, " said Mrs. Sam· 
U(:lson with decision. 

Poirot looked a question. The lady 
explaim:d. 

"I wouldn't hav(: risked it for a 
moment. Men are so extraordinary 
when it's a question of money. Jacob 
would have wanted to go to the 
police. I couldn't risk that. My poor 
darling Chang. Anything might have 
happened to him. Of course, I had 
to tell my husband afterwards, be
cause I had to explain why I was 
overdrawn at the Bank." 

Poiro� murmured: "Quite so - "  
"And I have really never seen him 

so angry. Men, " said Mrs-. Samuelson 
rearranging her handsome diamond 
bracel(:t and turning her rings on 
her fingers, "think of nothipg but 
money. " 

Hercul(: Poirot went up in the lift 
to th(: eighth Aoor of the building on 
the Embankm(:nt. There he sent in 
his card, standing in th(: outer office 
of Saltash, Hoggin & Levin. 

Word was brought to him pres
(:ntly that Sir Joseph Hoggin would 
see him. Hercule Poirot was led 
through a suite of offices, each one 
incre2sing in imj'X)rtance until h(: 
arrived at the holy of holies. In th(: 
doorway h(: was swept aside by a 
haughty blonde who sail(:({ out with 
her hands full of papers and who 

gave the quaint little man a disdain
ful glanc(: in passing. 

Sir Josc:ph was seated behind an 
immense mahogany desk. 

"Well, Mr. Poirot? Sit down. 
Got any news for me?" 

Hcrcul(: Poi rot said: 
"The who!(: affair is of a pl(:aSing 

simplicity. In each case the money 
was sent to one of those boarding 
houses or private hotels where there 
is no j'X)rter or hall attendant and 
wh(:re a large number of guests are 
always coming and going, including 
a fairly large prejX)nderance of (:X· 
Service men. Nothing would be 
easier than for anyone to walk in, 
abstract a lett(:r from the rack, 
either take it away, or dse remove 
th(: money and replace it with blank 
paper. Therefore, in ev(:ry case, the 
trail ends abruptly in a blank w<�JI. " 

"You mean you've no idea who 
th(: fellow is?" 

"I hav(: certain ideas, yes. It will 
take a few days to follow th(:m up." 

Sir Joseph looked at him curiously. 
"Good work. Then, when you've 

got anything to C(:jX)rt -" 
"I will report to you at your 

house. " 
Sir Joseph said: "If you get to the 

bottom of this business, it will lx a 
pr(:tty good pi(:ce of work." 

"There is no question of failur(:. 
Hercule Poi rot does not fail. " 

Sir Josc:ph Hoggin looked at the 
little man and grinned. 
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"Sure of yourself, aren't you?" 
he demanded. 

"Enti rely wit h  reason." 
"Oh well," Si r Joseph Hoggi n 

leaned back i n  hi s chai r. "P ri de goes 
be fore a fal l, you know." 

Her cule Poi rot , sitti ng i n  front of 
hi s elect ri c ra di at or ( and feeli ng a 
quiet sati sfacti on i n  it s neat geo· 
met ri cal patte rn} was gi vi ng i nst ruc

ti ons t o  his valet and general fa ct ot um. 
"You underst and , G�org�s?" 
"Perfect ly, si r." 
"More probably a fl at or mai son

en e. And it wi ll dW nit ely be wit hi n  
cert ai n li mit s. S out h of t he Park, 

ea st o f  Ke nsingt on C hurch, west of 
Kni ght sbri dge Barracks and north 
of Fulham R.,. d," 

"I underst and perfect ly, si r." 
Poi rot murmured: "A curious 

litt le case. There i s  evi dence here of 
a very definite t alent for organi za· 

ti on. And t here i s, of course, t he sur
pri si ng i nvi si bi lit y  of t he st ar per
former-t he Neme an Li on, i fl may 
so st yle hi m. Yes, an i nt eresti ng litt le 
case. I could wi sh t hat I felt more 
auract ed t o  my cli ent- but he 
bea rs an unfort unat e  resemblance t o  
a soap manufact urer of Li�g e who 
poi so ned hi s wi fe i n  order t o  marry a 
blon de secret ary. One of my early 
successes." 

George shoo k hi s head. He sai d 
gravely: "These blondes, si r, t hey' re 
respo nsi ble for a lot of t rouble." 

It was t hree days lat er when t he 
i nvaluable George said: 

"Thi s i s  t he address, si r." 
Hercule Poi rot t ook t he pi ec e of 

paper handed t o  hi m. 
"Exce llent , my good Grorg�s. And 

what day of t he week?" 
"Thursdays, si r." 
"Thursdays. And t od ay, most 

fort unat ely, i s  a Thursd ay. So t here 
need be no de lay." 

Twent y mi nut es lat er Hercule 
Poi rot was cli mbi ng t he st ai rs of 
an obscure block of fl at s  t ucked 
away i n  a litt le st reet leadi ng off 
a more fashi onable one. No. 10 R os· 
holm Mansi ons was on t he t hi rd and 

t op B oor and t he re w.a s no li ft .  Poi rot 
t oi led upward s round and round t he 

na rrow corkscrew st ai rcase. 
He paused t o  regai n hi s breat h on 

t he t op La ndi ng and fr om behi nd t he 
d oor of No. IO a new sound b ro ke 
t he si lence -t he bark of a dog. 

Hercule Poi rot nod ded hi s head 
wit h  a sli ght smi le. He pressed t he 
bell of No. to. 

The barki ng red oubled - fo ot
St('; ps came t o  t he doo r, it was 
opened . . •  

Mi ss Amy C. arnaby fell back, her 
hand went t o  her atn ple breast . 

"You pe rmit t hat I ent er?" sai d 
Hercule Poi rot , and ent ered wit hout 
waiti ng for t he reply. 

There w.a s a sitti ng-roo m  doo r 
open on t he ri ght and he walked i n. 
Behi nd hi m Mi ss C arnaby followed 
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as though in a dream. 
The: room was ve:ry small and 

much ove:rcrowde:d. Amongst the: 
furniture: a human be:ing could be: 
disoove:re:d, an e:lde:rly woman lying 
on a sofa drawn up to the: gas fire:. 
As Poirot came: in, a Pe:kinese dog 
jumpe:d off the: sofa and came: for
ward utte:ring a fe:w sharp suspicious 
barks-

"Aha," said Poirot. "The chief 
actor! 1 salute: you, my little: friend. " 

He: be:nt forward e:xte:nding his 
hand. The: dog sniffe:d at it. 

Miss Carnaby murmured faintly: 
"So you know?" 

Hercule: Poirot nodded. 
"Yes, I know." He: looked at the: 

woman on the: sofa. "Your siste:r, J 
think?" 

Miss Carnaby said me:chanically: 
"Yes, Emily, this-this is Mr. 
Poirot." 

Emily Carnaby gave: a gasp. She 
said: "Oh!" 

AmyCamabysaid:"Augustus • . .  " 
The: Pekinese: looked towards he:r 

-his tail moved- the:n he resumed 
his scrminy of Poirot's hand. Again 
his tail move:d faintly. 

Gently, Poirot picked the: little: 
dog up and sat down with Augustus 
on his knee:. He: said: "So I have cap· 
turc:d you, my little: frie:nd. My task 
is comple:tc:d. " 

Amy Carnaby said in a hard dry 
voice:: "Do you re:al.ly know eve:ry· 
thing I" 

Poirot nodded. 
••1 think so. You organiud this 

business-with Augustus to hdp 
you. You took your employe:r's dog 
out for his usual walk, ldt him he:re: 
and we:nt on to the: Park with 
Augustus. The: Park keeper saw you 
with a Pe:kinese: as usual. The nurse: 
girl, if we: had e:ve:r found he:r, would 
also have: agreed that you had a 
Pe:kinese: with you whe:n you spoke 
to he:r. The:n, while: you were: talk· 
ing, you cut the: le:ash and Augustus, 
wdl-trained, slipped off at once and 
made a btt-line: back home. A few 
minmes late:r you gave: the: alarm 
that the: dog had bttn stole:n." 

There: was a pause. The:n Miss 
Carnaby dre:w hersc:lf up with a 
ce:rtain pathetic dignity. She said: 
"Yes. h is all quite true. 1 -l 
have nothing to say." 

The invalid woman on the sofa 
began to cry softly. 

Poirot said: "Nothing at all, 
Made:moisdle:?" 

Miss Carnaby said: "Nothing. I 
have be:en a thief-and now I am 
found out." 

Poirot murmured: "You have 
nothing to say-in your own 
defence?" 

A sp:>t of red showed suddenly in 
Amy Carnaby's white cheeks. She 
said: 

"I- I don't re:gre:t what I did. 
I think that you are: a kind man, 
Mr. Poirot, and that possibly you 
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might understand. You Stt I've been 
so terribly afraid." 

"Afraid?" 
"Yes, it's difficult for a gentleman 

to understand, I expect. But you Stt, 
I'm not a clever woman at all, and 
I've no tr:aining and I'm getting 
older - and I'm so terrified for the 
future. I've not been able to save 
anything - how could I with Emily 
to be cared for? - and as I get 
older and more incompetent there 
won't be anyone who wants me. 
They'll want somebody young and 
brisk. I've - I've known so many 
people like I am - nobody wants 
you and you Live in one room and 
you can't have a fire or any warmth 
and not very much to eat, and at last 
you can't even pay the rent of your 
room . . . .  There are institutions, 
of cour�, but it's not very easy to 
get into them unless you have influ
ential friends, and I haven't. There 
are a gocd many others situated 
like I am - poor companions 
untrained useless women with noth
ing to loo� forward to but a deadly 
fear . . . .  

Her voice shook. She said: 
"And so- some of us - got to

gether and - and I thought of this. 
It was really having Augustus that 
put it into my mind. You see, to 
most people, one Pekinese is very 
much like another. Gust as we think 
the Chinese are.) Really, of cour�, 
it's ridiculous. No one who knew 

could mistake Augustus for Chang 
or Shan Tung or any of the other 
Pekes. He's far more intelligent for 
one thing, and he's much hand
somer, but, as I .say, to most people a 
Peke is just a Peke. Augustus put it 
into my head - that, combined 
with the fact that so many rich 
women have Pekinese dogs." 

Poirot said with a faint smile: 
"It must have been a profitable 

racket I How many are there in your 
little trades' union? Or perhaps I 
had better ask bow often oper:ations 
have been successfully carried out." 

Miss Carnaby said simply: "Shan 
Tung was the sixteenth." 

Hercule Poirot raised his eyebrows. 
"I congratulate you. Your organi

zation must have been excellent." 
Emily Carnaby said: 
"Amy was always gocd at organi

zation, Our father - he was the 
Vicar of Kellington in Essex -
always said that Amy had quite a 
genius for organization. She always 
made all the arrangements for the 
Socials and the Bazaars." 

Poirot said with a little bow: 
"I agree. As a criminal, Made

moiselle, you are quite in the first 
rank." 

Amy Carnaby cried: "A criminal. 
Oh dear, I suppose I am. But - but 
it never fdt like that." 

"How did it feel?" 
"Of cour� you are quite right. It 

was breaking the law. But you �e -
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how can I explain it? Nearly all these 
women who employ us are so very 
rude and unpleasant. Lady Hoggin, 
for instance, doesn't mind what she 
says to me. She said her tonic tasted 
unpleasant the other day and prac� 
tically accused me of tampering with 
it. All that sort of thing." Miss 
Carnaby Bushed. "It's really very 
unpleasant. And not being able to 
say anything or answer back makes it :��

,
more, if you know what I 

"I know what you mean," said 
Hercule Poirot. 

"And then seeing money frittered 
away so wastefully - that is up· 
setting. And Sir Joseph, occasionally 
he used to describe a coup he had 
made in the City- sometimes some� 
thing that seemed to me (of course 
I know I've onJy got a woman's 
brain and don't understand finance) 
downright dishonest. Well, you know, 
M. Poirot, it all - it all unsntled me, 
and I felt that to take a little money 
away from these people who really 
wouldn't miss it and hadn't been too 
scrupulous in acquiring it - well, 
it hardly seemed wrong at all." 

Poirot murmured: 
"A modern Robin Hood! Tell me, 

Miss Carnaby, did you ever have to 
carry out the threats you used in 
your letters?" 

''Threats?" 
"Were you ever compelled to 

mutilate the animals in the way you 

specified?" 
Miss Carnaby regarded him in 

horror. 
"Of course I would never have 

dreamed of doing such a thing! That 
was just - just an anistic touch." 

"Very artistic. h worked." 
"Well, of course I knew it would. 

I know how I should have felt about 
Augustus and of course I had to 
make sure they never told their 
husbands until afterwards. The plan 
worked beautifully every time. In 
nine cases out of ten the companion 
was given the leuer with the money 
ro pose. We usually steamed it open, 
took out the notes, and replaced 
them with paper. Once or twice the 
woman posted it herself. Then, of 

course, the companion had to go to 
the place and take the letter out of 
the rack. But that was easy, too." 

"And the nursemaid touch? Was 
it always a nursemaid?" 

"Well, you �. M. Poirot, old 
maids are known to be foolishly sen· 
timental about babies. So it �med 
quite natural that they should be 
absorbed over a baby and not notice 
anything." 

Hercule Poirot sighed. He said: 
''Your psychology is excellent, 

your organization is first class, and 
you are also a very fine actress. 
Your performance the other day 
when I interviewed Lady Hoggiri 
was irreproachable. Never think of 
yourself disparagingly, Miss Carna· 
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b y .  You may be what i s  termed an 
untrainted woman but there is noth
ing wrong wi�? your brains or with 
your courage 

Miss Carnaby said with a faint 
smile: "An� ye�

.
I have been found 

out, M. Pmrot. 
"Only by me. Tj.J.at was inevitable. 

When I had interviewed Mrs. Sam
uelson I realized that the kidnapping 
of Shan Tung was one of a series. I 
had already learned that you had 
once been left a Pekinese dog and 
had an invalid sister. l had only to 
ask my invaluable servant to look 
for a small fiat within a certain radius 
occupied by an invalid lady who had 
a Pekinese dog and a sister who 
visited her once a week on her day 
out.l t was simple." 

Amy Carnaby drew herself up. 
She said: 

"You have �n very kind. It 
emboldens me to ask you a favor. 
I cannot, I know, escape the penalty 
for what I have done. I shall be sent 
to prison, I suppose. But if you 
could, M. Poirot, avert some of the 
publicity. So distressing for Emily 
- and for those few who knew us in 
the old days. I could not, I suppose, 
go to prison under a false name? Or 
is that a vey wrong thing to ask?" 

Hercule Poirot said: 
"I think I can do more than that. 

But first of ali i must make one thing 
quite clear. This racket has got to 
stop. There must be no more dis-

app�aring dogs. All that is finished !" 
"Yes!  Oh, yes!" 
"And the money you extracted 

from Lady Hoggin must be re
turned." 

Amy Carnaby crossed the room, 
opened the drawer of a bureau and 
reLUrned with a packtet of notes 
which she handed to Poi rot, 

"I was going to pay it into the 
pool today." 

Poirot took the notes and counted 
them. He got up. 

"I think it possible, Miss Carnaby, 
that l may be able to persuade Sir 
Joseph not to prosecute," 

"Oh, M. Poirotl" 
Amy Carnaby clasped her lunds. 

Emily gave a cry of joy. Augustus 
barked and wagged his tail. 

"fu for you, mon ami," said Poi rot 
addressing him. "There is one thing 
that I wish you would give me. It is 
your mantle of invisibility that I 
need. In all these cases nobody for a 
moment suspected that there was a 
second dog involved. Augustus pos
sessed the lion's skin of invisibility." 

"Of course, M. Poirot, according 
to the legend, Pekinese were lions 
once. And they still have the hearts 
of lions." 

"Augustus is, I suppose, the dog 
that was left to you by Lady Hart· 
ingfield and who is reported to have 
died? Were you never afraid of him 
coming home alone through the 
traffic?'' 
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"Oh no,  M. Poirot, Augustus is  
very clc=vc=r about traffic. I have 
trained him most carc=fully. He has 
evc=n grasped the principal of One 
Way Streets." 

"In that case," said Hercule 
Poirot, "he is superior to most hu· 
man beings !" 

Sir Joseph received Hercule Poirot 
in his study. He said: "Well, Mr. 
Poirot? Made your boast good?" 

"Let me first ask you a question," 
said Poirot as he seated himself. 
"I know who the criminal is and I 
think it possible that I can produce 
sufficient' evidence to convict this 
person. But in that case I doubt if 
you will ever rc=cover your money." 

"Not get back my monc=y?" 
Sir Joseph turned purple. 
Hercule Poirot went on: "But I 

am not a policeman. I could, I think, 
recover your money intact, if no 
proceedings were taken." 

"Eh?" said Sir Joseph. "That 
needs a bit of thinking about." 

"It is entirely fOr you to decide. 
Strictly speaking, I suppose you 
ought to prosecute in the public 
interest. Most people would say so." 

"I daresay they would," said Sir 
Joseph drily. "It wouldn't be thnr 
money that had gone west. If there's 
one thing I hate it's to be swindled." 

"Well, then, whatdoyou decide?" 
•'I'll have the brass! Nobocly's 

going to say they got awa.y with two 

hundred pounds of my money." 
Hercule Poiror rose, crossed to the 

writing-table, wrote= out a check for 
two hundred pounds and handed it 
to the other man. 

Sir Joseph said in a weak voice: 
"Well, I'll be - Who the devil is 
this fellow?" 

Poirot shook his head. 
"If you accept the money, there 

must be no questions asked." 
Sir Joseph folded up the check and 

pur it in his pocket. 
"That's a pity. But the money's 

the thing. And what do I owe you, 
Mr. PoirQ[?" 

"My fee will not be high. This 
was, as I said, a very unimportant 
matter. Nowadays nearly all my 
cases are murdc=r cases." 

"Must be intere!ting?" 
"'Somedmes. Curiously enough, 

you recall to me on� of my early 
cases in Belgium, many years ago 
the chief protagonist was very like 
you in appearance. He was a wealthy 
manufacturer. He poisoned his wife 
in order to be free to marry his 
sei:retary. The resemblance is very 
remarkable." 

A faint sound came from Sir 
Joseph's lips - they had gone a 
queer blue color. All the ruddy hue 
had faded from his chc=eks. His eyes, 
starting out of his head, stared at 
Poirot. 

Then, with a shaking hand, he 
fumbled in his pocket. He drew out 
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the check and tore it into pieces. 
"That's washed out - see? Con· 

sider it as your fee." 
"Oh but, Sir Joseph, my fee 

would not have been that large." 
"That's all right. You keep it." 
"I shall send it to a deserving 

charity." 
"�nd it anywhere you like." 
Poirot leaned forward. He said: 

"I think I need hardly point out, Sir 
Joseph, that in your position, you 
would do well to be careful." 

Sir Joseph said, his voice almost 
inaudible: "You needn't worry. I 
shall be careful all right." 

Hercule Poirot left the house. As 
he went down the steps he said to 
himself: "So - I  was right." 

Lady Hoggin said to her husband: 
"Funny, this tonic tastes quite 

different. It hasn't got that bitter 
taste any more. I wonder whyi'" 

Sir Joseph growled: "Chemist. 
Careless fellows. Make things up 
differently different times." 

Lady Hoggin said: "I suppose so." 
"Of course. What else could it be?" 
"Has the man found out anything 

alxmt Shan Tung?" 
"Yes. He got me my money back." 
"Who was it?" 
"He didn't say. Very dose fellow, 

Poirot. But you needn't worry.'' 
"He's a funny little man, isn't 

he?'' 
Sir Joseph gave a slight shiver and 

threw a sideways glance upwards as 
though he felt the invisible presence 
of Hercule Poirot behind his right 
shoulder. He had an idea that he 
would always feel it there. 

He said: "He's a damned clever 
little devil!" 

And he thought to himself: 
''Greta can go hang! Frn not going 
to risk my neck for any damned 
platinum blonde!" 

"Oh!" 
Amy Caroaby gazed down in· 

credulously at the check for two 
hundred pounds. She cried: 

"Emily! Emily! Listea to this: .. 
Dear Miss Camahy, 

Allow me to t:nelose a contribu· 
tion to your vay tksnving Fumi 
IJ4'ore it is finally wound up. 

Yours vay truly, 
Hercule Poirot 

"Amy," said Emily Carnaby. 
"You've been incredibly lucky. 
Think where you might be now." 

"Wormwood Scrubbs - or is it 
Holloway?" murmured Amy Car
naby. "But that's all over now 
isn't it, Augustus? No more walks to 
the Park with Mother and Mother's 
friends and a little pair of scissors." 

A far away wistfulness came into 
her eyes. She sighed. 

"De2r Augustus! It seems a pity. 
He's so clever. , , , One can teach 
him anything. , . :_:. 
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place: its slate roof was too heavy 
and dark; its turrets too many, its 
windows too high and too narrow. It 
was still less so on the cold, windy 
March afternoon when Susan Dare 
dismissed the taxi that had brought 
her from the train, and put her hand 
upon the gate. 

Susan pressed the bell and thought 
of Jim's words to her over the tele· 
phone, "Go ahead, if you must, 
Susie," he'd said. "But if it looks like 

trouble, you get out. You take too 
many chances, my girl." He'd 
paused the((', and then said in an off
hand way: "Where'd you say the 
place is? Just outside Warrington? 
And what's the name of the people?" 
She'd told him, and had an impres· 
sion that he'd written it. 

The door openW. A plump little 
maid took Susan's bag and invited 
her to enter. 

The interior of the house was ex· 
actly what one would expect. There 
was a great deal of heavy, darkly up· 
holste(('d furniture; stiff curtains 
which looked dusty and a musty 
smell tingW with camphor. 

She had only a glimpse of the hall, 
however, for she was ushered at once 



into a hideous drawing-room and 
from a jungle of :.rmchairs a woman 
arose. She w:�.s a large \YOman, very 
fat, with a jolly smile, several chins, 
eyes that were almost hidden in folds 
of flesh and lightish, untidy hair. 
There was an open box of chocolates 
on the table beside her. 

"Miss Dare, I suppose," she said 
in an asthmatic voice. "I was expect
ing you. I am Miss Wiggenhorn. 
Miriam Wiggenhorn. Do sit down. 
Will you have tea?" 

There was no tea in sight, so Susan 
said no, and thought Miss Wiggen· 
horn looked disappointed. "Now 
then, Miss Dare, I daresay you want 
to know exacdy why 1 asked you to 
come here. I heard of you, you see, 
from John Van DUS(:n, our family 
lawyer. I believe he is acquainted 
with a woman for whom you did 
er - something of the kind. A Mrs. 
Lasher." She picked up some em
broidery hoops and then pallS(:d to 
glance quickly at Susan over them. 
Or at least, so Susan thought. 

"Yes," 
"Yes. Well, at any rate, when 

things - owing to the confusion -
to my own wish rather" - she 
floundered, threading a needle with 
care, and said: "So John said call in 
Miss Dare. Let her look around." 

"Perhaps you'd better tell me 
just what it is about. I have only 
your note asking me to come. I 
ought to tell you that I'm not a 
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detective, but a writer of mystery 
stories. And th:n I'm not at all sure 
of being able to help you." 

"I think that's quite sufficient. I 
mean - Mrs. Lasher - Mr. Van 
Dusen - you Stt, Miss Dare, this is 
the trouble." She made a careful and 
intricate stitch, took a breath and 
said: "My uncle, Keller Wiggenhorn, 
died a few days ago. He was buried 
yesterday. And I want to make sure 
he - died a natural death." 

"You mean you think he was 
murdered?" 

"Oh, dear, no." 
''Then what do you mean?" 
Miriam Wiggenhorn ate a choco-

late cream thoughtfuUy. Then she 
said: "I think I'd better tell you the 
whole story. I'll teU it briefly." 

And denuded of Miss Wiggen
horn's panting breaths and hesitation 
it was certainly a brief enough story. 
Keller Wiggenhorn had been ailing 
for some time, owing to a serious 
heart weakness. Had been so ill in 
fact that for some three months he'd 
been obliged to have the care of a 
trained nurse. He had died suddenly, 
when alone. The doctor was not sur· 
prised; it was to be expected, he said. 
Tbe nurse was not surprised although 
she regretted that she had not been 
with her patient when he was taken 
with the last and fatal attack. No 
one had known it even, although it 
had happened during the daytime. 
But the nurse had been out in the 



24 ELLERY Q U E E N ' S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

garden, taking her  rightful air 
and exercise. Durrie had been in 
town ("Durrie?" said Susan. "My 
brother," said Miss Wiggenhorn. 
"Younger than I. We have lived 
with my uncle for many years.") 
Durrie had been in town; the cook 
busy in the kitchen, and Miss 
Wiggenhorn herself had been in 
the kitchen. "Putting· up pickled 
peaches," said Miss Wiggenhorn. 
"Uncle was very fond of them." 

Only the maid might have known 
of his fatal attack, and she had nor. 
For he had apparently merely felt 
faint at first and had called to the 
girl as she passed his door to hand 
him his bottle of smelling salts. The 
girl had done so, had asked if he 
wanted anything else, had been as· 
sured that he didn't. He was lying, 
she'd said, on a sort of couch, drawn 
up to the windows so he could read. 
He h2d made no complaint, seemed 
no worse than usual. The girl had 
gone on about her work downstairs. 

There were no sounds. He hadn't 
rung the bell on the table beside him. 

It was p=rhaps an hour after that 
that the maid returned and found he 
was dead. 

Miss Wiggenhorn paused again 
and Susan waited. There was noth· 
ing, certainly, in the recital so far to 
suggest the thing that Miss Wiggen· 
born had implied and then d<.":nied. 

"But you �." said Miriam Wig· 
genhorn. "He died in great pain and 

struggle." 
"Struggle!" said Susan sharply. 
"The pillows were tossed about, 

his clothing disheveled, there were 
- marks on his throat." 

It was very still. In the stillness 
someone walked heavily across the 
floor above and stopped. 

"The doctor said it was all right. 
That with that particular trouble he 
was likely to gasp for br<.':ath at the 
last. He signed a certificate at once. 
Mind you, Miss Dar<.':, I'm not saying 
there was murder done." 

"Whom do you suspect?" said 
Susan bluntly. 

Miriam Wiggenhorn did not reply 
directly. Instead she put down her 
embroid<.":ry with an air of decision 
and turned to face Susan. 

"I only want you to stay here for a 
few days. To consider the thing. I 
want him to have died naturally, of 
course. But I cannot forget the 
look of things. The marks on h� 
throat. The doctor says he made 
them himself- clutching - you 
sed - for air. I don't susp=ct any· 
one. There is no one to susp<.":Ct. 
Durrie and I. A cook who has been 
with us for years. A maid who is 
too stupid in the first plaC<.":; and has 
no motive." · ·· ··  

"The nurse?" 
"The nurse was devoted to her 

patient. And he to her. She is a 
sweet, charming young woman. fu 
you will see." 



"Did anyone profit directly by 
your uncle's death?" 

"You mean money and property? 
Yes, of course. He left his property 
and money - all his possessions, 
equally divided between Durrie and 
me. We were like children to him. 
He was only a moderately wealthy 
man. His will permits us to live on in 
exactly the same manner. There's no 
motive at all." 

"But still you feel he was mur
dered?" 

"I fed that I want to be sure he 
was not. That is aU." 

There were footsteps overhead 
again and then someone was run
ning down the stairway in the 
hall beyond. Miss Wiggenhorn said: 
"There's Durrie now." 

"Do they - your family - know 
why I am herd" asked Susan. 

"Oh, yes," said Miriam Wiggen
horn readily, and Durrie entered 
the room. 

He was certainly much younger 
than his sister; young and slender 
with light-brown hair that had a crisp 
wave which any woman might have 
envied, light gray-blue eyes and a 
handsome profile which just escaped 
being pretty. He looked Susan over 
from under thick blond eyelashes 
and said, "How do you do," shortly. 

"Rosina's out for a walk," said 
Miriam. "Were you looking for 
her?" 

"No," he said quickly. "Not at all. 
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That is - have you seen the book l 
was reading?" 

"What book?" asked Miriam. In 
the midst of the little distraction of 
explaining and searching Durrie 
looked up. "You write, don't you, 
Miss Dare?" 

"Yes," said Susan prepared to be 
modest. It wasn't necessary. He said 
"Humph" with definite disfavor, 
took up a book from another table 
and went away. 

"Dinner's at seven," said Miss 
Wiggenhorn. "I'll take you to your 

Left to herself in an unaired guest 
room, Susan sat down and surveyed 
the worn red roses of a Brussels 
carpet blankly. 

Marks on a dead man's throat. A 
doctor's certificate. No motives. 
No murder. Yet she was there. 

She rose and went to the window. 
Nottingham lace curtains did not 
obscure the depressing view of a bare, 
cold March garden. As she looked, 
however, a woman came into view, 
walking with her head bent against 
the wind. She wore a dark cape 
which, when the wind blew, showed 
glimpses of a scarlet lining, and 
paused at a fountain as if waiting for 
something - paused and looked up 
suddenly at the house. Despite the 
gathering gloom Susan could see the 
outline of her face; a darkly beauti
ful face with a rich, full mouth. 
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Rosina, that would be. The nurse. A 
sweet and charming young woman, 
Miriam had said. 

Quite suddenly another figure was 
beside the nurse, coming swiftly 
from some shrub-masked path. It 
was Dorrie, with no hat on and the 
collar of his coat turned up around 
his ears. He spoke to the woman 
briefly, they both turned to look di
rectly upward at Susan's window and 
almost immediately moved away. 
They couldn't have sem her, of 
course; there was no light in her 
room. She pulled down the shade, 
and rang briskly for the maid. 

Miss \Viggenhorn had said, leav
ing her, to question and explore as 
she liked. 

And the little maid, Susan thought, 
had been prepared, for she answered 
her questions directly and fully and 
eyed her with a timorous look. 

It was all exactly as Miss Wiggen
horn bad already told her. The 
maid had beard Mr. Wiggenhom 
call her, had entered the room and 
handed him his smelling salts. 

"But didn't you think that per
haps he was having or about to have 
an auack?" 

The maid hadn't. "He always 
liked to have things near him; his 
books, his spectacles; a glass of water; 
his smelling salts. I never thought 
anything about it." 

"What did you do then?" 
"I asked if there was anything 

else. The water glass was empty and 
he said to fill it and I did." 

"Who found him? I mea'n after he 
was dead." 

The girl's face paled a little but 
her eyes did not blink. 

"I did. Orudful, he looked. 
Everything was tossed about. Glass 
on the floor. Books - bot de with all 
the smelling salts spilled out of it. It 
looked as if he'd grabbed hold of 
the table cover and just jerked the 
whole thing off at once. He must 
have struggled - for a moment or 
two. I didn't hear anything at all. 
But then we'd shut the doors 
everywhere." 

''Why? Was that customary?" 
"I mean the doors to the back 

part of the house. Miss Miriam was 
making pickled peaches in the kitchen 
and the smell was all over the house. 
You know - vinegar and spices. So 
strong it was sort of sickening. The 
nurse said to shut the door of his 
bedroom.'' 

"The nurse? What is her name?" 
"Miss Hunt. Miss Rosina Hunt." 
There was certainly something the; 

girl wanted to tell - her plump face 
was bursting with it. 

"I suppose Miss Hunt will be 
leaving soon?" 

"She can't leave toosoon,"said the 
girl. "Not that she's not treated me 
well enough. But she's too bossy." 

''Bossy?" 
''Snappy - as if she owned the 



place. And stubborn! Even with 
Miss Miriam. After all, it's Miss 
Miriam's house. Hers and Mr. 
Durrie's." 

"Mr. Durrie is not married?" 
"No, ma'am. Not him. Though he 

was engaged to be married once. 
But it didn't last long." 

Susan said abruptly: "Will you 
show me the room in which Mr. 
Wiggenhorn died, please.'' 

But at the end of a good half hour 
spent in that chilly, huge bedroom 
Susan was little wiser than when she 
had entered it. 

In the hall she met Miriam Wig-
genhorn. 

"Oh, you've been in his room?" 
"Yes." 
"That was right-John Van Du· 

sen will be here to dinner. If there's 
anything -" 

"There's nothing," said Susan, 
"yet." 

Dinner. So she was to see the 
lawyer who had suggested sending 
for her. And the nurse would be 
there too. Rosina. 

Miriam, now in cherry silk, was 
in the drawing·room when, half an 
hour later, Susan went down. With 
her was the lawyer, John Van Dusen, 
a spare, gray little man of fifty or 
so, who lifted his eyebrows, bowed 
to Susan and looked as if he were 
stuffed with sawdust. 

And almost immediately Durrie 
came into the room, and then the 
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nurse. And if the lawyer looked as if 
he were stuffed with sawdust, then 
the nurse looked as if she were 
charged with some high explosive. 
But she kept her beautiful dark eyes 
lowered and her red, rich mouth 
silent. 

The dining room was dimly 
lighted. The food was very rich and 
very heavy and there was no oonver· 
sation. The lawyer talked a little of 
politics and lifted his eyebrows a 
great deal; Durrie said nothing and 
looked at the nurse; the nurse looked 
at the table cloth and Miriam looked 
at nobody and ate steadily. 

After dinner Susan had vaguely 
expected a talk with the lawyer. 
Instead they played parcheesi. Played 
it till ten o'clock. 

There was somewhere in the house 
a dock which struck on a gasping, 
breathless note not unlike Miriam's 
panting voice. When it struck ten 
John Van Ousen rose, the parcheesi 
board disappeared, the nurse mur
mured and vanished. 

"Good night, Miriam. Good night, 
Durrie. A pleasant evening. Good 
night, Miss Dare." The little lawyer 
paused and looked at Susan as if he 
had just become conscious of her 
presence. "Oh, yes," be said. ''Miss 
Dare, So good of you to come. Not 
of course that there's any- er 
reason for it. It really is absurd 
the whole idea. Miriam is aware of 
my feeling, but she insisted -" 
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"Now, John," panted Miriam 
good-naturedly, "don't blame me 
for this. And don't trip on the step 
- it's likdy to be: slippery. Go with 
him to his car, Durrie." 

Durrie obeyed. 
Miriam looke:d at Susan. 
"Well, my dear," she said expect· 

andy. "How is it going? What did 
you think of John? He's a dear old 
fellow. But timid. Very timid. 
Wouldn't admit a murder if he saw 
it with his own eyes." 

"Why is the nurse still he:re?" 
asked Susan. 

