


JOHN DICKSON CARR, /11m<>11J mystery u•riter. "What I look for 
illi not a clumsy concoc
tion of boy-meeu-girl· 
with -d�recrive- i ncidencs. 
but 3 dererrive srory with 
an ocigi nal idea. That's what 1 find in evecy issue 
of ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE. That's why I think EQMM is the best detec
tive magazine in the buJi. 
nRss:· 

ILK A CHASE, actreu 
and author. "If mystery 
m a gazines were given 
batting avera g�s, EL· 
LERY QUEEN'S MYS
TERY MAGAZ INF. 
would bat .400. ·• 

}AM E S  HILTON. H· nou·rttd author o{ "So Wtll Rtmtmbered ' and 
"Lost Horizon."''( hav� 
seen and enjoyed many 
co p i e s  of E LLE R Y  QUEEN ' S MYSTERY MA<;iAZINE. It seems to 

HAZEL SCOTT. noted cqtlurt Pianist and jazz 
im.pror•iser. "During the 
concert seas on when I 
am constantly under pres
sure, ELLERY QUEEN'S 
MYSTERY MAGAZINE 
is an abiding pleasure
offering release from ten
sion and affording rare 
stimulation. I wouldn't 
be without it!" 

LAURITZ MELCHIOR. 
heroic tfflor- of the Met
ropolil.m OperiS Compa. 
ny. "ELLERY QUE EN'S 
MYSTERY MAGAZINE h a really fine collection 
of srimuladng tales. After 
a strenuous evening at the Metropolitan, or a 
day of shooting on the 
movie lot, I find real re· 
laxation in reading a 
story or two i n  your 
magazine. I am all for it." 

CHR I S TOPHER MOR. 
LEY, critic and author. 
"ELLERY QUEEN'S 
MYSTERY MAGAZINE 
has both the good wry 
bread of the run·of·the· 
guillotine crime tales and 
ALSO what a gift he has 
for rummaging out the 
honeys-those rare oddi
ties that are vintage and 
not varicose: In short 
E.Q. has I.Q." 

Whoever heard such talk from such 
people about a mystery magazine? 
Never has any mystery magazine been so applauded by such 
distinguished applauders. "Never" is a big word - but Ellery 
Queen's Mystery Magazine is a big departure from all the usual 
kinds of magazine. It gives you not only the best short stories by 
leading detective-story writers, but also little-known crime clas
sics by the literary great in other fields. 

Thus you get mysteries by Somerset Maugham, Chris_topher Mor
ley, Mark Twain, H. G. Wells and Theodore Dreiser, as well as by 
the acknow I edged masters of the mys-
tery li.cld-Dashiell Hammett, Agatha 35 C At your 
Christie, John Dickson Carr, Cornell newsstand 
Woolrich, Dorothy L. Sayers and many EVERY MONTH 
others. 

In add#i01• to Jhe distinguished ap
plauders pictured here, EQMM has 
received orchids from such notables 
as Arch Oboler, Helen Jepson, 
E/rem KurJz, Rex Stout, Edward 
L. Bernays, ]ame.r M. Cain, Elsa 
Maxu:e/1, joseph He1Jry ]ackton, and 
many oJhe,-s! 
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Invites you lo enter its Fihll 

'6,000 SHORT STORY CONTEST 
(again with the cooperation of Little, Brown & Co., of Boston) 

First Prize $2,000 
10 ADDITIONAL PRIZES 

TOTALING $4,000 

t:Mnditioos of the Contest 
1. Ellery Queen's Mystery Magazine offers a 
cash aivard of $2,000 as First Prize for the best 
original detective or crime short story. In 
addition, EQMM will award five (5) Second 
Prizes of $500 each, and five (5) Third Prizes of 
$300 each. All pri£es include publication rights 
in Ellery Queen's Mystery Magazine, subject 
to the provisions of paragraph 7. Other accept• 
able stories will be purchased at EQMM'e 
regular rates. 

2. Preferably, stories should not exceed 10,000 
words. 

3. Awards will be made solely on the basis of 
merit- that is, quality of writing and original· 
ity of plot. The contest is open to everyono 
except employees of Ellery Queen's Mystery 
Magazine, The American Mercury, Inc., and 
their families. Stories are solicited {rom 11ma. 
teur as well as professional writers; from be· 
ginners 118 well as old-timers, All will have an 
equal chance to win the prizes. 
4. The judges who will make the final decision 
in the contest will be Ellery Queen. and the 
editorial staff of Ellery Queen's Mystery 
Magnine. 

5. All entries must be received at the office of 
the maguine, 570 Lexington Avenue, New 
Y«k 22, N.Y., not later than October 20,1949. 

6. Prize winners will be aonounced and the 
prizes awarded by Christmas 1949. The prize. 
winning stories will appear in Ellery Queen's 
Mystery Magazine during 1950. 

7. All prize winners and all other contestants 
whose stories are purchased agree to graot 
Ellery Queen's Mystery Magazine first book
anthology rights, and wheo these rights are 
exercised, they will be paid for as follows: $35 
for the original edition, $25 for reprint editions, 
$25 for Briti8h book anthology rights, and a 
pro rata share of 25% of the royalties if the 
anthology should be,chosen by a book club. 
Authors of all stories bought through this 
contest agree to sell non-exclusive foreign rights 
for $35 per story. 

I. Every care will be taken to return unsuit• 
able manuscripts, but Ellery Queen's Mystery 
Magazine cannot accept responsibility for tbcm. 
Manuscripts should be typed or l e�ibly written, 
accompanied by a stamped self-addressed en
velope, and mailed by first-class mail to: 

EQMM S6,000 Det...,the Sbort Story Contest 
Ellery Queen'• Myatery Magaslne 
S70Le:rlngtonAYenue,New York22,N. Y, 
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WINNER OF A SPECIAL AWARD: 
LESLIE CHARTERIS 

lt may strike you as strange, or to use a stronger word; incredible, to 
learn that Leslie Charteris, creator of the Saint, claims he has no imagina
tion at all, and that he doesn't need one to write stories about the Saint. 
Yes, we have a letter from Leslie in which he makes that statement, in 
black and white. And to prove his modest contention, the rarely modest 
Charteris tells us where he got ihe idea for "The Arrow of God." 

In February 1948 Gregory Peck and Leslie Charteris were cruising the 
Caribbean in a 6o-Jooi ketch. The jaunt provided more than one misad
venture. You may recall, for example, having read in the newspapers 
or having heard over the radio that the two of them got mixed up with a 
so-mile gale, and for a time were reported lost; happily, the report was 
erroneous. But there was another near-misadventure while they stopped over 
in Nassau. Gregory Peck was lying on the beach when a flyaway umbrella 
headed straight for him, point first. It was a narrow escape- Peck might 
easily have been the victim of one of the strangest spearings on record. 

It was this incident which suggested to Charteris "The Arrow of God., 
To borrow two phrases from H. C. Bailey's Reggie Fortune: "no imagina
tion"-just "simple faith in facts." As Leslie himself comments: "It 
was one of those fantastic things which I believe are almost impossible to 
dream up, but I actually saw it happen." 

In developing the plot of" The Arrow of God" Charteris deliberately 
set out to write "the pure detective or puzzle story." This type of story, 
Charteris maintains, depends for its suspense_ on the reader's anxiety to 
beat the detective to the solution. If the clues are as solidly psyclwlogical as 
mechanical, so much the better in Charteris' s private-eye philosophy. Emo
tional jeopardies, especially of the detective, are phony excess-baggage. 
Give the connoisseur, fays Charteris, the classic pattern of Dr. Thorndyke, 
Father Brown, and Sherlock Holmes, and restrict tl1e detective's involve
ment to "the simple but universally understandable ambition of seeing that 
the real criminal is convicted and the innocent suspect is not stuck with it." 

THE A R R O W  O F  GOD 

by LESLIE CHARTERIS 

O
NE of Simon Templar's stock the murder, the reluctant spark-plug 

criticisms of the classic type of of all the entertaining mystery and 
detective story is that the victim of strife, is usually a mere nonentity who 

3 
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wanders vaguely through the first few 
pages with the sole purpose of becom
ing a convenient body in the library 
by the end of Chapter One. But 
whatever his own feelings and prob
lems may have been, the personality 
which has to provide so many people 
with adequate motives for desiring 
him to drop dead, is largely a matter 
of hearsay, retrospectively brought 
out in the conventional process of 
drawing attention to one suspect 
after another. 

"You could almost," Simon has 
said, "call him a corpus derelicti . ... 
Actually, the physical murder should 
only be the mid-point of the story: 
the things that led up to it are at 
least as interesting as the mechanical 
solution of who done it ... Per
sonally, I've killed very few people 
that I didn't know plenty about first." 

Coming from a man who is gener
ally regarded as almost a detective
story character himself, this com
ment is at least worth recording for 
reference; but it certainly did not 
apply to the shuffing off of Mr. Floyd 
Vosper, which caused a brief commo
tion on the island of New Providence 
in the early spring of that year. 

Why Simon Templar should have 
been in Nassau (which, for the benefit 
of the untraveled, is the city of New 
Providence, which is an island in the 
Bahamas) at the time is one of those 
questions which always arise in stories 
about him, and which can only be 
answered by repeating that he liked to 
travel and was just as likely to show 

up there as in Nova Zembla or Nama· 
qualand. As for why he should have 
been invited to the house of Mrs. 
Herbert H. Wexall, that is another 
irrelevancy which is hardly covered 
by the fact that he could just as well 
have shown up at the house of Joe 
Wallenski (of the arsonist Wallenskis) 
or the White House- he had friends 
in many places, legitimate and other
wise. But Mrs. Wexall had some in
ternational renown as a lion hunter, 
even if her stalking had been con
fined to the variety which roars 
loudest in plush drawing-rooms; and 
it was not to be expected that the 
advent of such a creature as Simon 
Templar would have escaped the 
attention of her salon safari. 

Thus one noontime Simon found 
himself strolling up the driveway 
and into what little was left of the 
life of Floyd Vosper. Naturally he 
did not know this at the time; nor 
did he know Floyd Vosper, except by 
name. In this he was no ditferen t from 
at least fifty million other people .i n 
that hemisphere; for Floyd Vosper 
was not only one of the most widely 
syndicated pundits of the day, but 
his books (Feet of Clay; As I Saw 
Them; and The Twenty Worst Men 
in the World) had all been the selec
tions of one book club or another arid 
still sold by the million in reprints. 
For Mr. Vosper specialized in the 
ever-popular sport of shattering repu
tations. In his journalistic years he 
had met, and apparently had unique 
opportunities to study, practically 
every great name in the national and 
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international scene, and could uner· 
ringly remember everything in ·their 
biographies that they would prefe'r 
forgotten, and could impale and 
epitomize all their weaknesses with 
devastatingly pin-point precision, 
leaving them naked and squirming 
on the operating table of his vocabu· 
lary. But what this merciless pro· 
fessional iconoclast was like as a per· 
son, Simon had never heard or both· 
ered much to wonder about. 

So the first impression that Vosper 
made on him was a voice, a still un· 
identified voice, a dry and deliberate 
and peculiarly needling voice, which 
came from behind a bank of riotous 
hibiscus and oleander. 

"My dear Janet," it said, "you 
must not let your innocent admira· 
tion for Reggie's bulging biceps color 
your estimate of his perspicacity in 
world affairs. The title of All·Amer· 
ican, I hate to disillusion you, has no 
reference to statesmanship." 

There was a rather strained laugh 
that must have come from Reggie, 
and a girl's clear young voice said: 
"That isn't fair, Mr. Vosper. Reggie 
doesn't pretend to be a genius, but 
he's bright enough to have a wonder· 
ful job waiting for him on· Wall 
Street." 