"Rosina? Oh • .  I aske:d her to stay 
on for a litde. During Uncle's long 
illness and he:r extreme devotion to 
him we became very fond of her." 

The hall door .opened and dosed 
again and they could hear Durrie 
locking it. 

"Well - how about some cake or 
sandwiches before you go to sleep. 
No? Very well. Just ring the bell if 
you do want anything." 

Susan was still shuddering when 
she reached her room; her hostess' 
interest in food was, to say the least, 
inordinate. 

And it was ubiquitous. Susan 
tossed and turned and between times 
dreame:d of enormous boxes of choc:· 
olate creams pursuing her. Once, 
quite late, a sound of some kind in 
the hall roused her so thoroughly 
that she rose aod opene:d her door 

cautiously and pe:ere:d into the 
shadows of the night-lighted hall. 
1b.ere was, however, nothing there. 

But she was still wide awake and 
tense when she heard it again. Or at 
least she heard a faint sound which 
was very like the creaking of the 
steps of a stairway. This time she 
reached the door softly and managed 
to open it without, she thought, be
ing detected. And her care had its 
r.e:ward for she saw, coming very 
quiedy from the landing of the stairs, 
the nurse. Rosina. She was wearing 
something long and dark and her 
face was hidden so that Susan saw 
only her thick, smooth black hair. 
But as she passed under the light she 
turned suddenly and cast a sharp 
strange look at Miriam Wiggenhorn's 
door. A look so strange and pale and 
fiery, so full of malevolence, that 
Susan felt queer and shaken long 
after the nurse had glided away. 

But there was no reason to suspect 
murder. She told Miriam Wiggen· 
horn that the next morning. 

She did not add that there was 
something hidden, something secret 
and ugly, going on in the house. She 
said merely that she had thus far 
found no reason to suspect murder. 

Miss Wiggenhorn took it with 
bland detachment and asked he:r, 
still blandly, to stay on a few days. 
She would wdcome proof of Keller 
Wiggenhorn's death being natural; 
she wanted Susan to have plenty of 
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time. Susan said in that case she And neither the doctor nor the 
would like to see both the lawyer lawyer yidded anything to Susan's 
and the doctor and forestalled an inquiries. Except that the lawyer 
offer on Miriam's part to have them again rather nervously puc the 
summoned. She would go to their responsibility for calling Susan upon 
offices, said Susan firmly, and Miriam Miriam's plump shoulders. 
embroidered a flower and then said In the end Susan, still with a 
Durrie would take her in his car. silent and sullen Durrie, returned to 

It was then that Susan risked a the Wiggenhorn ho� no wiser than 
direct question about the nurse. when she had left. They approached 
"I saw her last night coming very it this time along an old drive leading 
quietly up the stairway. What to a porte-cochCre at a side door. 
would she be doing on the first floor Through the shrubs Susan caught 
so late? Do you know?" glimpses of the garden, and, qg_ce, of 

"How late?" a kind of summer-house, except that 
"I don't know exactly. I suppose it was much more substantial than 

only around midnight." most summer-houses are. Dtnrie 
Miriam Wiggenhorn pondered caught her look and said: "My 

very briefly and offered a - to her studio." 
- sound explanation. ''Studio? Oh, you paint, then?" 

"I supJX>SC she had gone down to "Well, yes and no. I sort of dabble 
the kitchen for a glass of milk," she around at this and that." He hesi
said. "Or for something to eat. I rated and then said suddenly: "Look 
hope you aren't going to involve here, Miss Dare, I don't know what 
lit�le Rosina in this, Miss Dare." on earth's got into Miriam. Uncle 

"But there's only you and your wasn't murdered. \Vby, there's no 
brother and Rosina who had the one who would want to murder 
opportunity," said Susan brutally. Uncle. It's a perfectly senseless no
"That is, if you except the cook and tion. I wish - I wish you'd tell her 
housemaid." so and leave." 

"I suppose :so," said Miriam Wig· "And there were no outsiders in 
genhorn. "Well - I'll ask Durrie to the house, anyway," said Susan. 
take you to see John. And the "Except the nurse and -" 
doctor." "Rosina didn't do it! lbat's im· 

She did :so. Durrie looked sullen possible. Why, she - she - 1  tell 
but consented, and said, during the • you she couldn't have done it. She 
six-mile drive into Warrington, not •· thought the world of Uncle. And he 
one word. of her." 
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"Will Rosina b e  leaving soon?" 
"I suppose so. Just for a time. 

Until we can be married." 
"Oh -" 
"Yes." 
"Did your uncle approve of your 

engagement?" asked Susan after a 
moment. 

The reply was not what she 
expected. 

"Yes," said Dorrie. "He thought �:.� fine. Here you are, Miss 

He opened the door for her. She 
linger� to watch as he walked 
around the car which he left standing 
in the drive and disappeared in the 
direction of the summer-house. 

Susan went thoughtfully into the 
hideous drawing-room. Rosina, im
maculate in her white uniform, was 
there reading, and she lifted her fine 
eyes to give Susan one long, smolder
ing look. She was not disposed to be 
communicative. 

Yes, she had liked Mr. Wiggen
horn very much. Yes, it was too bad 
he died alone; she felt very badly 
about th.at. 

"But it takes them that w.ay. It 
can't be helped. But it wasn't 
murder," she added with sudden, 
vehement scorn. "If he was mur
dered, it was an absolutely perfect 
crime. So perfect that it fooled me 
and the doctor, and I'm not easily 
fooled." 

Susan was very thoughtful during 

a dreary, silent lunch. But it was not 
until late afternoon that, during a 
solitary, slow walk up and down the 
damp garden paths, one small phrase 
out of all the things that had been 
said to her began to emphasize Itself. 
Was dispelled and returned. Began 
to assume rather curious proportions. 
Under its insistency she finally let 
her fancy go and buil� up, with that 
as a premise, a Curious fabric of 
murder. Or rather it built itself up, 
queerly, almost instantly, with the 
most terrifying logic. 

It couldn't be. There were reasons 
why it couldn't be. 

Yet - well, who would know? 
No one. Who couJd tell her what 
she must know? Come now, Susie, 
she could hear Jim saying: let's get 
down to brass tacks. How could it 
have been done? 

The house was still quiet when at 
length she returned to it. She sum
moned the little housemaid to her 
own room again. "I want you 
to tell me again, ex.actly how you 
found Mr. Wiggenhorn." 

The girl shut her eyes and twisted 
her white apron. 

"Well, he was there on the couch. 
That's the first thing I saw, be�use 
he was all twisted - looked so 
queer, you know. Somehow I knew 
right away he was dead. I screamed 
and everybody - that is, Miss Wig� 
genhorn and cook and then the 
nurse - came running." 



"And he had pulled off the cover 
of the table -" 

''Oh, yes, and everything was 
spilled. Glass and water and -" 

"Did you straighten the room?" 
"Yes, ma'am. Right away. While 

Miss Wiggenhorn was telephoning 
for the doctor." 

"What did you pick up?" 
The girl's eyes opened widely. 

"Why, the - empty water glass. 
The bottle of smelling salts -" 

'�Was it open? I mean had Mr. 
Wiggenhorn used it?" 

"Oh, yes, the stopper was out and 
it had fallen on its side," 

"Then you gathered up the 
crystals of salts that had fallen 
out?" 

"No, ma'am," said the girl. "The 
bottle must have been empty. There 
wasn't anything in it at all. Except a 
sort of mist -'' 

"Mist!" said Susan violently. 
"Well - steam . .fu if it had had 

hot water in it - you know. Only 
the bottle was empty." 

"I �." said Susan after a mo
ment. "What did you do with it?" 

"Why, I - I put it on the table. 
And straightened up the table and 
wiped up the water that had spilled 
from the glass -" 

"Wait. There was nothing in the 
glass?" 

"No, ma'am. It had fallen on its 
side too. I took it and washed it and 
put it back on the table." 
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She waited for further questions. 

Finally Susan said: "Was there any 
unusual odor in the room?" 

The girl thought and then shook 
her head decisively. "No, ma'am. I 
didn't notice anything. Not even 
smelling salts - but then, the bottle 
was empty, But we were all excited 
- everybody running around 
putting up windows." 

"Opening windows? Who?" 
But she didn't know exactly. 

"Besides," she said, "the smell of the 
vinegar and spices was all over the 
house. Suffocating, it was." 

"It must have bttn. Did you 
replace the stopper in the smelling· 
salts bottle?" 

She was dubious. Then remem· 
bered: "Yes. When I cleaned the 
room the next day. It had rolled 
under the couch." 

"Do you clean Mr. Durrie's 
studio?" asked Susan abrupdy. 

"Oh, no," said the girl. "He's got 
bottles and glass things in there. 
And he won't let me dean it. Miss 
Miriam does it. Only Miss Miriam 
and the nurse are allowed to go into 
the studio. And if you want smells," 
she added with vehemence, "that's 
the place to get them. He says it's 
chemical experiments. Me and the 
cook think it's dreadful." 

"Oh," said Susan. I've got to go, 
thought Susan, blindly. I've got to 
leave. I've got to get out of here now. 
At once. Will they try to stop me? 
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And I have no proof. 
The girl was looking worried. 
"What's the matter, miss? Have I 

done anything wrong?" 
"No, no," said Susan sharply. 

"It's all right. Do your parents live 
near here?" 

"Two miles away." 
"You'd better go to them at 

once. Walk. Make sorrie excuse. 
Don't tell anyone you have talked 
to me. But go." 

"G-go" - stammered the girl 
looking frightened. "Now?" 

Somehow, tersdy, Susan con· 
vinced her and watched her scuttle 
anxiously downstairs. (Besides she 
would be a valuable witness.) And 
still there was no proof. And no time 
to be lost. 

The house was silent all around 
her. The hall empty, but shadowy 
and narrow. Which was Rosina's 
room? 

She found it after opening doors 
to several cold, darkened bedrooms. 
The nurse's red-lined cape was across 
a chair. Her books on a table: powder 
and creams and bottles quite evi
dently belonging to the nurse and 
not to Miriam, on the dressing 
table. In an adjoining bathroom were 
other things: a bathing cap, bath 
salts, sponge. toothpaste. She was 
exploring a large jar of bath powder 
with a cautious forefinger when there 
was a small rustle and Rosina herself 
stood in the doorway, eyes blazing. 

'"What are you doing in my 
things?" 

"Searching," said Susan with false 
airiness. 

"Searching! What for? I've noth· 
ing to conceal. I wish you'd get out 
of here." 

"Nothing," said Susan, "would 
suit me better. Look here, when are 
you planning to be married?" 

Rosina blinked. 
"I don't know. Next summer. 

Why/" 
"Why not immediately?" , 
"\Vby, I - we haven't -" 
"Is there anything to prevent an 

immediate marriage?" 
"Why - no! Certainly not!" 
"Could you be married next 

week?" 
"Y·yes. Yes, of course." 
"Tomorrow?" 
"Yes." 
Susan permitted herself to look 

incredulous. "Are you sure?" she 
said very softly. 

For a long moment the nurse's 
fine black eyes blazed into Susan's. 
Then she said furiously: 

"Certainly. It's no affair of yours, 
but you might like to know, since 
you are so officious, that that is 
exactly what I'm going to do. I shall 
be married, Miss Snoopy Dare, 
tomorrow." 

They stepped out into the hall and 
Rosina banged her door and, furious, 
went downstairs. Susan waited and 



then returned once more to the 
same room. 

She looked around it again. There 
were remarkably few places of 
concealment. None, indeed, except 
the old-fashioned mahogany ward· 
robe. She looked at it with disfavor, 
but finally opened one of the heavy 
mirrored doors and stepped up into 
it. The few dresses offered little 
concealment. And there was only one 
way out. And Jim had said something 
about danger. But she didn't think 
of all that until she had settled her-
self to wait. 

Not an easy wait. For the space 
was narrow and cramped, the air not 
too good in spite of the small opening 
she had left to enable her to see into 
the room, and a sense of danger, like 
a small red signal, beclme more and 
more marked. Danger in that 
muffled, orderly house. Danger 
danger. 

Minutes dragged on and Susan's 
muscles were numb and cramped. 
Suppose no one came. Suppose 
Rosina had decided on another 
course. But she wouldn't. And they 
knew, too, that Susan's own depar
ture was imminent. Susan's eyes 
were blurred from staring too long 
and too fixedly at that crack of 
light. She closed them wearily. 

And it was then that someone 
entered the room. Entered it so 
stealthily, so furtively that · SUS2n 
felt only the faint jar of footsteps on 
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the old floor. 
Her heart pounded in her throat 

and her eyes were glued again to that 
crack. 

And too late she realized that the 
wardrobe itself might be the ob· 
jective. 

Suppose the door should suddenly, 
silently open - suppose the very 
torrent of her thoughts betrayed, 
telepathically, her hiding place. 
Suppose - something passed across 
Susan's range of vision and obscured 
for an inst:mt that crack of lighr. 

Obscured it. And then was gone 
as silently, as swiftly, as it had come. 
But not too swiftly for recognition. 

It was a long ten minutes before 
Susan dared move and open the 
door and, cautiously, emerge from 
her hiding place. 

It was not difficult to find what 
she sought. The pungent odor of 
bath salts guided her. The jar was 
dosed again, but it had been opened 
and disturbed. 

She was cautious, too, in returning 
to her own room. 

Now then, to get away. At once. 
Without fail. 

Would they let her le:lve? She 
tossed her things in her bag and 
dosed it ;  put on her coat. Knotted 
a ye\low scarf with trembling hands 
and puHed her small brown hat at a 
jaunty angle over her light-brown 
hair. She looked pale and frightened. 
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And was. But  they had told her to  
go;  at least Durrie had. 

On the S£airway she could hear 
their voices coming from the draw� 
ing·room. 

Susan braced hersdf and entered. 
And she need not have braced her· 

self for it was all very simple and 
easy. They agreed that if Miss Dare 
felt that she could do no more and 
wished to go, she must go. They 
were very grateful to her. Her advice 
had rdieved them greatly (this only 
from Miriam). · 

It was all very easy and very 
simple. Except that she didn't leave. 

For romething was wrong with the 
car. 

" Wrong wiJh the car?" panted 
Miriam. "Why, you were driving it 
only this morning." 

"I know," said Durrie sulkily. 
"The thing won't start. I don't know 
what's wrong. You'll have to wait 
till morning, I guess, Miss Dare. 
There's only one night train in to 
Chicago. It leaves at six." 

"A taxi" - said Susan with stiff 
lips. 

"Too late," said Dorrie, looking at 
his watch. "h's five· thirty now and 
the roads are a fright. You can't 
possibly make it." 

Miriam looked up from her 
embroidery hoops. "It looks as if 
you'll have to spend another night 
with us, Miss Dare. We are very 
happy, indeed, to have you." 

Susan's bag dropped and her heart 
with it. She had a sudden, sharp pang 
of longing for Jim. "Very well," she 
said after a moment. "But - a 
theatre engagement - 1'11 tele· 
phone-" 

There was an instant of complete 
silence. Then Miriam said, panting: 
"Show her the telephone, Dorrie. 
It's there in the hall, Miss Dare." 

They were listening, all of them, 
while she called Chicago and then a 
familiar number. But Jim was not 
there. "Will you give him a message, 
please," Susan said. "Tell him Miss 
Dare can't keep her engagement for 
the theatre tonight. That she's" 
she hesitated and then made curious 
use of a conventional phrase. "Tell 
him," she said, "that she's unavoid
ably detained." 

But if they thought the use 
curious they did not say so. 

Jim would understand her me?:· 
sage; they had had no theatre 
engagement. But there was no wa,y 
of knowing when he would return 
and find it. 

· 

Was there anything really wrong 
with the car? And what would they 
say when they discovered that the 
little housemaid had gone home? 

They said nothing of it. Nothini; 
at aU. The cook, enormous in 'a 
white apron, served the meal. What 
did they know? Somehow Susan 
managed to get food past a strictuie 
in her throat. 



Later they played parcheesi again. 
"Tired, Miss Dare?" said Rosina 

once when Susan had glanced 
surreptitiously at her watch. And 
Miriam, holding dice io her fat, 
ringed hand, said: 

"Are you perfectly sure you have 
nothing to tell us, Miss Dare? Your 
view of Uncle's death, I mean? Does 
it coincide in every way with what 
we know of it?" 

Susan had to speak without hesi
tation. "I'm afraid I've discovered 
nothing that wasn't already known. 
But I'll think it over carefully; some
times it takes a litde while for things 
to become dear in one's mind." 

Miriam tossed the dice and Durrie 
took his turn. He said calmly: "Is 
that why you sent the girl away?" 

The question fell into absolute 
�ilence. Long afterwards Susan was 
to remember the way Rosina's 
strong, wide, white hand closed upon 
_the dice and held them rigidly. And 
her own swift, queer recollection of 
the empty room upstairs. The room 
where a kind old man had been 
.cruelly murdered. 
� She couldn't have spoken. And 
Durrie, all at once white and strange, 
cried: "You thought you'd fasten it 
on Rosina. But she didn't kill him. �'

he -" 
. 1 "Duni�," said Mi�iam, "Don't 
you kpow Jhat only Rosma could have 
{ion� iJ." 
' Durrie leaped to his fed. Rosina 
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did not move and neither did 
Miriam. 

And in the silence they all heard 
the sudden squealing of the brakes 
of an automobile at the side of the 
house. 

"Jim," thought Susan. "Oh, let it 
be Jim -" 

It was. Durrie went to the door 
and let him in. He gave one look at 
Susan and said very pleasantly that 
be' d come to take her home. 

There was a bad moment when 
Miriam Wiggenhorn raised an ob
jection. 

"But you have only begun the in
vestigation, Miss Dare. This is most 
distressing-most inconclusive-'' 

Jim said crisply: "Miss Dare will 
put any evidence she has into your 
bands in due form -" 

It puzzled them a little. And in the 
instant of perplexity Jim thrust 
Susan out the door and dosed it 
smartly behind them. 

The engine of his car was running. 
Thirty seconds later they bad turned 
into the public road and the Wiggen
horn house was a dark, brooding 
bulk behind them. "Him," said 
Susan shakily. 

"Scared?" 
"Terrified -" 
His profile looked forbidding. He 

said grimly: "I got your message . 
Drove like hell. What have you been 
stirring up?" 

"Oh," said Susan. "A man was 
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murdered, and I know who killed 
him. Can you remember chemistry?" 

The car swerved, recovered, and 
Jim muttered. Susan wem on: 

"What was the name of that gas 
that's so dangerous? To breathe, I 
mean. It's heavier than air and if 
left open passes into the air. And 
when you transfer it from one 
container to another you have to be 
so careful not to breathe it- it 
burns the lungs or something." 

"Wait a minute. Let me pull 
myself together." He lighted a 
cigarette and thought for a moment. 
"I know- you can see the fumes 
above 'the test tube. Otherwise you 
can't detect its presence except by 
smell. And if the tube is on its side 
all the gas escapes imo the air. I'll 
remember it in a minute- hy· 
drogen-" 

"Hydrogen chloride," said Susan. 
"Somebody die of it?" 
"I think so," said Susan. "I'm 

sure - but somebody else can do the 
proving. I won't. They'll have to 
start with an autopsy." 

Jim said: "Begin at the beginning." 
Susan did. It took a long rime 

and Jim said nothing till she had 
finished. 

Then he said: "I begin to see the 
outline. Rich old man subject to 
heart attacks, likely to die of one, 
but doesn't. Somebody wants him to 
die at once. Hydrogen chloride is 
intrcxiuced into a smelling·sahs bot· 

tie; bottle is green and thus no one is 
likely to perceive its apparent empti· 
ness or its actual content. Maid 
hands man smelling salts, when he is 
alone. He gets a good big sniff of it 
before he can stop himself- that's 
bad, Susan. Think of the horrible 
pain- the shock- he dies really of 
the shock; his heart can't stand it. 
Ordinarily I think a person might 
live for some hours, or even days, and 
be conscious. But the murderer 
counted on that bad heart and won. 
It looks like a natural death. Anyway 
it is a successful murder. Durrie has 
a studio where he seems to do chemi· 
cal experiments. The nurse would 
know something of chemistry. But 
the murder would have been perfect 
if Miriam hadn't suspected some· 
thing. Which one did it?" 

"It's funny," said Susan, "that 
you used the word a perfect murder. 
That very word is what started me 
thinking. Perfect. Too perfect!" 

"Huh," said Jim with vehemence. 
"Too perfect. No one suspected it 

was murder. And that was th� 
motive, you see. Murder had to be 
suspected." 

"Murder had to be -- sorry, Susie, 
but I don't see." 

"All right. Look at this. Durrie is 
in love with the nurse; wants tO 
marry her. His uncle didn't objm: 
And there was no motive at all, 
remember, for murder- no money 
motive. No question of thwarted 



love. No motive at all except -
except that Rosina was a very wilful 
young woman - and Miriam, no 
less wilful. hated her." 

"But Miriam approved the mar� 
nage 

"Oh, did she!" said Susan. "Then 
'vhy were Rosina and Durrie obliged 
to steal meetings. In the garden at 
dusk. At midnight." 

"How do you know Rosina had 
gone downstairs to see Durrie?" 

"I didn't. But it's a good reason. 
Name a better one." 

"Suppose she did," conceded Jim. 
"What then?" 

"Miriam had ruled that house and 
Durrie in the smallest detail for 
years. She loved her rule - a previ· 
ous engagement of Dorrie's had been 
rpysteriously broken off. The uncle 
was about to die anyway; here was a 
P;Crfect plan to get rid of Rosina." 

"Do you mean Miriam murdered 
the old man? But that doesn't make 
�nse. She didn't gain by it." 

, "She did, Jim, if she could make 
Durrie think, in his heart, that it was 
murder. And that the newcomer, the 
nurse, was the only one who could 
have done it." 

?i "You can't prove this, Susan, it's 
lJlere theory. How do you know it 
was Miriamr• 
, "You've said it yourself, Jim 

t.here's a French term, pastiche. It 
fneans a counterfeit, an inartistic 
addition to an otherwise perfeet 
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work of art. Well. the murder was 
perfect. It waJ too perftct. No one 
suspected it was murder. So Miriam 
had failed. Had failed unless she 
could get someone - someone with· 
out official standing - like me - to 
look into it; perhaps to discover some 
little thing, not too much (she was 
w:ry sure of herself); hut enough to 
make Durrie think it might haw ban 
murda. And that if it was murder, 
only Rosina could have done it. She 
didn't know exactly how much she 
could trust me to see or not to see. I 
think she meant to watch - to - to 
gauge - me. If necessary to intra· 
duce a little evidence against the 
nurse, as she did. It's queer; her very 
words of praise for Rosina made me 
suspect the nurse. At first. She's very 
clever - Miriam Wiggenhorn." 

"Then the housemaid was in 
danger from her -" 

"The housemaid is a very valuable 
witness. And Miriam might have 
discovered that l had something of 
the true story from her. The real 
story. It wasn't 

•
just accident that 

Miriam was pickling peaches that 
afternoon, filling the house with a 
smell of vinegar that would mask 
any other smell. This isn't the season 
for putting up fruit. She had to 
pickle canned fruit. Besides there 
was the inartistic addition -" 

"You mean her calling you and 
talking of murder when nobody had susp�cud it was murtkrshows that she 
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thought of  murder when, if  she were 
innocent, she would have had no 
reason to suspect it. And that for 
some reason she was determined to 
suggest that it was murder." 

"To suggest it anyway. The per· 
feet murder, except for the inartistic 
addition. Postichc. And I," .said 
Susan, "am it." 

"But" � Jim paused and said in a 
helpless way: "All this is very nice. 
But angel, it's only theory. It isn't a 
bad idea, you know, to have proof." 

"Oh, yes � proof. It's in my bag. 
Wrapped in a handkerchief and 
mixed with bath salts. But idemifi· 
able."

' 

"Whad" 
''Smelling salts. When she emptied 

the botlie she kept the salts in case 
her investigation should need a little 
steering. Rosiru�, you see, has a fine 
temper. When I hinted there was 
something preventing their marriage 
as if I w-=:re suspicious about it, she 
flounced down to tdl Durrie and 
Miriam that she �vanted it to take 

plac-=: at once. Durrie agreed, of 
course. Rosina had much the 
stronger will. Miriam agreed, too 
and came suaight upstairs to plant 
the clue. Nobody in the house ever 
used smelling salts but Keller Wig
genhorn." 

"Framing her." 
"Exactly. I suppose she would 

have tried something more open, 
given time." 

"How did you know it was 
Miriam?" 

"Saw her." 
"From where?" demanded Jim. 
"N·never mind," said Susan in a 

small voice. 
Jim stopped the car and looked at 

her intently. But when he sp:>ke it 
was with an air of preoccupation. 
"There's guilt in your voice," he 
said absently. "'But we'll skip it. Do 
you know, I have a queer sort of 
impulse. I'd like to �" 

"To what?" 
"To kiss you," said Jim unex· 

pcctcdly, and did so. 
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tie tables against the wall. 
- "This place is famous for its food," (be other man, who was acting as 

host, remarked as they sat down, un� 
furled their napkins. "Ever been 
here before?" 

Morrow looked around him un� 
certainly. "Restaurant Robert," he 
murmured. "Wait a minute, I re
member this place! Before my re
tirement from Homicide we once 
traced a murderer as far as here 
a_nd then we lost him again. Remind 
me to tell you about it after we've 
ordered." He took up his bill-of-fare, 
studied it a moment or two. "You 
come here a lot - what's good?" 

"Try one of Robert's famous rab· 
bit-stews," the other man suggested. 
"They're made separately for each 
customer, in little individual earth· 
enware casseroles. It's Robert's own 
secret recipe, he won't share it with 
anyone." 

"Sounds good to me," acquiesced 
Morrow. 

"Two," said his companion to the 
waiter. "And tell Robert I have a 
new customer with me tonight." He 
turned to Morrow. "1bat'll bring 
him out in person at the end of the 
meal, to hear you praise his efforts -
it always does. He's as proud as a kid 
of these rabbit-stews of his." He 
"leaned back comfortably in his 
chair. '"It'll take a little while. Now 
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what was that story you promised to  
tell me?" 

"Oh yeah. that." Morrow helped 
himself to a piece of bread. "It's a 
good five years ago now. We found a 
man murdered one night-" 

Inspector Morrow, five years 
younger, five inches slimmer at the 
waist, climbed down the rickety 
iron steps into the basement antique· 
shop. A younger man came toward 
the entrance to grC(:t him, said 
"Hello, Inspector." 

"Hello, Fletcher. What's the good 
word so far?" 

"Well, I've got all the preliminar· 
ies over with," his subordinate said. 
"Weylin Hamilton's his name. He 
lived here alone on the premises, in 
back of the shop. It happened in the 
early part of last evening. Robbery· 
motive. He evidently kept consider· 
able money down here with him. We 
found the box he'd bidden it in 
busted open- and empty. No rda· 
tives or next of kin." 

The place was even more gro· 
tesque within than it had looked 
from the outside. Technically it 
might have been an antique-shop, 
but to Morrow's practical eye it 
looked more like a junk·shop. lt con· 
rained just about everything a per· 
son would not want, the way he fdt 
about it. A suit of Japanese armor 
loomed terrifyingly in one corner.· 
Scimitars, spears, and venerable 

flintlock pistols were affixed to the 
walls. There were squat Chinese 
buddhas, a South Sea war·drum, 
even a Turkish water-pipe coiled on 
a tabourer. 

"Look out, that's him," Fletcher 
warned abruptly as his superior was 
about to thrust his way between a 
couple of the overcrowded display· 
stands. Morrow recoiled, just missing 
stepping on the inert bundle on the 
Boor. 

He gestured impatiently. "Mov� 
this trash out of the way and give! 
me some room. That's better." He 
crouched down, peered attentively 
at the form lying there. "Now let's 
see what we've got here." The han· 
die of an antique Florentine dagger, 
wrapped in felt, protruded from the 
dead man's chest. ·1 

"That came down off the wall 
over there," Fletcher pointed out. 

"In other words, it wasn't pre: 
meditated. The guy didn't bring his 
own weapon with him. Hamilton 
came out of the back room, interp 
rupted the guy trying to rob him1 
and the guy snatched down the first 
thing he could lay hands on and let 
him have it." He pointed. "What'$ 
this cotton-wool doing wrappe4 
around one of his insteps?" 1 

"He was suffering with arthritis� 
the medical examiner says. Couldn't 
put one shoe on. Couldn't move 
around much, the last few weeks." 

"Then it's a cinch he couldn't 



managt: those=: breaknt:ck iron stt:ps 
outsidt:, leading up to tht: sidt:walk. 
Must havt: �n sort of maroont:d 
down ht:rt:. " Morrow got up again. 
"Now Ids St:e this box you think ht: 
kt:pt money in. " 

"I know he did; tbert:'s a tiny cor
nt:r of a dollar-bill-or maybt: it 
was a five or tt:n -got caught undt:r 
tht: back of tht: lid and torn off in tht: 
murdt:rt:r's hurry to gt:t it out. I 
guess tht: old guy had it waddt:d in 
prt:tty tightly. Ht:re it is. " 

Morrow t:yt:d tht: tiny fragment of 
paper first. "Yeah, that's Govt:rn
mt:nt-paper," ht: agrt:t:d. "You can 
St:e the blut: and red threads t:ven 
with the naked eye. " Then he 
turned to the box itself. It was of 
Oriental origin, lacquered wood on 
the outside, but lined with a thin 
shttting of copper on the inside. The 
lacquer was marred and gouged-at 
all along the seam of the lid. 

"He had a tough time opening 
this, even though it has no lock and 
key," Morrow pointed out. "You 
see, it operates by pressure; there's an 
Unnoticeable sort of bulge in tht: 
Wood. You press against that and 
th:H rdeases the lid. He didn't get 
the hang of it, must have kt:pt dig· 
ging his nail into the seam and trying 
to pry it up that way. " He took it 
over cl�r to a portable reflector 
that had been rigged up, peered at 
tht: lining. " Then it shot up sud
denly when he least expected it and 
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his finger rammed home. H e  hurt 
himself on it, too. There's a thin 
dark hair-lint: across the edge of the 
metal lining, where it peers above 
the t:dge of tht: wood casing 
blood. Just where did you find the 
box lying?" 

Fletcher took him over and 
showed him. Morrow got down and 
bt:gan to scan the floor. "Ht:re's a 
drop here. Here's another. They 
must havt: escaped before he could 
wrap something around it - "  He 
motioned imperatively to his assist· 
ant. "Gimme a piece of paper, any 
kind will do -" He scooped at 
something with it, held the paper 
out to show him. "See what this is?" 

Fletcher squinted at the little 
shell-like object. "It looks like 
like somebody's whole fingernail. " 

"It is. He lost his whole nail. It 
must have been defective to start 
with to come off that easy, but the 
metal edge of that box-lining caught 
under it and sliced it off. If it didn't 
come right off at once, he pulled it 
off himself to keep it from dangling. 
That was his mistake. It takes too 
long to grow a new nail for him to bt: 
able to cover up the loss bt:fore we've 
caught him. " He wrapped and pock· 
eted the queasy littl� memento. 

"It was somebody that paid two or 
more visits-he knew just which 
box the old man kept his cash in, out 
of all the junk in here, and made a 
bee-line for it without disturbing 
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anything else. Hamilton must have 
been incautious enough to haul it 
out once or twice in his presence." 

"That looks like Hamilton paid 
him instead of him paying Hamilton 
for something that he bought," 
Fletcher observed. 

"Let's take a look at what that in� 
side room is like." 

It was ju�t a cubbyhole with a cot 
and cupboard in it and not much 
else. Morrow glanced around with 
eyes trained not to miss little details 
that somebody else might have 
overlooked. He opened the cup
board; revealed several bottles of 
liniment and nothing else. He turned 
to Fletcher. "The medical examiner 
says he was suffering from arthritis 
lately and couldn't navigate the en
trance-steps. You say he had no 
relatives or intimate friends. Well, 
where'd he get his meals from, then? 
There's not so much as an empty 
cracker�box in sight." 

Fletcher scratched his head. "Gee, 
I never thought of-" 

"He had them sent in, that's wh:�t 
he did. From some place nearby 
where he'd been in the habit of going 
formerly, before he was incapaci
t:�ted. That means :� waiter or bus boy 
of some kind. And that's who killed 
him. lt all checks. Repeated visits 
with 2 covered tray or hamper. And 
Hamilton took money out of the box 
to pay him, instead of his paying 
Hamilton. Now we're getting some� 

where. We want a waiter with the 
nail gone from one of his fingers, who 
works at some pl2ce in the immedi
ate vicinity, within a radius of about 
three or four blocks at the most." 
He blew between his hands, ground 
them together. "It's practically 
over!" 

Andy, the junior waiter at Ro
bert's, was nervous. He stood there in 
the kitchen with his back to the 
boss, while the 12tter cut up the 
skinned rabbits that went piecemeal 
into the famous stews, six casseroles 
of which were already slowly sim
mering on the charcoal-stove. 

Robert, a great good-natured hulk 
of a Frenchman, bald as an onion 
under his chefs cap, was rambling 
on, as he had a habit of doing when
ever there was anyone in the kitchen 
to listen, no matter who. "Fanny 
thing happen this afternoon. Some 
guy he come to my door upstairs 
here in house, before restaurant is 
open, say he want to speak to me. I 
think he's policeman; you know, one 
of those kind without blue suit?" 

Andy had stopped his work of 
trimming radishes, stood listening 
intently, head bent, with the paring 
knife held motionless in one white· 
gloved hand. He didn't say any· 
thing. 

"He look at me dose, like owl. He 
say, which one of your waiters got 
sore finger, you happen to notice?" 
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Robert shrugged. "I say, how I'm 
going to tell you that? The one strict 
rule in my place is, all the men work 
for me they got to wear white cotton 
gloves, kip 'em on their hands all the 
time for to be clean and neat." 

Andy just liuened, neck rigid. 
"He say, Never mind, I find out 

for myself. Kip it under your hat, 
eh?" He gestured toward the dining� 
room door. "He sitting out there 
now, I see him when I come through. 
What you suppose is matter, eh ?" 

"I don't know," Andy said in a 
muffled voice. 

Robert wiped his hands on his 
apron. "All right, ragout they all 
ready now, just wait for to put sea
soning in. I go down basement, 
bring up (jttle spice. Kip eye on fire 
for me, eh, Andy? If she get too low, 
put on little more charcoal -'' He 
opened the cellar-door that led down 
to the supply-room, waddled clum
sily out of sight down the steps. 

Andy swallowed hard, as though 
·he had a lump in his throat. He 
turned and eyed the redly-glowing 
charcoal-range. He went over to the 
sack of fuel slumped in a corner, 
scooped out a trowdful, carried it to 
'the stove, crouched down and 
spaded it in. Then he looked around 
across his shoulder. He was alone in 
the kitchen at the moment, and such 
moments were likely to be few and 
far-between as the dinner-hour got 
under way. 

He unpinned something from the 
inside of his shirt. With furtive, 
trembling, white-gloved fingers he 
tore it across once, twice. He flung 
the pieces in on top of the flame
licked charcoal. One fragment es
caped him in the draught, fell to the 
floor, lay there for a moment. The 
numeral "2o" was engraved on it, in 
green and white, with red and blue 
threads veining the paper. He re� 
trieved it, sent it in after the other 
pieces. Then he closed the stove
flap. His face had been gray even in 
the ruddy glow beating against it. 

He jumped furtively back to the 
work-table, just as the swing-door 
flapped open and one of his fellow· 
workers came bustling in. The latter 
loaded a tray without glancing at 
Andy, hoisted it to his shoulder, 
swung out again into the dining· 
room. 

Andy went after him, but only as 
far as the door. He steadied it with 
one hand, peered cautiously out 
through the glass inset near the top. 
There was a sprinkling of early-ar
rivals already in the outer room. 
Most of them were habituCs, he 
knew their faces. All but one. There 
was a man sitting by himself at a 
table against the far wall. He'd never 
been in the place before. Andy was 
sure of it. He didn't act hungry, he 
was ignoring the bill-of-fare. A 
waiter came over to take his order 
and the man said something to him. 
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The waiter looked surprised, hesi· 
tated momentarily. The man re· 
peated what he had said in a tight· 
lipped way that brooked no argu· 
ment. Then Andy saw the waiter 
slowly strip off first one glove, then 
the other, poise his hands for in
spection, palms down. The man 
nodded curtly and the waiter slowly 
began to draw his gloves on again. 

Andy didn't wait to sec any more. 
He left the door·panc, fled swiftly 
across the kitchen toward the op
posite door that gave onto the out· 
side alley, stripping off his apron and 
flinging. it behind him as he went. He 
pushed the door open, then drew up 
short. There was the motionless 
figure of a man outlined at the alley· 
mouth against the street-light be· 
yond. He was just standing there 
waiting, effectively blocking all 
egress. There was no other way out 
but past him - in the other direc
tion the alley came to a dead end. 

Andy turned, floundered strick· 
enly back into the kitchen again. He 
looked around him with agonized 
helplessness. Robert's slow, heavy 
tread was starting up the basement· 
steps from below. 

He had a minute left. It ended. 
He was standing there, bent for

ward over the work-table, face 
ghastly white, when Robert came 
lumbering up into sight a minute 
later. Robert gave him a sudden, 
startled look. "What's matter, you 

sick? You got pain in stomach?" 
"Boss, you'll have to let me go 

home for tonight," -Andy whispered 
weakly. "l can't work any more." 
There was sweat on his forehead. 

Another waiter came barging in. 
"One rabbit-stew for the rich dame 
at number four table!" 

Robert was a considerate boss. 
"All right, Andy, you go," he con· 
sented. "You no look g<XXI, that's a 
fact. You take over his tables for him 
tonight, George -" 

Andy's face was still deathly-pale, 
but calm and untroubll!'d now, when 
he tottered out to the alley-mouth a 
moment later. The man standing 
there promptly reached out, pinned 
him fast. "Just a minute, brother, 
let's have a look at your hands." 

Andy obeyed without demur. He 
held them out, shakily, palms down
ward. They were ungloved. The 
index-finger of the right hand was a 
sodden, topheavy funnel of tele
scoped gauze-bandaging. 

"Take that off," growled the man. 
Andy didn't have to. He just gave 

his hand a slight downward hitch 
and the saturated dressing fiew off of 
its own weight. There was nothing to 
hold it, nothing under it, just a gory 
space between the thumb and the 
middle finger. 

"It was him all right, eh?" Mor
row's friend asked absorbedly. 

"Sure it was him," Morrow 



scowled. ''But knowing a thing is 
one thing, proving it another. He'd 
worn his white service-gloves when 
he'd carted the tray over, so that did 
away with all hope of prints. The 
pair of gloves that had become 
bloody, he probably destroyed. He 
admitted he'd taken quite a few 
meals over to Hamilton, but so had 
all the others. Hamilton had been 
seen alive after he citlled for and re
moved the tray that last night. The 
question was, which of them had 
sneaked back after the tray had been 
taken away, to rob the old man? We 
had to have that finger! 

"I raised holy hell with them when 
they brought him in to me. 'You 
numbskulls, get that finger!' I hol
lered at them. 'That's almost more 
important than he is!' 

"We jumped right back to the 
place, all of us. Inside of ten minutes 
after it happened, we were on the 
job turning the premises inside out. 
We put out the fire then and there, 
raked through the half-burned char
coal. We stopped the garbage before 
it had had a chance to go out, went 
through it with a fine-comb. We 
emptied out all the flour-bins and 
containers and whatnot they had 
around, we made a wreck out of that 
place. But thefingerneverturned up. 

"H� claimed it was an accident, of 
course. The knife had slipped and 
taken it clean off. He. claimed he'd 
fainted with the shock, and was in 
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too much pain when he came to to 
notice what had become of it. 

"We t2gged him for days after 
that, but it didn't do any good. We 
never found the money on him, nor 
any evidence that he'd spent it. We 
couldn't shake his alibi for the par
ticular time the crime had taken 
place. He'd outsmarted us. We knew 
he was the guy. But without that 
nailless finger we couldn't prove it. 

"It still burns me up, even at this 
late day, to think of it. It spoiled 
what would have otherwise been a 
hundred-per-cent perfect record for 
me. I still can't figure out what be
came of it, what he did to make it 
disappear so fast - and thoroughly." 

"Here comes Robert, as I warned 
you, to find out how you liked his 
specialty," his friend remarked. 

"Say, that rabbit-stew was great," 
Morrow complimented the old chef. 
"I never tasted anything to beat it !" 

"You like, eh?" Robert's chest 
puffed out like a pouter-pigeon's. "I 
never had a complaint yet, in over 
twenty years' -" He corrected him
self conscientiously. "Just once, I re
member now. One night fussy rich 
lady, who used to come regular, she 
send for me. This long time ago, we 
have a little trouble in kitchen that 
night. I get maybe a little excited. 

"She say, 'Robert, are you sure 
that was all rabbit? I may be wrong, 
but the flavor at times seemed to 
vary a little-' " 
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C O R O N E R ' S  I N Q U E S T  

by MARC CONNELLY 

' 'Wa�;����u�V��::�:d.'' 
"Where do you live?" 
"A hundred and eighty-five West 

Fifty-fifth Street.'' 
"What is your business?" 
"I'm stage manager for Hello, 

America." 
"You were the employer of James 

Dawle?" 
"In a way. We both worked for 

Mr. Bender, the producer, but I 
luve charge backstage." : :Did y�u

.
�ow Theodore Robel?" 

Yes, su. 
"Was be in your company, too?" 
"No, sir. I met him when we 

started rehearsals. That was about 
three months ago, in June. We �nt 
out a call for midgets and he and 

•' 

Jimmy showed up together, with a 
lot of others. Robel was too big for 
us. I didn't see him again until we 
broke into their room Tuesday." 

"You discovered their bodies?" 
"Yes, sir. Mrs. Pike, there. was 

with me." 
"You found them both dead?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"How did you happen to be over 

in Jersey City?" 
"Well, I'd called up his house at 

curtain time Monday night when I 
found Jimmy hadn't shown up for 
the performance. Mrs. Pike told me 
they were both out, and I asked her 
to have either Jimmy or Robel call 
me wh� they came in. Then Mrs. 
Pike called me Tuesday morning and 
said she tried to get into the room 
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but she'd found the door was bolted. 
She said all her other roomers were 
out and she was alone and scared. 

"I'd kind of suspected something 
might be wrong. So I said to wait and 
I'd come over. Then I took the tube 
over and got there about noon. Then 
we went up and I broke down the 
door." 

"Did you see this knife there?" 
"Yes, sir. It was on the floor, about 

a foot from Jimmy." 
"You say you suspected something 

was wrong. What do you mean by 
that?" 

"I mean I felt something might 
have happened to Jimmy. Nothing 
like this, of course. But I knew he'd 
been feeling very depressed lately, 
and I knew Robel wasn't helping to 
cheer him up any." 

"You mean that they had had 
quarrels?'' 

"No, sir. They just both had the 
blues. Robel had had them for a long 
time. Robel was Jimmy's brother-in
law. He'd married Jimmy's sister 
she was a midget, too - about five 
years ago, but she died a year or so 
later. Jimmy had �n living with 
them and after the sister died he and 
Robel took a room in Mrs. Pike's 
house together." 

"How did you learn this?'' 
"Jimmy and I were pretty friendly 

at the theater. He was a nice little 
fellow and seemed grateful that I'd 
given him his job. We'd-only needed 

one midget for an Oriental scene in 
the second act and the agencies had 
sent about fifteen. Mr. Gehring, the 
director, told me to pick one of them 
as he was busy and I picked Jimmy 
because he was the littlest. 

''After I got to know him he told 
me how glad be was I'd given him 
the job. He hadn't worked for 
nearly a year. He wasn't little enough 
to be a featured midget with circuses 
or in museums so he had to take 
whatever came along. Anyway, we 
got to be friendly and be used to tell 
me about his brother-in-law and all." 

"He never suggested that there 
might be ill-feeling between him and 
his brotber·in·law?" 

"No, sir. I don't imagine he'd ever 
bad any words at all with Robel. As 
a matter of fact from what I could 
gather I guess Jimmy had quite a lot 
of affection for him and he certainly 
did everything he could to help him. 
Robel was a lot worse off than 
Jimmy. Robel hadn't worked for a 
couple of years and Jimmy practi
cally supported him. He used to tell 
me how Robel had been sunk ever 
since he got his late growth." 

"His what?" 
"His late growth. I heard it hap· 

pens among midgets often, but 
Jimmy told me about it first. 
Usually a midget will stay as long as 
be lives at whatever height he 
reaches when be's fourteen or fifteen, 
but every now and then one of them 
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starts growing again just  before he's 
thirty, and he can grow a foot or even 
more in a couple of years. Then he 
stops growing for good. But of course 
he don't look so much like a midget 
any more. 

"That's · what had happened to 
Robel about three years ago. Of 
course hc had trouble getting jobs 
and it hit him pretty hard. 

"From what Jimmy told me and 
from what Mrs. Pike says, I guess he 
used to talk about it all the time. 
Robel used to come over and see his 
agent in New York twice a week, but 
there was never anything for him. 
Then he'd go hack to Jersey City. 
Most of the week he lived alone 
because after the show started 
Jimmy often stayed in New York 
with a cousin or somebody that 
lived uptown. 

"Lately Robd hadn't been com� 
ing over to New York at all. But 
every Saturday night Jimmy would 
go over to - Jersey City and stay till 
Monday with him, trying to cheer 
him up. Every Sunday they'd take a 
walk and go to a movie. I guess as 
they walked along the street Robd 
realized most the difference in their 
heights. And I guess that's really 
why they're both dead now." 

"How do you mean?" 
"Well, as I told you, Jimmy would 

try to sympathize with Robel and 
cheer him up. He and Robel both 
realized that Jimmy was working 

and supporting them and that 
Jimmy would probably keep right on 
working, according to the ordinary 
breaks of the game, while Robel 
would always be too big. It simply 
preyed on Robel's mind. 

"And then three weeks ago Mon
day Jimmy thought he saw the ax 
fall. 

"I was standing outside the stage 
door - it was about seven-thirty 
and Jimmy came down the alley. 
He looked down in the mouth, which 
I thought was strange seeing that he 
usually used to come in swinging his 
little cane and looking pretty cheer
ful. 1 said, 'How arc you feeling, 
Jimmy?' and he said, 'I don't feel so 
good, Mr. Wineguard.' So I said, 
'Why, what's the matter, Jimmy?' 
I could sec there really was some� 
thing the matter with him by this 
time. 

" 'I'm getting scared,' he said, and 
I says, 'Why?' 

" 'I'm starting to grow again,' he 
says. He said it the way you'd say 
you just found out you had some 
disease that was going to kill you in 
a week. He looked like he was 
shivering. 

" 'Why, you're crazy, Jimmy,' I 
says. 'You ain't growing.' 

" 'Yes, I am,' he says. 'I'm thirty
one and it's that late growth like my 
brother�in-law has. My father had it, 
but his people had money, so it 
didn't make much difference to him. 
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It's different with me. I've got to 
k�p working.' 

"He went on like that for a while 
and then I tried to kid him out of it. 

" 'You look all right to me,' I said. 
'How tall have you been all along?' 

" 'Thirty-seven inches,' he says. 
So I s.�ys, 'Come on into the prop
room and I'll measure you.' 

"He backed away from me. 'No,' 
he says, 'I don't want to know how 
much it is.' Then he went up to the 
dressing-room before I could argue 
with him. 

"All w�k he looked awful sunk. 
When he showed up the next Mon
day evening he looked almost white. 

"I grabbed him as he was starting 
upstairs to make up. 

" 'Come on out of it/ I says. I 
thought he'd make a break and try 
to get away from me, but he didn't. 
He just sort of smiled as if I didn't 
understand. Finally he says, 'It ain't 
2ny use, Mr. Wineguard.' 

" 'Listen,' I says, 'you've been 
over with that brother-in-law of 
yours, haven't you?' He said yes, he 
had. 'Well,' I says, 'that's what's 
bothering you. From what you tell 
me about him he's talked about his 
own tough luck so much th:.1t he's 
given you the willies, too. Stay :.�;way 
from him the end of this week.' 

"He stood there for a second with
out saying anything. Then he says, 
'That wouldn't do any good. He"s all 
alone over there ·and he needs com-

pany. Anyway, it's all up with me, I 
guess. I've grown nearly two inches 
already.' 

"I looked at him. He was pretty 
pathetic, but outside of that there 
wasn't any change in him as far as I 
could see. 

"I says, 'Have you been meas
ured?' He said he hadn't. Then I 
said, 'Then how do you know? Your 
clothes fit you all right, except your 
pants, and as a mauer of fact they 
s�m a little longer.' 

" 'I fixed my suspenders and let 
them down a lot farther,' he says. 
'Besides they were always a little big 
for me.' 

" 'Let's make sure,' I says. 'I'll get 
a yard-stick and we'll make abso
lutely sure.' 

"But I guess he was too scared to 
face things. He wouldn't do it. 

"He managed to dodge me all 
week. Then, last Saturday night, I 
ran into him as I was leaving the 
theater. I asked him if he fdt any 
better. 

'"I feel all right; he says. He 
really looked scared to death. 

"That's the last time I saw him 
before I went over to Jersey City 
after Mrs. Pike phoned me Tuesday. ' '  

"Patrolman Garlitz h3s t�tified 
that the bodies were in opposite ends 
of the room when he arrived. They 
were in that position when you 
fo��.d o�n 

.. 
thc door?" 

Yes, str. 
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"The medical examiner has testi
fied that they were both deid of 
knife wounds, apparently from the 
same knife. Would you assume the 
knife h.ad fallen from Dawle's hand 
.as he fell?" 

"Yes, sir." 
"Has it been your purpose to sug

gest that both men were driven to 
despondency by a fear of lack of 
employment for Dawle, and that 
they might have committed suicide?" 

"No, sir. I don't think anything of 
the kind." 

"What do you mean�" 
"Well, when Mrs. Pike and I 

went in the room and 1 got a look at 
the knife, I said to Mrs. Pike that 
that was a funny kind of a knife fot 
them to h.ave in the room. You can 
see it's a kind of .a butcher knife. 
Then Mrs. Pike told me it was one 
that she'd missed from her kitchen a 
few wed::s before. She'd never thought 
either Robel or Jimmy had taken it. 
It struck me as funny Robel or 
Jimmy had stolen it, too. Then I put 

two and two together and found out 
what really happened. Have you got 
the little broken cane that was lying 
on the bed?" 

"Is this it�" 
"Yes, sir. Well, I'd never been 

convinced by Jimmy that he was 
really growing. So when Mrs. Pike 
told me about the knife I st.arted 
figuring. I figured that about five 
minutes before that knife came into 
play Jimmy must have found it, 
probably by accident." 

"Why by accident?" 
"Because Robel had gone a little 

crazy, I guess. He'd stolen it and kept 
it hidden from Jimmy. And when 
Jimmy found it he wondered whac 
Robel had been doing with it. Then 
Robel wouldn't tell him and Jimmy 
found out for himself. Or maybe 
Robel did tell him. Anyway, Jimmy 
looked at the cane. It was the one he 
always carried. He saw where, when 
Jimmy wasn't looking, Robel had 
been cutting little pieces off the end of 
it!" 
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T H E  G U E S T  

by CYRIL PLUNKETT 

J£Rt phoned me at Headquarters. 
Big evc=ms had been planned for 
the evening. "Joe," she said, "it's 

six o'clock. You're supposed to be 
home now. Remember?" 

"Well," I said, "I got talking to 
Harcourt -" 

"You got talking?" She laughed. 
"After all these: years? Oh darling, 
that's wonderful !" Then her voice 
softened. ''Joe, pretty low?" 

This was it, the sign-off for Detec· 
tivc= Joe Jones. In thirty-six hours it 
was going to be Prit�ate Joe Jones, 
U. S. Army. I looked around the 
office. I could see a dozen things I 
didn't like, and still -

"Lump in the throat, Joe?" 
"Big as a football," I said. 
She said, "Golly I" 

,. 

So I promised to come home. I 
replaced the phone, pushed my chair 
back. The phone rang again. Nash, 
the desk Sergeant, was calling. 

"Joe," Nash said, "is Inspector 
Harcourt around?" 

Harcourt had wished me luck and 
said goodbye and gone to dinner. 

"That's had," Nash said. "There's 
a guy out here wants to talk to 
Homicide." 

People are always wanting to talk 
to Inspector Harcourt. Harcourt is 
Homicide. He's Stokowski conduct· 
ing from a podium. He's Orson 
Wdles, director of the show, the 
producer and its star. It has become 
an axiom that press interviews begin 
with "Harcourt says -" The spor.: 
light finds him inevitably, and though 
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the cogs in the machine go round 
the public never hears of them. 

I am - I mean I was- one ofthe 
cogs. Harcourt's stooge and his sound· 
ing board, always ready with a pad, 
a pencil, and a "Yes, sir." I said to 
Nash now, "Send the guy in." By 
the time I realized I'd checked my 
badge for the duration there was a 
timid knock on the door. 

"Come in," I said. 
He opened the door. His clothes 

,.:ere too big for him by a mile. He 
blinked, a small thin man of fifty· 
five perhaps, gray-eyed, gray-haired. 

"I," he said, "am Charles Mor
gan." He had a wistful smile, an air 
of quiet resi�nation. "At least I 
think that is my name." 

I glanced at my watch, frown
ingly. It was six-ten, and Jeri had 
planned dinner for seven. 

"Last ni�ht, last evening about 
nine, I discovered this billfold in my 
pocket." He removed the billfold 
from his coot and handed it to me. 
"There were two five dollar bills 
inside - a  portion of which I have 
since used for food - a meal ticket 
for a restaurant I know nothing 
about and can't find, and the name, 
Charles Morgan, printed on the ideo· 
tification card - but no address." 

I examined the worn billfold and 
its contents. Casually. The un.in· 
spired name Bean Pot was stamped 
on the meal ticket, punched to a 
dollar and eighty-five cents. 

"I'm to understand this billfold is 
your one link to the past, Mr. 
Morgan? You've lost your memory?':: 

"With one exception, yes." .�.· 

I didn't ask the exception. I wasn't 
interested. I rose and extended the 
billfold to Charles Morgan, saying, 
"It's not Homicide you wish to see, 
Mr. Morgan -" 

He interrupted me. "On the con· 
trary," he said. "You see, the excep
tion is murder. I - I've killed a maa 
and now I can't find the body." 

I forgot about Jeri and dinner. I 
forgot about the army, the war. 
Murderers never want to find the 
body; they want to get rid of it. I 
stared at Charles Morgan and weighed 
his smile, his air of wistfulness and 
resignation. The questions in my 
mind were strictly hardboiled, born 
of hard experience. A cute bit of 
business? The first stone in a foun· 
dation Morgan was laying toward a 
plea of not guilty? But he'd admitted 
to murda and the memory of commit· 
ting it. 

I said abruptly, "Sit down." 
"Thank you, sir." 
"Whom did you kill?" 
He shook his head. "I - I don't 

know." 
The guy, blast it, was sincere! 
"LoOk," I said, "let's get at it this 

w.ty: Where did this murder take 
place?'' 

"Where?" He raised his hands,. 



palms up, in an apologetic gesture. 
His hands were small, slender. The 
.nails had been manicured. "May I 
start at the beginning?" 

"By all means," I said. 
"About nine o'clock last evening 

I - I woke up. I was on Fearing 
Road, as I discovered later." 

"The area wasn't generally famil� 
iar to you then?" 

"So far as I knew I had never seen 
it before. 

"I'd been running. At any rate, 
my heart was pounding furiously. I 
was panting and my legs had that 
terrible tiredness that comes only 
from exhaustion.'' 

He paused. His expression changed. 
the scene was apparently vivid and 
horrible to him. 

"At first," he contfnued slowly, 
"I was puzzled, and - and lonely. 
I had the peculiar feeling I'd dropped 
from nothing into a strange world. 
And yet I knew this world. The 
road was macadam; the growing 
things I saw were trees and lawn and 
shrubbery. It came to me then it 
was I whom I didn't know, I who 
was strange to this world. 

"Well, I looked around. I fumbled 
with my clothing. My shoes were 
untied, so I tied them. It w.as then 
1 began to see something white -" 

"In the darkness?" I broke in. 
"In my mind. A white room, I 

think. A white table." 
"Operating room?" His hands 
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might have been a surgeon's. 

"No." He frowned a little. ••No, 
I've considered that possibility, and 
I don't believe so. At least I remem· 
ber no instruments. No, I could see 
only the white wall and a table. A 
man lay on the table." 

"De.d?" 
"Yes," he said simply. "I'd killed 

him. That one fact was so clear 
suddenly there was no escaping it." 

I asked the obvious questions, 
softly. "How did you commit this 
murder, Mr. Morgan? And why?" 

He put his hands to his face. He 
put them down again, stared at them 
and shuddered. "I throttled him," he 
said. "But why, I - I don't know." 

Harcourt usually dines at the Pala
dium. I got them on the phone. A 
call for Harcourt while at dinner is 
certain to be long on ceremony. He 
doesn't go to the phone; oh, no 
a waiter approaches apologetically. 
There is a whispered conversation. 
An extension phone is plugged in. 
Harcourt smiles and looks around -

"Joe, my boy," he said. You 
know - a blue star, what with J<X: 
Jones going into the armed service.�. 

I told him about Morgan. "\Ve 
have here," I concluded, "a new one, 
Inspector - a murderer who has re
quested the aid of the police in help
ing him find the body!" 

Harcourt chuckJed. He likes a 
well-turned phrase. Then quick to 
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reach the core, h e  said, "Do w e  have 
a body/" 

"No, sir." 
''And no Charles Morgan has been 

reported missing?" 
"No, sir." 
"Hypnagogic hallucination," Har· 

coun decided promptly. 
This was too good to pass up, so I 

grinned and said, "But Charles Mor· 
gan didn't have the flash, sir, in the 
twilight state, before falling asleep. 
It came after he woke up." 

Harcourt grunted, "Pseudo affair, 
Joe. fhe true condition is a recipro
cal amnesia, obviously." 

"He do�s have this one flash from 
the past though," I pointed out 
stubbornly. "And that's rather un· 
usual in a true amnesia, isn't it, sir?" 

"Dammit, Joe," Harcourt explod
ed, "are you suggesting a house to 
house canvass in search of a body? 
And on this kind of evidence? Tag 
Morgan for a psychiatric examina· 
tion and go home." 

"Yes, sir, and thank you, Inspec· 
tor." Nuts to you, lnsp�ctor. I re
placed the phone. 

Morgan looked at me hopefully. 
Th� poor fftiY• I thought. Goodby� 
sa;m o'clock din�, 1 thought. I 
smiled as 1 rose and said, "1 know 
this place, the Bean Pot, Morgan. 
Shall we run out there?" 

So we drove across town, and 
parked across the street from the 
restaurant, and Morgan looked around 

a long minute before he sighed and 
said, "It isn't familiar." 

"Come along," I said. 
The Bean Pot was just another 

restaurant. The girl behind the 
counter glanced at Morgan's strange 
attire, the looseness of his clothes, 
and smiled as we came in. But she 
didn't know him. "Of course," she
said, "I only work here evenings." 
So she called the owner, and he 
looked at Charles Morgan. 

The owner said, "I don't believe 
I've seen this man before." 

I produced the meal ticket. "This 
one of yours?" 

"Sure," he said. 
''Know when it was issued and to 

whom?" 
He shrugged. "No record. I sell 

'em ail day." 
I put the ticket in my pocket. 

"Ever hear the name Charles 
Morgan?" 

"Morgan?" He shook his head. 
He went around the counter, down 
the aisle, calling to his waitresses, 
"Know a man named Morgan? Char· 
lie Morgan?" Their answer too was 
no, and presently we walked back to 
the car, Morgan gnawing at his lip, 
his trembling underlip, and stum· 
blingon the curb and saying, ''Sorry, 
sir," when he bumped against me. 

I lit a cigaret. The street was wet, 
glary-red from neon signs. Rain 
trickled down the windshield. 

"Nothing but the billfold, huh?" 



I said. "Cigars? Cigareu? Book of 
matches? How about a handker� 
chief?" 

"Oh, yes! In the right hip pocket." 
"Are you right-handed?" 
He caught his breath. The answer, 

when it came, was murmured slowly. 
"I - I don't know. I've used the 
handkerchief, and it's std! in my 
right hip pocket. I - I looked for 
marks on it too, sir, but there 
weren't any." 

"How about your clothes? Tailor's 
label maybe?" 

"This suit?" He smiled faintly. He 
smoothed a wrinkle from the baggy 
coat; then looked at me again. "What 
are you going to do with me, sir?" 

I reached for the ignition switch. 
"That," I said, "is fast becoming a 
sixty-four dollar question." 

A floor lamp glowed in the livi�g
room. I put the car in the garage and 
came in through the kitchen. Jeri 
had her shoes off, her slender feet be� 
neath her; she was curled up on the 
davenport. 

"Hello," she said. She put down 
the paper she'd been reading. 

"Where's the King-pin?" I said. 
The King-pin is Joe, Junior. 

"Bed." 
"Uh-huh," I said. "I guess at that 

it's pretty late." 
Her blue eyes were wide and 

grave, and they accused me. 
"Ub-huh," I said, "but Jeri, 

5S 
look -" 

She'd found her shoes and put 
them on. Now she stood before me, 
her blonde head even with my shout� 
ders. "Joe, your last night but one at 
home. And the plans we hadl" Shc: 
counted on the pink tips of her 
fingers. "Two tickets for a show. A 
table reserved for supper and dane� 
ing. A ride through the Park -" 

"It's raining," I said. "Be!:ides, 
we've got company. I brought a guy 
home." 

Her eyes began to widen, as though 
this was a gag of mine that Bopped, 
that wasn't funny, that she didn't 
like and couldn't understand. 

"Now this guy -" I cleared my 
throat. "This guy thinks he com
mitted a murder -" 

Still she stared. I looked across my 
shoulder and called, "Hey, Morgan, 
come into the living�room," 

He shuffled from the kitchen. He 
stood just inside the doorway, anx
ious, Bushing, embarrassed when I 
introduced him. "How do you do, 
ma'am," be said. He managed some� 
thing almost like - well, dignity. 
Jeri's hand tightened on my arm. 

''Mr. Morgan is spending the 
night with us, hoo," I said. You 
know - Pleasant Rooms for Mur
derers. Killer's Roost. Two-bits for 
a Bop, and no questions asked. I 
guess it sounded like that. I guess 
Jeri thought I'd lost my alleged 
mind. "The day bed, bon?'' I said. 
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"Upm:irs, in t h e  sewing-room? O f  
course, I'll lock him in." 

I'd maneuvered Morgan · to the 
stairway. Now I took him by the 
arm and started up the stairs. "Joe," 
Jeri said at last, "the King-pin -!" 

Meaning would the King-pin 
waken :It the noise we made? M�an· 
ing would tk King-pin b� quiu saf� 
up!1airs with Mor:an? "Han," I said, 
"don't worry." What's a kf/1� in th� 
]on�s housd 

She was in the kitchen when I 
came back down. 

"How do�s one entertain a mur· 
de�er?" she said. 

"Look, bon," I said. "If you'll 
just listen -" 

She said, "Give me that key." 
So I gave it to her, the key to the 

sewing-room, and she put it in the 
pocket of her blouse. "Tonight of 
:�U nights, Joe," she said. "How 
could you?" 

There was coffee in the pot, cold. 
I poured a cupful, drank it. "A guy 
going off to war does a lot of think� 
m,, Jeri." 

She'd turned her back to me. I 
heard her catch her breath. 

"T:�ke an artist," I said. "He 
wants to paint on� picture for pas· 
terity. Or take music, a comp>Ser, 
dreaming of on� symphony. Or blast 
it, Jeri, take a cop - what's so strange 
:�bout a cop wishing he could leave 
one perfect symphony behind him?" 

She lit the gas beneath the coffee. 

''Look at me," I said. "Joes and 
Joneses are like leaves on the trees. 
Maybe if I had one green eye and 
one brown one, or if I could maybe 
whistle through my ears - I me:;an 
I'm just a big lug, Joe Jones, Mr. 
Average, and I got tired of it sud: 
denly. I got tired saying yes sir to 
Harcourt. I got feding sorry for my
self- and then this guy came in, 
and I got feeling sorry for him. 

"I believe in the little guy, Jeri� 
He's sincere. And here, practically 
h:.tnded to me, is a � in a million -
we don't even h:�ve a body. Han, it 
might be the last chance I'll ever get 
to paint my picture, to comp>Se my 
symphony." 

"You would wait until the bell 
was ringing," she said. "Oh, Joe, you 
would find a job like this with a de:�d
line to meet in twenty-four hours." 

"Yeah," I said, "that's me." 
Tears were in her eyes. She stood 

dose to me suddenly, rubbing her 
head on my chest. Then she looked 
:It me. "What's a show, Joe?" she 
said. "What's supper and dancing? 
Wh:lt's :1 ride in the Park?" 

What's a show, Jo�? And dancing? 
What's a rid� in th� Park? 

I woke up. The morning sun was 
streaming in our bedroom windows. 
"Joe!" Jeri was crying. She Wli.S tug
ging on my arin. "Joe, I looked in 
Morgan's room -" 

I S:lt up in bed. "He's gone?" 
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She dosed her eyes and shuddered. 

"Dead," she said. 

After a while I washed and dressed. 
Then I went back to the sewing� 
room. I guess I hoped for miracles, 
for his quiet smile, his quiet voice 
saying, "Oh, good morning." But he 
lay there on the day bed. He'd beea 
dead for hours, from midnight, very 
likely - or before. His hands, both 
hands, were clasped around his neck, 
.md there were two small faint brui� 
one on either side his Adam's apple. 
He'd choked himself to death, it 
seemed. 
. Now, this is one more for the books, 
I thought. To my mind, his first sub
jective symptom should have been a 
loss of consciousness. So wouldn't his 
muscles have relaxed? And thus, the 
instant the pressure of his fingers was 
removed, wouldn't he have breathed 
again, involuntarily? 

I dosed the door and went down� 
stairs. Jeri had phoned Harcourt. 

"He's coming, Joe," she said. 
"How'd he sound?" 
She kissed me. Then she said, "He 

called you a fool - only he qualified 
it. He put two words before it.'' 

"Uh-huh," I said. "King-pin still 
asleep?" 

"Oh, Joe, I hope so !" 
She went upstairs. The King-pin 

still slept, I gathered, because she 
came right down. 

"Joe," she said, "maybe someone 

murdered Morgan? He knew too 
much, perhaps. I mean the killer 
didn't know he'd lost his memory?" 

''Wonderful," I said. I shook my 
bead. "Only, there's a storm window 
in the sewing-room, and it wasn't 
touched. The house doors were 
locked last night, and still were 
locked this morning. The sewing
room door was locked - you had 
the key. Besides, we left our bed
room door ajar - your idea, bless 
you - and we were awake, I was at 
least, till almost three. Did you hear 
anyone picking the lock to the 
sewing-room door, say about mid
night?" 

"Well, it was just an idea," she 
said. 

We both turned abruptly. Sirens 
were wailing. We reached the front 
door as a squad car swung in the 
drive, the first of the fleet. 

I've often wondered how impres
sive Harcourt's tactics really were 
and now I knew. Jeri's hand found 
mine and gripped it. Our neighbors 
stood on porches and at windows. 
The pomp and circumstance! No 
maharajah journeyed forth to bunt 
the tiger with more fanfare. 

Lean and hawk-faced. Grim. Im
maculate. Harcourt looked at me. 
He said to Jeri, "Good morning, Mrs. 
Jones." He looked at me. Then he 
said to Jeri, "Would you take me to 
the body, please?" 

So I tagged along upstairs. The 
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King·pin, having h�rd th� sirens, 
was calling, "Mamma! Daddy !" I 
went down th� hall and warned th� 
King·pin. Jeri didn't need me. She 
was doing very well with two small 
words - "Yes, sir." 

Lane, the Medi�l Examiner, was 
coming up the stairs as I returned. 
He grinned and said, "Hello, Joe. I 
think you'd better go down for Mrs. 
Morgan." 

Mrs. Morgan? I thought, Now 
joe, don't gd excited � things have 
happened you don't !(pow about. But 
Mrs. Morgan? A sleek car stood at 
the curb. Maroon and chrome. The 
chauffeur was a bruiser. Then a man 
got our: The man was sleek, tall, 
forty, prematurely gray and stern. 
He reached inside for the woman. 

Plump and 6ftyish? Oh, no. Tiny 
pumps with high heels and extremely 
well-filled nylon. A chic black suit, 
a cocky little chapeau and a furpiecc. 
The woman wore a veil, coming to 
her lips, accent to their redness -
the little that I saw of them. She 
raised a wispy piece of kerchief to 
her nose, her mouth. 