"I don't doubt that he will make 
an ex�ellent contact man for the m:ore 
stupid clients," conceded the voice 
with the measured nasal gripe. "And 
I'� sure th�t his ed�cation

. 
can cope 

wlth the s1mple anthmettc· · o( the 
Stock Exchange, just asTm �ure· it 
can grasp the basic. _fig�res df. ybbr 

father's Dun and Bradstreet. This 
should not dazzle you with his bril· 
liance, any more than it should make 
you believe that you have some spit· 
itual fascination that lured him to 
your feet." 

At this point Simon rounded a 
curve in the driveway and caught his 
first sight of the speakers, all of whom 
looked up at him with reserved curios· 
ity and two-thirds of them with a 
certain hint of relief. 

There was no difficulty in assigning 
them to their lines- the young red· 
headed giant with the pleasantly 
rugged face and the slim pretty blonde 
girl, who s�lt at a wrought-iron table 
on the terrace in front of the house 
with a broken deck of cards in front 
of them which established an inter· 
rupted game of gin rummy, and the 
thin stringy man reclining in a long 
cane-chair with a cigarette-holder in 
one hand and a highball in the other. 

Simon smiled and said: "Hullo. 
This is Mrs. Wexall's house, is it?" 

The girl said ''Yes," and he said: 
"My name's Templar, and I was in· 
vited here." 

The girl jumped up and ·said: "Oh, 
yes. Lucy told me. I'm her sister, 
Janet Blaise. This is my fiance, Reg 
Herrick. And Mr. Vosper." 

Simon shook hands with the two 
men, and Janet said: "I think Lucy's 
on the beach. I'll take you around." · 

Vosper unwound his bony leng:th 
from the long chair, looking like' a 

. slightly dissolute and acidulated m:a· 
hatma in his white shorts and burnt 
chocolate tan. 
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"Let me do it," he said. "I'm sure 
you two ingenues would rather be 
alone together. And I need another 
drink." 

He led the way, not into the house 
but around it, by a flagged path 
which struck off to the side and 
m�andered through a bower of scarlet 
poinciana. A breeze rustled in the 
leaves and mixed flower scents with 
the sweetness of the sea. Vosper 
smoothed down his sparse gray hair; 
and Simon was aware that the man's 
beady eyes and sharp thin nose were 
cocked towards him with brash 
speculation, as it he were already 
measuring another target for his 
tongue. 

"Templar," he said. "Of course, 
you must be the Saint - the fellow 
they call the Robin Hood of modern 
crime." 

"I see you read the right papers," 
said the Saint pleasantly. 

"I read all the papers," Vosper 
said, "in order to keep in touch with 
the vagaries of vulgar taste. I've often 
wondered why the Robin Hood legend 
should have so much romantic appeal. 
Robin Hood, as I understand it, was 
a bandit who indulged in some well� 
publicized charity- but not, as I 
recall, at the expense of his own 
stomach. A good many unscrupulous 
promoters have also become generous 
-and with as much shrewd public
ity- when their ill-gotten gains 
exceeded their personal spending ca
pacity, but I don't remember that 
they succeeded in being glamorized 
for it." 

"There may be some difference," 
Simon suggested, "in who was robbed 
to provide the surplus spoils." 

"Then," Vosper said challengingly, 
"you consider yourself an infallible 
judge of who should be penalized and 
who should be rewarded." 

"Oh, no," said the Saint modestly. 
"Not at all. No more, I'm sure, than 
you would call yourself the infallible 
judge of all the people whom you 
dissect so definitively in print." 

He felt the other's probing glance 
stab at him suspiciously and almost 
with puzzled incredulity, as if Vosper 
couldn't quite accept the idea that 
anyone had actually dared to cross 
swords with him, and moreover might 
have scored on the riposte- or if it 
had happened at all, that it had been 
anything but a semantic accident. 
But the Saint's easy inscrutable 
poise gave no clue to the answer at all; 
and before anything further could 
develop there was a paragraphic 
distraction. 

This took the form of a man seated 
on top of a truncated column which 
for reasons best known to the archi
tect had been incorporated into the 
design of a wall which curved out 
from the house to encircle a portion 
of the shore like a possessive arm. 
The man had long curly hair that 
fell to his shoulders, which with his 
delicate ascetic features would have 
made him look more like a woman if 
it had not been complemented with 
an equally curly and silken beard. 
He sat cross-legged and upright, his 
hands folded symmetrically in his 
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lap, staring straight out into th� .blue at all, "that the only way for the 
sky a little above the horizon, so holders of worldly wealth to purify 
motionless and almost rigid that he themselves is to get rid of as much 
might easily have been taken for of it as they can spare. Being himself 
a tinted statue except for the flutter� so pure that it hurts, he is unselfishly 
ing of the long flowing white robe.' ready to become the custodian of 
he wore. as much corrupting cabbage as they 

After rolling with the first reason- would like to get rid of. Of course, 
able shock of the apparition, Simon he would have no part of it himself, 
would have passed on politely with- but he will take the responsibility of 
out comment, but the opportunity parking it in a shrine in the Sea of 
was irresistible for Vosper to display . Marmora which he plans to build as 
his virtuosity again, and perhaps also soon as there is enough kraut in the 
to recover from his momentary con- kitty." 
fusion. The figure on the column finally 

"That fugitive from a Turkish moved. Without any waste motion it 
bath," Vosper said, in the manner of simply expanded its crossed legs like 
a tired guide to a geek show, "calls a lazy tongs until it towered at its 
himself Astron. He's a nature boy full height over them. 
from the Dardanelles who just c;:on� "You have heard the blasphemer," 
eluded a very successful season in . it said. "But I say to you that his 
Hollywood. He wears a beard to cover words are dust in the wind, as he him
a receding chin, and long hair to . self is dust among the stars that I see." 
cover a hole in the head. He purifies "I'm a blasphemer," Vosper re
his soul with !l diet of boiled grass peated to the Saint, with a sort of 
and prune j uice. Whenever this diet derisive pride combined with the 
permits him, he meditates. After he ponderous bonhomie of a vaudeville 
was brought to the attention of the oldtimer in a routine with a talking 
Western world by some engineers of dog. He looked back up at the figure 
the Anglo-Mongolian Oil Company, of the white-robed mystic towering 
whom he cured of stomach !Jlcers by above him, and said: "So if you have 
persuading them not to spike their. this direct pipeline to the Almighty, 
ration of sacramental wine with rub- why don't you strike me dead?" 
bing alcohol, he began to meditate. "Life .and death are not. in my 
about the evils of earthly riches." hands,'� Astron said, in a calm and 

"Another member of our club?." . confident voice. "Death can only 
Simon prompted innocuously. , . , come from the hands of the Giver of 

"Astron maintains," Vosper said, . · all Life. In His . own good time He. 
leaning. against the pillar and giving . will. strike you down, and the arrow 
out as oracularly as if the object o£ · of �od will silence your mockeri�. 
his dissertation were not sitting on. it : This I have seen in the stars." 



8 ELLERY QUEEN''s MYSTERY MAGAZINE 
"-Quaint, isn't he?" Vosper said, 

and opened the gate between the wall 
and the beach. 

Beyond the wall a few steps led 
down to a kind of Grecian cqurtyard 
open on the seaward side, where the 
paving merged directly into the white 
sand of the beach. The courtyard was 
furnished with gaily colored lounging 
chairs and a well-stocked pushcart bar, 
to which Vosper immediately directed 
himself. 

"You have visitors, Lucy," he said, 
without letting it interfere with th� 
important work of'reviving his high
ball. 
. Out on the san

'
d, on a towel spread 

under an enormous beach umbrella, 
Mrs. Herbert Wcxall rolled over and 
said: "Oh, Mr. Templar." 

Simon went over and shook hands 
with her as she stood up. I t  was hard 
to think of her as Janet Blaise's sister, 
for there were at least twenty years 
between them and hardly any physi
cal resemblances. She was a big woman 
with an open homely face and patch
ily sunbleached hair and a sloppy 
figure, but she made a virtue of those 
disadvantages by the cheerfulness· 
with which she ignored them� She 
was what is rather inadequately 
known as "a person," which means 
that she had the personality to dis
pense with appearances and the 
money to back it up. 

"Good to see you," she said, and 
turned to the man who had been 
sitting beside her, as he struggled to 
his feet. "Do you know . Arthur 
Cresson?" 

·Mr. Cresson was a full head shorter 
than the Sa.int's six foot two, but he 
weighed a good deal more. Unlike 
anyone else that Simon had encoun·
tered on the premises so far, his skin 
looked as if it was unaccustomed to 
exposure. His round body and his 
round balding brow, under a liberal 
sheen of oil, had the hot rosy blush 
which the kiss of the sun evokes in 
virgin epidermis. 

"Glad to meet you, Mr. Templat." 
His hand was soft and earnestly ad
hesive. 

"I expect you'd like a drink," 
Lucy Wexall said. "Let's keep Floyd 
working." 

They joined Vosper at the bar 
wagon, and after he had started to 
work on the orders she turned back 
to the Saint and said: "After this 

.formal service, just make yourself at 
home. I'm so glad you could come."· 

"I'm sure Mr. Templar will be 
happy," Vosper said. "He's a man of 
the world like me. We enjoy Lucy's 
food and liquor, and in return we 
give her the pleasure of hitting the 
society columns with our names. 
A perfectly business-like exchange;" 

"That's progress for you," Lucy 
Wexall said breezilv. "In the otd 
days I'd have had

' 
a court jester. 

Now all I get is a professional stinker." 
"That's no way to refer to Ar

thur," Vosper said, handing Simon a 
long cold glass. "For your infon'ria
tion, Templar, Mr. Gresson--: Mr. 
Arthur Granville Gresson - is a' pro-. 
mater .. He -has a·long history of selling 
phoriy oil stock behind him. He is 
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just about to take Herb Wexall for 
another sucker; but since Herb mar
ried Lucy he can afford it. Unless 
you're sure you can take Janet away 
from Reggie, I advise you not to 
listen to him." 

Arthur Gresson's elbow nudged 
Simon's ribs. 

"What a character!" he said, almost 
proudly. 

"I only give out with facts," 
Vosper said. "My advice to. you, 
Templar, is, never be an elephant. 
Resist all inducements. Because when 
you reach back into that memory, 
you will only be laughed at, and the 
people who should thank you will call 
you a stinker." 

Gresson giggled, deep from his 
round pink stomach. 

"Would you like to get in a swim 
before lunch?" Lucy Wexall said. 
"Floyd, show him where he can 
change." 

"A pleasure," Vosper said. "And 
probably a legitimate part of the 
bargain." 

He thoughtfully refilled his glass 
before he steered Simon by way of 
the veranda into the beachward side 
of the house, and into a bedroom. 
He sat on the bed and watched un
blinkingly while Simon stripped down 
and pulled on the trunks he had 
brought with him. 

"It must be nice to have the Body 
Beautiful," he observed. "Of course, 
in your business it almost ranks with 
plant and machinery, doesn't it?" 

The Saint's blue eyes twinkled. 
"The main difference," he agreed 

good-humoredly, "is that if I get a 
screw loose it may not be so notice
able." 

As they were starting back through 
the living room, a small birdlike man 
in a dark and (for the setting outside 
the broad picture window) incongru
ous business suit bustled in by an
other door. He had the bright baggy 
eyes behind rimless glasses, the slack 
but fleshless jowls, and the wide 
tight mouth which may not be com
mon to all lawyers, bankers, and busi
ness executives, but which is certainly 
found in very few other vocations; 
and he was followed by a statu
esque brunette whose severe tailoring 
failed to disguise an outstanding com
bination.of curves, who carried a note
book and a sheaf of papers. 