As they came up the walk, the 
two of them, I heard Jeri at the up· 
stairs window; and then Jeri running 
down the haU to the King·pin. 

"I am Doctor Cannister," the 
man said. "Inspector Harcourt is 
expecting us." 

I took them to the sewing·room. 
It was a touching scene. The girl -

the hat, the suit, the veil all might 
have helped, but she looked about 
eighteen - cried out, "Charles !"  
She sobbed, turned around and ran 
downstairs, to her car apparently. 

''Fortunately," Cannister was say· 
ing, "I was with Mrs. Morgan when 
you phoned, Inspector." 

"I take it you were also Morgan's 
physician ?" Harcourt said. 

"I was." 
"And that Morgan's amnesia was 

therefore no great shock to you?" 
"Well -" Cannister smiled. "I 

didn't anticipate a loss of memory, 
naturally. But he has been acting 
strangely for some weeks." 

"Do you identify the body?" 
''Certainly !" 
Harcourt turned to the M. E. 

"How about it?" be .said. 
Lane frowned. "The inferential 

diagnosis is death by reason of cardiac 
failure. Did Mr. Morgan suffer from 
heart trouble, Doctor Cannister?" 

Cannister said promptly, "I've 
been treating his heart for years." 

"How about his hands?" I inter
rupted brashly. "Clamped around 
his neck, I mean, as though he tried 
to choke himself?" 

Cannister looked at me pityingly. 
"A cardiac may commonly clutch at 
his throat at the moment of seizure. 
Well, gentlemen, do you wish an 
autopsy?" 

Harcourt said again to Lane, "How 
about it?" 



The M. E. shrugged. "No reason 
I can see. This certainly isn't mur
der. The man had a heart condition; 
he died from it. I understand, how
ever, there were some rather peculiar 
circumstances preceding the attack -" 

"They," Harcourt snapped, with 
a dark glance at me, "have been ex
plained. Has Mrs. Morgan made 
arrangements for the disposition of 
the body, Doctor Cannister?" 

"Yes, tentatively." Cannister con
sulted his watch. "The funeral direc
tors should be here now-" 

They were. And our guest, Charles 
Morgan, left the Jones house quietly 
and forever. Harcourt had motioned 
me downstairs. 

"Last night," he said, ",Mrs. Mor· 
gan reported her husband missing. 
These are the facts: Morgan, the 
night before, had gone to Doctor 
Cannister's Clinic on Fearing Road 
for an examination and treatment. 
Following which he was released -
but he didn't teturn home. It so 
happens, however, that Mrs. Mor
gan is very active in war work, and 
she didn't miss her husband until 
early last evening, the dinner hour. 
k I said, she immediately contacted 
the Missing Persons Bureau -" 

I saw what was coming. I fumbled 
for a cigaret and dropped the pack. 

"It is a regrettable fact," Har
court continued flatly, "that while I 
personally knew of Charles Morgan 
and h.is problem no departmental 
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record had been made. Had Morgan 
been properly hospitalized last eve
ning, as I specifically ordered, he 
might not have died. God knows, 
Jones, where you dragged him and 
what strain he was put to before you 
brought him home. Had routine 
procedure foUowed, his wife would 
have found him promptly and thus 
been spared the night's anguish." 

I got a cigarct between my lips 
and lit it. "How about the meal 
ticket?" I said. "Where'd he get a 
thing like that?" 

"The man had lost his identity," 
Harcourt said curtly. "How he 
bought the ticket, why and from 
whom, becomes unimportant." 

"Uh-huh," I said. "But how about 
the murder Morgan reporled?" 

Harcourt's black eyes snapped. 
"So far as I can see, no murder has 
been committed. We have no crime 
authoritatively reported; we have no 
body. The murder was part of Mor
gan's aberration, obviously." 

"Uh·huh," I said. 
"So inasmuch as you are going in 

the army, I am content to bid you 
good day, Jones," Harcourt said. 
"But when the war is over -" 

"Uh-huh." I sighed. "I under· 
stand, Inspector." 

The sirens wailed and faded. Jeri 
came downstairs with the King-pin. 
"We'll have bre2kfast now," she 
said practically. 

"That poor little Mr. Morgan," 
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Jeri said later, after the King-pin had 
strolled outside. "With a wife like 
that. Why, Joe, she wasn't even 
<:rying. She just sat in the car, stonily, 
and her handkerchief never once 
touched her eyes. She used it as a 
a mask, Joe, over her mouth and 
n= 

1 poured myself another cup of 
coffee. 

"And the clothes she wore, Joe! 
Those gorgeous clothes - and that 
poor little Mr. Morgan in a suit that 
didn't even fit him -" 

She stopped. We gasped. We 
lookCd at each other. Then I said, 
' 'The weak link and we missed it/ They 
weren't his clothes!" 

"Now let's take it easy, hon," I 
said. I was jumping up and down in 
my chair. "Now let's take it easy. He 
didn't buy that suit. I know blamed 
well he didn't. He was embarrassed 
weariHg it. He !(pew it didn't fit him. 
Now, bon, let's take it easy. Appar· 
ently we've got all hul a few minutes 
accounted for. According to Can
nister, Morgan was okay when he 
left the Clinic. And Morgan's story 
indicates he was still in that neigh
borhood when he 'woke up', when 
he realized he'd lost his memory. 
Okay - but how the devil could a 
man swap clothes in those few min
utes out on Fearing Road?" 

"Robbery?'' 
''Nix. We'd have a report on it." 

"Maybe he didn't have any clothes 
to start with?" 

"Naked? Why in thunder should 
he be?" 

''Well-" She squinted. "Don't 
forget the white wall, Joe, and the 
""hite table he mentioned. That 
could be Cannister's examining room. 
Morgan was stripped for the exami· 
nation." 

"Then his mind didn't blank out 
after he left the Clinic, but in the 
Clinic. He didn't know which suit 
was his own]" 

"Which suit?" Jeri said qua:rly. 
"Kid, tak it easy!" I pleaded. 

"lb.ere were two men to be ex
amined, you mean." 

"Wouldn't there have to be, if 
there were two suits?" 

"Then who was the other man?" 
I said - and we answered together, 
in a whisper: "Charles Morgan." 

For a moment neither of us spoke. 
We heard the King-pin, in the yard, 
telling a neighbor, "My daddy's a 
cop -" We heard the neighbor pump
ing the King-pin. 

Jeri said abruptly, "Joe, who was 
our guest - the man who died in 
our sewing-room?" 

I said, "Yeah, and iftbat was Mrs. 
Charles Morgan, what did she want 
with this little guy's body?'' 

The King-pin was telling the neigh
bor, "Last night my daddy brought 
a dead man home -" 

.. Out of the mouths of babes!" I 



breathed. "Jeri, the King-pin's got 
it! I brought the name and the 
clothes of a dead man home. Charles 
Morgan was dead. Charles Morgan 
was murdered. I don't know why 
can't even guess - but this is the 
murder our little guest confessed to." 

I reached for the phone and Jeri 
wailed, "You aren't going to call 
Harcourt?" 

"Harcourt hell," I said. "This is 
our symphony, bon, and believe me 
we're going to play it!" 

"Anything else?" I said. 
"Yes, of course! If the hands fur· 

nish the pressure, the marks will 
show on the throat as dark bluish or 
brownish blotches, corresponding to 
the outline of pressure -" 

"And there," I interrupted, "is 
my argument. There "'"� two such 
marks, one on either s.ide the Adam's 
apPle, made by Morgan's thumbs 
apparently, and misleading appar
ently beca� the marks didn't ex
tend around the throat. Now let's 
discount throttling. Let's stick to 

Lane, the M. E., had just returned your finding of cardiac failure. Is 
to his·office. I motioned Jeri closer to there any way, by pressure applied 
the phone. to the neck, the heart could be 

"Doctor, look," I said. "That guy affected?" 
this morning, the dead one. Could he There was a long pa�. Lane said 
have choked himself to death?" abruptly, "You've got something, 

The M. E. chuckled. "Still con· Joe, at that. Carotid sinus pressure -" 
cerned withthe posjtion ofhis hands, "In the neck? And would a man 
Joe? Yes, suicide by throttling is Iike - like Morgan know of it?" 
fairly common. However, the post- ' "He might. He might have been 
mortem appearances in strangulation instructed to � unilateral vagus 
witha compressingforce, or by hand, pressure in event of tachycardia. 
are not often misleading. For ex- You see, Joe, pressure overthe s.inus, 
ample, if the compression is applied either sinus, stimulates the vagus 
high above the hyoid bone, the nerve, the check nerve of the heart, 
tongue is forced into the back part of and unilateral vagus stimulation is 
the mouth. If the pressure is applied therefore used commonly to slow a 
below the hyoid bone the tongue rapid heart. As, for example, on 
will protrude between the jaws - medicalexam.ination. Such unilateral 
unless the compression has a de· stimulation is not fatal. On the 
cidedly downward direction, when other hand -" Again Lane paused 
its position may be normal - and before he said, "Have you any rea· 
the position of 01arles Morgan's son to believe Morgan wanted to 
tongue was normal." commit suicide?" 
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"On the other hand," I countered, 
"this guy had lost his memory. He 
didn't know he had heart trouble. 
So he didn't know, if be ever knew, 
about this carotid sinus pressure. 
Meaning he couldn't commit suicide 
by a method he couldn't remember, 
could he?" 

The wires sang. Then Lane said, 
"I don't believe I follow you, Joe." 

"Look," I said. "Let's boil it 
down. Let's keep it simple. There 
were marks on both sides the man's 
neck. All I want to know is, what 
would you say about them now, in 
vie...;, of this vagus business?" 

I heard Une sigh. "In my con· 
sidered opinion," he answered, ''hi· 
lateral vagus stimulation cao be in· 
standy fataL" 

I said, "Thanks -" to a dead 
phone. Jeri had cut the connection. 

"Joe, you're giving too much away I 
It's your symphony, it's your pic
ture. Joe, it's your atse," she said. 

I grinned. "Don't worry. He'll 
mull over the thing. He's a cautious 
one, bon. Then maybe in a couple of 
hours he'll have a talk with Har· 
court. Result: Autopsy. And that's 
what I wanted. Think you could get 
me a little information, bon, quick, 
before the end of those two hours?" 

"Ohl" she said. She ran to the 
door suddenly, called to the King· 
pin. "We'll have to leave him with 
the neighbors, Joe. Should I wear 
something striking, darling? Should 

I pour it on for Doctor Cannister? I 
know, Joe - I'm a dizzy blonde! I'm 
Mrs. - Mrs. Brown and I suffer 
&om palpitation -" 

From halfway up the stairs she 
said, "Joe, don't you think I should 
carry a gun in my purse?" 

There is an axiom, an old one, 
concerning fools and angels. The 
Joneses maybe? We sallied forth. We 
drove across town and twice Jeri 
reached for my arm; twice she 
squeezed it. Loyal despite a zero 
score. Yea and rah, rah, Jones. You 
know, the cheering section. 

I dropped her a block from Can· 
nister's, watched the proud sure 
way she walked, and waited for a 
wave, perhaps, before she turned in. 
But she didn't look back, and she 
didn't wave, and suddenly I felt 
worried and alone. I began to wonder 

.if Harcourt was not right after all. 
No body. No motive. No murder? 

And no time to waste, I thought, 
driving to the funeral parlors. I 
talked to the undenaker - his name 
was Baird. I sat in his polished, quiet 
office while he glared at me. 

"I don't like this, Jones," he said. 
"I don't like your insinuations." 

I endeavored ro be patient. "Let's 
go at it this way," I suggested. 
"Known Doctor Cannister long?" 

"Years," he answered promptly. 
"He's a responsible physician." 

"But be does maintain a clinic, to 
which lying-in service is essentially 



a part, and in the course of these 
years, Mr. Baird, some deaths have 
occurred no doubt -" 

"Good heavens, sirl" Baird pro· 
tested. 

"I know. I know." Grinning, I 
said, "Even good doctors lose pa· 
tients. Isn't it rather unusual though 
for two bodies -" 

"Jones," Baird interrupted an· 
grily, "I repeat - I tell you again 
and again I don't know what you're 
talking about." 

"Only one body, huh?'' I said. 
"Only Charles Morgan?" 

"Emphatically!" 
"And I can't see the body?" 
"I don't know any reason why you 

should, not yet, not until it has been 
properly prepared." 

I sighed. I drove back toward 
Fearing Road. One body. Where 
was the other one then? Where and 
when was the swap to be made? 
There had to be a swap, if there was 
to be a case - or was it possible no 
exchange was necessary? That made 
sense, after a fashion - if Morgan, 
the real Morgan, and our little 
guest were both vagrants without 
relatives and friends. But who ever 
beard of a male tramp with mani· 
cured fingernails? And why in thun· 
der did Cannister want the little 
man - his body - if identity did 
not matter anyway? 

Why, for that matter couldn't the 
mortician be lying? I considered 

6J 

this. Friends? I thought. Thick as 
thieves? I thought. Back on Fearing 
Road I shook my head and sighed. 

"Give me an hour, darling," Jeri 
had said. Well, Uncle Sam was seeing 
to it there were precious few hours 
left to give. The real trouble, how· 
ever, was that more than an hour had 
passed, and Jeri hadn't come back 
from Cannister Clinic. 

I waited a while in the corner 
drugstore, the spot we'd chosen for a 
rendezvous. Jeri's job had seemed 
simple enough - and safe enough, 
$ince neither Cannister nor Mrs. 
Morgan had met her this morning. 
AU Jeri had to do was learn Mrs. 
Morgan's real identity. Meaning did 
she work for Cannister, perhaps? 
The way we'd figured it you could 
sit in a doctor's waiting room and get 
the information from his patients. 

Only I could see the ivy-grown 
building from the drugstore, and 
there were no cars parked in its 
drive; out here no cars meant prob· 
ably no patients. I walked the block 
and tried the Clinic door. It was 
locked, so I punched a bell. 

Mrs. Morgan answered it. 
She was wearing white now, shark· 

skin, and she would never see eight· 
een again, or twenty-five again, but 
there was no mistaking the nylons, 
the chassis, or her red lips. "Come 
in," she said. 

''I'm Mrs. Brown's husband," I 
said. 
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Sh� laughed. It  was a v�ry good 
laugh and only slightly forced. 
'·Don't w� aU have our mom�nts?" 
sh� said. "The doctor expects you, 
Mr. Jones." 

"And my wife?" I said. 
"She's resting." 
I had a queer f�ding, walking 

down th� corridor. Jeri hadn't re� 
turned . . . th�re was a certain 
threat in that word, resting. And a 
curious, listening sil�nc� h�r� in the , 
corridor. Th� girl opened a door, 
smiled and st�pped aside. Not Can� 
nist�r, btrt the chauffeur, the bruiser, 
sat ::it the desk, facing me. 

He didn't rise. H� waved one 
hand, the left. There was some· 
thing in the way he look�d at me. 
"Sit down," he said. "Doctor Cm· 
nistcr happens to be busy. My name 
is Waltz." 

"Doctor Waltz?" 
"Oh, no." The smile broaden�d to 

reveal strong white teeth. "No, I'm 
a businessman essentially, Jones. Sit 
down." 

I sat down. Gingerly. The girl 
stood behind, a little to one side of 
m�. She was still smiling. Amused? 
Their smiles were smug, I decided 
suddenly. I looked around. Jeri's 
purse lay on the desk. 

"Doctor Cannister is with my 
wife?" And when Waltz nodded, I 
pointed. "That's her purse. Strange 
she left it here. I'll take it - if you 
don't mind?" 

"Why should I mind?" Waltz 
said. 

I cleared my throat. Look, Can· 
nisur, l'd planned to say, "I'm just a 
guy . .You Jrtzow, fifty buckJ a month 
from here on in. So I'm thinkingjiTJt of 
Joe ]oneJ. I could have mnuioned all 
thiJ to Harcourt thiJ morning. I could 
have told Harcourt that the liuk guy 
talked before he died. You know 
tk white room, tk whiu tabid The 
body on the table? 

I'd planned to cut through to the 
core. It was Waltz who cut the cor� 
ners, however. 

"Your wife made the mistake of 
looking out of the window this 
morning," he said. "] sat in the car. 
I saw her. Blackmail is a stupid 
game, Jones." 

"Oh?" I said. 
He laughed unpleasantly. "Have I 

taken the wind from your sails?" 
The n'ght hand appeared, the hand 
previously hidden from me. It flasb�d 
up from behind the desk, holding a 
gun. "Stand up - and raise your 
bands." 

1 stared. 
"Stand up!" he repeated savagely. 

"No more mistakes for me, Jones. 
Liss, fan his pockets for a rod." 

The girl found my automatic; 
moved away again. 

"Now sit down, Jones," Waltz said. 
"Nathan Frawl talked, of course. I 
was afraid that would happen before 
we found him. So you know damned 



well he wasn't Charles Morgan. You 
know about the will, the dough, and 
like as not that I killed Morgan. 
Frawl saw me do it, didn't he?" 

"Yes," I said. What else could I 
answer? 

Waltz nodded . .. Well, it would 
have come out all right if we'd called 
the cops right away, if we had got 
him back quick enough. " He said 
aside, "I told you, Liss. Liss and I, 
Jones, played for high stakes too 
like you -and lost -like you, only 
we're getting out to try again, with 
whole skins. Clear?" 

"Uh·huh," I said. "Meaning Joe 
Jones isn't getting out with his 
skin. " 

He grinned and said, "Meaning 
Joe Jones isn't and Cannister isn't, 
and neither is your wife. " 

My fingers began fumbling with 
the purse, snapping and unsnapping 
the catch. 1 wet my lips and swal
lowed. "Pretty risky business-a 
shot in mid-afternoon?" 

"Don't �-orry. " There was an 
open bottle of ink. on the desk-red 
ink; he pushed it aside, the first sign 
of his tension. "You see, we're going 
to call the police anyway, Liss and I. 
As soon -" His teeth pulled at his 
lower lip a moment, irritatingly. 
·• As soon as we finish off your wife 
and Cannister. That's the picture, 
Jones, right off the cuff. You and 
your wife tried to put the bite on 
Cannister. He blew his top and shot 

6s 
you, and then himself. " 

His eyes were blurring now. There 
was a dick, the hammer being drawn 
back on the gun. Chuckling, he was 
saying to me, "Sorry, sap-and so 
long-! " 

There was a shot. Not from his 
revolver; it came a shade before the 
roar of his gun. I had fired Jeri's 
little weapon, from Jeri's purse. There 
was a scream -from the girl; I'd 
bucked the desk enough to jar Waltz. 
But there wasn't time to see if the 
bullet he'd meant for me had really 
found her body. Waltz was very 
much alive. The various objects on 
the desk had spilled into his lap, and 
he was trying to jerk free as I 
vaulted the desk and hit him. 

He didn't rise. His chair tipped 
and he sprawled with it. Then I 
turned. Liss was on the floor, dead. 

So I called Harcourt, and it was 
very nice again to hear the sirens. 
However by the time their wailing 
broke into the silence of the Clinic 
I'd found Cannister -and Jeri. To
gether, as Waltz had said, gagged 
and tied. 

Of course, Jeri clung to me and 
cried. She said, "Joe, I was so war· 
ried! I'd left my purse there on the 
desk -the gun, Joe, if you should 
need it- " I kissed her. For the 
purse, the gun; for her belief in me. 
For luck and life, I said, when we 
might all have died. 
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Doctor Cannister had gone at 
once to Waltz, and now he called to 
me. "Jones, he's deo�d!" 

I came back to the office, staring, 
and it was then I heard the sirens. 
Jeri went on down the hall to unlock 
the door for Harcourt while I talked 
with Cannister. 

Harcourt didn't seem surprised. 
He never seems surprised. But I 
was "Joe" again. He'd returned the 
blue star to his window. And the 
cogs, as always, functioned smoothly, 
so we had a long talk. 

''The linle guy," I said, "was 
Nath:i.n Frawl. He lived downstate, 
and Doctor Cannister was his phy· 
sician. Frawl, without close relatives, 
wealthy, grateful for services ren· 
dered, had arranged for his fortune 
to be left to Cannister Clinic." 

"Oh, we do have a motive?" Hac· 
court interrupted. 

I grinned and said, "Yes, sir. Now 
this girl, the doctor's secretary 
Liss Moore was her name - knew 
about that will. Doctor Cannister 
says she played him, with marriage 
her goal, preswnably - until Waltz 
appeared." 

"New employee?" Harcourt in· 
terrupted, looking at Cannister. 

This time Cannister said, "Yes. 
Physiotherapist.'' 

"Well," I continued, "according 
to the Doctor here Frawl's heart and 
health improved, and when it seemed 
years would pass before he died, 

Waltz and Miss Moore got their 
heads together. They figured all 
they had to do was kill Nathan 
Frawl, and then take Doctor Can· 
nister. 'Their unusual method of 
murder rose out of Doctor Cannis· 
ter's experience as a heart specialist." 
I paused. "Did you talk to the 
Medical Examiner, Inspector?" 

"Vagus stimulation?" Harcourt 
said. "Yes, Joe. I was on my way out 
here when you phoned." 

I looked at Jeri. Jeri smiled. I 
shook my head and took a deep 
breath and faced Harcourt again. 

"Okay," I said. "Frawl arrived 
the evening before last for a periodic 
checkup. He was readied for ex· 
amination. Waltz was ready for mur· 
der. Only Waltz had never met 
Frawl. When he found a gray-haired 
man in the examining room he as· 
sumed it was Frawl and killed him. 
The man be killed was Morgan." 

"Wait a minute," Harcourt said. 
"Where is Morgan's body?" 

Cannister flushed as he said, "In 
the morgue downstairs, I presume." 

"You what?" Harcourt snapped. 
"Presume?" He turned to me. "Dam· 
mit, Joe, here we're closing a murder 
case and stiU have no body. Send a 
man down to find that body." 

"Yes, sir," I said. But Jeri rose and 
whispered, "I'll tell one of the detec· 
tives, Joe." She slipped from the 
room. 

"All right. Go on, Joe," Har· 
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court said. 
"Well, apparently Frawl was in 

one of the dressing cubicles. Appar· 
ently he witnessed the murder. Ap
parently he realized he was to have 
been murdered - you know, the 
will and the money. In Doctor 
Cannister 's opinion the shock so 
twisted the thing in his mind he 
came to believe later he had com· 
mitted the murder himself. Since 
the hazy murder scene was his one 
link to the past, it would now seem 
that, lying alone on our day bed last 
night, he tried to probe, to re-enact 
the murder scene, to bring alive 
this knotty part of his past. Like 
Waltz, he used both hands while 
pressing on his own neck, and the 
result was fatal. " 

I paused as the sound of someone 
running f iltered from the hall, 
through the door not quite closed. 
Then Jeri stood in the open door· 
way, gasping, "Inspector, they 've 
already searched the morgue. There 
isn't any body! " 

I heard Harcourt's voice exploding 
- and a se:parate sigh. It was Can
nister who sighed - at last. 

"We 've reached the end,'' he said. 
'"I 've been trying desperately to 
figure a way out, but from the time 
Jones mentioned Frawl's name it 
was hopeless. I think Jones knew it 
was hopeless. I think he's been bait· 
ing me. You see, the body is -
buried." 

He smiled a little, rose and said, 
"May I write a complete confession 
for you, Inspector? " 

We stood by the window, Jeri and 
I, for awhile. The sky was dull, low; 
the day far gone now. We could hear 
the scratching of Cannister 's pen. 
But he would pause at times, and 
murmur -

"Charles Morgan simply walked 
into the Clinic that evening, as new 
patients will upon a doctor. Except 
for height and weight, his resem· 
blance to F rawl was really amazing." 

A moment passed. Then the 
scratching resumed as he spoke: "As 
a matter of fact, killing Frawl was 
Waltz's idea. Once be suggested it, 
however, I couldn't leave him out. 
When, as we thought, the job was 
over I long-distanctd Frawl 's attor· 
ncy immediately. Frawl was dead, I 
said. Yes, I would accompany the 
body for interment services. Then I 
called the undertaker. 

"You understand I stiU hadn't 
seen Frawl 's body. Obviously it was 
too late to change stories once we dis
covered Waltz had killed the wrong 
man. Frawl had to be dead then 
or the entire plan of killing him and 
getting his money abandoned for· 
ever. We knew he'd taken Morgan 's 
clothes; we knew why when we 
picked up his trail and learned he be
lieved himself Charles Morgan. Yes, 
we found his trail, but we couldn't 
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find him. Finally, after some t�enty· 
odd hours, we called the police, with 
Miss Moore posing as Mrs. Morgan." 

Apparently Cannister looked up. 
"Blotter?" he said. "I'm afraid ink 
has been spilled on the desk, In� 
spector." Apparently Harcourt per� 
mitted him to find a blotter, for 
a drawer opened and closed. 

"I neglected to say," Cannister 
continued, "we had taken a history 
on Morgan. He was without family, 
he had no local address. It seemed we 
faced no further difficulty. Then 
Mrs." Jones came to the Clinic. 

"It was at tbis point that Waltz 
and Miss Moore became alarmed 
and turned on me. They saw a way 
out for themselves. As I thought I 
saw my way out when, of the two, 
only Waltz survived the gun fight 
with Jones. I still thought I could 
bury Frawl as 'Charles Morgan.' I 
still thought Frawl's name and my 
motive for wanting him dead were 
elfecdvdy hidden. Our crime, if any, 
seemed only in claiming 'Charles 
Morgan's' body. Wdl -" Once more 
I heard him sigh. "Two Frawls 
couldn't be explained, not when I 
was irrevocably linked with the name, 
the will, the death and the funeral. 
Jones," be said abruptly, ''you were 
baiting me, weren't you?" 

I turned around. "Do you confess 
also to killing Waltz?" 

He seemed surprised. "Was that 
it? But bow could you have known? 

He was wounded, unconscious 
and I was quite alone with him. I left 
no revealing marks on his neck 
either, I assure you.'' 

I walked to the desk. I pointed to 
the smear of red ink. "You had too 
little time, Doctor. You saw what 
you thought was the stain of blood. 
You heard the reports from two 
guns, and you tlrought Waltz was 
wounded seriously. lt happens, how· 
ever, that I knockfd him uncon· 
scious. I didn't shoot him. I couldn't. 
I fired only to startle him, to gain 
that one small advantage. You see, 
there were blanks in my wife's gun." 

The pen scratched again. I mo· 
tioned to Jeri and we stole out of the 
office, out of the building. Her 
hand found mine. 

"Pictures on the front page," I 
said. "Name in all the papers. 'Joe 
Jones says' for a change - and not 
Harcourt. Well, we could have had 
all that, hon. Are you calling me a 
sap for walking out?" 

"No, Joe," she said. "There's 
beauty in a painting. And there's 
beauty in music - but murder can't 
be anything but ugly." 

I looked at her. "Should we ride 
through the Park?" 

"Next year," she said, "when 
you're home again. And in the years 
to come. Joe, let's spend this evening 
with the King·pin, shall we? After 
all, darling, isn't he our real sym· 
phony?" 
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L O S T  S T A R  

by C. DALY KING 

TARRANT and I were sitting eye in this luxuriously masculine 
quietly enough, that evening, room. Across from us the dial of the 

in his apartment in the East Thirties. walnut radio cabinet glowed a dull 
It was only a day or so after the yellow above the mOOulato:::l music 
d€noucment of what he called the issuing from ben�th it. 
City of Evil episode - in fact, the Tarrant was slowly turning the 
bullet holes in his living room walls stem of his brandy pony. "You 
had not yet been tr�ted by the know, Jerry, knowledge is sometimes 
decorators - and I, for one, had had more important thac money in 
all the excitement I wanted for the getting the goOO things of life. This 
moment. brandy costs less than some of the 

The scene now, however, was widely advertised brands but it 
as peaceful as anyone could have comes from people who know what 
wished. Brihido, having served his brandy is and are not trying to un· 
usual excellent dinner, had cleared load the tag-ends of their produce 
away; the tightly closed living-room onto the gullible American market. 
windows ·educed the city's clamour Do you lil.:e it?" 
to a low· drone only occasionally I did, and said so. "If it's all the 
interrupted by the squawk of a same, I'll have another pony. The 
distant taxi; the few, well-placed, brandy is fine but that music is too 
mellow lights were pleasant to the dopey for me. How about getting a 

" 
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dance orchestra?" Tarrant had tuned 
the instrument to a popular concert 
being broadcast from the Mall. 

He smiled. "You're a Philistine, 
Jerry. You are listening to one of the 
most famous conductors in the 
world. However, I'll agree that I 
don't care for his program, myself. 
That's the trouble with these popu· 
Jar concerts; the musical appreciation 
of the audiences is so low that the 
selections have to be fairly un
interesting. This one is almost 
finishc;d, though. Let's see what he 
will give us next; if it's no better, 
I'll turn it off." 

But he didn't turn it off; we were 
destined to listen to most of that 
concert. 

Tarrant was tipping the decanter 
over my empty glass and the music 
was entering a rather horrible, 
syrupy J'XISS'Ige when it was abruptly 
cut off and an unexpected voice 
spoke distinctly from the radio. 

"Trans· Radio Flash. Gloria Glam
meris has been kidnaped! Her 
absence was discovered at nine-forty
two by Operative Huggins of the 
All-American Agency. This is Lou 
Vincent speaking for the Trans
Radio News Service. We will stand 
by and bring you further details as 
we receive them. Station WJEX." 

The instrument was silent for a 
moment, then brought us smoothly 
the last two notes of the selection on 
the Mall, followed by a burst of 

applause. 
I sat up in my chair with the 

brandy glass in my hand. "Good 
Lord, Tarrant, that is going pretty 
far for a publicity stunt, isn't it?" 

He shook his head. "We don't 
know that it is a publicity stunt. 
Our friend, Peake, down at Head
quarters is convinced it's not. Of 
course he has contact with the All
American people and they tdl him 
that they view it seriously. After all, 
they're the biggest private detective 
agency in the country; they cer· 
tainly can't be bribed into staging a 
fake crime, and when they send ten 
of their best men out to Hollywood, 
it looks like bus-iness. Just the threat· 
ening letter - yes, that might be a 
phoney. But it seems that the thing 
has actually bc:en pulled off, right 
under their noses." 

The music had commenced again 
bm we were paying no attention to 
it. I said, "Just the same, her new 
picture is about to open. And she's 
the biggest star the Kolossal outfit 
has. People with brass enough to call 
themselves Kolossal, and misspell 
it into the bargain, would do any
thing." 

"All I know is what I've been 
told," was Tarrant's reply. "Peake 
says that AU-American was hired by 
Ike Bronsky, Kolossal's president, 
that he flew east to confer personally 
with their head office and that they 
believe he would gladly give up half 



a year's publicity to get to the bot· 
tom of the matter and protect his 
star. It's true there wjJl be plenty of 
publicity now; she has a tremendous 
following and she is certainly a 
lovely girl." 

"Ho·hol I had no idea you went 
for film stars. How long has this been 
going on?" 

"Blast it, Jerry," declared Tar· 
rant, "I'm no monk. I admire beauty 
i.n any form. And a girl with a face, a 
figure and a voice like hers combines 
all the beauties of painting, sculp
ture, and music simultaneously. I've 
never met her but I would say she is 
no pretty Hollywood blank. Judging 
from her work, that girl has both 
talent and intelligence. I'll wager 
several millions of people are being 
bored with radio programs all over 
the counuy while they're waiting 
to -" 

The music from the Mall was 
fading out and Tarrant interrupted 
himself to listen. 

"Trans-Radio Flash," came the 
voice, ''Funher regarding the kid· 
naping of Gloria Glammeris. The 
crime was discovered at 6:42 Pacific 
Time, 9 :42 Eastern Time, not by 
Operative Huggins, as previously 
announced, but by Miss Jane Smith, 
Miss Glammeris's secretary. At that 
time Miss Smith went to Miss 
Glammeris's apartments on the 
second Boor of her Beverly Hills 
home. Huggins had been on duty 
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outside the door ever since a previous 
visit of Miss Smith two hours earlier 
and was still on duty. Miss Smith 
knocked on the door, opened it and 
immediately cried out that Miss 
Glammeris was not there. Operative 
Huggins entered the room at once 
and a hurried search showed that the 
star had vanished. 

"For the benefit of listeners who 
have not followed the case, I will say 
that two weeks ago Gloria Glam
meris received a letter, which has 
not yet been traced, threatening her 
with kidnaping during the present 
week. As she is not now making a 
picture, she agreed under protest, 
but at the urgent request of her 
employers, Kolossal Films, to spend 
the week in her private apartments 
in her home. Today is the third day 
she has been in retirement, up to 
this evening in perfect safety. 
Two detectives of the AU-American 
Agency have been constantly on 
duty within the house and eight 
others have been patrolling the 
grounds outside. In addition, two 
Special Officers of the Los Angeles 
Police Department have been sta· 
tioned in the immediate vicinity. It 
is therefore out of the question that 
Miss Glammeris could have been 
removed from her home. A thorough 
search is now in progress and it is 
believed that her whereabouts will 
be discovered at any moment. A 
Trans-Radio man is now upon the 
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premises and will give you an im
mediate bulletin of further deVelop
ments. This is Lou Vincent of Trans
Radio News Service. This flash was 
brought to you through the facilities 
of Station WJEX." 

Tarrant smiled, as the music 
welled up again from the cabinet. 
"I'm afraid it's a false alarm, Jerry. 
At first I thought it might be some
thing to sharpen our wits on. But my 
guess is that Miss Glammeris has 
retired to one of her beautiful bath· 
rooms to take a bath. Or perhaps 
she has gone downstairs to consult 
with her cook. I have no doubt we 
may very shortly expect a final bul· 
letin in which she indignantly denies 
any intention of upsetting the detec· 
rives . . . .  How about a highball, 
Jerry?" 

"Yes, thanks. In which case," I 
went on, "this certainly isn't a stunt, 
for an anticlimax like that would be 
mighty poor publicity. The threat 
against her will remain, of course. 
Naturally she must be in the house; 
but keep it turned on, anyhow, and 
let's see where they found her." 

Tarrant mixed himsdf a drink but 
had nO[ yet resumed his seat when 
Mr. Lou Vincent was with us again. 

"T cans-Radio Flash. Our last 
bulletin on the Glammeris kidnap
ing was delayed and we now have 
further details for you. The house 
and grounds have bttn thoroughly 
scar�cd and Miss Glammeris has 

not been found. The circumstances 
as reported by our Trans-Radio man 
on the scene are most extraordinary. 
Here are the details. 