"Herb!" Vosper said. "I want you 
to meet Lucy's latest addition to the 
menagerie which already contains 
Astron and me- Mr. Simon Tem
plar, known as the Saint. Templar..:..... 
your host, Mr. Wexall." 

"Pleased to meet you," said Her
bert Wexall, shaking hands briskly. 

"And this is Pauline Stone," Vosper 
went on, indicating the nubile bru
nette. "The tired business man's 
consolation. Whatever Lucy can't 
supply, she can." 

"How do you do," said the girl 
stoically. , 

Her dark eyes lingered momentar
ily on the Saint's torso, and he noticed 
that her mouth was very full and soft. 

"Going for a swim?" Wexall said, 
as if he had heard nothing. "Good. 
Then I'll see you at lunch shortly." 
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He trotted busily on his way, and. 
Vosper ushered the Saint• to the 
beach by another flight of steps that 
led directly down from the veranda. 
The house commanded a small half
moon bay, and both ends of . the 
crescent of sand were guarded natu
rally by abrupt rises of jagged coral 
rock. 

"Herbert is the living example of 
how really stupid a successful business. 
man can be," Vosper said tirelessly. 
"He was just an office boy of some 
kind in the Blaise outfit when he got 
smart enough to woo and win the 
boss's daughter .. And from that flying 
start he was clever enough to really 
pay his way by making Blaise Indus-. 
tries twice as big as even the old man 
himself had been able to do. And yet 
he's dumb enough to think that Lucy 
won't catch on to the extra-curricular 
functions of that busty secretary 
sooner or later- or that when she 
does he won't be out on a cold door
step in the rain . .. No, I'm not go
ing in. I'll hold your drink for you." 

Simon ran down into the surf and 
churned seawards for a couple of 
hundred yards, then turned over and . 
paddled lazily back, coordinating his, 
impressions with idle amusement. The 
balmy water was still refreshing after 
the heat of the morning, .and when 
he came out the breeze had become, 
brisk enough to give him the luxury 
of a fleeting shiver as the wetness .. 
started to evaporate from his tanneQ 
skin. . . 

He crossed the sand to the Greek 
patio1 where Floyd Vosper . was on· 

duty again at the bar in a strategic 
position to keep his own needs sup-

. plied with a minimum of effort. 
Discreet servants were setting up a 
buffet table. Janet Blaise and Reg 
Herrick had transferred their gin 

· rummy game and were playing at 
a table right under the column where 
Astron had resumed his seat and his 
cataleptic meditations- a weird jux
taposition of which the three mem
bers all seemed equally unconscious. 

Simon took Lucy Wexall a Martini 
and said with another glance at the 
tableau: "Where did you find him?" 

"The people who brought him to 
California sent him to me when he 
had to leave the States. They gave 
me such a good time when I was out 
there, I couldn't refuse to do some
thing for them. He's writing a book, 
you know, and of course he can't go 
back to that dreadful place he came 
from, wherever it is, before he has 
a chance to finish it in reasonable 
comfort.1' 

Simon avoided discussing. this as
sumption, but he said: "What's it 
like, having a resident prophet in the 
house?" 

"He's very interesting. And quite 
as drastic as Floyd, in his own way, in 
summing up people. You ought to 
talk to him.'� 

Arthur Gresson came over with an 
hors d'oeuvre plate of smoked salmon 
and stuffed eggs from the buffet. He 
said: "Anyone you meet at Lucy's is 
interesting,. Mr. Templar. But if you 
don't mind my saying so, you have i� 
all, oyer the rest of 'em. Who'd ever 
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think we'd find the Saint looking for 
crime in the Bahamas?" 

"I hope no one will think I'm look
ing for crime," Simon said deprecat
ingly, "any more than I take it for 
granted that you're looking for oil." 

"That's where you'd be wrong," 
Gresson said. "As a matter of fact, 
I am." 

The Saint raised an eyebrow. 
"Well, I can always learn some

thing. I'd never heard of oil in the 
Bahamas." 

''I'm not a bit surprised. But you 
will, Mr. Templar, you will." Gresson 
sat down, pillowing his round stomach 
on his thighs. "Just think for a mo
ment about some of the places you 
have heard of, where there is cer
tainly oil. Let me mention them in 
a certain order: Mexico, Texas, 
Louisiana, and the recent strike in the 
Florida Everglades. We might even 
include Venezuela in the' south. Does 
that s�ggest anything to you?" 

"Hm-mm," said the Saint thought
fully. 

"A pattern," Gresson said. "A vast 
central pool of oil somewhere under 
the Gulf of Mexico, with oil wells 
dipping into it from the edges of the 
bowl, where the geological strata have 
also been forced up. Now think of the 
islands of the Caribbean as the eastern 
edge of the same bowl. Why not ?" 

"It's an interesting theory," said 
the Saint. 

. "Mr. Wexall thinks so too, and I 
hope he's going into partnership with 
me." 

"Herbert can afford it," intruded 

the metallic sneering voice of Floyd 
Vosper. "But before you decide to 
buy in, Templar, you'd better check 
with New York about the time when 
Mr. Gresson thought he could dig 
gold in the Catskills." 

"Shut up, Floyd," said Mrs. 
Wexall, "and get me another Mar
tini." 

Arthur Gresson chuckled in his 
paunch like a happy Buddha. 

"What a guy !" he said. "What a 
ribber. And he gets everyone mad. 
He kills me!" 

Herbert Wexall came down from 
the veranda and beamed around. As 
a sort of tacit announcement that he 
had put aside his work for the day, he 
had changed into a sport shirt on 
which various exotic fish were de
picted wandering through vines .of 
seaweed, but he retained his business 
trousers and business shoes and busi
ness face. 

"Well," he said, inspecting the 
buffet and addressing the world at 
large. "Let's come and get it when
ever we're hungry." 

As if a spell had been snapped, 
Astron removed himself from the 
contemplation of the infinite, de
scended from his pillar, and began to 
help himself to cottage cheese and 
caviar on a foundation of lettuce 
leaves. 

Simon drifted in the same direction, 
and found Pauline Stone beside him, 
saying: "What do you feel like, Mr. 
Templar?" 

Her indication of having come off 
duty was a good deal more radical 



1 2  E L L E R Y  Q U E E N' S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

than her employer's. In  fact, the 
bathing suit which she had changed 
into seemed to be based more on the 
French minimums of the period than 
on any British tradition. There was no 
doubt that she filled it opulently; and 
her question amplified its suggestive
ness with undertones which the Saint 
felt it wiser not to challenge at that 
moment. 

"There's so much to drool over," 
he said, referring studiously to the 
buffet table. "But that green turtle 
aspic looks pretty good to me." 

She stayed with him when he car
ried his plate to a table as thought
fully diametric as possible from the 
berth chosen by Floyd Vosper, even 
though Astron had already settled 
there in temporary solitude; They 
were promptly joined by Reg Herrick 
and Janet Blaise, and slipped at once 
into an easy exchange of banalities. 

But even then it was impossible to 
escape Vosper's tongue. It was not 
many minutes before his saw-edged 
voice whined across the pa'tio <tbove 
the general level of harmless chatter: 

"When are you going to tell the 
Saint's fortune, Astron? That ought 
to be worth hearing." · · · · 

There was a slightly enibam1ssed 
lull, and then everyone·went on talk
ing again; but Astroh looked at the 
Saint with a gentle sniile ·and· said 
quietly: "You are · a 'seeker after 
truth, Mr. Templar,· as I' am. But 
when instead of truth you find false
hood, you will destiO'y it'witli a sword. 
I only say, 'This ·i� ·falsehood, and 
God will destroy it; Po ·nbt d:irn� too 

close, lest you be destroyed with it.' " 
"Okay," Herrick growled, just as 

quietly. "But if you're talking about 
Vosper, it's about time someone 
destroyed it." 

"Sometimes," Astron said, "God 
places his arrow in the hand of a man." 

For a few moments that seemed un
conscionably long nobody said any
thing; and then before the silence 
spread beyond their small group the 
Saint said casually: "Talkin·g of ar
rows -I hear that the sport this sea
son is to go hunting sharks with a 
bow and arrow." 

!"lerrick nodded with a healthy 
gnn. 

"It's a lot of fun. Would you like to 
try it?" 

"Reggie's terrific," Janet Blaise 
said. "He shoots like a regular How
ard Hill, but of course he uses a bow 
that nobody else can pull." 

"I'd like to 'try," said the Saint, and 
the conversation slid harmlessly along 
the tangent he had provided. 

After lunch everyone went back to 
the beach, with the exception of 
Astron, who retired to put his morn
ing's meditations on paper. Chatter 
surrendered to an afternoon torpor 
which even subdued Vosper. 

An indefinite while later, Herrick 
aroused with a yell and plunged roar
ing into the sea, followed by Janet 
Blaise. They were followed by others, 
including the Saint. An· interlude of 
aquatic brawling developed somehow 
into a pick-up game of touch football 
on the beach, which was delightfully 
·confused by recurrent ·arguments 
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about who was supposed to be on 
which of the unequal sides. This bois
terous nonsense churned up enough 
sand for the still freshening breeze to 
spray over Floyd Vosper, who by that 
time had drunk enough to be trying to 
sleep under the big beach umbrella, 
to finally get the misanthropic oracle 
back on his feet. 

"Perhaps," he said witheringly, "I 
had better get out of the way of you 
perennial j uveniles before you con
vert me into a dune." 

He stalked off along the beach and 
lay down again about a hundred yards 
away. Simon noticed him still there, 
flat on his face and presumably un
conscious, when the game eventually 
broke up through a confused water
polo phase to leave everyone gasping 
and laughing an� dripping on the pa
tio with no immediate resurge of 
inspiration. It was the last time he 
saw the unpopular Mr. Vosper alive. 

"Well," Arthur Gresson observed, 
mopping his short round body with a 
towel, "at least one of us seems to 
have e�ough sense to know when to 
lie down." 

"And to choose the only partner 
who'd do it with him," Pauline added 
vaguely. 

Herbert Wexall glanced along the 
beach in the direction that they both 
referred to, then glanced for further 
inspiration at the waterproof watch 
he was still wearing. 

"It's almost cocktail time,'• he 
said. "How about it, anyone?, 

His wife shivered, and said: "It's 
going to blow like a son-of-a-gun any 

minute. Let's all go in and get some 
clothes on first - then we'll be set for 
the evening. You'll stay for supper of 
course, Mr. Templar?'• 

"I hadn't planned to make a day 
of it," Simon protested diffidently, 
and was promptly overwhelmed from 
all quarters. 

He found his way back to the room 
where he had left his clothes without 
the benefit of Floyd Vosper's chatty 
courier service, and made leisured and 
satisfactory use · of the fresh-water 
shower and monogrammed towels. 
Even so, when he sauntered back 
into the living room, he almost had 
the feeling of being lost in a strange 
and empty house, for all the varied in
dividuals who had peopled the stage 
so vividly and vigorously a short time 
before had vanished into other and 
unknown seclusions and had not yet 
returned. 

He lighted a cigarette and strolled 
idly towards the picture window that 
overlooked the veranda and the sea. 
Everything around his solitude was so 
still, excepting the subsonic sugges
tion of distant movements within the 
house, that he was tempted to walk 
on tiptoe; and yet outside the broad 
pane of plate glass the fronds of cocoa
nut palms were fluttering in a thin 
febrile frenzy, and there were lacings 
of white cream on the incredible jade 
of the short waves simmering on the 
beach. 