"At four-thirty this afternoon, 
Pacific Time, Miss Glammeris was 
finishing a short conference. with her 
secretary in her study on the second 
floor of her house. This room is not 
lavishly furnished; it contains a large 
desk, a couch, some portable book 
cases and several chairs. It has no 
windows but is ventilated by the 
air-conditioning system of the house. 

. There are three doors; one to the 
main corridor, where Operative 
Huggins sat; one to a small lavatory 
which is little more than a cubbyhole 
and has no windows or other means 
of exit; the third opens into Miss 
Glammeris's sleeping apartmentsand 
has recently been cut through, since 
by way of the main corridor it is 
some distance between her bedroom 
and the study. 

"At four-thirty Miss Glammeris 
concluded her conference in the 
study and Miss Smith came out. 
Before Miss Smith left, Huggins had 
distinctly heard the two women 
talking, one voice deep, the other 
high, through the corridor door left 
partially open by Miss Smith when 
she had come to the study for the 
conference a few minutes before. 

"From that moment umil six· 
forty-two, Pacific Time, Operative 
Huggins never left the immediate 



vicinity of the study-corridor door. 
No one passed through this door in 
either direction. At six-forty-two 
Huggins entered the study im� 
mediately behind Miss Smith and 
found the room empty. There is no 
place within the study or the adjoin
ing small lavatory where Miss Glam
meris could conceal herself, let alone 
be concealed by a kidnaper. The 
lavatory, as we said, is a mere blind 
alley from which no egress is possible. 
And the door from the study to the 
sleeping quarters was locked. This 
door can be locked from either side 
by means of two bolts embedded in 
the construction of the door itself, 
each bah operated by turning a small 
handle above the doorknob on either 
side. It also appears th:n, although it 
is an interior door, it is weather� 
stripped on both sides. When Hug
gins and Miss Smith entered the 
study, this door was secured not only 
by one bolt but by both. In other 
words, it was not only locked from 
the side of the bedchamber, which 
could be done after Miss Glammeris 
had been taken through it, but was 
also locked from the inside, the study 
side. It is established that in the case 
of this p2rticular door, the inner bolt 
cannot be operated after one has 
passed through and closed the door 
from the other side. Detective 
Huggins at once discovered that 
both bolts were shot by unlocking 
the door from the study side and by 
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finding that it was still secured by 
the bolt on the bedroom side. 

"Although bewildered by the 
situation, Huggins did not lose his 
head. He ran into the corridor, 
accompanied by Miss Smith, and 
locked the study-corridor door from 
the corridor side, retaining the:".: key. 
He then ran downstairs to acquaint 
the other detective in the house with 
the disappearance and to draw the 
outside cordon closely about the 
walls. Needless to say, none of the 
outside guards had reponed any� 
thing unusual during the preceding 
two hours. 

"With two of the other detectives 
Huggins hurried upstairs again, 
where they found Miss Smith 
frantically searching her employer's 
bedroom, a search which disclosed 
nothing of any significance. The 
three detectiv�, followed by the 
secretary who was now becoming 
hysteric:.�.l, hastily searched the whole:".: 
house, after which they collected the 
servants together and put them 
through a severe qu�tioning. All 
professed complete ignorance of 
what had occurred and, as Huggins 
could testify that none had so much 
as appeared in the upstairs corridor 
during the crucial time period, they 
were segregated in the kitchen while 
a more thorough search of the whole 
house Wc:".:nt forward. 

"This time the AU-American 
operatives went through the rooms 
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more slowly and carefully, from 
cellar to attic. All closets were 
opened, the refrigerators and · fur· 
naces searched, wardrobes if locked 
were burst apart, even the film star's 
forty trunks were each examined in 
turn. It is hard to believe that such 
a probing yielded no result - but 
that is the fact. Meantime, the 
cordon around the house had stood 
inactive but alert and the All-Ameri
can man in charge felt he could no 
longer put off informing the Los 
Angdes Prosecutor's Office as to the 
situation. The Prosecutor's Office, 
called on the phone, insisted that 
both outside doors of Miss Glam
meris's study be sealed at once 
and that no one should enter unt"il 
the morning, when the Prosecutor 
should have flown back from Palm 
Springs and undertake the investi· 
gation personally. 

"The �retary, Miss Jane Smith, 
has suffered a complete breakdown 
and has been removed to the Los 
Angeles Hospital. This is Lou Vin· 
cent, speaking for Trans· Radio News 
Service. This bulletin came to you 
through Station WJEX." ..: . 

Whereupon the instrument re
sumed with its miserable music. 
Tarrant, who after the first few 
seconds had been rapidly jotting 
down notes on the back and face of 
an old envelope, looked up and gave 
his peculiar whistle. Brihido stood in 
the dootway. 

" 'Hido, bring me some paper and 
that dmfting board of yours. We 
have a little puzzle. Rather an old 
and hackneyed one, I fear; the sealed 
room trick again - it keeps turning 
up regularly every so often." 

The valet brought in the materials 
and sidled up with a sly expression. 
"My help, mebbe," he grinned. 

"Why, certainly, doctor," Tar
rant answered. "Pull up a chair and 
I will sketch out the problem for 
you. See if you can solve it." The 
manoeuvre caused me no surprise, 
for I knew that the butler was a 
servant, not by class but by exi
gency; he did, in fact, hold a medical 
degree in the Philippines. 

"Now," Tarrant was saying, "this 
room that I am diagramming won't 
be correct, for I've never seen it. It 
holds a desk, a couch, some chairs, 
some portable bookcases. No win
dows. We will put the three doors 
one on each of three different 
sides. Their exact location isn't 
as important as their condition 
• • .  there they are. Now this door 
- call it A - leads to a corridor and 
is covered by a guard. This door, B, 
gives access to a small lavatory from 
which there is no other exit of any 
kind. Door C, bohed on both sides, 
opens into a bedroom." 

''Door A, corridor," murmured 
Brihido. "��

.
B, Iavatory; door C, 

bedroom. Y ISS. 
Tarrant then explained the other 



details, re:ferring to the scribbles on 
his envtlope:. "We won't bother now 
about how Miss Glammeris was 
taken from the house," he con· 
eluded. "The question is: how was 
she removed from this room? Now, 
doctor, you've got it all; go ahe.ad." 

To me it Stt:med a somewhat 
difficult assignment but the Filipino 
tackled it without hesitation. He 
said, "First, door A: this covered by 
guard. Guard could be bribed, hit 
lady on head and take her out of 
room in two hours easy. Further 
difficulty to leave house but this not 
present problem. How about?" 

"No good," smiled Tarrant. "This 
is a problem with the factors given. 
You can't change them upsidedown; 
you cannot assume that the guard is 
the kidnaper. Actually, there isn't a 
chance in the world that he is in· 
valved; he's an All-American opera
tive, a carefully picked man. A poor 
solution, I'd say." 

The butler agreed. "Not think so 
much, myself. Then, if guard honest, 
door A is out. Door B to lavatory 
also out :  might as well be solid wall. 
Must go through door C to bedroom. 
And why not? No guard here, only 
question of locking door again 
from outside after lady is taken 
through. Quite possible for expert 
crime ftlla to lock doors from out· 
side, I think." 

I told him, "No," for this was one 
point I had got dearly. "These are 
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bolts, not ordin2ry locks with a key. 
One on e.ach side of the door and 
operated by turning a little handle, 
like the ones usually installed on 
bathroom doors. The bolts are inside 
the door itself, not on the outside." 

''That'sright," Tarrant confirmed. 
"Both bolts were shot and my con· 
elusion is that neither could be 
operated from the wrong side of the 
door, especially since for some weird 
Hollywood reason the door is doubly 
weather-stripped, leaving no possible 
apertures around its circumference. 
Apart from my own conviction, the 
bolts were examined by the All· 
American men and they -" 

The cabinet behind us said sharply, 
"Trans-Radio Flash. The Gl2m· 
meris kidnaping. In some WllY not 
yet discovered Gloria Glammeris 
was taken from her guarded study 
and from her house at 6:4J. this 
afternoon, Pacific Time. The house 
is still under guard, the study sealed 
for the Prosecutor's visit in the 
morning. Alarms have been sent to 
the police of five states. Air fields 
and docks are under observation 2t 
Los Angeles. The Mexican border 
patrol has been increased, the 
Canadian border is being closely 
watched. By morning the police of 
the whole country will be on the 
lookout for the kidnapers. Fcdcr2l 
agents are cooperating. This bulletin 
by Trans-Radio News Service, 
through Station WJEX.'' 
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"Hah," o�IVed Brihido. "Method 
of leaving house mebbe important, 
too. We go back to study. Door C 
could be taken off hinges mebbe and 
bolts not disturbed. Which side of 
this door, by the way, sit hinges? 
Study side or bedroom side? You 
know?" 

"I don't know about the hinges, 
but it doesn't make any difference, 
doctor. I think it most unlikely that 
a door with even one bolt shot could 
be removed that way and fitted back 
into its place again, in anything but a 
most dilapidated old house, which 
Miss Glammeris's home certainly is 
not . . . .  No, if you have selected 
door C as the me�.ns ofher exit from 
the study, you are squarely up 
against the problem of relocking 
that door after she had been taken 
through. It cannot be done from the 
bedroom side after the door has been 
closed, and no one could have re· 
entered the study p<�st the guard at 
door A, to relock it from the inside. 
. . .  So you give it up, doctor?" 

Well, that Sttmed about the end 
of it to me. With both those doors 
disposed of, the only two possible 
exits from the room, the thing was 
simply insoluble. I was astonished to 
he�.r Brihido reply, "Oh, no; cer· 
tainly not give up. In fact, see quite 
dearly now how was done. Please 
repeat all details of movements by 
guard and secretarj. Only one way 
possible, I think." 

After Tarrant had complied with 
the request, the valet continued, 
"Must be what you call publicity 
gag, like I read in paper when kidnap 
letter first published. At four· 
twenty-five lady sit in study with 
secretary. Door C to bedroom then 
unlocked both sides. At four-thirty 
she step through into bedroom and 
speak a few words with secretary still 
standing in study, .so guard at door A 
can hear. Secretary is accomplice; 
then secretary close and bolt door C 
on study side and come out through 
door A. Lady bolt door C on bedroom 
side because that where she sit until 
discovery of empty study. 

"At six-forty-two Sttretary come 
back and make believe finding lady 
gone from study. She yell, guard run 
in and guard himself unlock door C 

from study silk. Secretary grin at 
this, mebbe, for he doing .some of her 
work. Then they run into corridor, 
guard locks door A, puts key into 
pocket and hastens downstairs. So 
secretary runs to bedroom and tells 
lady now all right to go back in 
study; lady unlocks door, goes in 
study; secretary bolts door C on b�d
room sid� and makes much useless 
search of that room. Meantime lady 
lies down under couch in study, iii 
case guard should open door A and 
take another quick glance from cor· 
rider doorway. But he not even do 
that. Now study all nicely sealed up 
with lady inside and she stay there 



until Pr()S(:cutor come tomorrow 
morning. By then too late to stop 
headlines in papers all over country. 
Good trick, mcbbe." 

"Excellent, doctor!" said Tar· 
rant. "Of course there's anothtr 
theory - No, I think you have the 
proper answer. So that's that; we can 
forget it now and listen to the music 
again." 

Brihido smiled impishly. "For 
scientific fella necessary some proof 
before hyfK!thesis become fact. Not 
any way in which we can check up 
on my theory?" 

"Not without breaking the seals 
on the study, I'm afraid. And I could 
never persuade them to do that." 
Tarrant remained a moment in 
thought. "Well, perhaps there is a 
chance of proof. If your theory is 
correct, the secretary is an ac· 
complice; therefo«:, she was pretend
ing hysteria. It will be a little ex· 
pensive but perhaps I can get some 
proof for you. You deserve it, after 
solving the problem." 

He walked over to the telephone 
and slid the dial through its single 
revolution to call the operator. 
"Long distance, please . . . .  Long 
distance: A person-to-person call. I 
V.'30t to speak either with Miss Jane 
Smith, a patient in the Los Angeles 
Hospital, or to the doctor who is 
attending her. Yes, I'll hold oo. 
Thank you." 

Someone must have left a key up 
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in the central office, for Tarrant 
apparently could hear the call being 
put through. "Sr. Louis," he said to 
us; "ah, the«:'s Kansas City. 1l1e 
hospital doctor won't have been 
fooled by a fake hysteria. Phoenix is 
on . . . .  Now we're through to Los 
Angeles; I can hear them ringing the 
hospital." 

He waited for almost a minute, 
then cut in with, "Hello. Hello, Los 
Angeles operator . . . . All right, 
get me the doctor who took care of 
her. It's imfK!rtant, operator, I must 
speak with him. This is a New York 
police call." I have noticed that 
Tarrant, for a truthful man, has a 
singular lack of hesitation about 
lying when he thinks it's necessary. 
This lie got him the man he wanted. 

We heard him say. "Y� . . • •  
Y� . . • .  When? . . .  Well, about 
when? . . .  Thanks. Yes, thanks, 
doctor. Goodbye." 

He placed the receiver back in its 
cradle and turned around to us. 
"She faked the hysteria without any 
doubt. No objective symptoms at 
all when she got to the hospital. But 
she wasn't discharged; she was 
booked for the night. Sometime dur� 
ing the past hour she left without 
notifying anybody. Sneaked out." 

Brihido was beaming with pleas· 
ure. "My theory correct -" 

.. Yes," Tarrant interrupted him 
seriously, "but there is that other 
possibility. How much of a chance do 
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I dare take? Suppose the second 
theory is the real one! Suppose • ; :• 

Tarrant's tone, which had risen 
from sobriety to tenseness, con· 
vinced me that the affair had sud· 
denly become vital. He was dialing 
the telephone now with quick, 
nervous tension in his fingers. 

"Centre Street? Peake, Inspector 
Peake, I must speak with him im· 
mediately. Hurry!" 

Tarrant tapped his foot rapidly 
against the floor beneath the tele
phone stand. Then, "Peake? This is 
Tarrant, Do you know the Glam· 
meris kidnap details? . . .  Good, 
goocl. Peake, the girl is in that sealed 
study and is prolxtbly dying, if not 
dead! You must get in touch with 
Los Angeles at once! Make them 
break in - tell them to take a 
doctor along with them! , , . What? 
Oh, blast it, man, of course I know 
how it was done! I'll tell you later. I 
can't get action out there but you 
can. You've got to persuade them. 
. . .  Now, listen, Peake, listen to 
me! You remember that penthouse 
job? I warned you and you wouldn't 
believe me; you let a policeman be 
murdered, didn't you? This girl ;s 
dying right in her own study whit� you 
fuss about propridi�sf By God, 
Peake, I'll have your name and ad· 
dress on the front page of every 
newspaper in New York City if you 
let her die while you delay I I mean 
it. Goodbye." 

Tarrant strode over to the eel· 
larette and splashed whiskey into 
a highOOll glass. ''The hell with 
their stuffy, official courtesies," he 
muttered. 

"But what the devil?" I demand
ed. ''Why should she be dying? 
That's no kind of publicity to-" 

"This doesn't look like publicity,"
was the reply. "Miss Glammeris, 
went through door C both ways, just 
as Brihido said; he was right about 
her movemmts. But she didn't go by,: 
herself; she was dragged out and 
dragged back in again by the 
secretary. At four-thirty Miss Gbmi-: 
meris had already been assaulted and 
was on the bedroom side of door C. 
What the guard heard didn't amount 
to anything; a low voice and a higher 
one mumbling unintelligible words 
- it's nothing. Jane Smith did that; 
you don't have to be even a gcxxi 
mimic to get away with it, under 
the circumstances. If she shot Miss 
Glammeris or stabbed her, the girl 
is dead. But I doubt it. A shot would 
be heard, a knife would have to be 
disposed of. There are a good many 
drugs whose action would be as fatal 
if the victim gets no anention. And 
there was a bathroom in which to 
wash out the glass and dispose of any 
telltale drug remaining. Some of 
them work slowly, though; there 
rruiy be a chance if they break in soon 
enough. 

"Motive? How do I know what 



the motive was? Maybe: the secre· 
tary has been stealing her employer's 
money and has to cover up; maybe: 
Glammeris took a lover away from 
Jane Smith. There are dozens of 
motives, but motive doesn't enter 
the problem, be<:ause we have no 
information on it at all. The problem 
was a purdy mechanical one - the 
question of what happened in and 
about the study." 

"Wait, pliss.'' cried Brihido. "What 
you say not possible, pliss. If secre· 
tary drag lady into bedroom at four· 
thirty and return to study for exit 
through door A, then lady either 
dead or unconscious, because she 
raise no alarm. In this case who lock 
door C from bdroom sid�? Secretary 
could bolt door C only from study 
side." 

"True," Tarrant admitted. "But 
where is the contradiction( When 
Jane Smith came out of the study at 
four-thirty this afternoon, she had 
just bolted door C on the study side 
and of course it was then still un· 
bolted on the bedroom side. I see 
nothing, however, that would have 
hindered her from visiting the bed· 
room at some time between four· 
thirty and six·forty·two and at tiJis 
later timt having bolted the door 
from the bedroom side, perhaps over 
the unconscious body of her em· 
player. She would have had to do 
that, as indeed we know it was done 
-in order to prevent the guard, 
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when he finally entered the study, 
from going through at once to the 
bedroom, as he tried to do when the 
alarm Was first given. Miss Clam· 
meris's body had to be quickly 
accessible for return to the study and 
may even have been in full view. 
But Jane Smith knew that the guard 
would have to inform the other 
detectives before anything else, and 
those few minutes were all she 
needed. The point is that in any 
event Miss Glammeris must now be 
in the study; given the present 
factors, tha� is no otkr possibility in 
logic. But there are two alternatives 
concerning her presence there; either 
it is :a stunt with Jane Smith :as 
accomplice or it is a crime with Jane 
Smith as criminal . . .  and Jane 
Smith has run away." 

Brihido had screwed up his £:ace 
and was saying, "Yiss. Mebbe," 
when the telephone gave a series of 
quite angry buzzes. My friend lifted 
it from its cradle, said, "Tarrant 
speaking," and immediately a whole 
series of staccato barks issued from 
the instrument. 

For a time Tarrant said nothing. 
He emitted an incredulous whistle 
and a moment later made clucking 
noises indicative of astonishment or 
chagrin, or both. Finally he spoke. 
''WelL . . .  Well, I am sorry, old 
man. I offer my most sincere 
apologies . . . .  Yes. If there is any· 
thing I can do beyond apologies, of 
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course I 'm at your service." He put 
down the receiver. 

"It seems," he told us quietly, 
"that Peake gO[ through directly to 
the bouse. At his insistence the police 
have unsealed the doors and �ntered 
the study." Tarrant paused. "Th�re 
is no body in the study. There is no 
one there at all. The study is empty." 

"Eh?" I sounded blank, even to 
myself. After the way it had all been 
figured out so neatly, this pretty well 
stopped me. 

'Hido sat back on his haunches 
and gave a very fair imitation of 
Tammt's previous whistle. Then he 
started hissing. "But not possible. 
Musst be lady in study! No? Iss 
kidnap, th�n. But how thiss done?" 

Tarram motioned him to silence. 
He was murmuring, "We have over� 
looked something. Probably some
thing so obvious that we can't see 
it." He took a pull at his highball 
and stared down at the rug between 
his feet. "And why not?" he asked 
finally. "Why not the very thing we 
started with?" 

"How you mean?" 'Hide could 
hold himself in no longer. 

"How about our original notion?" 
Tarrant reminded him. "The public
ity stunt, the faked kidnaping?" 

'Hide insisted, "No, not possible. 
Lady can get out of study, like I 
invent long ago. But not out of 
house. House been searched; lady 
not there, nor in study, either. Must 

be police mistake; you already say 
only one possibility in logic." 

"With the factors given," Tarrant 
answered. "But with the factors 
changed, another possibility arises. 
Since this possibility has actually 
occurred, we must deduce a change 
in our assumed factors." _ _, 

Tarrant paused, deep in thought. 
Then, "There's one catch." My 

friend smiled wryly. He pulled a fat 
directory from his shelves and 
flipped the pages over to the G's. 
"Yes, here it is. 'Secretary: Jane 
Smith, 3030 St. Clair Street, Rock
ford, Ill., or c/o Kolossal Studios, 
Hollywood, Calif.' Hm. Well," he 
said suddenly, "we'll have one more 
try. It will be about the longest shoe 
I've ever played - but here goes." 

My first speech for some time: 
"Here goes what?" �·-

"Some more nice person-to-per
son business for American Tel. and 
Tel. If Jane Srnith should be in Rock� 
ford, Illinois - I'd better hurry." 

And, indeed, five minutes later, 
when the operator called him back, 
he could hardly conceal the surprise 
in his voice. 

"This is Miss Smith? . . .  Trevis 
Tarrant speaking - a friend of Miss 
Glammeris's. You are l'vfiss Smith 
and you have been in Rockford for a 
week? . . .  Oh, you thought this 
was from Miss Glammeris because it 
was a long distance call to you 
personally? Well, young lady, you 



are going to receive a lot more long 
distance calls any minute now but 
they won't be from friends. [f you 
want my advice, don't answer any 
more calls at all; just leave word that 
you

. 
are not there until .�iss Clam

mens reaches you . . . .  
Brihido gasped and I cried, "What 

the hell!", as he turned away from 
the phone. 

Tarrant regarded us quizzically. 
He said, "Surely you see it now? If 
Jane Smith is in Rockford tonight, 
she wasn't in Hollywood this after
noon. Why not a vacation during 
Gloria's 'retirement' and 'kidnap
ing'? In other words, there never 
was a secretary - in Hollywood this 
afternoon, I mean. Miss Glammeris 
played both roles - that of herself 
earlier in the day and of her secre
tary from the four-thirty conference 
on. No trick at all for an actress of 
her ability. Remember, we were told 
that the guard, Operative Huggins, 
never saw the two women together. 
The part of Gloria in the afternoon 

was no more than an offstage voice. 
"It's simple enough, once you nail 

down the vital fact. Gloria's. move
ments were those we have been 
attributing to Jane Smith, because at 
that time she was playing Jane Smith. 
That's how she got out of the study. 
Then she faked the secretarial 
hysteria - to ga out of tM house. 
She was taken to a hospital; and 
skipped at the first opfX'rtunity. 
Probably right now she's registered 
at the Los Angcles Biltmore as Mrs. 
F. N. Trelawney or something, all 
done up in a pair of dark glasses and 
prepared to wait patiently a few 
days for a phoney exchange of half a 
million dollars' ransom and the best 
publicity in film history." 

"But in that case," I managed, 
''Peake -" 

"- probably won't spc=ak to me 
for a wet'k. I hope. As to Gloria 
versus the public, I'm for Gloria. 
. . .  I trust," be added pleasantly, 
"that she thanks me for it some day. 
She really is lovely, you know." 



In the Usut of July 1943 wt brought you thefirst dtUctiw Ilory wriltm hy tJ 
hoy-11uthor - "Dtp11rtmtnl of Impossihl� Crim�s" by 15·ytar·old ]11mes 
Yaffi. At tMt tim� your Editor pointed oUJ that Masur Yalf�' s plot-id�a hor� 
4 strong resemblance to a clamC theme used many years before. Young Yaff� 
took an old chestnut, roasted it over a modern Ollttl, and garnished it with a 
mw sauc� of his own recip�. The resulting dish Md a fresh and stimulating 
fla�. 

In the i.s.su� of March 1944 wt brought you Masur Yaffe's second det«tiv� 
story - "Mr. Kiroshibu's Ashes," another adventure of Paul Dawn and his 
Departmmt of lmpossibk Crimes. This tim� young Jimmy, now 16 years old, 
hrokefresherground. His funda�ntal plot-idea was much more original. But 
being young and inexperienced, he committed a whopping blunder in construe· 
tion. Your Editor prinJed the story and with young Jimmy's permission, "ex· 
pOsed'' the .flaw in the plot. But iJ should b� recortkd, in justice to Master 
Yaffe, thaJ many fans rushed to his ikf�nse, insisting vehemently that the 

flaw was editorial, not auctorial. 
Now we offer you Master Yaffe's third detective story - "Th� Seventh 

Drin/v" and SJi/1 another exploit of Paul Dawn, the sleuth who taJr.cs the "im" 
out of "impossible.'' Jimmy has now r�ached the rip� old age of 17, with two 
years of Paul-Dawning (so to speak) behind him. But we can't rush our 
favorite boy-author. Experience comes only with ti� and practice - and two 
years and two stories are not enough. Again your Editor is forced to admit that 
Master Yaffe has re-work_td an old idea; but again your Editor points out that 
young Jimmy Juu dressed up the old idea, this time f•shioning a brand-new 
suit of clothes ouJ of old cloth. Coat lapels to trouser cuffs, the style is pure 
Yaffe - and even more imagiTUJtively concdved than bifore. 

Your Editor is going to string along with ]immv-encourflging and helping 
him ail he can. Let the youthful Yaffi bum flllthe old ideas out ojhis system; 
and one of these dflys our boy-author will come through with a story 
fourth,fourteenth, or fortieth shot in his locker - that will be all Yaffe and a 
mik wide. TMt story will be new, dflring, and extraordinary; it will be com· 
plttelyfresh and wholly original. Your Editor backs that prediction right down 
to his last edilorial chip. 

Now refld an ama::ing scene between fl murd�er and a iktective - the 
prelude 10 a Yaffesque "impouibk.' crime. 



T H E  S E V E N T H  D R I N K  

by JAMES YAFFE 

HE p:Z�e a�d
w�j�is

c�:t:;.
rd 

"1 need money, Mr. Dawn, a 
great deal of money, and I need it 
right away. Could you afford to 
risk - say, two thousand dollars?" 

She was blonde and twenty-six 
and not bad-looking at all. Her posi
tion in the chair gave him a nice 
view of her legs. 

"All depends. What am I risking 
it on, Miss -?" 

"Mrs. Dillberry. Janet Dillberry. 
I'll come right to the point, Mr. 
Dawn. You are an expert on the so
called Impossible Crime - the crime 
which appears on the surface to have 
no solution. You claim, Mr. Dawn, 
that there is no impossible crime 
which is too impossible for you to 
solve. Am I right?" 

He nodded, wondering what she 
was getting at. 

"Mr. Dawn, I am willing to make 
a bet with you. I am willing to bet 
you two thousand dollars that I can 
commit the impossible murder." 

Paul Dawn le.aned back in his 
chair and puffed at his cigarette. 
"Now, look here, Mrs. - er - ?" 

"Dillberry." 
"Dillberry. You aren't serious, are 

you? You wouldn't really kill some
body just to win a few dollars." 

"Two thousand dollars. Aod, as I 
say, I must have the money. A small 
matter of some gambling debts. 
Trivial, you understand, but urgent. 
Well, Mr. Dawn, is it a bet?" 

Paul cleared his throat, stalling for 
time, taking stock of the situation, 
A two thousand dollar wager - on a 
human life. Was it a practical joke? 
Interesting affair, though. Especially 
interesting since the leading char· 
acter was a woman like Janet Dill
berry. Beautiful legs, beautiful fig
ure, beautiful face, beautiful blonde 
hair, beautiful everytlUng. It would 
be almost a pleasure to be murdered 
be a woman like that. The more he 
examined Mrs. Dillberry, the more 
interested he became in her case. 

"I suppose you've made all the ar· 
rangements. Picked out the method, 
and the time, and the place?" 

"I've attended to everything, 
naturally. I'll commit the murder 
any time that would be most con· 
venient for you." She leaned for· 
ward eagerly. "I could kill him to· 
night if you wished." 

"No, don't kill him tonight," 
Paul said hastily. Good God, was the 
lady serious, did she actually mean 
it? "Who is the lucky corpse?" he 
asked, trying to sound nonchalant. 
"Or haven't you chosen one yet?" 
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·'Oh, yes. I had thought at first of 
picking a name out of the telephone 
book - at random. However, I dis· 
carded the idea as far too brutal. So 
1 finally decided to kill Charles." 

"Charles?" 
"Mr. Dillberry. My husband. You 

must meet him, Mr. Dawn, he's 
most interested in your work." 

Paul laughed, and a hollow sound 
came out. "Docs Charles - er 
Mr. Dill berry know that you're go
ing to kill him?" 

"Naturally not. I wouldn't think 
of upsetting him like that." 

Paul took a deep, desperate drag 
on his cigarette. He had been in· 
vestigating impossible crimes for years 
without ever coming across a situa· 
tion quite like this or a woman quite 
like Janet Dillberry. It  was all so 
polite and bloodthirsty. He shud· 
dcred. "You're sure, Mrs. Dill· 
berry, you can't think of a less 
er - cold blooded way of raising two 
thous:md dollars?" 

"Let's not be sentimental, Mr. 
Dawn. What serious objection can 
there be to this way? Murder is one 
of the oldest arts." 

Paul gulped. "And if I don't ac
cept your offer, you'll probably go 
to someone dse." 

"Probably." 
Paul nodded and said nothing. 
"Will you do it, Mr. Dawn? I'm 

sure that any criminal investigator 
would risk two thousand dollars for 

a front row seat to a murder." 
Paul sighed. "Mrs. Dillbcrry, it's 

a bet." 
They shook on it. 
Janet Dillbc:rry laughed and said, 

"It's a relief to get that off my mind. 
I suppose you'd like to know when 
it's going to happen." 

Paul nodded. 
"My husband is giving a lecture 

at Town Hall tomorrow night. About 
Shakespeare; Charles is an English 
professor at the University. If you'll 
be there at eight·thirty sharp, you 
can make yourself comfortable while 
I kill Charles. Is that satisfactory?" 

"Oh - fine," said Paul weakly. 
Mrs. Dillbc:rry stood up with a 

warm smile. "Good· bye, Mr. Dawn. 
Thank you again. And please don't 
worry. I'll use cyanide potassium, so 
it will all be over quickly." 

And she was gone. 

" Inspector Stanley Fledge, Homi
cide Squad, was red. 

"Why didn't you stop her, blast 
it? Why didn't you arrest her?" 

"What charge? The woman hasn't 
killed anybody yet. She may be a 
nut, but until tomorrow night sh�:s 
not a murderer." ' 

''Well, then, why didn't you talk 
ber out of it?  Don't forget, Paul, the 
D.LC. is part of the Homicide Squad, 
and it's our duty to keep law and 
order, and it's your duty to tdl 
women who are going to poison 



their husbands that it's not right to 
go around poisoning husbands." 

"Crime Docs Not Pay! That sort 
of thing?" Paul shook his head weari· 
ly. "Wouldn't work in this case. 
You know perfectly well that if Mrs. 
Dillberry has made up her mind to 
feed cyanide to Mr. Dillberry noth
ing in the world is going to stop her. 
Let's face it; the man is as good as 
cadaver. The- only thing to do is be 
.on hand when it happens and place 
the lady behind bars." 

"But suppose she gets away with 
it!" said Fledge. "Suppose it is an 
impossible murder, and suppose you 
can't solve it !" 

. Paul was getting annoyed. "Then 
I'm out two thous:md dollars. Really, 
if I'd thought you were going to 
have apoplexy over the thing, I 
never would have told you about it. 
Now, get out, Fledge - sec you 
tomorrow night at eight-thirty." 

"Excuse me," mumbled Paul Dawn, 
as he climbed over the knees of two 
elderly ladies. He sank into his seat, 
suugglcd out of his coat, and looked 
afound. Town Hall seemed to be 
:05cupied entirely by females. El
derly schoolteachers with moth-eaten 
rnbbit coats bravely trying to be 
�nks; teen·age students with big 
�4tck glasses and notebooks and wads 
:oJ chewing gum in their mouths; 
:4lliddle-agcd housewives with loud 
giggles, all of whom looked like (and 

ss 
were) Presidents of Ladies' Literary 
Clubs. 

Paul felt nervous and uncomfort
able, but not so nervous and uncom
fortable as Inspector Stanley Fledge 
who, his neck red and sweating, sat 
next to him. 

In a low voice Paul said, "After 
years of shooting it out with gun
men in roadhouses and tracking down 
sinister Orientals to opium dens, 
how docs it fed to look for a killer at 
a lecture on Shakespeare?" 

"Just like the good old days at 
Vassar," said Fledge sourly. "Where 
the hell's the daisy chain?" 

Paul laughed, and looked up at 
the lecture platform. On the plat· 
form stood three chairs and a table; 
on the table, alone and aloof, was a 
glass of water. Two of the chairs 
were occupied by a thin, old woman 
and a tremendously stout man with 
hard, shrewd eyes. In the third sat 
Janet Dillberry, smiling coolly at the 
crowd. Paul nudged Fledge. 

"Look at that glass of water." 
Fledge squinted at the glass. "Only 

a glass of water. So what?" 
"Rates more than an 'only', don't 

you think? Look at it again." 
"Plenty of lecturers have a glass 

of water in front of them when they 
speak. What about it?" 

"What about it?  Exactly." Paul 
closed his eyes and leaned back to 
meditate. "Charles Dillberry is a 
lecturer. Consequendy a glass of 
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water is  placed before him, as is 
customary at most lectures. Con
sequently, what am I worried about? 
I am worried, Fledge, about cyanide 
potassium. And it occurs to me that 
that glass of water is the damnedest 
glass of water I have ever seen." 

''What's so damnedest about it?" 
"I've been gazing at it for the 

last few minutes. And something 
strikes me. Fledge, that glass of 
water looks - now, don't splutter 
all over my new suit - that glass of 
water looks lonely." 

"LONELY!" 
"Lonely. Where is its usual trav

eling companion, the pitcher of water? 
Romeo without Juliet. Adam with
out Eve. Mutt without Jeff. Glass 
without pitcher. Curious." 

Fledge clenched his fists, then un
clenched them, then clenched them 
again. "What tha hell are you -" 

"Ssh!" said Paul. "Make way for 
boredom." 

The thin, old woman on the plat
form had risen from her seat and 
stood behind the table beaming. 
The murmuring from the audience 
stopped. Her thin fingers drummed 
for a moment on the table. She took 
a gulp of water from the glass and 
began in a squeaky voice. 

"Ladies and gentlemen. We are 
fortunate this evening - "  little 
laugh, " - in having with us one of 
America's most distinguished - "  �ulp of water, " - Shakespearean 

scholars. I am sure you will all be in
terested in what this famous Shake
spearean scholar has to say about 
er - Shakespeare. May I present 
Professor - "  little laugh, gulp of 
water, and the smile, " - Charles 
er - Dill berry." 