He noticed, first, in what should 
have been a lazily sensual survey of 
the panorama, that the big beach um
brella was no longer where he had 
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first seen it, down to his.right outside 
the pseudo-Grecian patio� He saw, as 
his eye wandered on, that it had been 
moved a hundred yards or so to his 
left - in fact, to the very place where 
Floyd Vosper was still lying. It oc
curred to him first that Vosper must 
have moved it himself, except that no 
shade was needed in the brief and 
darkening twilight. After that he no
ticed that Vosper seemed to have 
turned over on his back; and then at 
last as the Saint focused his. eyes he 
saw with a weird thrill that the shaft 
of the umbrella stood straight up out 
of the left sid� of Vosper's scrawny 
brown chest, not in the sand beside 
him at all, but like a gigantic pin that 
had impaled a strange and inelegant 
insect - or, in a fantastic phrase that 
was not Simon's at all, like the arrow 
of God. 

Major Rupert Fanshire, the senior 
Superintendent of Police, which made 
him third in the local hierarchy after 
the Commissioner and Deputy Com
missioner, paid tribute to the im
portance of the case by taking per
sonal charge of it. He was a slight 
pinkish blond man with rather large 
and very bright blue eyes and such 
a discreetly modulated voice that it 
commanded rapt attention through 
the basic effort of trying to hear 
what it was saying. He sat at an ordi
nary writing desk in the living room, 
with a Bahamian · sergeant standing 
stiffiy beside him, and contrived to 
turn the whole room into an office in 
which seven previously happy-go· 

lucky adults wriggled like guilty 
schoolchildren whose teacher has been 
found libelously caricatured on their 
blackboard . 

He said, with wholly impersonal 
conciseness : "Of course, you all know 
by now that Mr. Vosper was found on 
the beach with the steel spike of an 
umbrella through his chest. My job is 
to find out how it happened. To start 
with, the topography suggests that the 
person responsible came from, or 
through, this house. I've heard all 
your statements, and all they seem 
to amount to is that each of you was 
going about his own business at the 
time when this might have hap-
pened." · · 

"All I know," Herbert Wexall said, 
"is that I was in my study, reading 
and signing the letters that I dictated 
this morning." 

"And I was getting dressed," said 
his wife. 

"So was I," said Janet Blaise. 
"I guess I was in the shower," said 

Reginald Herrick. 
"I was having a bubble bath," said 

Pauline Stone. 
"I was still working," said Astron. 

''This morning I started a new chap
ter of my book - in my mind, you 
understand. I do not write by putting 
everything on paper. For me it is 
necessary to meditate, to feel, to open 
flood-gates in my mind, so that I can 
receive the wisdom that comes from 
beyond the -" 

"Quite," Major Fanshire assented 
politely. "The point is that none of 
you have alibis, if you need them. 
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You were all going about your own 
business, in your own rooms. Mr. 
Templar was changing in the late Mr. 
Vosper's room -" 

"I wasn't here," Arthur Gresson 
said recklessly. "I drove back to my 
own place - I'm staying at the Fort 
Montagu Beach Hotel. I wanted a 
clean shirt. I drove back there, and 
when I came back here all this had 
happened." 

"There's not much difference," 
Major Fanshire said. "Dr. Rassin 
tells me we couldn't establish the time 
of death within an hour or two, any
way . . .  So the next thing we come 
to is the question of motive. Did any
one here," Fanshire said almost inno
cently, "have any really serious trou
ble with Mr. Vosper?" 

There was an uncomfortable si
lence, which the Saint finally broke 
by saying: "I'm an outsider, so I'll 
take the rap. I'll answer for every
one." 

The Superintendent cocked his 
bright eyes. 

"Very well, sir. What would you 
say ?" 

"My answer," said the Saint, "is 
- everybody.'' 

There- was another silence, but a 
very different one, in which it seemed, 
surprisingly, as if all of them relaxed as 
unanimously as they had stiffened be
fore. And yet, in its own way, this 
relaxation was as self-conscious and 
uncomfortable as the preceding ten
sion had been. Only the Saint, who 
had every attitude of the completely 
careless onlooker, and Major Fan-

shire, whose deferential patience was 
impregnably correct, seemed immune 
to the interplay of hidden strains. 

"Would you care to go any fur
ther?" Fanshire asked. 

"Certainly," said the Saint. "I'll 
go anywhere. I can say what I like, 
and I don't have to care whether 
anyone is on speaking terms with me 
tomorrow. I'll go on record with my 
opinion that the late Mr. Vosper was 
one of the most unpleasant characters 
I've ever met. I'll make the statement, 
if it isn't already general knowledge, 
that he made a specialty of needling 
everyone he spoke to or about. He 
goaded everyone with nasty little 
things that he knew, or thought he 
knew, about them. I wouldn't blame 
anyone here for wanting, at least 
theoretically, to kill him." 

"I'm not exactly concerned with 
your interpretation of blame," Fan
shire said detachedly. "But if you 
have any facts, I'd like to hear them." 

"I have no facts," said the Saint 
coolly. "I only know that in the few 
hours I've been here, Vosper made 
statements to me, a stranger, about 
everyone here, any one of which could 
be called fighting words." 

"You will have to be more specific," 
Fanshire said. 

"Okay," said the Saint. "I apolo
gize in advance to anyone it  hurts. 
Remember, I'm only repeating the 
kind of thing that made Vosper a 
good murder candidate • • • I am 
now specific. In my hearing he called 
Reg Herrick a dumb athlete who was 
trying to marry Janet Blaise for her 
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money. He suggested that Janet was a 
stupid juvenile for taking him seri
ously. He called Astron a commercial 
charlatan. He implied that Lucy 
Wexall was a dope and a snob. He in
ferred that Herb Wexall had more use 
for his secretary's sex than · for her 
stenography, and he thought out loud 
that Pauline was amenable. He called 
Mr. Gresson a crook to his face." 

"And during all this,'' Fanshire 
said, with an inoffensiveness that had 
to be heard to be believed, "he said 
nothing about you?" 

"He did indeed,'' said the Saint. 
"He analyzed me, more or less, as a 
flamboyant phony." 

"And you didn't object to that?" 
"I hardly could," Simon replied 

blandly, "after I'd hinted to him that 
I thought he was even phonier.'' 

It was a line on which a stage audi
ence could have tittered, but the ten
·sions of the moment let it sink with a 
slow thud. 

Fanshire drew down his upper lip 
with one forefinger and nibbled it 
inscrutably. 

"I expect this bores you as much as 
it does me, but this is the job I'm paid 
for. I've got to say that all of you had 
the opportunity, and from what Mr. 
Templar says you could all have had 
some sort of motive. Well, now I've 
got to look into what you might call 
the problem of physical possibility.'' 

Simon Templar lighted a cigarette. 
It was the only movement that any
one made, and after that he was the 
most intent listener of them all as 
Fanshire went on: "Dr. Rassin says, 

and I must say I agree with him, that 
to drive that umbrella shaft clean 
through a man's chest must have 
taken quite exceptional strength. It  
seems to be something that no woman, 
and probably no ordinary man, could 
have done." 

His pale bright eyes came to rest on 
Herrick as he finished speaking, and 
the Saint found his own eyes following 
others in the same direction. 

The picture formed in his mind : 
the young giant towering over a 
prostrate Vosper, the umbrella raised 
in his mighty arms like a fantastic 
spear and the setting sun flaming on 
his red head, like an avenging angel, 
as he thrust downwards with all the 
power of those herculean shoulders 
. • .  and then, as Herrick's face began 
to flush under the awareness of so 
many stares, Janet Blaj,se suddenly 
cried out: "No! No - it couldn't 
have been Reggie!" 

Fanshire's gaze transferred itself to 
her curiously, and she said in a stam
mering rush: "You see, it's silly, but 
we didn't quite tell the truth,, I mean 
about being in our own rooms. As a 
matter of fact, Reggie was in my 
room most of the time. We were 
talking." 

The Superintendent cleared his 
throat and continued to gaze at her 
stolidly for a while. He didn't make 
any comment. But presently he 
looked at the Saint in the same dis
passionately thoughtful way that he 
had first looked at Herrick. 

Simon said calmly: "Yes, I was just 
wondering myself whether I could 
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have done it. And I had a rather 
interesting thought." 

"Yes, Mr. Templar?" 
"Certainly it must take quite a lot 

of strength to drive a spike through a 
man's chest with one blow. But now 
remember that this wasn't  just a 
spike, or a spear. It had an enormous 
great umbrella on top of it. Now 
think what would happen if you were 
stabbing down with a thing like 
that?" 

"Well, what would happen?" 
"The umbrella would be like a 

parachute. It would be like a sort of 
sky anchor holding the shaft back. 
The air resistance would be so great 
that I'm wondering how anyone, 
even a very strong man, could get 
much momentum into the thrust. 
And the more force he put into it, 
the more likely he'd be to lift himself 
off the ground, rather than drive the 
spike down.'' 

Fanshire digested this, blinking, 
and took his full time to do it. 

"That certainly is a thought,'' he 
admitted. "But damn it,'' he ex
ploded, "we know -it was done. So it 
must have been possible. "  

"There's something entirely back
wards about that logic," said the 
Saint. "Suppose we say, if it was im
possible, maybe it wasn't  done." 

"Now you're being a little ri
diculous,'' Fanshire snapped. "We 
saw -" 

"We saw a man with the sharp 
iron-tipped shaft of a beach umbrella 
through his chest. We jumped to the 
natural . conclusion that somebody 

stuck it into him like a sword. And 
that may be just what a clever mur
derer meant us to think." 

Then it was Arthur Gresson who 
shattered the fragile silence by leap
ing out of his chair like a bouncing 
ball. 

"I've got it!" he yelped. "Believe 
me, everybody, I've got it! This'll 
kill you!" 

"I hope not,'' Major Fanshire said 
drily. "But what is it?" 

"Listen," Gresson said. "I knew 
something rang a bell somewhere, but 
I couldn't place it. Now it all comes 
back to me. This is something I only 
heard at the hotel the other day, but 
some of you must have heard it before. 
It happened about a year ago, when 
Gregory Peck was visiting here. He 
stayed at the same hotel where I am, 
and one afternoon he was on the 
beach, and the wind came up, just 
like it did today, and it picked up 
one of those beach umbrellas and 
carried it right to where he was lying, 
and the point just grazed his ribs and 
gave him a nasty gash, but what the 
people who saw it happen were saying 
was that if it'd been just a few inches 
the other way, it could have gone 
smack into his heart, and you'd've 
had a film star killed in the most 
sensational way that ever was. Didn't 
you ever hear about that, Major?" 

"Now that you mention it," Fan
shire said slowly, "I think I did hear 
something about it." 

"Well," Gresson said, "what if it 
happened again this afternoon, to SOm¢" 
one who wasn't as lucky as Peck?". 
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There was another of those electric 
silences of assimilation, out of which 
Lucy Wexall said: "Yes, I heard 
about that." And Janet said: "Re
member, I told you about it! I was 
visiting some friends at the hotel that 
day, and I didn't see it happen, but I 
was there for the commotion." 

· 

Gresson spread out his arms, his 
round face gleaming with excitement 
and perspiration. 

"That's got to be it!" he said. 
"You remember how Vosper was ly
ing under the umbrella outside the 
patio when we started playing touch 
football, and he got sore because we 
were kicking �nd over him, and he 
went off to the other end of the 
beach? But he didn't take the um
brella with him. The wind did that, 
after we all went off to change. And 
this time it didn't miss!" 

Suddenly Astron stood up beside 
him; but where Gresson had risen 
like a jumping bean, this was like the 
growth and unfolding of a tree. 