A smattering of applause, and Pro
fessor Dillberry made his entrance. 
He was in his thirties and su�ofhim
self, a good example of the Happy
Days-Are-Here-Again kind of lec
turer who starts off every talk with a 
funny story and ends it with a quo
tation from Abraham Lincoln. He 
came onto the platform rubbing his 
hands together briskly and laughing. 
His first words were a hearty, "Thank 
you, Mrs. Beegle, thank you, thank 
you." The cheery type, Paul thought. 

The Professor pulled out a sheaf 
of lecture notes, planted himself in 
front of the table, and was all busi
ness immediately. He cleared his 
throat in the accepted manner and 
took a long drink of water. 

"Ladies and gentlemen." Origi
nal beginning, thought Paul. "Mrs. 
Beegle introduced me as a Shake
spearean scholar, and that �minds 
me of a funny story. On my way .to 
the University this morning -" 

Stanley Fledge muttered, "Co· 
median !", out of the side of his 
mouth and stifled a yawn. Paul 
Dawn sat forward, one eye on the 
suspicious glass of water, one eye on 
the Professor, and a corner of both 



eyes on Mrs. Dillberry. But she 
looked nothing like a would-be mur
deress at that moment. Her face 
betrayed no other emotion than 
extreme inlerest in her husband's 
speech. 

"Glimpse Mrs. D.," said Paul 
sOftly. "Looks almost as if she hasn't 
heard this speech a hundred times 
before. Amazing woman. Pretty, 
too." 

Fledge said, "Was Lucrezia Borgia 
a blonde?" 

"Lucrezia Borgia! Which reminds 
me. Keep your eye on that water." 

At that moment the glass of water 
was being lifted to Professor Dill
berry's lips. " - that the Immortal 
Bard, whose monumental works have 
been the inspiration for - "  A long 
drink of water, and the glass was 
placed on the table again. Paul 
looked quickly at Mrs. Dillberry. 
Her expression had not changed. 
t• - because Shakespeare has often 
been described - " 
:· Ten minutes later Paul was still 

staring, and Fledge was still yawn
iitg, and Mrs. Dillberry was still 
sitting, and Professor Dillberry was 
sfill living. 

" - and the early part of Shake
speare's career was marred by - "  
The glass of water, half empty now, 
iOoked as lonely and as menacing as 
eVer. But nothing had happened. If 
Jinet Dillberry was going to kill her 
husband, she had better hurry up 

about it. And the glass of water 
still troubled him -

Fledge said, "When does your 
performing glass start to do its stuff? 
The way the Professor is going, if 
she doesn't kill him, I'll do it my· 
self." 

" - the mood of his earlier work 
is predominantly gay and sentimen
tal - " Professor Dillberry picked 
up the glass of water and took a big 
gulp. " - gay and sentimental - " 

Suddenly it happened. 
Professor Dillberry stopped short. 

His face twisted into an expression 
of sudden and violent pain; des
perately he clutched at his throat; 
he forced his mouth open and started 
but never completed a scream of 
agony, Before he could utter a 
sound, his knees buckled, and he 
collapsed on the floor nearly upset
ting the table. 

There was one moment of awed 
silence. And then - uproar. Paul 
bad a confused impression of some· 
one fainting, of Inspector Stanley 
Fledge bounding up to the platform, 
Of Mrs. Dillberry's face, the expres
sion of which he remembered chiefly 
because it didn't exist. But be had 
little time to pay close attention to 
any of these things. Because, through· 
out the excitement and confusion 
that followed, Paul's eyes were fas
tened with morbid fascination upon 
the half-empty glass of water that 
stood on the table, so lonely, so in-
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nocent, s o  full o f  cyanide potassium. 

"That's impossible! "  
"Maybe so. But it happened." 
"But it couldn't have ! "  
"But i t  did. And there's a corpse 

in the morgue to prove it. Go argue 
it out with him. " 

The morning after the murder was 
cold and dismal. Paul Dawn sat be
hind his desk and watched Inspector 
Stanley Fledge shout at the Medi· 
cal Examiner. And he knew that the 
Medical Examiner was right. If Dr. 
OsWald Mortimer said a thing was 
so, it was so. And if Mortimer said 
that cyanide potassium had killed 
Charles Dill berry, then Charles Dill· 
berry had died of exactly that. 

"But it can't be," Fledge insisted. 
"I'll go over the whole thing with 
you again." 

"Don't bother. " Mortimer closed 
his bl.g with a snap. 

"Cyanide potassium is an instant 
poison. It kills you the second you 
take a sip of the stuff. Right?" 

Mortimer shoved his arm into the 
overcoat and said nothing. 

"You say that Dillberry died of a 
large dose of cyanide potassium. 
And you found a large dose of cya
nide potassium in the glass of water. 
But Dill berry drank from that glass 
of water at least six times before he 
died, and the water had no effect on 
him. Also, Mrs. Beegle, the female 
who introduc«i Dillberry, drank 

from that glass of water three times 
without falling into any convulsions. 
So that means the poison was not in 
that glass of water while Dillberry 
was speaking. So that means the 
poison must've been slipped into 
the glass of water a few seconds be· 
fore Dillberry took the drink that 
killed him. Right?" 

Mortimer buttoned up his coat 
and adjusted his scarf. 

"But I was watching that glass of 
water closely all the time Dillberry 
was speaking. And so was Paul. And 
so were a couple of hundred other 
people. And I can swear that nobody 
even came near that glass of water 
during Dill berry's speech. So at what 
time did Mrs. Dillberry put the 
cyanide potassium in the water? 
Answer: At no time. Mrs. Dillberry 
couldn't have put the poison in the 
water or tv.u hundred people would'Ve 
seen her do it. Nobody else could've 
put the poison in the water: same 
reason. So Jww did the poison get in 
the water? Answer: The Invisible 
Man put it there. But the Invisible 
Man is making pictures out in Hot· 
lywood. Conclusion: The whole thing 
is impossible. Right?" 

Mortimer nodded. "Right. Iffi· 
possible. Only it happened. Good 
morning, gentlemen. Pleasant night� 
mares.'' 

"Hey, Doc- " Fledge begani 
but the door was shut. The InspectOr 
turned to Paul, and there were tears 



in his eyes. "Once upon a time there 
was a glass of water. There it was, 
right in front of our noses for fifteen 
minutes. A guy drinks from the 
glass of \\'ater six times - six times 
- and nothing happens to him. So 
there isn't any poison in the water. 
And then he drinks a seventh time 
- and dies. And Presto! - there is 
poison in the water. When did it 
get there? Who put it there? My 
own eyes tell me the answer. No-
body! I'm going nuts!" 

-Paul puffed a t  his cigarette 
thoughtfully. "Neat little problem. 
Two hundred people and two de� 
tectives say the glass wasn't tam� 
pered with. One dead man, with a 
stomach full of cyanide, says that it 
'¥.a5- Where is the order in this chaos? 
Optical illusion? Ghosts? Ectoplas� 
mic glass? Bewildering." 
� "Blast her!" Fledge blurted out. 
._."Mrs. Borgia?" 
• "Yeah. That Dill berry dame. She 

wins her bet all right. The r�ally 
Impossible Murder!'' 

"The Case of the Educated Glass. 
Now you see it, now you don't." 
Paul sat up suddenly. "I think a 
chat with Janet Dillberry is in order." 

-NHow do you do, Mr. Dawn," 
sb.e said pleasantly. "You owe me 
two thousand dollars." 

"Sit down," said Stanley Fledge. 
1-Jis voice was grim . 

. :'Thank you." She arranged her· 

self carefully in the chair, taking 
care not to hide those legs. "Two 
thousand dollars, Mr. Dawn," and 
she smiled. 

Stanley Fledge stuck out his chin. 
"How did the poison get into the 
glass?" 

"Someone put it there, of course." 
"Who put it there?" 
"I did." 
"When did you put it there? You 

couldn't have put it there bifore 
your husband started to speak, or 
Mrs. Beegle would have dropped 
dead when she drank from the glass, 
and so would your husband after his 
first drink." 

"But he didn't drop dead until 
his seventh drink, did he?" 

"Don't heckle," Fledge bellowed. 
"And you couldn't have put the 
poison in the glass aft� your husband 
began to speak or we'd have seen 
you do it." 

Ignoring the inspector, she turned 
to Paul. "Looks very much

" 
like the 

impossible murder, doesn't it?" 
Paul nodded glumly. 
She stood up and approached his 

desk. "Then if you've both finished 
playing detective and have finally 
admitted failure, I'll take my two 
thousand dollars and leave." 

"Not failure, Mrs D.," said Paul. 
"Only temporary miscalculation. 
Give us a little time." 

She smiled. "I'll wait." She sat 
down again, rearranging the legs. So 
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confident, Paul thought, so per· 
fecdy sure of herself. And the way 
things looked now - why not? 

"You confess to murdering yow: 
husband, don't you?" 

"Of course." 
"You admit that you placed a 

large spoonful of potassium cyanide 
in his glass of water, don't you?" 

"It was a pill, not a spoonful."  
"Where did you get this poisoned 

pill?" 
"My husband gave it to me. The 

head of the Department of Science 
at the University compounded the 
pill fOr him. I told Charles I needed 
some cyanide of potassium, so he got 
it for me." 

Paul stared at her. "Didn't he ask 
you what you wanted it for?" 

"He did." 
"And what did you tdl him?" 
"I told him it was none of his 

business." 
"And he still got the poison for 

you?" 
"Why not? Charles was quite 

devoted to me." 
Paul said, "You still admit that 

you kill«l him I" 
"Still." 
"And you still won't tdl w howl" 
"Absolutdy." 
"Looks as if I'll have to find out 

for myself, doesn't it?" 
"Be sure and tdl me if you do." 

She arose and presented them with 
2 great big smile. "And remember, 

Mr. Dawn, when you make out 
th2t check - the name is spelt with 
two l's." 

Mrs. Sophie Beegle had only known 
poor Professor Dillberry a short 
time. She was president of the New 
Rochelle Women's Reading Group, 
the organization which sponsored 
poor Professor Dillberry's lecture. 
Such an awful tragedy, wasn't it? 
And such a wonderful man, wasn't 
he? In the prime of life, so to speak. 
Not since the death of her poor 
dear husband had Mrs. Beegle been 
so broken up. 

With some difficulty Paul inter· 
rupted the beginning of 2 long dis· 
serration on Mrs. Beegle's poor d�r 
husband. "You were up there on t�e 
platform with Professor Dillberry 
last night. You didn't see anythi�g 
sw;picious, did you?" 

Mrs. Beegle's eyes shone. "Ho}V 
exciting," she cried. "You mean, Qid 
I notice any dues? The smell of 
exotic perfume, or whether Pr� 
fessor Dillberry had a finger missing 
from his right hand, or - "  

He might have known it!  Mrs. 
Beegle was a detective story &nl 
Her eyes glittered with the fanatical 
gleam of the hardened devotee. �I 
said, "I didn't mean anything quite 
so dramatic, Mrs. Beegle. Did ):OU 
see anyone approach the glass pf 
water in front of Professor Dillber,1;:y 
at any time during the speech?" 



Mrs. Beegle shook her head. 
"Did the Professor drop anything 

into the glass while he was s1X3king." 
Mrs. Beegle shook her head vio· 

lendy. She was watching the poor 
dear Professor with rapt attention, 
and she was sure that neither the 
Professor nor anybody else had tam· 
pered with the water. 

"When you drank from the glass 
yourself," Paul said, "did you no· 
rice anything peculiar about the 
taste or the smell?" 

Mrs. Beegle was rductant to ad· 
mit it, but the water had seemed 
perfectly aU right to her at the time. 
No sickly-sweet taste of incense, no 
trace of South American curare, not 
even that best friend of all the 
detective-story writers, The Smell 
of Bitter Almonds. "But," said Mrs . 
. Beegle, "I did notice something sus· 
picious last night during the lecture. 
It struck me at the time, and I still 
remember it." 

Paul leaned forward and told her 
to go on. 

"Well! While I was sitting on the 
platform. I looked out at the audi· 
ence, and 1 saw something very sus· 
picious. Very suspicious." 
" Fledge said, "For God's sake, 

l'l'hat was it?" 
"I saw two very suspicious-look· 

ing characters out in the audience. 
Two suspicious-looking men. They 
were sitting in the second row, and 
during the whole lecture they stared 
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and stared at the Professor's glass of 
water in a very queer man�r. They 
didn't pay any attention to the 
lecture. Just sat there, staring at the 
glass of water." 

"Go on," said Paul anxiously. 
"Can you describe them?" 

Mrs. Beegle hesitated. "Let me 
see. One of them was a man in his 
early thirties - about your age, Mr. 
Dawn - almost six foot tall, with 
light brown hair and blue eyes 
just like you. And the other one was 
in his forties, short and heavy-set 
with dark hair and nervous eyes and 
a red neck - like you, Inspector. 
They were OOth terribly siniste.r." 

Paul Dawn closed his eyes .and 
sucked in his breath. Stanley Fledge 
glared at Mrs. Beegle and muuered 
something. It wasn't very polite. 

"Town Hall likes one of its Boord: 

of Directors to sit on the platform at 
every lecture. That's me. Board of 
Director." Mr. Bernard Remington 
chuckled and eased his tremendously 
stout body into the chair recently 
occupied by Mrs. Beegle and the 
coldbloocled Mrs. Dillberry. The 
hard, shrewd eyes that Paul had 
noticed from the audience the night 
before peered at him suspiciously. 

"So you never met the murdered 
man before last night, Mr. Rem· 
ington?" 

"Didn't say that. Charlk and I 
were fraternity brothers. Z.B.T.'s 
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under the  skin. I 'm class of 1910, 
Charlie's class of '28. Used to see 
Charlie at the Z.B.T. dinners." 

"Did you know he was going to 
lecture at Town Hall last night?" 

"No idea of it. I was told to sit on 
the platform for this lecture, and 
what do you know? - who's lec· 
turing but Charlie Dillberry. Small 
world." Aimlessly he flicked a strand 
of blond hair off the chair arm. 

Paul said, "Did you notice any· 
thing suspicious while Professor Dill· 
berry was lecturing?" 

"How do you mean?" 
"Well, did you see anybody fool

ing with Dill berry's glass of water?" 
"Nobody touched the water 

except Charlie. I 'm sure of it." 
Paul studied the big man closely. 

"Who poured that glass of water for 
the Professor, Mr. Remington?" 

"Who poured the water?" Rem· 
ington scratched his head. "There's 
a banquet hall on the second floor, 
and a small kitchen adjoining, with 
a sink and running water, Probably 
someone poured tbe water there." 

"Who?" 
"Hell, I don't know. His wife 

maybe." 
"What rn:Ide you thinkofhis wife, 

Mr. Remington?" · 
Remington cleared his throat. "No 

particular reason. Well, if you don't 
need me any more - Oh, by the 
way." Remington paused as he was 
about to open the door. "Some· 

thing funny happened while Charlie 
wa.� talking. Just t�ought of it." 

''Go ahead." 
"Charlie was saying something 

about Shakespeare'$ works living 
through the ages, or something like 
that, and he stopped and took a 
drink of water. And after he drank 
the water, Charlie did something 
that caught my attention." 

"What did he do?" 
Remington looked puzzled. "H� 

made a face. He screwed up his nose 
and turned down the corners of his 
mouth. Like this. Like he was smell
ing a bad egg. Or like something 
tasted queer. I wondered at the time 
what could h:lve tasted queer. Doei 
it help you any?" " 

Paul shook his head slowly. :;1 
don't know," he said. 

He V.':J.S alone in the office. He 
worked on a crossword puzzle for- �

while, but having been stumped f?T 
five minutes on 14 Horiwntal, h.e 
gave it up. Then he closed his ey�
leaned back in his chair, folded his. 
hands over his stomach, and tried ·t� 

imagine he was on a world crui$,... 
But even that did no good. �� 
mind was on the Dillberry casew 
the Impossible Crime In Front Q.f 
Two Hundred People. JC·": 

He had never known a mystery 
with so little mystery to it. Fro� 
the very beginning. everything �Q, 
been so completely without secrecy, 



so open for inspection. First of all, 
the murderer had come to him ahead 
of time and told him that she was 
going to commit the murder. Not 
only that, she had told him whom 
she was going to kiU, and where and 
why and at what time and with 
what weapon, and she had gone on 
to invite him to be there when it 
happened. Then, in carrying out 
the murder, she had taken no ad� 
vantage of the security and secrecy 
of a locked door or a dark alley. She 
had killed her victim on a lecture 
platform in front of two hundred 
witnesses, two of whom had come 
there for the sole purpose of watch� 
ing her commit the murder. In 
short, Mrs. Oillberry might just as 
well have advertised the killing in 
the newspapers ahead of time. It was 
humiliating. 

The sharp ring of the office tele
phone broke his train of thought. 

· "Department of Impossible Crimes, 
Good morning. I'm sorry, Mr. Dawn 
has had a sudden attack of vertigo 
and won't be back till 1985. Good 
bye." 

"This is Fledge, you nitwit," 
squeaked a voice. "New develop
ments on the Dillberry case. Doc 
M_!)rtimor found something else in 
thdt glass of water beside a dose of 
potassium cyanide." 

"Let me guess. A three-volume 
set of the Complete Works of William 
Shakespeare." 
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"Guess again. A very tiD.y wad of 

soap." 
"A WHAT!" Paul Dawn nearly 

yanked the telephone out of the 
wall. "Repeat that, will you?" 

"They found a small wad of or· 
dinary soap, like you use to wash 
yourself, in the glass of water that 
killed Dillberry." 

"Soap! Good God! Soap!" 
"Yeah. Do you make anything 

out of it?" 
"Soap! Beautiful, wonderful soap. 

From now on, I shall take a bath 
three times a day." 

"Paul, are you screwy?" 
"Only slightly," he cried ecstati· 

cally. "Now, listen closely. Here's 
what I want you to do -" 

Five uniformed policemen paced 
up and down in front of Town Hall 
at eight-thirty that night. They 
rubbed their mittens together and 
puffed out their cheeks and looked 
cold. 

Inside, five slightly excited, slightly 
irritated people were spending a 
crazy evening re-enacting the events 
of a crazy murder. 1be lecture 
platform was arranged just as it had 
been the night before, with three 
chairs and a table, and on the table 
stood a glass of water. Mrs. Sophie 
Beegle, panting with excitement, 
Bernard Remington, tense and watch� 
ful, and Janet Dillbcrry, cool and 
smiling as always, sat in the same 
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�ts they had occupied twenty· 
four hours before, Inspector Stanley 
Fledge, looking very doubtful about 
the whole thing, was in the audi
ence, 

"And I," said Paul Dawn cheer
fully, "shall attempt to be the mur· 
dered mao. However foolish this 
may seem to you at the moment, 
please believe me - there is method 
to my madness," 

"Madness is right," Remington 
said. 

"I want," said Paul, "to repro· 
duce as accuratdy as possible the 
events leading up to Charles Dill
berry's'murdcr last night, Go ahead, 
Mrs. Beegle, introduce me to the 
audience." 

Mrs. Beegle looked at him un· 
certainly. 

"Don't be shy. Introduce me." 
She stepped forward timidly. 

"Ladies - ahem - ladies and gentle
men. Imroducing Professor Paul 
Professor Charles Dillberry." She 
shot a questioning glance in Paul's 
direction. 

''Fine. Now, drink the water." 
"What I" 
"Drink the water," he said. "As 

you did last night. Drink from the 
glass." 

MIS. &eglo gulp«! hdpl,.,Jy from 
the glass and tottered into her chair. 

"Mr. Dawn, I don't think _ .. 
Remington was saying. 

"Sshl" said Paul. "Professor Dill-

lx:rry is about to speak. Not worried, 
are you, Mrs. D?" 

Janet Oillberry smiled. "Two l's, 
Mr. Dawn." 

"Proced:l, Professor." Paul cleared 
his throat. "Thank you, Mrs. Beegle, 
thank you, thank you, Ladies and 
gentlemen, Mrs. Beegle called me a 
Shakespearean scholar and that re· 
minds me of a funny story. - And 
so on and so on and so on. I won't 
repeat the entire speech for you; 
I'm sure you all had enough of 
Shakespeare last night. From now 
on, however, I am conducting a 
rigid experiment in timing. For the 
next fifteen minutes, I must ask for 
absolute silence, broken only by 
occasional comments from the corpse 
and a slight slushing noise as I take 
sips from my glass of water." 

The minutes passed. At the end of 
three minutes, Paul took a drink of 
water, calling out, "Drink Number 
Two". Silence again. At the end of 
six minutes, Paul took anotherdrink1 
"Drink Number Three" and silenCe. 
Eight minutes had ptssed and "Dri,nk 

�a�����Jo��� a::r
ml;::;dt): 

made a sour face. "Correct, Mr. 
Remington?" Remington nodde�l, , 

Pa�l
t �1�C::n�u�f . . ����� ���e; 

Five." Two more minutes pa�.' 
Mrs. Beegle was breathing excited)x,._ 

�e���g��:n;a:o:� ��a!�;dF�l� 



glared at the platform. Janet Dill� 
berry's face was r:xpr�ionless. 

Thirteen minutes. "Drink Num� 
ber Six. And you will all note that 
the glass is exactly half empty. In 
two more minutes I will take Drink 
Number Seven - the final drink. 
But first, I would like each one of 
you to take a small sip ofthis water." 

He held the glass out for each of 
them, and they sipped. Paul said, 
''Taste anything?" 

"Water," said Stanley Fledge 
wryly. 

"Tastes all right to me," said 
Remington. 

"And to me," said Mrs. Beegle. 
"What's the idea?" said Stanley 

Fledge. 
"Sshl You know what happened 

to the cat. Be quiet and w:�.it." And 
they waited, as Paul's watch ticked 
away the seconds. 

"Fifteen minutes," he cried at 
Ia-�t. He held the glass of water 
firmly and raised it high, facing 
Mrs. Dillberry. "A toast, ladies and 
g�ntlemen. Here's to the impossible 
murder - "  He drank quickly from 
t�.e glass, and as he did so a big smile 
appeared on his face. " - which 
turns out to be not so impossible 
afi�r all. I would like you all to take 
anOther sip from this glass of water." 

Again the glass of water was passed 
around, and again each one of them 
•ipp<d. 

"It tastes different," said Rem� 
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ington, after a moment, 

"It tastes funny," said Mrs. Beegle. 
"Blast it, Paul," said Fledge, "it 

tastes just like an aspirin tablet." 
"And that's exactly what it is," 

said Paul Dawn. "An aspirin tablet." 
Fledge squinted at him. "Two 

minutes ago I took a sip out of that 
glass and I didn't taste anything -" 

"And one second ago you took a 
sip out of that glass and tasted -" 

"An aspirin tablet. So how did the 
aspirin tablet get into that glaiS 
between the time, two minutes ago, 
when you took Drink Number Six, 
and just this minute when you took 
Drink Number Seven?" 

Paul looked straight at Janet Dill· 
berry. "In the same way that a 
small pill containing cyanide potas· 
sium got into this glass last night 
between the time Charles Dillberry 
took Drink Number Six and the 
time he took Drink Number Seven." 

Fledge stared, his mouth Oif�D. 
"Don't look so startled Fledge," 

said Paul. "It was no optical illusion. 
It was something so simple it ex· ��� �ur notice completely. It was 

The stunned inspector was barely 
able to repeat the word. "Ice(" 

"That's right. That hard sub· 
stance that melts in water. Mrs. 
Dill berry simply took her nice, new 
pill full of cyanide potassium and 
brought it with her to the kitchen a 
few minutes before the lecture. From 
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the refrigerator in the kitchen she 
removed an ice-tray and selected a 
big ice cube. She let a steady stream 
of hot water run on the center of the 
cube for several seconds. If you've 
ever tried this, you'll know that it 
succeeds in boring a small hole 
about halfway through the cube. 
In this little bole she placed the pill. 
That was the first step. 

"Next, she had to have something 
to stop up the hole with. There was 
very little time, so she snipped off a 
tiny wad of soap - there's a bar in 
every kitchen - and stuffed it into 
the bole. The little pill was now 
packed tightly in, surrounded by 
ice, wadded in by soap. Mrs. Dill� 
berry calmly dropped this ice cube, 
containing enough. cyanide to kill 
three men, into a glass, filled the 
glass with water, and placed it on 
the table in front of her husband. 

"It was so safe, wasn't it, Mrs. D? 
When the ice melted, the cyanide 
potassium, now completely dissolved, 
would be released, and Professor 
Dillberry would drink it down with 
the water. It would take the ice at 
least fifteen minutes to melt in this 
cold weather. For fifteen minutes 
that gl:�ss of w:�ter was harmless. At 

the end of fifteen minutes it was 
deadly. The police could never prove 
that you placed the poison in your 
husband's glass Defore he started to 
speak. If you had, why didn't the 
first sip kill him? Why didn't the 
first sip kill Mrs. Beegle? On the 
other hand, the police could never 
prove that the poison was placed in 
the glass after your hush2nd started 
to talk - because two hundred pea� 
pie and t\VO policemen saw with 
their own eyes that it wasn't. 

"Extremely subtle, Mrs. D. 
Smooth, efficient, and no trace. That 
is, no trace except for a small wad of 
soap left in the bottom of the-glass, 
just as a small wad of soap has been 
left in the bottom of the glass I'm 
holding in my hand. h was the soap 
that gave you away. It was the soap 
that caused ProfeSsor Dillberry to 
make the sour face which Mr. Rem� 
ington noticed. A small particle of 
the stuff must have drifted loose and 
found its way down his throat. And 
it was the soap that told me the 
whole story of what was happening 
in that glass last night. Soap, water, 
and cyanide: a simple recipe for a 
new kind of weapon - delay�d ac· 
tion poison." 
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T H E  OP E N  W I N D OW 

by CHARLES CALDWELL DOBIE 

"IT HAPPENED just as I have said," 
Fernet reiterated, tossing the 

wine-dregs from his glass. 
The company at the table looked 

instinctivdy toward the kitchen. 
Berthe was bringing a fresh pot of 
coffee. They all followed Fernet's 
example, lifting their empty glasses 
for her to serve them in their turn. 

The regular boarders of the HOtel 
de France. after the fashion of folks 
who find their meal a duty to be 
promptly despatched, had departed, 
but the transients still lingered 
over their cafl noir and cognac 
in the hope that something exciting 
might materialize. 

As the sound of Fernet's voice 
died away, a man who had been sit-

ting in an extreme corner of the 
room scraped back his chair and 
rose. Fernet looked up. The man was 
a hunchback, and, instead of paying 
{or his meal and leaving, he crossed 
over and said to Fernet: 

"I see, my young fellow, that you 
are discussing something of interest 
with your friends here. Would it be 
impertinent for me to inquire' into 
the subject?" 

Fernet drew out a chair for the 
newcomer, who seated himself. 

"By no means. We were discu..ssiog 
a murder and suicide. The murdered 
man was an Italian fisherman who 
lodged at the HOtel des Alpes Mari
times, the suicide was a musician 
named Suvaroff." 
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"Ah," said the hunchback, crack� 
ing his fingers. "Why a murder and 
suicide? Why not two murders?" 

"Because," returned Fernet, porn· 
pously, "it was abundantly proved 
to the contrary. This man Suvaroff 
suffered from neuralgia; the Italian 
fisherman was given to playing the 
accordion at all hours of the night. 
Suvaroff was, in additiori, a musi· 
ciao - a high-strung person. The 
Italian's playing was abominable 
even his landlady says as much. In 
short, Suvaroff deliberately killed 
this simple-minded peasant because 
of his music. Then, in a fit of remorse, 
he killed himself. I was on the core· 
ncr's jury. I should know what I am 
talking about." 

"Oh, without doubt," agreed the 
hunchback, smiling amiably. "But, 
as I remember, the knives in both 
cases were plunged hilt�deep into 
the backs of the victims. One does 
not usually conunit suicide in this 
fashion." 

Fernet coldly eyed the curiously 
handsome face of his antagonist. 
"It seems you know more about this 
thing than a coroner's jury." 

"It seems I do - granting that 
such an important item was left out 
of the evidence." 

"Then, my good sir, will you be 
good enough to tell me who did kill 
Suvarolf, since you do not admit 
that he died by his own hand?" 

The hunchback cracked his fingers 

again. "That is simple enough. Su· 
varoff was killed by the same person 
who stabbed the Italian." 

"And who might that be, pray?" 
The hunchback rose with a malig· 

nant smile. "Ah, if I told you that 
you would know as much as I do." 

And with that he walked calmiy 
over to the proprietor, put down 
thirty-five cents for his meal upon 
the counter, and without another 
word left the room. 

A silence fell upon the group. 
Everybody stared straight ahead, 
avoiding the eye of his neighbour. 
It was as if something too terrifying 
to be remarked had passed them. 

Finally, a thick-set man at Fer· 
net's right, said, uneasily, "Come, I 
must be going." 

The others rose; only Ferner re· 
mained seated. 

"What," said another, "haven't 
you finished?" 

"Yes," returned Fernet, gloomily, 
"but I am in no hurry." 

He sat there for an hour, alone, 
holding his head between his hands. 
Berthe cleared off the soiled plates, 
wiped the oilcloth-covered tables, 
began noisily to lay the pewter 
knives and forks for the morning 
meal. At this Fernet stirred himself 
and, looking up at her, said: 

"Tell me, who was the hunchback 
who came and sat with us? Does he 
live here - in Sao Francisco?" 

"His �me is Flavia Minetti," she 



replied. "They tell me that he is 
quite mad." 

"Ah, that accounts for many 
things," said Fernet, smiling with 
recovered assurance. "I must say he 
is strangely fascinating." 

Berthe looked at him sharply and 
shrugged. "For my part, he makes 
me shiver every time I see him come 
in the door. When I serve him my 
hand shakes. And he continually 
cracks his fingers and says to me: 
'Come, Berthe, what can I do to 
make you smile? Would you laugh 
if I were to dance for you? I would 
give half my life only to see you 
laughing. Why are you so sad?' 
. . . No, I wish he would never 
come agam 

"Nevertheless, I should like to 
see him once more." 

"He comes always on Thursdays 
for chicken." 

"Thanks," said Fernct, as he put 
on his hat. 

Fernet walked directly to his lOOg
ings that night. He had a room in an 
old-fashioned house on the east side 
of Telegraph Hill. The room was 
shabby enough, but it caught 
glimpses of the bay and there was 
a gnarled pepper-tree that came 
almost to its windows and gave Fer· 
net a sense of eternal, though gro· 
tesque, spring. Even his landlord 
was unusual - a  professional beggar 
who sat upon the curb, with a ridic· 

99 

ulous French poodle for company, 
and sold red and green pencils. 

This landlord was sitting out by 
the front gate as Fernet entered. 

"Ah, Pollitto," said Fernet, halt· 
ing before the old man and snapping 
his fingers at the poodle, who lay 
crouched before his master, "I see 
you are enjoying this fine warm 
night." 

"You are wrong," replied the 
beggar. "I am merely sitting here 
hoping that some one will come along 
and rent my front room." 

"Then it is vacant?" 
"Naturally," replied the old man, 

with disagreeable brevity, and Fer· 
net walked quickly up to his room . 

"Why do I live in such a place?" 
he asked himself, surveying the four 
bare walls. "Everything about it 
is abominable, and that beggar, Pol
lit to, is a scoundrel. I shall move," 

He crossed over to the window and 
flung it open. The pepper-tree lay 
before him, crouching in the moon· 
light. He thought at once of Flavia 
Minetti. 

"He is like this pepper-tree," he 
said, aloud, "beautiful even in his 
deformity. No, [ would not trade 
this pepper-tree for a dozen of the 
straightest trees in the world." He 
stepped back from the window, and, 
lighting a lamp, set it upon a totter
ing walnut table. "Ah, Andre Fer
net," he mused, chidingly, "you are 
always snared by what is unusual. 
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You should pray to God that such 
folly does not lead you to disaster." 

Andre Fernct shivered and sighed. 
"Yes," he repeated, again and again, 
.. they arc alike. They both arc at 
-once beautiful and hideous, and they 
have strange secrets . . . .  Well, I 
shall go on Thursday again, and 
maybe I shall sec him. Who knows, 
if I am discreet he may tell me who 
killed this ridiculous musician Su� 
varoff." 

On the next Thursday night, 
when Fcrnet entered the dining� 
room of the HOtel de France his 
glance rested immediately upon Fla� 
via Minetti. To his surprise, the 
hunchback rose:, drawing a chair out 
as he did so, and beckoning Fernet 
to be seated next him. For a mo� 
ment Fernet hesitated. Berthe was 
just bringing on the soup. 

"What! Arc you afraid?" she said, 
mockingly, as she passed. 

This decided Fernet. He went and 
sat beside Minetti without further 
ado. 

"Ah, I was expecting you!" cried 
the hunchback, genially. 

"Expecting �?" returned Fer4 
net. His voice trembled, though he 
tried to speak boldly. 

''Yes. Women are not the only 
inquisitive animals in the world. 
What will you have - some wine?" 

Femet allowed Minetti to fill his 
glass. � 

Other boarders began to drift in. 
Minetti turned his back upon Fer� 
net, speaking to a newcomer at his 
left. He did not say another word to 
his companion all evening. 

Fernct ate and drank in silence. 
"What did I come for and why am I 
staying?" he kept asking himself. 
"This man is mocking me. First of 
all, he greets me as if I were his boon 
companion, and next he insults me 
openly and before everybody -in the 
room. As a matter of fact, he knows 
no more than I do about Suvaroffs 
death." 

But he continued to sit beside 
the hunchback all through the meal, 
and as fruit was put on the table he 
touched Minetti on the arm and 
said, "Will you join me in a cafi 
,-oyal?" 

"Not here : : ; a little later. I 
can show you a place where they 
really know how to make them. 
And, besides, there are tables for 
just two. It is much more private." 

Ferner's heart bounded and sank 
almost in one leap. "Let us go now, 
then," he said, eagerly. 

"As you wish," replied Minetti. 
Fernct paid for two dinners, and 

they reached for their hats. 
"Where arc you going?" asked 

Berthe, as she opened the door. 
Fcrnct shrugged. "I am in his 

hands," he answered, sweeping his 
arm toward Minetti. 