"I have heard many words," Astron 
said, in his firm gentle voice, "but 
now at last I think I am hearing truth. 
No man struck the blasphemer down. 
The arrow of God smote him, in his 
wickedness and his pride, as it was 
written long ago in the stars." 

"You can say that again," Gresson 
proclaimed triumphantly. "He sure 
had it coming." 

Again the Saint drew at his ciga
rette and created his own vision 
behind half-dosed eyes. He saw the 
huge umbrella plucked from the sand 
by the invisible fingers of the wind, 

picked up and hurled spinning along 
the deserted twilight beach, its great 
mushroom spread of gaudy canvas 
no longer a drag now but a sail for the 
wind to get behind, the whole thing 
transformed into a huge unearthly 
dart flung with literally superhuman 
power - the arrow of God indeed. A 
fantastic, an almost unimaginable 
solution; and yet it did not have to be 
imagined because there were witnesses 
that it had almost happened once 
before . . .  

Fanshire was saying: "By Jove, 
that's the best suggestion I've heard 
yet - without any religious implica
tion, of course. It sounds as if it could 
be the right answer!" 

Simon's eyes opened on him fully 
for an instant, almost pityingly, and 
then closed completely as the true 
and right and complete answer rolled 
through the Saint's mind like a long 
peaceful wave. 

"I  have one question to ask," said 
the Saint. 

"What's that?" Fanshire said, too 
polite to be irritable, yet with a trace 
of impatience, as ·if he hated the in
convenience of even defending such a 
divinely tailored theory. 

"Does anyone here have a gun?" 
asked the Saint. 

There was an almost audible creak
ing of knitted brows, and Fanshire 
said: "Really, Mr. Templar, I don't 
quite follow you." 

"I only asked," said the Saint 
imperturbably, "if anyone here had a 
gun. I'd sort of like to know the 
answer before I explain why." 
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"I have a revolver�;,. Wexall said 
with some perplexity. "What about 
it?" 

"Could we see it, please ?" said the 
Saint. 

"I'll get it,'' said Pauline Stone. 
She got up and left the room. 
"You know I have a gun, Fan-

shire," Wexall said. "You gave me 
my permit. But I don't see --:-" 

"Neither do I,'' Fanshire said. 
The Saint said nothing. He devoted 

himself to his Cigarette, with im
pregnable detachment, until the vo
luptuous secretary came back. Then 
he put out the cigarette and extended 
his hand. 

Pauline looked at Wexall, hesi
tantly, and at Fanshire. The Superin
tendent nodded a sort of grudging 
acquiescence. Simon took the gun 
and broke it expertly. 

"A Colt .38 Detective Special," 
he said. "Unloaded." He sniffed the 
barrel. "But fired quite recently," he 
said, and handed the gun to Fanshire. 

"I used it myself this morning,"
Lucy Wexall said cheerfully. "Janet 
and Reg and I were shooting at the 
Portuguese men-of-war. There were 
quite a lot of them around before the 
breeze came up." 

"I wondered what the noise was," 
Wexall said vaguely. 

"I was coming up the drive when I 
heard it first,'' Gresson said, "and I 
thought the next war had started.'' 

"This is all very ·int'resting," Fan
shire said, removing · the revolver 
barrel from the proximity, of his 
nostrils with a trace. of exasperation, 

"but I don't see what it has · to do 
with the case. Nobody has been 
shot -" 

"Major Fanshire,'' said the Saint 
quietly, "may I have a word with 
you, outside? And will you keep 
that gun in your pocket so that at 
least we can hope there will be no 
more shooting?" · . 

The Superintendent stared at hiin 
for several seconds, and at last un
willingly got up. 

"Very well, Mr. Templar." He 
stuffed the revolver into the side 
pocket of his rumpled white jacket, 
and glanced back at his impassive 
Bahamian sentinel. "Sergeant, see 
that nobody leaves here, will you?" 

He followed Simon out on to the 
veranda and said almost peremptorily: 
"Come now, what's this all about?" · 

It was so much like a flash of a 
faraway Scotland Yard Inspector that 
the Saint had to control a smile. But 
he took Fanshire's arm and led him 
persuasively down the front steps to 
the beach. Off to their left a tiny J 
red glow-worm blinked low down 
under the silver stars. 

"You still have somebody watching 
the place where the body was found ?'' 
Simon asked. 

"Of course,'' Fanshire grumbled. 
"As a matter of routine. But the 
sand's much too soft to show any 
footprints, and -" · 

"Will you walk over there with 
me?" 

F anshire sighed briefly, and trudged 
beside him. His politeness was dogge� 
but unfailing. He was a type that had 
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been schooled from adolescence never 
to give up, even to the ultimate in 
ennui. In the interests of total fairness 
he would be game to the last yawn. 

He did go so far as to say : "I don't 
know what you're getting at, but why 
couldn't it have been an accident?" 

"I never heard a better theory in· 
my life," said the Saint equably, 
"with one insuperable flaw.'' 

"What's that?" 
"Only," said the Saint, very 

gently, "that the wind wasn't blow
ing the right way." 

Major Fanshire kept his face 
straight ahead to. the wind and said 
nothing· more after that until they 
reached the glow-worm that they 
were making for and it became a 
cigarette-end that a constable dropped 
as he came to attention. 

The place where Floyd Vosper had 
been lying was marked off in a square 
of tape, but there was nothing out of 
the ordinary .about it except some 
small stains that showed almost black 
under the flashlight which the con
stable produced. 

"May I mess up the scene a bit?" 
Simon asked. 

· "I don't see why not," Fanshire 
said doubtfully. 
. Simon went down on his knees and 
began to dig with his hands, around 
and under the place where the stains 
were. Minutes later he stood up, with 
sand trickling through his fingers, and 
showed Fanshire the mushroomed 
scrap of metal that he had found. 

"A .38 bullet," Fanshire said, and 
whistled. 

"And I think you'll be able to prove 
it  was fired from the gun you have in 
your pocket," said the Saint. "Also 
you'd better have a sack of sand 
picked up from where I was digging. 
I think a laboratory examination will 
find that it also contains fragments of 
bone and ·human flesh." 

"You '11 have to explain this to me," 
Fanshire said quite humbly. 

Simon dusted his hands and lighted 
a cigarette. 

"Vosper was lying on his face when 
I last saw him," he said, "and I think 
he was as much passed out as sleeping. 
With the wind and the surf and the 
soft sand it was easy for the murderer 
to creep up on him and shoot him in 
the back. But the murderer didn't 
want you looking for guns and com
paring bullets. The umbrella was the 
inspiration. I don't have to remind 
you that the exit hole of a bullet is 
much larger than the entrance. By 
turning Vosper's body over, the mur
derer found a hole in his chest into 
which it couldn't have been too diffi
cult to force the umbrella shaft -
thus obliterating the original wound 
and confusing everybody in one sim
ple operation." 

"Let's get back to the house," said 
the Superintendent abruptly. 

After a while, as they walked, Fan
shire said: "It's going to feel awfully 
funny, having to arrest Herbert 
Wexall.'' 

"Good God !" said the Saint, in 
honest astonishment. "You weren't 
thinking of doing that?'' 

· 

Fanshire stopped and blinked at 
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him under the still distant light of 
the uncurtained windows. · · 

"Why not?" 
"Did Herbert seem at all guilty 

when he admitted he had a gun? Did 
he seem at all uncomfortable - I 
don't mean just puzzled, as you 
were - about having it produced ? 
Was he ready with the explanation of 
why it smelled of being quite recently 
fired?" 

"But if anyone else used Wexall's 
gun," Fanshire pondered laboriously, 
"why should they go to such lengths 
to make it look as if no gun was used 
at all, when Wexall would obviously 
'have been suspected from the very 
first?" 

"Because it was somebody who didn't 
want Wexall to take the rap," said 
the Saint. "Because Wexall is the 
goose who could still lay golden 
eggs - but he wouldn't do much lay
ing on the end .of a rope, or what
ever you do to murderers here." 

The Superintendent pulled out a 
handkerchief and mopped the per
spiration off his face. 

"My God," he said, "you mean 
you think Lucy -" 

. 

"I think we have to go all the way 
back to the prime question of mo
tive," said the Saint. "Floyd Vosper 
was a nasty man who . made ditty 
cracks about everyone here. But his 
cracks were dirtiest because he always 
had a wickedly good idea what he· was 
talking about. Nevertheless very few 
people become murderers because of a 
dirty crack. Very few· peopte· kill other 
people on points of.ptihcipl<t 'Vospl::r 

called us all variously dupes, phonies,· 
cheaters, and fools. But since he had 
roughly the same description for all of 
us, we could all laugh it off. There was 
only one person about whom he made 
the unforgivable accusation . . .  Now 
shall we rejoin the mob and finish 
up?" 

"You'd better do this your own 
way," Fanshire muttered almost in
audibly. 

Simon Templar took him up the 
steps to the veranda and back through 
the French doors into the living room, 
where all eyes turned to them in 
deathly silence. 

"A paraffin test will prove who 
fired that revolver in the last twenty
four hours, aside from those who 
have already admitted it," Simon 
said, as if there had been no internip
tion. "And you'll remember, I'm sure, 
who supplied that very handy theory 
about the Arrow of God doing away 
with Vosper." 

"Astron ! "  Fanshire gasped. 
"Oh, no," said the Saint, a little 

tiredly. "He only said that God some
times places his arrow in the hands ·of 
a man. And I feel quite sure that a 
wire to New York will establish that 
there is actually a criminal file under 
the name of Granville, with finger
prints and photos that should match 
Mr. Gresson's - as Vosper's fatally 
elephantine memory · remembered 
• . .  That was the one crack he 
shouldn't have made - mentioning 
Granville as Gresso·n's middle natrte 
- because it was the only one ' that 
�was more than ·go�sip or shrewd in-
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sult, the only one that could b e  easily 
proved, and the only one that had a 
chance of upsetting an operation 
which was all set - if you'll excuse 
the phrase I use - to make a big 
killing." 

Major Fanshire fingered his upper 
lip and looked at Simon Templar 

inquiringly, as if for guidance. 
"I don't know, " he began; and 

then, as Arthur Granville Gresson 
began to rise like a floating balloon 
from his chair, and the ebony-faced 
sergeant moved to intercept him like 
a stolid, well-disciplined automaton, 
he knew. 

"Darn it, Ed, the suspect has confessed." 
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by LOUIS GOLDING 

Y
ou shouldn't give such provoking 
questions in your examinations, 

dear Reverend Professor, really you 
shouldn't. They might have put ideas 
into my head, you know, if they 
weren't already there - ideas for an
swering question Number Three as 
I'm answering it now. 

Is Murder an Essence or a Motive 
between you and me, in our own little 
neo-Georgian drama ? Well, we're 
going to have a heart-to-heart talk 
about it, me scratching away here in 
the examination room in Oxford, and 
you in the train pounding up north
ward, all the long miles to Durham. 
I've been badgering you for months 
and months for this heart-to-heart 
talk, and you wouldn't touch me with 
a bargepole, would you? Well, before 
you're much older you'll be wishing 
you'd done something about it, Pro
fessor. 

Don't get scared. I'm not climbing 
along the foot board towards your 
carriage with a knife between my 
teeth. I won't come in disguised as a 
waiter when you ring for your after
noon cup of tea, with a gun under the 
tray. It's not going to be as simple as 
that. 

I can't tell you how I'm enjoying 
myself. Here they are all round me, 
the gay little chaps from Balliol 
and the tough cotton-brokers from 

Queen's and the scented la-di-das 
from Magdalen, puffing and grunting 
away with their answer to question 
Number Three, while you and I are 
really getting to know each other. 
Do you know, the tip of your nose 
becomes dead-white when you be
come excited? It looks extremely 
silly. Perhaps someone's told you 
already? Does it look like that when 
you get frightened, too? 

It must be looking like that now, I 
should think. For you're frightened, · 
aren't you? Don't deny it. You feel 
as if you've got a coil of quicksilver in 
your guts. It must be a bit of a shock, 
sitting back there in your corner-seat 
like Cod Almighty, marking up your 
examination papers, beta gamma, beta 
plus, and then all of a sudden to come 
up against this, against me, of all 
people! 

What's it like? Is it like swallowing 
a poison by mistake and finding out 
when it's too late to do anything 
about it? Or like having a shave and 
the razor is at your throat, and then 
you realize the barber has gone stark 
staring mad? Or is it worse than that, 
because it's nothing quite so straight
forward ? It's a shadow, eh, and you 
don't know what the shadow's going 
to be up to? 

Oh, I've got it all set out nicely. 
Things may go a bit wrong, but not 
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much. It's only a question of whether 
you11 be reading this between Pet�r�· 
borough and Grantham or between 
Grantham and York. You'll be read� 
ing it somewhere on the journey be� 
tween London and Durham, there's 
not much doubt of that, according to 
my reasoning. 

It's the only chance you'll have of 
going through the papers between 
now and Monday morning, when 
you've got to be back in Oxford 
again to take the viva voces. 

Well, suppose you're a bit too tired 
to read the stuff on the journey up to 
Durham. You're not going to have a 
·minute to yourse1f while you're ac� 
tually there, what with your sermon 
in the morning and your address in 
the afternoon and your sermon in the 
evening. And then it'll be time for 
you to tumble into the train again, 
won't it? 

Somebody, of course, might have 
got through to you with a telephone 
mess;�ge �uring the day, though that 
would be a rather cruel thing to do to 
a parson who's been hard at it reading 
examination papers all week. But I 
don't think they will, somehow. 
They'll know you'll be heading 
straight back for it. 

Or you might get a glimpse at a 
Sunday newspaper. But I don't think 
that's likely, either. So if you've not 
read this on the journey from London 
to Durham, you'll be reading it on 
the journey from Durham to London. 
You won't cheat me this dme, I 
think! 

Don't fumble up towards the com� 

munication�cord, · Professor! It's too 
late! 

Do I sound rather well�informed 
about your movements? I've made it 
my business to be well�informed for 
quite a long time now. But it's only 
last night I got this dope about your 
Durham job, I'll admit that readily. 
It was your son Stephen who told 
me, as we left the examination room 
and walked up the High togeth,er, 
after the afternoon paper. 

He's a good chap, that boy of yours. 
I can't quite see how a rat like you 
fathered him. Perhaps you didn't. 

You '11 be saying to yourself that 
all this bears out everything you've 
ever said about me to your son 
Stephen and your daughter Jill, and 
the dons, and everybody in Oxford. 
You won't be very coherent about 
it,  of course, but that's the sort of idea 
that'll be going through your head in 
a hectic sort of way. I'm morbid. I'm 
diseased. I'm decadent. I'm mad. 

You went so far as that in order to 
persuade Jill to give me up. She told 
me so herself, poor dear. I'm mad, eh ?  
Does this letter sound mad? I mean 
this answer - answer Number Three. 
Just an answer in an examination 
paper. 

And what if it does sound mad? 
And what if I am mad? There was one 
person in all the world who might 
have kept me sane. That was Jill, and 
very well you know it. She was my 
one hope in all the world. 

But you weren't having any. I was 
ill-balanced. That was how you put 
it first. Slowly you poisoned her 
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against me. You wanted her to marry really believes it is Jill - damn your 
that bull-faced lordling from ·the eyes! 
House. In addition to everything else, Be patient : I have not much more 
you're a snob. I came from a day to say, Professor. 
schooL He came from Eton. He's a We've been seeing quite a lot of 
member of the Bullingdon. I'm a each other lately, Stephen and I, 
member of the Union. You poisoned though you· forbade him to have any
her against me so as to rake a title into thing to do with me. He lied to you. 
your family. He thought it would save trouble and 

You went on so long she at last pain all round if he said he wasn,'t 
believed you. She thinks I'm bats, seeing me any more. But he did. 
I've got a screw loose. She's afraid of We've been pallier than before, lately. 
me, though she loves me nearly as He feels as if he's got something to 
much as I love her. As I've always make up to me. He feels guilty some
loved her, as I'll go on loving her . . . how. 

Are you wriggling a bit in your We've even arranged to go out to--
seat there, Professor ? Is Murder an gether this very afternoon. We'll be 
Essence or a Motive in Elizabethan getting into a canoe just about the 
Drama ? Would it be an Essence or time you get to Peterborough. We'll 
only a Motive if I murdered His Nibs paddle about for a little time, j ust 
from the House? And what would it  about time for you to get to Gran:
be if  I murdered Jill? tham. You'll be well settled by then. 

I've considered both possibilities, You'll have the examination papers 
of course. I've also considered the all cosy on your knee. 
possibility of murdering you. I was Then I think we'll paddle along to 
working it out again only yesterday, the backwater below Denter's farm. 
during the Milton paper. You know it, probably. I shouldn't 

And then came my little talk with be surprised if there's a bit of an 
Stephen. I don't see why it was neces- accident. It's a pity neither of us can 
sary to try and poison Stephen swim. There won't be much chance 
against me, too. Anyhow, he didn't for either of us, I suppose. You re
believe it. I'm not ·sure that you be· member how thick and clammy the 
lieve it, either. The only person who weeds are there? 



WINNER OF A . SPECIAL AWARD: 
CLA YTON RAWSON 

We are beginning to think that it is impossible for us to introduce a story by 
Clayton Rawson without somehow mentioning john Dickson Carr. 
Is it because Messrs. Carr and Rawson are virtually the only suroivors 
of that criminological coterie who still plot and write in terms of the 
"miracle problem" - the "locked room," the "impossible crime," and 
the "murder as if by magic" . . .  

Be that as it may, some years ago John Dickson Carr wrote to Clayton 
Rawson, admitting that mu: of his (Carr's) favorite dream-plots was to 
have a person go into an ordinary phone booth - and vanish! Naturally, 
the phone booth could not be a phony: no sliding panels, no trap-doors, 
no collapsible floor or ceiling; and just as naturally, to make the problem 
an authentic manhunting miracle, the phone booth would have to be under 
constant observation from the moment the person entered until that 
delectable and detectable moment when the obseroer peeks in and finds the 
booth empty. Carr confessed that he was irresistibly attracted to such 
a situation, but that he had never been able to work out a satisfying solution. 

Last year Messrs. Carr and Rawson were sitting in your Editors' 
library, and Rawson talked about one of his favorite dream-plots: a 
detective questions a suspect in the suspect's apartment; the apartment is 

furnished in the usual way: sofa, chairs, rug, piano,fireplace equipment, 
and so on; the detective leaves, but. when he returns a short time later, 

· every stick of furniture has TJanished! Naturally, the apartment could 
not be a phony: no sliding panels, .no trap-doors, no collapsible floor- or 
ceiling; and just as naturally, to make the 'problem an authentic man
hunting marvel, the doors and windows would have to be under constant 
obseroation. Rawson confessed. that he was irresistibly attracted to such a 
situation, but that he had never been able to work out a satisfying solution. 

Well, we all sat there, pecking away at both puzzles, when your Editors 
saw a strange gleam flash in Carr's eyes, and then an equally strange gleam 

flash in Rawson's eyes. We were concentrating !Ike mad trying to impro
vise a gimmick which would either make a human being disappear in a 
phone booth, or make a van-load <Jf furniture dissolve into thin air; but we 
could come up with nothing. Yet, there were Messrs. Carr and Rawson, 
both with perceptible gleams in their eyes. 

Carr shot a sidelong glance a� Rawson, only to catch Rawson shooting . 
. a sidelong glance at him. Then Carr·remarked, almost casually: You know, 

· I thi1!k I see a way of pulling off that disapp�aring furniture trick. Thetz, 
z6 



just as casually, Rawson remarked: You k.!zow, I thin!{ l see a way of maft 
i'ng a man vanish in a phone booth. 

Well, fair exchange is no robbery. Right there in front of our amazed 
eyes, we saw Carr and Rawson swap ideas! Carr gave Rawson permis• 
sion to write a story based on the phone-booth miracle, and in return, 
Rawson gave Carr permission to write a story on the vanishingfurniture 
miracle. Yes, we actually witnessed that titanic 'tee trade! 

So, we now bring you one of the results of bloodhound barter. "Off 
the Face of the Earth" is the Rawson solution to the problem of the man 
who went into a phone booth and "was never more seen in this world." 
The Carr solution to the problem of furniture becoming invisible has not 
yet reached us. We can only hope that John is workj'ng on that whopping 
wontkr now, and that we shall be able to bring it to you next 
year . . .  

O F F  THE FA C E  O F  THE E A R TH 

by CLAYTON RA WSON 

T
HE lettering in neat gilt script on 
the door read : Miracles For Sale, 

and beneath it was the familiar rabbit
from-a-hat trademark. Inside, behind 
the glass showcase counter, in which 
was displayed as unlikely an assort
ment of objects as could be got to
gether in one spot, stood The Great 
Merlini. 

He was wrapping up half a dozen 
billiard balls, several bouquets of 
feather flowers, a dove pan, a Talking 
Skull, and a dozen decks of cards for a 
customer who snapped his fingers and 
nonchalantly produced the needed 
number of five-dollar bills from thin 
air. Merlini rang up the sale, took half 
a carrot from the cash drawer, and 
gave it to the large white rabbit who 
watched proceedings with a pink 

skeptical eye from the top of a nearby 
escape trunk. Then he turned to me. 

"Clairvoyance, mind-reading, extra� 
sensory perception," he said. "We 
stock only the best grade. And it tells 
me that you came to pick up the two 
Annie Oakleys I promised w get you 
for that new hit musical. I have them 
right here." 

But his occult powers slipped a bit. 
He looked in all his coat pockets one 
after another, foun.,d an egg, a three
foot length of rope, several brightly
colored silk handkerchiefs, and a 
crumpled telegram reading: NEED 
INVISIBLE MAN AT ONCE. SHIP 
UNIONTOWN BY MONDAY. 
NEMO THE ENIGMA. Then he 
gave a surprised blink and scowled 
darkly at a sealed envelope that he 
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had fished out of his inside breast 
pocket. 

"That," I commented a bit sar
castically, "doesn't look like a pair of 
theater tickets." 

He shook his head sadly. "No. It's a 
letter my wife asked me to mail a 
week ago." 

I took it from him. "There's a mail 
ch1,1te by the elevators about fifteen 
feet outside your door. I'm no magi
cian, but I can remember to put this 
in it on my way out." I indicated the 
telegram that lay on the counter. 
"Since when have you stocked a sup
ply of invisible men ? That I would 
like to see." 
· Merlini frowned at the framed 
slogan: Nothing Is lmpossibl� which 
hung above the cash register. "You 
want real miracles, don't you? We 
guarantee that our invisible man 
can't be seen. But if you'd like to see 
how impossible it is to see him, step 
right this way." . 

In the back, beyond his office, there 
is a larger room that serves as. work
shop, shipping department and, on 
occasion, as a theater. I stood there a 
moment later and watched Merlini 
step into an upright coffin-shaped box 
in the center of the small stage. He 
faced me, smiled, and snapped his 
fingers. Two copper electrodes in the 
side walls of the cabinet spat flame, 
and a fat, green, electric spark jumped 
the gap just above his h.ead, hissing 
and writhing. He lifted his. �rms; the 
angry stream of energy bent1 . split .in 
two, fastened on his 'fing��:tips, and 
then disappeared as .he . grasped .the 

gleaming spherical electrodes, one 
with each hand. 