"You mean you will be," mut� 



tered the hunchback. 
Fernet heard him distinctly. 
"Perhaps I had better leave him 

while there is yet time!" flashed 
through his mind. But the next in· 
Stant he thought, contemptuously: 
"What harm can he do me? Why, 
his wrist is no bigger than a pullet's 
wing. Bah! You are a fool, Andre 
Fernetl" 

The hunchback led the way, 
trotting along in a fashion almost 
Oriental. At the end of the second 
block he turned abruptly into a 
wine--shop; Fernet followed. They 
found seats in a far corner, away 
from the billiard-tables. A waiter 
came forward. They gave their 
orders. 

"Be sure," said Minetti to the 
waiter, "that we have plenty of 
anisette and cognac in the coffee." 

The man flicked a towel contemp
tuously and made no answer. 

"Now," Minetti continued, turn· 
ing a mocking face toward Fcrnet, 
"what can I do for you, my friend?" 

Fernet was filled with confusion. 
"I . . .  you . . .  " he stammered. 
"Really, there is nothing.'' 

"Nonsense," interrupted Minetti. 
"You wish to know who killed 
Suvaroff. But I warn you, my 
friend, it is a dreadful thing to share 
such a secret." 

He looked at Fernet intently. The 
younger man shuddered. "Nevertbe-

less, I should like to know," Fernet 
said, distinctly. 

"Well, then, since you are so de
termined - it was I who killed 
him." 

Fernet stared, looked again at the 
hunchback's puny wrists, and began 
to laugh. "You! Do you take me for 
a fool?" And as he said this he threw 
back his bead and laughed until 
even the billiard-players stopped 
their game and looked around. 

"What are you laughing at?" 
asked the hunchback, narrowing his 
eyes. 

Fernet stopped. He felt a sudden 
chill as if someone had opened a 
door. "I am laughing at you," he 
answered. 

"I am sorry for that," said Min· 
etti, dryly. 

"Why?" 
The hunchback leaned forward 

confidentially. "Because I kill every· 
one who laughs at me. It - it is a 
little weakness I have." 

The waiter came with two glasses 
of steaming coffee. He put them 
down on the table, together with a 
bottle of cognac and a bottle of 
anisette. 

"Ah, that is good!" cried the 
hunchback, rubbing his hands to· 
get her. "The proprietor is my friend. 
He is going to let us prepare our own 
poison!" 

Fernet fdt himsdf shivering. 
"Come," he thought, "this will 
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never do!  The man is  either mad or  
j(';Sting." He reached for the anisette. 

"Let me pour it for you," sug· 
gested Flavia Minetti. "Your hand 
is shaking 50 that you will spill half 
of it on the floor." 

The hunchback's voice had a note 
of pity in it. Femet relinquished his 
hold upon the bottle. 

"Don't look 50 frightened," con
tinued Minetti. "I shall not kill you 
here. The proprietor is a friend of 
mine, and, besides I give cvcrybocl.y 
a sporting chance. It  adds to the 
game." 

That night Andre Fernet was rest· 
less. He lay on his bed looking out 
at the blinking lights of the harbour. 
"I must stop drinking coffee," be 
muttered to himself. 

Finally he fell asleep, and when 
he did he had a strange dream. It 
seemed that the pepper-tree outside 
his window suddenly began to 
move in the night breeze and its 
long green boughs became alive, 
twisting like the relentless tentacles 
of a devil-fish. hs long green boughs 
became alive, crawling along the 
ground, flinging themselves into the 
air, creeping in at Andre Ferner's 
open window. He lay upon the bed 
as he had done earlier in the evening, 
watching the harbour lights. Slowly 
the green boughs writhed over the 
faded carpet, scaled the bedpost, 
and fell upon the bed. AndrC Ferner 

waited, motionless. He felt the green 
tentacles close about his legs, clasp 
his hands, slide shudderingly across 
his throat. Yet he made no move to 
free himself. It was only when he 
felt a breath upon his cheek that he 
turned slighdy, and instead of the 
tentacle-like boughs of the pepper
tree he fancied himself staring down 
at the hands of Flavia Minetti . . . .  
He awoke with a start. The sun was 
pouring in at the open window. He 
got up quickly. A noisy clatter issued 
from the passageway. Fernet opened 
his door. Two men were carrying a 
trunk up the stairs. Pollino, the 
beggar, walked behind. 

"Ah, I see you have rented your 
front room," said Feroet, stepping 
out. 

"Yes," returned the other. "It 
was taken as early as six o'clock this 
morning - by a hunchback." 

Fernet stopped breathing. "A 
hunchback? Was his name Flavia 
Minetti?" 

"Yes. How did you know?" 
Fernet tried to smile. "He is a 

friend of mine," he answered, as be 
walked back into his room. "Perhaps 
it would be better if I moved away," 
he thought. "I do not like this room. 
Heaven knows why I have stayed 
this long. Is this fellow Minetti 
really mad, or merely making sport 
of me? I should not like to have him 
think th.at I am afraid of him. As for 
his story about Suvaroff, that is, of 
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C9U�, ridiculous. If I thought other· 
wise, I should go at once to the . . .  
J':lo, it is all a joke! I shall stay where 
I am. I shall not have it said that a 
little, mad, puny, twisted fellow 
frightened Andre Fernet out of his 
lodgings. Besides, it will be curious 
to watch his little game. What a 
beautiful morning it is, after all! 
And the pepper-tree - how it glis
tens in the sun! I should miss that 
pepper-tree if I moved away. But I 
must stop drinking cajes royals. They 
upset one. I do not know whether it 
is the coffee, or the cognac, or the 
.anisette, or all three. Of course, that 
dream I had toward morning means 
nothing - but such dreams are un· 
pleasant. I hate this place. But I 
shall not move now. No, I shall wait 
and see what happens." 

Fernet did not see Minetti for 
some days. Indeed, he had dismissed 
the whole thing from his mind, when 
one night, returning home early, 
who should stop him on the stairway 
but the hunchback. 

"Ah, so here you are!" called out 
Fernet, gaily, in spite of his rapidly 
beating heart. "I have been waiting 
for you to call on me ever since I 
heard that you were lodging under 
the same roof." 

"I have been busy," replied the 
hunchback, laconically. 

Fernet threw open his bedroom 
door and waved Minetti in. 

"Busy?" he echoed, as he struck a 
light. "And what do you find that is 
so absorbing, pray?" 

"You know my specialry," re· 
plied Minetti, flinging off his cap. 

Fernet looked up sharply. A 
malignant look bad crept into the 
hunchback's face. 

"Oh, there is no doubt of it, he is 
quite mad!" said Fernet to himself. 
Then aloud: "Yes, 1 have been 
wanting to talk to you more about 
this. Take a .seat and I shall make 
some coffee. For instance, do you al· 
ways employ the knife in despatch· 
ing your-" 

"Scarcely," interrupted Minetti, 
quickly. "Slow poison has its fascina· 
tions. There is a very delicate joy in 
watching a gradual decline. It is like 
watching a green leaf fading before 
the breath of autumn. First a sickly 
pallor, then a yellowing, finally the 
sap dries completdy, a sharp wind, a 
fluttering in the air, and it is all over. 
I have tried nearly every slow way 
except mental murder. I &ncy that, 
too, would be exqu.isite." 

"Mental murder . . . •  I do not 
understand." 

Minetti stretched himself out .and 
yawned. "Accomplishing the thing 
without any weapon save the mind." 

Fernet picked up the coffee-pot 
and laughed. "Why, my dear fellow, 
it is too absurd! The thing cannot 
be done. You see, I am laughing at 
you again, but no matter." 
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"No, as you say,  it is no matter. 
You can die only once." 

Fernet's laughter stopped in· 
standy.

"
He went on with his prcpa· 

ration for coffee. Minetti changed the 
subject. 

It turned out that there was no 
sugar in the cracked bowl. Fernet 
was putting on his hat to go out for 
some, when the hunchback stopped 
him. 

"Sugar will not be necessary," he 
said. And as he spoke he drew a vial 
from his vest pocket and laid it upon 
the tabid beside the cups. "You 
know what these are, of course." 

"Saccharine pellets?" inquired 
Fernet as he threw aside his hat. 

Minetti replied with a grunc. 
Fernet poured out the coffee, set a 
spoon in each saucer, laid three 
French rolls upon a blue plate. Then 
he sat down. 

"Permit mel" said Minetti, reach· 
ing for the vial and rolling a tiny 
pellet into his pahn. 

Fernet held up his cup; the hunch· 
back dropped the pdlet into it. Then 
he corked the vial tightly and laid 
it aside. 

"You forgot to serve yourself," 
said Fernet. 

"So I did!" answered Minetti, 
nonchalantly. "Well, no matter. J 
very often drink my coffee so 
without sweetening.'' 

Fernet drew back suddenly. Could 
it be possible that . . .  The hunch· 

back was staring :i.t him with an 
ironical smile. Fernet shuddered. 

"Drink your coffee!" Minetti 
commanded, sneeringly. "You are 
on the verge of a chill." 

Fernet obeyed meekly. He felt 
for all the world like an animal 
caught in a trap. He tried to collect 
his thoughts. What had the hunch· 
back been talking about? 

"Slow poison!" muttered Fernet, 
"You were speaking of slow poison. 
How do you go about it?" 

"Oh, that is easy! For instance, 
once in London I lodged next door 
to my victim. We became capital 
friends. And he was always calling 
me in for a bite of something to 
eat. Nothing elaborate - a bun 
and a cup of tea, or coffee and cake. 
Very much as we are doing now. He 
died in six months. It is no trick, 
you know, to poison a man who 
eats and drinks with you - espc.· 
cially drinks!" 

As he said this the hunchback 
reached for the coffee-pot and poured 
Fernet another cupful. Then he un· 
corked the vial again and dropped a 
pellet into the steaming liquid. 

"I do not think that I wish any 
more," protested Fernet. 

"Nonsense I You are still shivering 
like an old woman with the palsy. 
Hot coffee will do you good." 

"No," said Fernet, desperately, 
"I never drink more than one cup 
at a sitting. It keeps me awake, and 



next morning my hand shakes and I 
am fit for nothing. I nett� a steady 
hand in my business." 

"And what may that be, pray?" 
"At present I am a draftsman. 

Some day, if I live long enough, I 
hope to be an architect." 

"If you live long enough? You 
forget that you have laughed at m�. 
my friend." 

Fernet tried to appear indifferent. 
"What a droll fellow you are!" he 
cried, with sudden gaiety, rubbing 
his hands tqgether. And without 
thinking, he reached for his coffee· 
cup and downed the contents in a!� 
most one gulp. He laid the cup aside 
quickly. He could feel the sweat 
starting out upon his forehead. 

"There, you see," said Minetti, 
"the coffee has done you good al· 
ready. You are perspiring, and that 
is a good sign. A hot drink at the 
right moment works wonders." 

The next morning Pollitto stopped 
Fernet as he swung out the front 
gate to his work. 

"What is the matter with you?'' 
exclaimed the beggar. 

"Why . • . what?" demanded 
Ferner, in a trembling voice. "Do I 
look so • • .  ? Pray, tell me, is there 
anything unusual about me?" 

"Why, your face . • •  Have you 
looked at yourself in the glass? Your 
skin is the colour of stale pastry." 

Ferner tried to laugh. "It is noth� 

ing. I have �n drinking too much 
coffee lately. I must stop it." 

It was a fine morning. The sun 
was shining and the air was brisk 
and full of little rippling breezes. 
The bay lay like a blue-green pea· 
cock ruffling its gilded f�thers. The 
city had a genial, smiling counte· 
nance. But Ferner was out of hu· 
mour with all this full-blown con
tent. He had spent a wretched night 
- not sleepless, but full of disturb
ing dreams. Dr�ms about Minetti 
and his London neighbour and the 
empty sugar-bowl. All night he had 
dreamed about this empty sugar
bowl. It seemed that as soon as he 
had it filled Mineui would slyly 
empty it again. He tried stowing 
sugar away in his pockets, but when 
he put his hand in to draw out a 
lump a score or more of pellets 
spilled over the floor. Then he re· 
membered saying: 

"I shall call on Minetti's London 
neigh�ur. Maybe he will have some 
sugar 

He walked miles and miles, and 
finally beat upon a strange door. A 
man wrapped in a black coat up to 
his eyebrows opened to his knock. 

"Are you Flavio Minetti's London 
neighbour?" he demanded, boldly. 

The figure bowed. Fernet drew 
the cracked sugar-bowl from under 
his arm. 

"Will you oblige me with a little 
sugar?" he asked, more politely. 
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The black-cloaked figure bowed 
and disappeared. Presently he came 
back. Ferner took the sugar-bowl 
from him. It struck him that the 
bowl felt very light. He looked down 
at his hands. The bowl had di.sap
peared; only a glass vial lay in his 
palm. He removed the cork - a  
dozen o r  more tiny round pellets 
fell out. He glanced up quickly at 
Minetti's London neighbour; a dread
ful smile glowed through the black 
cloak. Femet gave a cry and hurled 
the vial in the face of his tormentor. 
Minetti's London neighbour let 
the black cloak fall, and Andre Fer
net discovered that he was staring 
at himself. , . .  He awakem:d soon 
after that and found that it was 
morning. 

When he brushed his hair his 
hand had shaken so that the brush 
fdl clattering to the floor. And he 
had spilled the cream for his morn
ing coffee over the faded strip of 
carpet before the bureau. It had 
ended by his eating no breakfast at 
all. But he had drunk glass after 
glass of cold water. 

After Pollino's words he trem
bled more and more like a man with 
the ague, and before e\'ery 5:1loon
door mirror he halted and took a 
brief survey of his face. Pollino was 
right - his skin was dead and full 
of unhealthy pallor. It was plain 
that he could not work in his present 
condition. His trembling fingers 

could scarcely hold a pencil, much 
less guide it through the precise 
demands of a drafting-board. He de· 
cided to go to the library and read. 
But the books on architecture which 
always enthralled him could not 
hold his shifting anemion. Finally, 
in despair, he went up to the li
brarian and said: 

"Have you any books on poison?" 
The woman eyed him with a cold, 

incurious glance. She consulted a 
catalogue and made a list for him. 

He sat all day devouring books 
which the librarian had recom
mended. He did not even go out for 
lunch. He read historical and ro· 
mantic instances with a keen, mor
bid relish; but when it came to the 
medical books his heart quickened 
and he followed causes and effects 
breathlessly. By nightfall he had a 
relentless knowledge of every poison 
in the calendar. He knew what to 
expect from arsenic or strychnine or 
vitriol. He learned which poisons 
destroyed tissues, which acted as 
narcotics, which were irritants. He 
identified the hemlock, the horse
chestnut, the deadly toadstools. In 
short, he absorbed and retained ev· 
erything on the subject. It seemed 
that the world teemed with poisons; 
one could be sure of nothing. Even 
beautiful flowers were not to be 
trusted. 

He was so upset by all he had 
read that he could scarcely eat din· 



ncr. He went w an obscure prosion 
in a wretched basement, where he 
was sure he would be unknown, and, 
after two or three mouthfuls of 
soup and a spoonful of rice boiled 
with tomato, he rose, paid for his 
meal, and wem out to tramp up 
.and down past the tawdry shops of 
middle Kearny Street. He was trot
ting aimlessly in the direction of 
Market Street when he felt a tug 
at his coat-sleeve. He turned. Min
etti was smiling up at him. 

"Come," said the hunchback, 
"what is your hurry? Have you had 
coffee yet? I was thinking that-" 

Ferner's heart sank at once. And 
yet he managed to say boldly: "I 
have given up drinking coffee. You 
can see for yourself what a wretched 
complexion I have. And today I 
have scarcely eaten." 

"Pooh!" cried Minetti. "A cup of 
coffee will do you good." 

Fernet began to draw away in 
futile terror. "Nol" he protested, 
with frightened vehemence. "No, I 
tell you! I won't drink the stuff! It is 
useless for you to -" 

Minetti began to laugh with 
scornful good-humour. "What has 
come over you?" he drawled, half
dosing his eyes. "Are you afraid?" 

And as he said this Ferner glanced 
instinctively at the puny wrist, no 
bigger than a pullet's wing, and 
replied, boldly: 

"Afraid? Of what? I told you last 

night I need a steady hand in my 
business, and today I have not been 
able to do any work." 

Minetti's mirth softened into genial 
acquiescence. "Well, maybe you are 
right. But I must say you are not 
very companionable. Perhaps the 
coffee you have been drinking has 
not been made properly. You should 
take something. You do look badly. 
A glass of brandy? . . .  No? . . .  
Ah, I have it - coffee made in the 
Turkish fashion. J:-Iave you ever drunk 
that?" 

"No," replied Ferner, helplessly. 
"Well, then," announced the 

hunchback, confidently, "we shall 
cross over to Third Street and have 
some Turkish coffee. I know a Greek 
cafe where they brew a cup that 
would tempt the Sultan himself. 
Have you ever seen it made? They 
use coffee pounded to a fine pow
der - a teaspoonful to a cup, and 
sugar in the same proportion. It is 
all put in together and brought to a 
boiL The result is indescribable! 
Really, you are in for a treat." 

"If it is sweetened in the making," 
flashed through Ferner's mind, ''at 
least we shall have no more of that 
pellet business." 

''Yes - the result is quite in
describable," Minetti was repeating, 
"and positively no bad effects." 

And as be said this he slipped his 
arm into Fernet's and guided him 
with gentle firmness toward the 
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Greek cafe in question. Fernet felt 
suddenly helpless and incapable of 
offering the slightest objection. � girl took their orde�s. 

, . 
Two coffees . . .  med1um, Mm· 

etti repea�d, decisively. "And will 
you have a sweet with it? They sell 
taffy made of sesame seeds and honey. 
Or you can have Turkish delight. 
Really, they are all quite delicious." 

Fernet merely shrugged. Minetti 
ordered Turkish delight. The girl 
wiped some moisture from the mar· 
hie table· top and walked toward the 
coffee-shelf. 

"So you were not able to work 
today ? "  Minett i  began, affably. 
"How did you put in the time?'' 

"At the library, reading." 
"Something droll? A French novel 

or -'' 
"Books on poison(" Fernet shot 

out with venomous triumph. "I 
knd\v more than I did yesterday." 

"How distressing !" purred Min
etti. "Ignorance is more invulner
able than one fancies. Of course we 
are taught otherwise, but knowledge, 
you remember, was the beginning 
of all trouble. But you choose a fasci· 
nating subject. Some day when we 
get better acquainted I shall tell you 
all I know aOOut it. Poison is such a 
sub de thing. It is everywhere - in 
the air we breathe, in the water we 
drink, in the food we eat. And it is 
at once swift and sluggish, painful 
and stupefying, obvious and incap· 

able of analysis. It is like a beautiful 
woman, or a great joy, or love itself." 

Fernet glanced up sharply. The 
hunchback had slid forward in his 
seat and his eyes glowed like two 
shaded pools catching greedily at 
the yellow sunlight of midday. Fer
net shuddered. 

The girl came back carrying cups 
of thick steaming coffee and soft 
lemon-coloured sweetmeats speared 
with two tiny silver forks. She set 
the tray down. Minetti reached for 
his coffee greedily, but Ferner sat 
back in his seat and allowed the 
waitress to place the �ond cup 
before him. As she did so the table 
shook suddenly and half of the boo;. 
liquid spilled over on the marble 
table-top. Ferner jumped up to es· 
cape the scalding trick1e; the girl 
gave an apologetic scream; Minetti 
laughed strangely. 

"It is all my fault!'' cried the 
hunchback. "What stupidity! Pray 
be seated. My young woman, will 
you give the gentleman this coffee 
of mine? And get me another." 

"Pardon me," Fernet protested, 
"but I cannot think of such a thing!'' 
And with that he attempted to pass 
the coffee in question back to Min· 
etti. But the hunchback would have 
none of it. Fernet broke into a ter· 
rified sweat. 

"He has dropped poison into it!" 
he thought, in sudden panic. "Other· 
wise why should he be so anxious to 



have me drink it? He kicked the 
table deliberately, too. And this cup 
of his - why was it not spilled also? 
No, he was prepared - it is all a 
trick!" 

"Come, come, my friend, .. broke 
in Minetti, briskly, "drink your 
coffee while it is still hot! Do not 
wait for me. I shall be served pres
ently. And try the sweetmeats; they 
are delicious." 

"I am not hungry," replied Fer· 
net, sullenly. 

"No? Well, what of that? Sweet· 
meats and coffee are not matters of 
hunger. Really, you are more droll 
than you imagine!" Minetti burst 
into a terrifying laugh. 

"He thinks I am afraid!" mut· 
tered Fernet. 

And out of sheer bravado he lifted 
the cup to his lips. Minetti stopped 
laughing, but a wide smile replaced 
his diabolical mirth. The girl brought 
fresh coffee to the hunchback. He 
sipped it with frank enjoyment, 
but he did not once take his gaze 
from Ferner's pale face. 

"Well," thought Fernet, "one cup 
of poison more or less will not kill 
me . . . .  It is not as if he has made 
up his mind to finish me at once. 
He is counting on the exquisite 
joys of a prolonged agony." And he 
remembered Minetti's words: "It 
is like watching a green leaf fading 
before the breath of autumn. First a 
sickly pallor, then a yellowing, a 

sharp wind, a fluttering in the air. 
. . .  " He tossed off the coffee in 
one defiant gulp. "He thinks that he 
has me in his power. But Andre 
Ferner is not quite a fool. I shall go 
away tomorrow!'' 

They went home as soon as Min
etti finished his coffee. Ferner felt a 
sudden nausea; by the time he reached 
his lodgings his steps were unsteady 
and his head reeled. Minetti was 
kindness itself. 

"Let me help you into bed," he 
insisted. "You must have a conges
tion. Presently I shall heat some 
water and give you a hot gin." 

Ferner was too sick to protest. 
Minetti started the gas-stove and 
filled the kettle and went into his 
room for gin. Ferner dragged him· 
self out of his clothes and crawled 
in between the sheets. Minetti came 
back. Ferner lay with his eyes half
closed, shivering. Finally the water 
boiled, and the hunchback brought 
Fernet a huge tumbler of gin and 
water with bits of lemon-ped and 
cloves floating in it. h tasted so good 
that Ferner forgot his terror for the 
moment. But when the tumbler was 
empty he felt helpless; he could 
scarcely lift his arms; so he lay flat 
upon his back, staring up at the 
ceiling. He tried to recall scraps of 
what he had been reading all after· 
noon. What was the name of the 
poison that left one paralyzed? He 
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could not  remember. He found his 
movements becoming more and more 
difficult; he could scarcely turn in 
bed. Minetti brewed another toddy. 
Fernet could not hold the glass. He 
tried to push the tumbler away 
from his lips, bUt his efforts were 
useless. Minetti hovered above him 
wit'h a bland, gentle smile, and Fer
net felt the warm liquid trickling 
into his mouth and down his throat. 
In the midst of all this he lost con· 
sciousness . • . .  Once or twice dur
ing the night Fernet had a wakeful 
imerlude. Whenever he opened his 
eyes he .saw Minetti sitting before 
the open window, gazing down at 
the twisted pepper-tree. 

"Yes, they are both alike!" passed 
dimly through his mind. "They 
both are at once beautiful and hide
ous, and they have strange secrets! 
It is no use, I must go away - to
morrow." 

In the morning Minetti was stand· 
ing by the bed. "I have sent for the 
doctor," he said. But his voice 
sounded like that of one speaking 
from very far away. 

The doctor came shortly after 
ten o'clock. He was a little wizened, 
old man with a profound air. 

"He is a fraud!" thought Fernet. 
"He knows nothing!" 

"Ah," said the doctor, putting a 
sly finger against his sharp nose, 
"our friend here has a nervous col
lapse. He should have a nurse!" 

"A nurse!" exclaimed Minetti. 
"And, pray, what do you call me? 
Do you not think that -" 

"Well, we shall see! we shall see!" 
replied the doctor, rubbing his hands 
together. "But he will n� all sorts 
of delicacies and -" 

Minetti moistened his lips with 
sleek satisfaction. "You cannot name 
a dish that l am not able to prepare." 

"How a hom a custarM Today he 
should eat something light." 

"A custard is simplicity itself,'' 
ans\vcred the hunchback, and he 
cracked his fingers. 

Minetti went out with the doctor, 
and came back shortly, carrying 
eggs and a bottle of vanilla extract 
and sugar. Fcrnct lay helpless, watch· 
ing him busding about. Finally the 
delicacy was made and set away in a· 
pan of water to cool. At noon Min· 
etti brought a blue bowl filled with 
custard to the bedside. It looked in
viting, but Fernet shook his head. 

"I am not hungry," he lied. 
The hunchback set the bowl down 

on a chair so that Fernet gazed upon 
it all day. The hunchback did not 
leave the room. He sat before the 
open window, reading from a thick 
book. Toward nightfall Ferner said 
to him: 

''What do you find so interesting?" 
Minetti darted a sardonic glance 

at his patient. "A book on poison. I 
did not realize that I had grown so 
rusty on the subject. Why, I remem· 



ber scarcely enough to poison a 
fidd-mousel'' 

He rose and crossed over to the 
bedside. "Do you not feel ready for 
the custard?" 

Femet cast a longing eye upon 
the yellow contents of the blue bowl. 

"No. To tell the truth, I never 
eat it. But I should like a glass of 
water." 

The hunchback drew water from 
the faucet. Fernet watched him like 
a ferret. 

"At least," thought Fernet, "he 
cannot drop poison in the water 
secretly. It is well that I can see 
every move he makes at such a 
time. I should not like to die of 
thirst." 

A little later Minetti removed the 
bowl and threw out its contents. 
Fernet looked on with half-closed 
eyes. 

"What better proof could I have?" 
he mused. "lf the custard were 
harmless he would eat it himself. I 
must get away tomorrow." 

But the next day he felt weaker 
than ever, and when the doctor 
came Minetti said, in answer to 
questions: 

"I made a delicious custard yes· 
terday and he ate every bit. 
An oyster stew? . . .  with milk? I 
shall see that he has it at noon." 

"God help mel" muttered Ferner. 
''Why does he lie like this? I must 
get the doctor's ear and tell him 

how things stand. I shall eat noth
ing - nothing! Thank heaven, I can 
drink water without fear." 

At noon the oyster stew was 
ready. But Fernet would have none 
of it. "Oysters make me ill !" he 
said. 

Minetti merely shrugged as he 
had done the previous day, and set 
the savoury dish upon a chair before 
the bed. It exuded tantalizing odours, 
until Ferner thought he would go 
mad with longing. Toward eve
ning Minetti threw out the stew. 
And as before, when the doctor 
called the hunchback said: 

"He ate a quart of stew, and there 
were plenty of oysters in it, I can 
tell you. Do you think that a chick
en fried in olive-oil would be too 
hearty?" 

Fernet groaned. "This is horri
ble - horrible!" he wept to him
self. "I shall die like a starving rat 
with toasted cheese dangling just 
beyond reach. God help me to 
rouse myself! Surely the etfeets of 
the poison he has given me must 
soon wear off . . . .  There he is, 
reading from that big book again. 
Perhaps be is contriving a way to 
put poison in my water even though 
I am able to watch him when he 
draws me a drink . . . .  Poison 
poison everywhere. It can even be 
administered with the prick of a 
needle. Why did I read about it? 
Chicken fried in olive-oil . . .  what 
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torture!" struggled to lift himself; the doctor 
bent toward him. 

The chicken fried in olive·oil was "This hunchback," Ferner gasped. 
a triumph - Ferner knew :�11 this "he is trying to poison me. Already 
by the wisps of appeti7.ing fragrnnce I have drunk four or five of his 
which drifted from the sizzling pan. concoctions, and that is why I am in 
Minetti made a great stir over the this condition . . helpless. And 
preparations. The tender flesh had he is lying when he says that I have 
to be rubbed thoroughly with garlic eaten. I have touched nothing for 
and well dusted with salt and pep· three days." 
per. And a quarter of a bottle of The doctor laid the patient back 
yellow-green olive-oil was first placed upon the pillow. 
in the pan. When everything was "Poison you, my friend? And for 
�dy and the chicken cooked to a what reason?" 
turn, Minetti carried it to Fernet "Because I laughed at him. In 
with a great Sourish. Fernet gritted God's name, Doctor, see that you 
his teeth and turned his face away. keep a straight face in his presence 
He did not have the courage to .,. or else-" 
invent an excuse. Minetti laid it on The doctor patted Fernet's hand 
the chair as usual. For two hours and straightened the sliding bed· 
Ferner was tortured with the sight clothes. By this time Minetti had 
of this tempting morsel, but at the come back. The doctor and the 
sound of the doctor's step upon the hunchback whispered together in a 
stair the hunchback whisked away far corner. Minetti laughed and 
the chicken. tapped his head. At the door Fernet 

"His appetite?'' Minetti said, beard the doctor say: 
echoing the doctor's query. ''Why, "Just keep up the good work and 
one could not wish for better! Only the idea will pass. It happens that 
this morning be despatched a chick· way in nervous cases. I shall not look 
en. As a matter of fact, he is always in until next week unless . . . .  " 
hungry." Fernet groaned aloud. 

"Well, well," beamed the doctor, "I must get away tomorrow . . . .  
••that is the best of signs, and it I must get away tomorrow!'' he 
happens th::tt way very often in kept on repeating. 
nervous ca�. You are a capital 
nurse, my good man." 

At that moment Minetti was called 
downstairs by his landlord. Ferner 

By the end of the week the smell 
of food held no temptations for 
Fernet. Minetti stopped cooking. 



And when a glass of water was 
drawn from the faucet, Fernet had 
difficulty in forcing his vision to an� 
swer the strain of a searching gaze. 

•·when my sight fails me," Fernet 
thought, dimly, "I shall either die of 
thirst or take the consequences." 

When the doctor .finally came 
again Fernet pretended to be asleep. 

"He seems thinner," remarked 
the doctor, as if he had made an 
important discovery. 

"Well, to tell the truth," replied 
the hunchback, "he has lost his 
appetite.- I have fed him milk and 
eggs, but -" 

"'There is nothing to do but be 
patient," said the doctor. "Medicine 
will do him no good. Just rest and 
food. Even a little starvation will 
not hurt him. People eat too much." 

At this Fernet opened his eyes and 
broke into a laugh that startled even 
Minetti. The doctor looked offended. 

"Well, he is in your hands," the 
old fraud said, pompously, to the 
hunchback. "Just keep up the good 
work -" 

Fernet laughed again. 
"He is hysterical," proclaimed the 

doctor, with an air of supreme wis� 
dom. "It happens that way very 
often in nervous cases." 

And he walked out with great 
solemnity. 

"Ah, I have offended him!" thought 
Fernet. "Well, now they will finish 
me - tog�ther/" 

There followed days of delicious 
weakness. Fernet lay for the most 
part wrapped in the bliss of silver� 
blue visions. It seemed as if years 
were passing. He built shining cities, 
received the homage of kings, sur� 
rendered himself to the joys of ripe� 
lipped beauties. There were lucid 
intervals shot through with the rna� 
lignant presence of Minetti and the 
puttering visits of the doctor. But 
these were like waking moments be� 
tween darkness and dawn, filled with 
the half�conscious joy of a sleeper 
secure in the knowledge of a pro� 
longed respite. In such moments 
Fernet would stir feebly and think: 

"I must get away tomorrow!" 
And there would succeed almost 

instantly a languid ecstasy at the 
thought that tomorrow was some� 
thing remote and intangible that 
would never come. 

At times the hunchback seemed 
like nothing so much as a heartless 
gaoler who, if he would, might open 
the door to some shining adventure. 
Gradually this idea became fixed and 
daborated. Fernet's sight grew dim� 
mer and dimmer, until he followed 
the presence of Minetti by the 
sounds he made. 

"He is jingling something," Fer· 
net would repeat, weakly. "Ah, it 
must be his keys! He is searching for 
the one that will set me free! . .  � 
Now he is oiling the lock . . • .  He 
has shut the door again. I am to be 
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held a while longer . . • .  I am a 
caged bird and just beyond is the 
pepper-tree. It must be glistening 
now in the sunlight. Wc11, let him 
lock the door, for all the good it will 
do him. Is not the window always 
open? When the time comes I shall 
fly out the window and leave him 
here - alone. Then we shall see who 
has the best of this bargain." 

And all the silver-blue visions 
would steal over him again, to be 
pierced briefly by the arrival of the 
wizened doctor. 

"It is .he who keeps me here!" 
Fernet would say to himself. ''If it 
were not for him I could fly away 
forever. Well, presently even he will 
lose his power." 

One day a strange man stood at 
his bedside. Minetti was there also, 
and the old fraud of a doctor. The 
strange man drew back the covers 
and put his ear to Ferner's flutter· 
ing heart and went through other 
tiresome matters . . . .  Finally he 
smoothed back the covers again, and 
as he did so he shook his head. He 
spoke softly, bur Ferner heard him 
distinctly. 

"It is too late. You should have 
called me sooner. He wishes to die 
. . . .  There is nothing to be done. 

"Yes, yes - it happens this way 
very often in nervous cases." 

"I have done my best. I have 
given him food .and drink. I have 
even starved him. But nothing seemed 
to do any good." 

"No," said the stranger; "it is his 
mind. He bas made up his mind :h��

n
· �

h
� � o

.
u 

.
�n do nothing with 

Fernet closed his eyes. 
"A man! They think I am a man. 

What stupidity! Can they not see 
that I am a bird? . . .  They have 
gone out. He is locking the door 
again . . . .  I can hear the keys jin
gle . . • .  Well, let him lock the door 
if it gives him any pleasure. The win
dow is open, and tonight • .  ," 

The footsteps of the departing 
visitors died.away. A cbuckJing sound 
came to Andre Fernet and the thump 
of ecstatic fists brought down upon 
a bare table-top. The voice of Flavio 
Minetti was quivering triumphantly 
like the hot whisper of a desert wind 
through the room: 

"Without any weapon save the 
mind! Ha! ha ! ha ! ha!" 

Fernet turned his face toward the 
wall. "He is laughing at me now. 
WeU, let him laugh while he may 
. • . .  Is not the window open? 
Tomorrow I shall be free . . . and 
he? . . .  No, he cannot fly - he 
has a broken wing. . . .  The win· 
dow is open, Andre Fernetl" 

·o· 



We are proud to brint you tk first Dr. GUkon Pe/J 
r11dio story everto appear inprint. 

"The Hangman Won't Wait" is genuine, 24· 
carat john Dickson Carr - anothe-r of hit mllstn-ly 
contrihmions to that fine radio �� broatkast by CBS 
und�the title "Susptnse." 