For a moment nothing happened; 
then, slowly, his body began to fade 
into transparency as the cabinet's 
back wall became increasingly visible 
through it. Clothes and flesh melted 
until only the bony skeletal structure 
remained. Suddenly, the jawbone 
moved and its grinning white teeth 
clicked as Merlini's voice said : 

"You must try this, Ross. On a hot 
day like today, it's most comfortable." 

As it spoke, the skeleton also wav
ered and grew dim. A moment later it 
was gone and the cabinet was, or 
seemed to be, empty. If Merlini still 
stood there, he was certainly invisible. 

"Okay, Gypsy Rose Lee," I said. 
"I have now seen the last word in 
strip-tease performances." Behind me 
I heard the office door open and I 
looked over my shoulder to see In
spector Gavigan giving me a fishy 
stare. "You'd better get dressed 
again," I added. "We have company." 

The Inspector looked ar.ound the 
room and at the empty stage, then at 
me again, cautiously this time. "If you 
said what I think you did --:-" 

He stopped abruptly as Merlini's 
voice, issuing from nowhere, chuckled 
and said, "Don't jump to conclusions, 
Inspector. Appearances are deceptive. 
It's not an indecent performance, nor 
has Ross gone off .his rocker and 
started talking to himself. I'm rigl}t 
here. On the stage." . 

· 

Gavigan looked and saw the sk-ele
ton shape . taking form within the 
cabinet. He. closed his. eyes� shook hls 
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head, then looked again. That didn't 
help. The grisly spectre was still there 
and twice as substantial. Then, wraith
like, Merlini's body .began to form 
around it and, finally, grew opaque 
and solid. The magician grinned 
broadly, took his hands from the elec
trodes, and bowed as the spitting, 
green discharge of energy crackled 
once more above him. Then the stage 
curtains closed. 

"You should be glad that's only an 
illusion ," I told Gavigan. "If it were 
the McCoy and the underworld ever 
found out how it was done, you'd face 
an unparalleled crime wave and you'd 
never solve a single case." 

"It's the Pepper's Ghost illusion 
brought up to date," Merlini said as 
he stepped out between the curtains 
and came toward us. "I've got more 
orders than I can fill. It's a sure-fire 
carnival draw." He frowned at Gavi
gan. "But you don't look very enter
tained." 

"I'm not," the Inspector answered 
gloomily. "Vanishing 'into thin air 
may amuse some people. Not me. 
Especially when it really happens. 
Off stage in broad daylight. In Cen
tral Park." 

"Oh," Merlini said. "I see. So 
that's what's eating you. Helen Hope, 
the chorus girl who went for a walk 
last week and never came back. She's 
still missing then, and there are still 
no clues?" 

Gavigan nodded. "It's the Dorothy 
Arnold case all over again. Except for 
one thing we haven't let the news
papers know about - Bela Zyyzk." 

"Bela what ?" I asked. 
Gavigan spelled it. 
"Impossible," I said. "He must be a 

typographical error. A close relative of 
Etoain Shrdlu." 

The Inspector wasn't amused. "Rel
atives," he growled. "I wish I could 
find some. He not only claims he 
doesn't have any - he swears he 
never has had any! And so far we 
haven't been able to prove different." 

"Where does he come from ?" 
Merlini asked. "Or won't he say?" 

"Oh, he talks all right," Gavigan 
said disgustedly. "Too much. And 
none of it makes any sense. He says 
he's a momentary visitor to this 
planet - from the dark cloud of 
Antares. I've seen some high, wide, 
and fancy screwballs in my time, but 
this one takes the cake - candles and 
all." 

"Helen Hope," Merlini said, "van
ishes otf the face of the earth. And 
Zyyzk does just the opposite. This 

"gets interesting. What else does he 
have to do with her disappearance?" 

"Plenty," Gavigan replied. "A 
week ago Tuesday night she went to a 
Park Avenue party at Mrs. James 
Dewitt-Smith's. She's another candi� 
date for Bellevue. Collects Tibetan 
statuary, medieval relics, and crack
pots like Zyyzk. He was there that 
night - reading minds.''  

"A visitor from outer space," Mer� 
lini said, "and a mindreader to boot� 
I won't be happy until I've had a talk 
with that gentleman." . 

"I have talked witlt him," the ln·1 
spector growled. "And I've had indi...l 
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gestion ever since. H e  doeS something 
worse thab read minds. He tnakes pre
dictions. "  Gavigan scowled at Mer
lini. "I thought fortune tellers always 
kept their customers happy by pre
dicting good luck ?" 

Merlini nodded. "That's usually 
standard operating procedure. Zyyzk 
does something else?" 

"He certainly does. He's . full of 
doom and disaster. A dozen witnesses 
testify that he told Helen Hope she'd 
vanish off the face of the earth. And 
three days later that's exactly what 
she does do." 
· "I can see," Merlini·said, "why you 
view him with suspicion. So you 
pulled him in for questioning and got 
a lot of answers that weren't very 
helpful ?" 

"Helpful!" Gavigan jerked several 
typewritten pages from his pocket 
and shook them angrily. "Listen to 
this. He's asked: 'What's your age?' 
and we get: 'According to which time 
- solar, sidereal, galactic, or univer
sal?' Murphy of Missing Persons, 
who was questioning him, says: 'Any 
kind. Just tell us how old you are.' 
And Zyyzk replies : 'I can't answer 
that. The question, in that form, has 
no meaning.' " The Inspector threw 
the papers down disgustedly. 

Merlini picked them up, riffied 
through them, then read some of the 
transcript aloud. "Question: How did 
you know that Miss Hope would dis
appear? Answer: Do you understand 
the basic theory of the fifth law of 
'interdimensional reaction·? Murphy: 
Huh? Zyyzk: Explanations are useless. 

You obviously have no conception 
of what I am talking about." 

"He was right about that," Gavi
gan muttered. "Nobody does." 

Merlini continued. "Question : 
Where is Miss Hope now? Answer: 
Beyond recall. She was summoned by 
the Lords of the Outer Darkness." 
Merlini looked up from the papers. 
"After that, I suppose, you sent him 
over to Bellevue ?" 

The Inspector nodded. "They had 
him under observation a week. And 
they turned in a report full of eight
syllable jawbreakers all meaning he's 
crazy as a bedbug - but harmless. 
I don't believe it. Anybody who pre
dicts in a loud voice that somebody 
will disappear into thin air at twenty 
minutes after four on a Tuesday af
ternoon, just before it actually hap
pens, knows plenty about it!" 

Merlini is a hard man to surprise, 
but even he blinked at that. "Do you 
mean to say that he foretold the exact 
time, too?" 

"Right on the nose," Gavigan an
swered. "The doorma'n of her apart
ment house saw her walk across the 
street and into Central Park at four
eighteen. We haven't been able to 
find anyone who has seen her since. 
And don't tell me his prediction was a 
long shot that paid off." 

"I won't," Merlini agreed. "What
ever it is, it's not coincidence. Where's 
Zyyzk now? Could you hold him af-
ter that psychiatric report?" · 

"The D.A.," Gavigan replied, 
"took him into General Sessions be
fore Judge Keeler and asked that he 
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be held as  a material witness." The 
Inspector looked unhappier than ever. 
"It would have to be Keeler." 

"What did he do?" I asked. "Deny 
the request?" 

"No. He granted it. That's when 
Zyyzk made his second prediction. 
Just as they start to take him out and 
throw him back in the can, he makes 
some funny motions with his hands 
and announces, in that confident 
manner he's got, that the Outer Dark� 
ness is going to swallow Judge Keeler 
up, too!" 

"And what," Merlini wanted to 
know, "is wrong with that? Knowing 
how you've always felt about Francis 
X. Keeler, I should think that pros
pect would please you." 

Gavigan exploded. "Look, blast it l  
I have wished dozens of times that 
Judge Keeler would vanish into thin 
air, but that's exactly what I don't 
want to happen right now. We've 
known at headquarters that he's been 
taking fix money from the Castelli 
mob ever since the day he was ap� 
pointed to the bench. But we couldn't 
do a thing. Politically he was dyna
mite. One move in his direction and 
there'd be a new Commissioner the 
next morning, with demotions all 
down the line. But three weeks ago 
the Big Guy and Keeler had a scrap, 
and we get a tip straight from the 
feed box that Keeler is fair game. So 
we start working overtime collecting 
the evidence that will send him up the 
river fotwhat I hope is a ninety-nine
year stretch. We've been afraid he 
might tumble and try to pull another 

'Judge Crater.' And now, just when 
we're almost, but not quite, ready to 
nail him and make it  stick, this has to 
happen." 

"Your friend, Zyyzk," Merlini 
said, "becomes more interesting by 
the minute. Keeler is being tailed, of 
course ?" 

"Twenty-four hours a day, ever 
since we got the word that there'd be 
no kick�back." The phone on Mer
lini's desk rang as Gavigan was speak
ing. "I get hourly reports on his move
ments. Chances are that's for me 
now." 

It was. In the office, we both 
watched him as he took the call. 
He listened a moment, then said, 
"Okay. Double the number of men 
on him immediately. And report back 
every fifteen minutes. If he shows any 
sign of going anywhere near a rail
road station or airport, notify me at 
once." 

Gavigan hung up and turned to us. 
"Keeler made a stop at the First Na
tional and spent fifteen minutes in the 
safety-deposit vaults. He's carrying a 
suitcase, and you can have one guess 
as to what's in it now. This looks like 
the payoff." 

"I take it," Merlini said, "that, 
this time, the Zyyzk forecast did not 
include the exact hour and minute 
when the Outer Darkness would swal
low up the Judge?" 

"Yeah. He sidestepped that. All 
he'll say is that it'll happen before 
the week is out." 

"And today, "  Merlini said, "is 
Friday. Tell me this. The Judge seems 
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to have good reasons for wanting to 
disappear which Zyyzk may or may 
not know about. Did Miss Hope also 
have reasons?" 

"She had one," Gavigan replied. 
"But I don't see how Zyyzk could 
have known it. We can't find a thing 
that shows he ever set eyes on her be
fore the night of that party. And her 
reason is one that few people knew 
about." The phone rang again and 
Gavigan reached for it. "Helen Hope 
is the girl friend Judge Keeler visits 
the nights he doesn't go home to his 
wife!"  

Merlini and I both tried to assimi
late that and take in what Gavigan 
was telling the telephone at the same 
time. "Okay, I'm coming. And grab 
him the minute he tries to go through 
a gate." He slammed the receiver 
down and started for the door. 

"Keeler," he said over his shoulder, 
"is in Grand Central. There's room in 
my car if you want to come." 

He didn't need to issue that invita
tion twice. On the way down in the 
elevator Merlini made one not very 
helpful comment. 

"You know," he said thoughtfully, 
"if the Judge does have a reservation 
on the extra-terrestial express -:: des
tination : the Outer Darkness - we 
don't know what gate that train leaves 
&om." 

We found out soon enough. The 
Judge stepped through it just two 
minutes before we hurried into the 
station and found Lieutenant Malloy 
exhibiting all the symptoms of having 

been hit over the head with a sledge 
hammer. He was bewildered and 
dazed, and had difficulty talking co-
herently. . 

Sergeant Hicks, a beefy, unimagina
tive, elderly detective who had also 
seen the thing happen looked equally 
groggy. 

Usually, Malloy's reports were as 
dispassionate, precise, and factual as 
a logarithmic table. But not today. 
His first paragraph bore a much closer 
resemblance to a first-person account 
of a dope-addict's dream. 