A prison prohlnn, a tkathhouse dilnnma- with 
Dr. Fe/J racing for all his gargantulln bull( against 
Count Dellth and Baron Time - and ntppinf The 
Hangman in (to coin a word) a tkt«to&raphic finish. 

T H E  H A N G M A N  W O N ' T  WA I T  

by JOHN DICKSON CARR 

The Characters 
DR. GIDEON FELL 
HELEN BARTON 

. the dttective 

. the accused 
CoLONEL ANDREWS . Governor of Maidhurst Prison 
Hu.oER'r GALE brother of the victim 

HARRIS, the WARDER; \VO.\IEN PRISONERS; etc. 

NARRATOR: He com�s striding to· 
wards us now, beaming lik� Old 
King Col�. You can probably h�ar 
him chuckle. If he wheezes a 
little, that's due to. his weighing 
mor� than three hundr�d pounds. 

(Dr. Fell is faintly but sternly heard in 
the background. He has a powerful 
voice; its uproaring mllnnerisms sug
zest a combination of Dr. johmon 
and G. K. CheJJertOit.) 

DR. FELL: Slander, sir. Gross sian· 
der. 

NAfUt.ATOR: You notice the three 
chins, and the bandit's moustache, 
and th� �y�glasses on the black 
ribbon. He removes his hat with 
old-school courtesy. Don't try to 

bow, Doctor! He is Gideon Fell, 
doctor of .philosophy and expert 
in crime. If he tells us som�thing 
about the Barton case . . .  

DR. FELL: (MajestiCally) Sir, I have 
only· one remark to make about 
the Barton case. Everybody was 
wrong. 

NA:R.RATOR: I don't quite follow 
that. 

DR. FELL: The judge was wrong. 
The jury were wrong. The prose· 
cution was wrong. The defense 
was wrong. 

NARRATOR: But, Dr. FeU, you can't 
h.av� a murder case in which 
everybody is wrong! 

DR. FELL: (Proudly) In my cases, 
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sir, you can have practically any· 
thing. 

NARRATOR: Yes. lbat's true. But 

DR. FELL: I want you to imagine 
yourself in the position of that 
girl, Helen Barton. 

NARRATOR: Well? 
DR. FELL: Imagine yourself waking 

up suddenly, in the middle of the 
night. You're terrified, but you 
don't know why. The room is cold 
and nearly dark. All of a sudden 
you realize it's a room you've 
never seen before. There's a queer 
smell, like old stone and disin· 
fectant. And there's no sound ex· 
cept . .  

(As the voice fades, we hear the notes 
of a heavy belt- suggesting a dock 
in a towcr- strikefour.) 

(Helen Barton speaks. She is about 
twenty:fiuc; she has a pkasant 
tJOicc.) 

HELEN' (Daudiy) I .  . .  I .  . .  (With 
a start) What is it? What was 
that/ 

(The first woman who speaks gives the 
impres!'ion of bffllg elderly, stout 
and motherly: subdued but charful. 
The second woman is more thin and 
acid. They are Londona-s, not quiu 
cockflcy.) 

FIRST WoMAN: (Soothingly) Now 
lean back in your bed, dearie. It's 
all right! 

SEcoND WoMAN: Yes, take it oasy, 
miss. 

HELEN: (Still dazcdly) I . . .  I was 
dreaming. 

FIRST WoMAN: You were having a 
nightmare, dearie. But it's all 
right now. Nothing's going to 
hurt you. 

SECOND WoMAN: Not yet. 
FIRST WoMAN: (Ficruly) Be quiet, 

Hannah! 
SEcOND Wo�lAN: (Sulk/ly relenting) 

All right, all right! Would you 
like us to turn on all the lights, 
miss? 

HELEN: Please- would you do that? 
You see, I don't understand this! 
Where am I ?  And how did I get 
here? And who are you? 

SECOND WOMAN: (Wearily) Now 
don't start that all over again, 
please! 

HELEN: (Crying out) Start what all 
over again? 

SECOND WoMAN: Saying you've lost 
your memory, and don't even 
know what your name is. 

HELEN: Are you insane? Of course I 
know what my name is! I'm Helen 
Barton. 

SECOND Wo�tAN: Ahl 
HELEN: But it's all I do know. 

Where am I? And why on earth 
is it so cold? 

SECOND WoMAN: Wdll That's not 
unusual, you know, for England 
in the middle of December. 

HELEN: (Slowly) Did you say • • •  
December? 

FIRST WoMAN : (Falsely cheery) 
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That's right, d�rie. Eighteenth 
of Dect-mber. 

HELEN: You're fooling me. You're 
playing a trick on me. (With 
growing wildness) My head feels 
queer, and I want to start crying, 
but I won't. It's not December! 
It's the end of August. I was going 
up to see Philip. That's it! I was 
going up to see Philip! 

FIRST WOMAN : Philip? 
HELEN: Philip Gale. 'Ibe man I'm 

going to marry. 
Sr:coND WoMAN: (Awei) 'Strewthl 
FIRST WoMAN : Be quiet, Hannah! 

And don't turn on rh� lights 
yet! 

S£COND WoMAN: (Alarmed) She's 
having us on! She . . .  

FIRST WoMAN :  Hannah, this child's 
shaking all over; and, so help me, 
she don't know where she is! (Ca� 
jolingly) Listen, dearie. I'm going 
to sit down on the bed beside you. 
(a CTc."ak) Now take my hands. 
Hold 'em. Tight! 

HELEN: What's wrong? Why are you 
looking at me like that? 

SECOND WoMAN: This is Maidhurst 
Prison, miss. 

FIRST WoMAN : Steady, dearie! 
HELEN: I'm still dreaming! I must 

be ! You can't m�n I'm in prison? 
FtRST Wo�IAN : Now look, dearie. 

I'm afraid it's worse than that. 
HELEN: Worse than that? 
FrRsT WoMAN: Look over thefe. 

You see where there's a little bit of 

fire in the grate? 
HELEN: Well? 
FtRST WoMAN: And paper on the 

wall, and pictures? And a carpet 
on the floor • . .  

SECOND WoMAN: (Fiercely) Why 
can't you come out straight and 
tell her? (jiatly) "They're going to 
hang you in the morning, miss. 
This is the condemned cell. 

(Strong, harsh music up. As this fades, 
We." Mar the." tJOicc." of Dr. Fell.) 

DR. FELL: "With sudden shock the 
prison dock 
Smote on the shivering air • • •  " 

(Fiv� slow notes of a Mary bell.) 
DR. FELL: But I won't quote that 

any further. I have too vivid a 
memory of sitting up that night 
with Colonel Andrews, the Gov· 
ernor of the Prison. Over here 
you'd call him the Warden. It 
was in a little office, with the 
Iampshadc tilted so that I could 
sec his face. And be said . • •  

(Colonel Andr�s's voiCe sugguts a 
thinnish middle agc."d man with a 
military curtness but a fuuy and 
worried manner.) 

ANDREws: I hate executions. Loathe 
'em! Can't even sleep the night 
before. If you hadn't offered to 
come here and save my life . • •  

DR. FELL: This is a strange place, 
sir, to talk of saving lives. 

ANDREws: It's no good being senti· 
mental about the thing. That's 
the law. I didn't make it. 
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DR. FELL: But I gath�r you'r� not 
�xactly happy about this ca�? 

ANDREWS: (Abruptly) I'm not, and 
that's a fact. Mind you, there's no 
doubt whatever about the girl's 
guilt! 

DR. FELL: I am gratified to h�ar it. 
ANDREws: (Querulously) But if only 

she'd confess! Most of 'em do, you 
know. 

DR. FELL: They confess to you? 
ANDREws: To m� or to the hang

man. Not oft�n to the chaplain, 
because th�y think he'll threaten 
'em .with the hereafter. But wh�n 
Kirkwood goes in with th� strap 
to bind their arms, he says to 'em, 
"I don't like to think I'm doing 
something that would be on my ::�i�n�

.
e. So if you'd care to tell 

DR. FELL: Quit� a sensitive fellow, 
your hangman. 

ANDREws: Look here, I'm serious! 
Da. FELL: So am I. 
ANDREWS: Sometimes I wish I had 

any job in the world but mine. If 
only the girl would confess! If 
she'd just stop this nonsense about 
"not remembering." 

DR. FELL: Not r�membering what? 
ANDREWS: Not remembering how 

she shot Philip Gale! Not rem�m
bering anything, even her own 
name:! Total amnesia. 

DR. FELL: (Gravely) Sir, you fright�n 
me. Do you mean to say that a 
woman suff�ring from loss of mem· 

ory can be tri�d and sentenced to 
death? 

ANDREws: No! Not if she really h11s 
lost her memory. 

Da. FELL: Well, then? 
ANDREws: But this defense was a 

fak�. 
DR. FELL: You'r� quit� sure of that? 
ANDREws: NaturaUy! The judge 

would never have aJiowed it to 
come to trial if he hadn't been 
convinced she was shamming. Ev�n 
th�n, she might have got off with 
a life sentence or even with man
slaughter if it hadn't be�n for the 
nature of the crim�. 

DR. FELL: She didn't cut anybody 
up, I hope? ... 

ANDREws: No; but it was almost as 
bad. She shot a man who had 
raised his hands and begged for 
mercy. That compl�tdy damned 
her in the eyes of the jury. 

Da. FELL: And y�t you have doubts. 
ANDREws: (Angrily) I tdl you, I 

haven't any doubts! And in any 
case it's none of my business. 

DR. FELL: How has she acted sine� 
she's been here? 

ANDREWS: Oh, a model prisoner. 
But I wish she'd stop this business 
of seeming to be in a daze. It's 
getting on my o�rves. 

Da. FELL: I rather think th� prison 
itself would get on my nerves. I 
looked into your execution shed 
once, and I didn't want to look 
again. 
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ANDREWS: You get used to it, after 

a while. 
Da. FELL: Helen Barton won't. Tell 

me about her. 
ANDREws: (Brooding) Nice girl, too. 

I knew her grandfather. 
DR. FELt.: She lived ncar here? 
ANDREWS: Y cs ! Born and bred in 

Maidhurst. She got mixed up 
with a thoroughgoing swine named 
Philip Gale. Crazy about him. 
Wouldn't hear a word against 
him. Then he threw her over for a 
woman with money. 

DR. FELt.: I st:e. 
ANDREWS: He had a bungalow on 

Whiterose Hill. She went up there 
one Sunday afternoon. 

DR. FELL: Alone? 
ANDREws: Yes. Herbert Gale, Phil· 

ip's brother, heard them screaming 
at each other. He ran in to see 
what was wrong. Philip was try· 
ing to chase the girl out. She 
grabbed a .32 revolver out of a 
table drawer, and told Philip to 
put up his hands. That scared him, 
and he did put up his hands. 'Then 
she shot him dead. 

DR. FELt.: And afterwards? 
ANDREws: Afterwards she "couldn't 

remember.'' 
OR. FEt.t.: Couldn't remember any· 

thing? 
ANDREws: Pretended she didn't even 

recognize her own family. She 
said, "Who is Philip Gale?" 

DR. FELL: (Rejlroively) And you 

hang her tomorrow morning. 
ANDREws: Yes. 
DR. fELt.: Without ever hearing her 

side of the case. 
ANDREWS: Confound it, man, there's 

no doubt about the evidence! 
Dn. FEt.L: Are you sure? 
ANDREws: She killed Philip Gale. 

Gale's brother Herbert saw her do 
it. This hypocrisy about "not re· 
membering" • , , 

DR. FELL: Emotional shock could do 
just that, you know. 

ANDREws: She wasn't so emotion· 
ally shocked that it disturbed her 
aim. She drilled him clean through 
the heart at fifteen feet. The bul· 
let entered in a dead stnight line 
through coat, waistcoat, shirt, and 
heart. You could have run a pen· 
cil through the boles. (Angrily) 
Now don't sit there puffing out 
your cheeks and waving a cigar 
at mel I'm only • •  , 

DR. FELL: (Quietly) Tell me, Colonel 
Andrews. Aren't you talking to 
convince yourself? 

ANDREws: No! 
DR. FELL: I was thinking of that 

girl. Suppose she is telling the 
truth. Suppose she has lost her 
memory. (Andrews protests) All 
right! You don't believe that. 
But suppose it!  And then suppose, 
in some black hour just before the 
hangman comes, that her memory 
returns. 

ANoaews: Don't talk rubbish! 
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DR. FELL: Sir, I have lived long 
enough to know that mental suffer· 
ing is the cruellest form of suffer· 
ing on this earth. Imagine your· 
self in that p:lSition. You come 
out of a daze:, into what you 
thought was a safe and pleasant 
world. You don't know where 
you are. You don't know what's 
happened. You only know that 
when the clock strikes eight they 
are going to take you out and , • •  

(A scream, vay high and shrill, heard 
at a distance. Short pause.) 

ANDREWS: (Clearing his throat) Did 
you h�r that? 

Dll. FEu.: Yes. 
ANDREWS: Are you thinking what 

I'm thinking? 
DR. FELL: Yes. 
ANDREws: (Shakily) It isn't pos· 

sible . . .  ? 
DR. FELL: I very much fear it is. 
ANDREWS: (Blank_ly) Sometimes, you 

know, we have to use drugs. 
DR. FELL: Drugs? 
ANDREWS: Yes. When we take them 

to the execution shed. It's only a 
short distance, and we try to get 
it over in a matter of seconds. 
But sometimes they can't walk, 

(Sharp rapping on a door.) 
ANDllEWS: Yes? What is it? 
(The door opens. A warder, middle-

aged and ratha hoarse, speak_s.) 
WAROnt: Beg-pardon, sir. But I 

thought I'd better get you. Or 
the doctor. Or the chaplain. Or 

both. 
ANDREws: What's the matter with 

you, man? You're as white as a 
ghost! 

WARDER: C.n't 'dp that, sir. I've 
been a warder at this place for a 
matter of fifteen years; but I 
never knew anything like this. 

ANDREws: (Noncommittally) It's the 
. . .  upstairs room, I suppose? 
Miss Barton? 

WARDER: Yessir. 
ANDREWS: Hysterical? 
WARDER: Yessir. Shesays • • •  well, 

she (significantly) says she remem· 
bees now. 

ANDREWS: (Still noncommiuaf) I see. 
WARDER: She's carrying on some· 

thing awful, sir. But that ain't all. 
She claims she never done it. 

DR. FELL: (Sharply) What's that? 
WARDER: She claims she never killed 

Mr. Gale at a11. 
DR. FELL: (Explosively) Never killed 

. . .  1 
ANDREws: Any other disturbances 

in the building? 
WARDER: Well, sir, they're a bit 

restless in A Wing. 
ANDREWS: That's usual. 
WARDER: Yessir. And there's a bloke 

• • •  outside the prison, I mean 
• • .  who keeps hanging about in 
front of the main gate. You can 
see him by the street lamp. First 
he'll take a few little quick steps 
back and forth. Then he'll run and 
stick his face against the bars of 
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the gate. Then he'll go back to 
pacing again. Fair gave me the 
creeps, even before this other 
thing. 

DR. FELL: You don't happen to 
know who he is? 

WARDER: It's the other Mr. Gale, 
sir. Herbert Gale. I hadn't the 
heart to chase him away. 

ANDREws :  All right, Harris. Go 
ahead. I'U be along in a minute. 

WARDER: Yessir. 
(Th� door c/om.) 
Da. FELL: So the girl claims to be 

innocent! You heard that, eh? 
ANDREws :  Yes. I heard it. 
Da. FELL: What do you mean to do? 
ANDREw s : I'll see the girl, of course. 

But it won't affect the issue. 
DR. FELL: Not even if she does 

happen to be innocent? 
ANDREws: (Buakjng out) Fell, in 

the name of heaven try to under
stand my position! 

DR. FELL: Believe me, I do under
stand it. A jury convicted this 
girl of murder. Her appeal was 
dismissed. The Home Secretary 
has refused to intervene on behalf 
of the King. You cou1dn't do any
thing, even if you wanted to. 
You couldn't even appeal to the 
Home Secretary without new evi
dence . . •  

ANDREws :  Exactly! 
DR. FELL: And it's too late for new 

evidence, because you can't just 
accept the word of Helen Barton. 

ANDREWS: All the same, I'm dread
ing this interview. It's against 
regulations, but I wish you'd come 
along with me. 

Da. FELL: (Roaring) If there were 
only som�hing • • •  

ANDREws : (Querulously) There isn't. 
Where's that whiskey? I think a 
little stimulant . , • 

'Da. FELL: Sh� will need the stimu
lant. 

ANDREws :  It's a cold night. 
DR. Fell. It will be colder yet, 

where sh�'s going. 
(Strong, harsh music up. This fades 

into the heavy notes of the prison 
clock. striking six.) 

HELEN: (Moaning) But I didn't do 
it !  I tell you, I didn't do it !  

SECOND WoMAN: Steady, miss. 
FIRST WoMAN: It's all right, dearie. 

The Governor and the big stout 
gentleman believe you didn't do 
it. 

HELEN: Oh, no they don't! You 
needn't try to fool mel Look at 
them over there in the corner, 
whispering! 

ANDREws :  (Under hi.t buath) Fell, 
she's lying. 

HELEN: I heard that! You said, 
"Fell, she's lying." But I'm not 
lying! I'm not! 

SECOND WoMAN: Miss, you've got 
to pull yourself together. 

FIRST WoMAN: (Heartily) And have 
a nice breakfast. What would you 
like for breakfast? 
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HELEN: (B�tiJi/d�d) Breakfast? 
FIRST WoMAN: You can have any� 

thing you want for breakfast this 
morning. Anything at all ! 

HELEN: Please listen to me! When I 
first woke up, I didn't even re· 
member Philip was dead. I thought 
I was still . . .  going to marry 
him. Then it came back to me. 

ANDREWS: Yes? 
HBLEN: I remember standing out· 

side Philip's bungalow, on a hot 
day with the sun in my eyes. I 
heard a shot inside the bungalow. 
I ran into the living room, and 
found Philip lying on the floor by 
the couch, with his mouth open 
and blood on his chest. But that's 
ali i do remember. Something hit 
me. 

ANDREWS: Something hit you? 
HELEN: On the head. Or that's 

what it seemed like. Please! 
ANDREWS: The doctors found DO 

inj ury to your head, you know. 
HELEN: (D�sp�ately) I tell you . • .  
DR. FELL: One moment! 
(Dead silroce. w� hear slow, heavy, 

lumbering footst�s crossing the 
floor, and the bump of a cane. Dr. 
Fell clears his throat.) 

DR. FELL: Miss Barton, can you 
forgive the intrusion of an old 
buffer who sincerely wants to help 
you? 

HELEN: (Con/TOlling herself) I'm 
s·sorry, Or. Fell. I'll try w be 
sensible. 

Da. FELL: (Silrpn'sed) You know 
who l am? 

HELEN: Everybody knows those eye· 
glasses and that moustache. But I 
thought you were always laugh· 
ing. (Bitterly) If you can find any· 
thing to laugh at in this situa· 
tion . • •  

DR. FELL: Believe me, Miss Barton, 
I am not laughing. Now tell me. 
When you arrived at the bunga· 
low, Philip Gale was already dead? 

HELEN: (Fieruly) Yes! 
DR. FELL: You didn't go up there 

to quarrel with him? 
HELE:-1: No! And why should I have 

killed him anyway? I only went to 
tell him l was through. Finished! 
Fed up with him! I . . .  oh, 
what's the use? 

DR. FELL: They haven't told you, 
then, that there's a witness who 
claims to have seen you shoot 
Gale? 

HELEN: (Astounded) A witness? Who? 
DR. FELL: Herbert Gale. 
HELEN: (Not even angry, merely won· 

dering.) But lhal's a lie! 
Da. FELL: You didn't take a .32 

revolver out of the table drawer? 
HELEN: This is the first time I've 

even heard of any revolver! Please 
believe that! 

DR. FELL: You didn't order Philip 
to put up his hands? And then, 
when he did put up his hands • . •  

ANDREWS: (Interjecting) . , , high 
above his head . . .  
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DR. FELL: You didn't shoot him 
from a distance of about fifteen 
feet? 

HELEN: No! No t No! 
ANDREWS: Your fingerprints were 

on the revolver. You were still 
holding it in your hand when 
Herbert brought a policeman. 

DR. FELL: (Thoughtfully) Just who 
is this brother, this Herbert Gale? 

HELEN: (Starting to laugh) He's the 
good member of the family. 

FIRST WoMAN: (Urg�ntly) Now 
steady, dearie! 

H£LEN: I c-can't help itl Herbert is 
the good boy where Philip was 
the bad one. Younger than Philip. 
Terribly respectable; pillar of the 
church; never smokes or drinks. 
Has to work hard, because Philip 
inherited what money they had. 
Oh, let me laugh! It's too funny! 

ANDREws: (Guard�dly) Herbert's 
word certainly carries weight. 

HELEN! It's carried weight against 
me, hasn't it? Why should he 
wam to get me hanged? Why 
should he tell such a complete 
pack of lies? 

DR. FELL: Yes. I wonder why. 
HELEN: Every St:cond I imagine I'm 

going to wake up and find myself 
back in that living-room again. 
Looking at Philip's body! Just 
standing and staring at it, and 
feeling sick I And • . . of all 
things to think of at a time like 
that I . • .  wondering why he was 

wearing a waistcoat on such a hot 
day . . .  

(Slight paus�.) 
ANDREWS : (Sharply) What's the mat

ter with you, Fell? 
FIRST WOMAN: (Und�r hn' br�ath) 

Why is that stout gentlemen roll
ing his eyes like that? 

SECOND WoMAN! Off his rocker, if 
you ask me. 

DR. FELL: (Explosivdy) Archons of 
Athens! What an idiot I've been! 
What a turnip! What a dunce! 

ANDREWS: (Scandaliud) Lower your 
voice! 

DR. FELL: The murdered man was 
wearing a waistcoat! You told me 
so yourself. 

ANDREWS: WeH? What if I did? 
DR. FELL: (As though aw�d) The 

murdered man was wearing a waist· 
coat on a hot day! Grasp that 
beautiful facti Keep it in splen
dour before you! Three hours of 
sheer nightmare, and all because 
I never thought of the waistcoat! 

FIRST WoMAN: (Under her br�ath) 
Lummy, Hannah, he really is off 
his chump! 

DR. FELL: (Eagerly) Let me ask you 
just one thing. What happened to 
the court-exhibits in the Gale 
case? 

AsDREWS: As a matter of fact, we've 
still got 'em. The case was tried at 
the Maidhursc sessions-house, you 
know. 

DR. FELL: (Pouncing) You've still 
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got  'em? 
ANDREws: Certainly, But . . •  
DR. FELL: Sir, let me shake your 

hand. Let me slap you on the 
back. Let me, if necessary, set you 
on my shoulder and carry you out 
of here in triumph. Let me . . .  

ANDREws: (Ddinite cold watn') Just 
a minuu:, my friend. Stop a bit! 

DR. FELL: (Suddmly dejlated) I . • •  
I beg your pardon. 

ANDREWS: Have you forgotten where 
you are? 

DR. FELL: No. 
ANDREws : .Let's face facts. The pris

oner has been told that there's 
. • .  well, no hope. 

HELEN: (Crying out) Please! 
ANDREWS: I'm sorry, but there it is! 

The cruellest thing you could do 
now would be to raise hopes that I 
can't fulfill. Do you understand 
that? 

DR. FELL: I understand it only too 
well. 

ANDR.EWS: (Fidgeting) This can't be 
pleasant for any of us. There's 
nothing in the evidence that jus
tifies any change of plan . . .  

DR. FEu: Except, of course, that 
the girl isn't guilty. 

ANDREws: Can you prove that? 
DR. FELL: To my own satisfaction, 

yes. 
ANDREws: That's not good enough. 
DR. FELL: Very well, suppose I 

proved it to you - conclusively, 
mind! - out of evidence you gave 

me yourself. What would you do? 
ANDREWS! Are you bluffing? 
DR. FELL: No. S�k up, man! 

What would you do? 
ANDREWS: That's easy. 'Phone the 

Home Secretary and ask for a 
stay of execution. 

DR. FELL: Could you get in touch 
with him at this hour of the 
morning? 

ANDREWS: Easily. There's a private 
line from my office to his country· 
house. B�t I warn you . . .  

HF.LEN: Dr. Fell, is there any hope 
for me? Is there any hope for me? 

ANDREWS: I warn you. They won't 
accept fancy theories. They'll 
only accept facts. 

DR. FELL: I shall be happy, sir, to 
cram the facts down their throats. 
One final point, Miss Barton. How 
tall is the estimable Mr. Herbert 
Gale? 

HELEN: (Blankly) How tall? 
DR. FELL: Yes! Is he anything like 

the same height as his brother 
Philip? 

HELEN: They're about the same 
height. Five feet ten. But I don't 
see . • •  

DR. FELL: If I remember correctly, 
one of the warders told us that 
Herbert Gale has been hanging 
about the front gate all night. I 
should very much like to s�k 
with him. Colonel Andrews, will 
you send someone out and ask 
him to come into your office? 
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ANDREws: I can't do that! 
DR. FELL: Why not? 
ANDREws: It's against regulations. 

He'd have to get a special pass. 
DR. FELL: Then write him one. 

Curse it aJI, can't you get it 
through your correct military head 
that an innocent person is going 
to swing in less than two hours? 

HELEN: Dr. Fell, I don't know what 
you're trying to do. But can you 
do it? 

DR. FELL: My dear, I can't tell. 
HELEN: But you are going to try? 
DR. FELL: I am going downstairs 

now. Maybe, in a very short time, 
a certain gentlemen will be enter· 
ing this institution without any 
need of a pass. But don't hope for 
anything. Don't hope for any· 
thing! 

(Strong, harsh music up. The pn"son 
clock strikes sevm.) 

DR. FELL: (Muttering) Seven o'clock. 
Seven o'clock. Less than an hour 
to go. (Hisvoiarim) Why doesn't 
that warder come and bring the 
exhibit I want? What's ddaying 
him? 

ANDREws: Probably he can't find 
the stuff. 

DR. FELL: But you said you had it 
here! 

ANDREws: Things like that are ap't 
to get mislaid. It's been a month 
since the trial. Must you have 
these exhibits? 

DR. FELL: In order to prove i t  to 

you fully, yes. But if he doesn't 
come in two seconds more . . .  

ANDREws: I can't stay here much 
longer myself. The chaplain is 
with her now, but I'll have to take 
over before the end. 

(Sharp rapping at the door.) . 
ANDREws: Yes? Come in! (Door 

opens.) 
WARDER: (Breathlessly) Sorry to a 

been so long, sir. I could a sworn 
it was in one place; and, lo and be· 
hold, it turned up somewheres 
dse. 

DR. FELL: Never mind that. Did 
you get the exhibits? 

WARDER: It's all 'ere, sir, in this 
suit box. Where shall I put it? 

DR. FELL: Put it on Colonel An· 
drews' desk. Now let's see. Move 
the lamp over here, will you? 

WARDER: And about Mr. Herbert 
Gale, sir . 

ANDREws: Where is he? 
WARDER: Out in the 'all, sir. Do 

you want to see him now? 
DR. FELL: Yes, my lad. Very much 

so. Ask him to come in I 
WARDER: {Calling) You can come 

in, sir. This way. 
(H�bert Gale is about 28. He has a 

light voice, giving the impression 
of earnestness and sinc�ity. He is 
roth� nert�ous.) 

HERBERT: Thank you. (Door doses) 
ANDREws: (Uncomfortably) Morn· 

ing, Herbert. Glad to see you. Sit 
down. 
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HERBERT: Thank you, Colonel An
drews. 

ANDREws: Let me have your hat and 
coat. This is Dr. Gideon FelL 
(Both m�n murmur.) 

HERBERT: The warder said you 
wanted to see me. I came, of 
course. But - do you think it 
was quite the right thing to do? 

ANDREws: Why not? 
HERBERT: Well! People might think 

I was holding a grudge against 
Helen. Because of Phil, you know. 

DR. FELL: And you don't hold any 
grudge? 

HERBERT: (EamesJ/y) Good lord, no! 
I really don't! I pity that poor 
girl from the bottom of my heart! 
J only wish I hadn't had to testify 
against her. But what else could 
I dol 

Da. FELL: You mean you'd like to 
help her? Even now? 

HERBERT: Of course! If there were 
anything I could do to - to soothe 
her last moments on eanh . . .  

DR. FELL: There is something you 
can do, Mr. Gale. 

HERBERT: Well? 
DR. FELL: You can come with us to 

the condemned cell. 
HERBERT: Are you joking? 
DR. FELL: No. 
HERBERT: But wouldn't it be pretty 

horrible for Helen? 
DR. Fl!l.L: Yes. Probably. But, as 

you point out, she has only a very 
short time to live. 

HERBERT: (Sharply) Excuse me. 
What have you got in that suit 
box? 

DR. FELL: In this suit box, Mr. 
Gale? A flattened bullet - the 
bullet that killed your brother. A 
.32 revolver. A tweed coat, blood
stained. A tweo:i waistcoat, also 
bloodstained. 

ANDREWS: Look here, Felli What 
do you expect to prove with that 
stuff? . 

DR. FELL: One-moment. Will Mr. 
Herbert Gale go with us to the 
condemned cell? 

HERBERT: Yes! If you think I can do 
any good there. 

Da. FELL: lben, with your per· 
mission, I propose to prove that a 
straight line is the shortest dis· 
tance belwecn two points. Will 
you walk into my parlor? 

MusiC: (Out of it the single note of 
the prison dock.) 

FIRST WOMAN: (Under her breath) 
Seven-thirty! Half an hour to go! 
(Aloud) Easy, dearie! Easy! 

(A heavy door is unbarr�d, opens, and 
closes again.) 

HELEN: (Terrified) They're not com
ing already to . • .  Herbert Gale! 

HERBERT: I'm very sorry for you, 
Helen. Please believe that. 

HELEN: Tll·thankyoul 
HERBERT: I shouldn't have intruded 

at this painful time, believe me. 
But Dr. Fell .md the colonel here 
made me come to sec you. 
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HELEN:  (Eag"ly) You mean 

you've come to confess? 
HERBER.T: (Sharply) Confess? What 

should I confess? 
HELEN: (Fi"cely) You didn't see me 

shoot Phil! You lrpow you didn't! 
HERBERT: I'm sorry, Helen. I pity 

you, and I bear no malice. But you 
did shoot poor old Phil, after 
you'd asked him to put up his 
hands . • •  

DR. FELL: (Qui�tly) How high did 
he put up his hands? 

HERBERT: (Startkd) I beg your par
don? 

ANDREws: Dr. Fell said: how high 
did he put up his hands? 

HE!lBERT: Really! (W�arily) Is there 
any purpose in going over all this 
in the last few minutes before 
the hangman • • •  

HELEN: Pl�ald 
DR. FELL: We can demonstrate still 

further with a little experiment. 
I have here a bloodstained tweed 
coat and a bloodstained waistcoat. 
You � them Mr. Gale? 

HERBERT: I Stt them, yes, 
DR. FELL: Take off your own coat 

and waistcoat. Put on this coat, 
and this waistcoat. 

HERBERT: I'll do no such thing! 
DR. FELL: (Quickly) Why not? 
HERBERT: Colonel Andrews, I ap· 

peal to you! 
ANDREWS: Where's the harm in it? 
HELEN: Unless he has got something 

to hidd 

HERBERT: I've got nothing to hide! 
Give me the things! I'll put them 
on! 

Da. FELL: Thank you. 
HELEN: I don't know why you're 

doing this. It's the nightmare 
again. But if something isn't 
proved very soon • . •  (Quickfy) 
What time is it? 

FtRST Wo�IAN: Twenty minutes to 
eight, miss. Easy, now! 

HERBERT: There! � that satisfy 
you, Dr. Fell? Philip's coat and 
waistcoat fit me very well. 

DR. FELL: So I was told. Would you 
care to tell us, now, why you 
killed your brother? (Paus�) It 
was the money you inherited, I 
suppose. When Helen Barton 
walked into the middle of your 
crime, you knocked her out will1 
a weapon that left no bruise, and 
put the revolver in her band. 
Then you discovered, as a gift 
from heaven, that she really had 
lost her memory. Mr. Herbert 
Gale could tell any lying story he 
liked. 

HERBERT: Be careful! You can't 
prove that! 

Da. FnL: Would you like to make a 
small bet I can't prove it? 

HERBERT: Ycsl 
DR. FELL: Very wdl. - I am 

threatening you with a gun, Mr. 
G•lo .  HOLD UP Y O U R  
HANDS! 

HERBERT: Nol Oh . • •  
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HELEN: You'd better do it ,  Herbert! 
You'd better do it !  

DR. FELL: Hold up your hands! 
That's it! But higher! Higher! 
Now look at his coat, everybody! 
Look at his coati 

HELEN: (Daudly) The coat is • • •  
it's rising! 

DR. FELL: Of course it is. The bul� 
let-hole in the coat • . •  you 
notice? • , • rises with it. But 
the waistcoat doesn't move. 

ANDREWS: (Explosivdy) I think I 
begin to see . . .  I 

DR. FELL: The bul!et�hdle in the 
coat has risen at least four inches 
above the corresponding hole in 
the w:aistcoat. Yet the bullet, you 
told me, penetrated in a dead 
straight line. Therefore Philip 
Gale could not possibly have had 
his hands raised when be was shot. 

(Rapping on h�ary door, which opros.) 
WARDER: Colond Andrews, sir! 
ANDREWS: Yes, Harris? 
WARDER: 1 thought I'd better tell 

you, sir, that the hangman's here. 
DR. FELL: Herbert Gale told you he 

saw Miss Barton shoot a man 
whose hands were raised high in 
the air. It prevented any possible 
plea of manslaughter. It  con
demned that girl to death. Destroy 
that single lie, and you destroy 
the whole case. 

HELEN: Is it true, Colonel Andrews? 
/s it true? 

WARDER: I tell you, sir, the hang
man'sherel 

ANDREws: Harris, do you know the 
private telephone-line in my of
fice? 

WARDER: Yes, sir? 
ANDREWS: Gel me Ihe Home SeC

reiary. 
DR. FELL: Fine. And . . •  ah • • •  

oh, warder . . .  
WARDER: Yes, Dr. Fell? 
DR. FELL: Tell the hangman he'll 

have to wait. This young lady 
has most inconsiderately been 
proved innocent. (Chmfully) But 
his services will be required just 
the same. It will be a little later 
• • •  and with a new client. 

Mustc: Up to curtain. 
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