"Malloy," Gavigan broke in icily. 
"Are you tight?" 

The Lieutenant shook his head 
sadly. "No, but the minute I go off 
duty, I'm going to get so plas --:" 

Gavigan cut in again. "Are all the 
exits to this place covered ?" 

Hicks replied, "If they aren't, 
somebody is sure going to catch it." 

·Gavigan turned to the detective 
who had accompanied us in the In
spector's car. "Make the rounds and 
double-check that, Brady. And tell 
headquarters to get more men over 
here fast." 

"They're on the way now," Hicks 
said. "I phoned right after it happen
ed. First thing I did." 

Gavigan turned to Malloy. "All 
right. Take it easy. One thing at a 
time - and in order." 

"It don't make sense that way ei
ther," Malloy said hopelessly. "Keeler 
took a cab &om the bank and came 
straight here. Hicks and I were right 
on his tail. He comes down to the 
lower level and goes into the Oyster 
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Bar and orders a double brandy.
While he's working on that, Hicks. 
phones in for reinforcemefltS with or� 
ders to cover every exit. They had 
time to get here, too; Keeler had a 
second brandy. Then, �hen he starts 
to come out, I move out to the center 
of the station floor by the information 
booth so I'm ahead of him and all set 
to make the pinch no, matter which 
gate he heads for. Hicks stands pat, 
ready to tail him if he ·heads upstairs 
a gam. 

"At first, thafs where I think he's 
going because he starts up the ramp. 
But he stops here by this line of phone 
booths, looks in a directory and then 
goes into a booth halfway down the 
line. And as soon as he closes the door, 
Hicks moves up and goes into the 
next booth to the left of Keeler's." 
Malloy pointed. "The one with the 
Out-of-Order sign on it." 

Gavigan tu.rned to the Sergeant. 
"All right. You take it." 

Hicks scowled at the phone booth 
as he spoke. "The door was close� and 
somebody had written 'Out of Order' 
on a card and stuck i t  in the edge of 
(he glass. I lifted the card so nobody'd 
wonder why I was trying to use a 
dead phone, went in, closed the door 
and tried to get a load of what the 
Judge was saying. But it's no good. He 
was talking, but so low I couldn't get 
it. I came out again, stuck the card 
back in the door and walked back to
ward the Oyster Bar so I'd be set to 
follow him either way when he came 
out. And I took a gander into the 
Judge's booth as I went past. He was 

talking with his mouth up close to the 
phone." 

"And then," Malloy continued. 
"we wait. And we wait. He went into 
that booth at five ten. At five twenty 
I get itchy feet. I begin to think may· 
he he's passed out or died of suffoca� 
tion or something. Nobody in . his 
right mind stays in a phone booth for 
ten minutes when the temperature is 
ninety like today. So I start to move 
in just as Hicks gets the same idea. 
He's closer than I am, so I stay put. 

"Hicks stops just in front of the 
booth- and lights a cigarette, which 
gives him a chance to take another 
look inside. Then I figure I must be 
right about the Judge having passed 
out. I see the 'match Hicks is holding 
drop, still lighted, and he turns quick 
and plasters his face against the glass. 
I don't wait . . I'm already on my way 
when he turns and motions for me." 

Malloy hesitated briefly. Then, 
slowly and very precisely, he let us 
have it. "I don't care if the Com� 
missioner himself has me up on the 
carpet, one thing I'm sure of - I  
hadn't takm my eyes off that phone 
booth for one single split second since the 
judge walked into it." 

"And neither," Hicks said with 
equal emphasis, "did I. Not for one 
single second." 

"I did some fancy open-field -run· 
ning through the commuters," Malloy 
went on, "skidded to a stop behind 
Hicks and looked over his shoulder." 

Gavigan stepped forward to the 
closed door of the booth and looked 
111. 
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"And what you see,'' Malloy fin
ished, "is just what I saw. You can 
ship me down to Bellevue for observa
tion, too. It's impossible. ·It  doesn't 
make sense. I don't believe it. But 
that's exactly what happened." 

For a moment Gavigan didn't 
move. Then, slowly, he pulled the 
door open. 

The booth was empty. 
The phone receiver dangled off the 

hook, and on the floor there was a 
pair of horn-rimmed spectacles, one 
lens smashed. 

"Keeler's glasses," Hicks said: "He 
went into that booth and I had my 
eyes on it every second. He never 
came out. And he's not in it." 

"And that,'' Malloy added in a tone 
of utter dejection, "isn't the half of it. 
I stepped inside, picked up the phone 
receiver Keeler had been using, and 
said, 'Hello' into the mouthpiece. 
There was a chance the party he'd 
been talking to might still be on the 
other end." Malloy came to a full 
stop. 

"Well?" Gavigan prodded him. 
"Let's have it. Somebody answered ?" 

"Yes. Somebody said : 'This is the 
end of the trail, Lieutenant. ' Then -
hung up." 

"You didn't recognize the voice ?" 
"Yeah, I recognized it. That's the 

the trouble. It was - Judge Keeler!" 
Silence. 
Then, quietly, Merlini asked, "You 

are quite certain that it was his voice, 
Malloy?" 

The Lieutenant exploded. "Fm not 
sure of anything any more .. But if 

you've ever heard Keeler - he sounds 
.like a bullfrog with a cold - you'd 
know i t  couldn't be anyone else." 

Gavigan's voice, or rather, a hollow 
imitation of it, cut in. "Merlini. Ei
ther Malloy and Hicks have both gone 
completely off their chumps or this is 
the one phone booth in the world that 
has two exits. The back wall is sheet 
metal backed by solid marble, but if 
there's a loose panel in one of the side 
walls, Keeler could have moved over 
into the empty booth that is supposed 
to be out of order . . . " 

"Is supposed to be . . .  " Malloy 
repeated. "So that's it! The sign's a 
phony. That phone isn't on the blink, 
and his voice -" Malloy took two 
swift steps into i:he booth. He lifted 
the receiver, dropped a nickel, and 
waited for the dial tone. He scowled. 
He j iggled the receiver. He repeated 
the whole operation. 

This specimen of Mr. Bell's inven
tion was definitely not working. 

A moment or two later Merlini re
ported another flaw in the Inspector's 
theory. "There are," he stated after a 
quick but thorough inspection of both 
booths, "no sliding panels, hinged 
panels, removable sections, trapdoors, 
or any other form of secret exit. The 
sidewalls are single sheets of metal, 
thin but intact. The back wall is even 
more solid. There is one exit and one 
only - the door through which our 
vanishing man entered." 

"He didn't come out,"· Sergeant 
Hicks insisted again, sounding like a 
cracked phonograph record endlessly 
repeating itself. "I was watching that 
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door every single second. Even if he 
turned himself into an invisible man 
like in a movie I saw once, he'd still 
have had to open the door. And the 
door didn't budge. I was watching it 
every single -" 

"And that," Merlini said thought
fully, "leaves us with an invisible man 
who can also walk through closed 
doors. In short - a ghost. Which 
brings up another point. Have any of 
you noticed that there are a few spots 
of something on those smashed glasses 
that look very much like - blood?" 

Malloy growled. "Yeah, but don't 
make any cracks about there being an
other guy in that booth who sapped 
Keeler - that'd mean two invisible 
men . . .  " 

"If there can be one invisible man," 
Merlini pointed out, "then there can 
be two.'� 

Gavigan said, "Merlini, that van
ishing gadget you were demonstrating 
when I arrived . . . It's just about 
the size and shape of this phone booth. 
I want to know -" 

The magician shook his head. 
"Sorry, Inspector. . That method 
wouldn't work here under these con
ditions. It's not the same trick. 
Keeler's miracle, in some respects, is 
even better. He should have been a 
magician ; he's been wasting his time 
on the bench. Or has he? I wonder 
how much cash .he carried into limbo 
with him in that suitcase?" He paused, 
then added, "More than enough, 
probably, to serve as a motive for 
murder.'' 

And there, on that ominous note, 

the investigation stuck. It was as 
dead an end as I ever saw. And it got 
deader by the minute. Brady, return
ing a few minutes later, reported that 
all station exits had been covered by 
the time Keeler left the Oyster Bar 
and that none of the detectives had 
seen hide nor hair of him since. 

"Those men stay there until fur
ther notice," Gavigan ordered. "Get 
more men - as many as you need -
and start searching this place. I want 
every last inch of it covered. And 
every phone booth, too. If it was 
Keeler's voice Malloy heard, then he 
was in one of them, and -" 

"You know, Inspector," Merlini 
interrupted, "tllis case not only takes 
the cake but the marbles, all the blue 
ribbons, and a truck load of loving 
cups too. That is another impossibil
ity." 

"What is?" 
"The voice on the telephone. Look 

at it. If Keeler left the receiver in this 
booth off as Malloy and Hicks found 
it, vanished, then reappeared in an
other booth and tried to call this 
number, he'd get a busy signal. He 
couldn't have made a connection. 
And if he left the receiver on the 
hook, he could have called this num
ber, but someone would have had to 
be here to lift the receiver and leave 
it off as it was found. It keeps adding 
up to two invisible men no matter 
how you look at it." 

"I wish," Malloy said acidly, "that 
-you'd disappear, too." 

Merlini protested. "Don't. You 
sound like Zyyzk." 
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"That guy," Gavigan predicted 
darkly, "is going to wish he never 
heard of Judge Keeler." 

Gavigan's batting average as a 
prophet was zero. When Zyyzk, 
whom the Inspector ordered brought 
to the scene and who was delivered by 
squad car twenty minutes later, dis
covered that Judge Keeler had van
ished, he was as pleased as punch. 

An interstellar visitor from outer 
space should have three eyes, or at 
least green hair. Zyyzk, in that re
spect, was a disappointment. He was a 
pudgy little rnar;t in a wrinkled gray 
suit. His eyes, two only, were a pale, 
washed-out blue behind gold-rimmed 
bi-focals, and his hair, the color of 
weak tea, failed miserably in its at
tempt to cover the top of his head. 

His manner, however, was charged 
with an abundant and vital confi
dence, and there was a haughty, im
perious quality in his high, thin voice 
which hinted that there was much 
more to Mr. Zyyzk than met the eye. 

"I issued distinct orders," he told 
Gavigan in an icy tone, "that I was 
never, under any circumstances, to 
be disturbed between the . sidereal 
hours of five and seven post�meridian. 
You know that quite well, Inspector. 
Explain why these idiots have dis
obeyed. At once !" 

If there is any quiCker way of 
bringing an inspector of police to a 
boil, I don't know what it is. The look 
Gavigan gave th(! little man would 
have wrecked a Geiger counter. He 
opened his mouth. But the searing 

lilast of flame which I expected didn't 
issue forth. He closed his mouth and 
swallowed. The Inspector was speech
less. 

Zyyzk calmly threw more fuel on 
the fire. "Well," he said impatiently 
tapping his foot. "I'm waiting." 

A subterranean rumble began deep 
in Gavigan's interior and then, a split 
second before he blew his top, Merlini 
said quietly, "I understand, Mr. 
Zyyzk, that you read minds?" 

Zyyzk, still th:e Imperial Roman 
Emperor, gave Merlini a scathing 
look. "I do," he said. "And what of 
. ?" lt. 

"For a mind-reader," Merlini told 
him, "you ask a lot of questions. I 
should think you'd know why you've 
been brought here." 

That didn't bother the visitor from 
Outer Space. He stared .intently at 
Merlini for a second, glanced once at 
Gavigan, then closed his eyes. The 
fingertips of one white hand pressed 
against his brow. Then he smiled. 

"I see. Judge Keeler." 
"Keeler?" Gavigan pretended sur

prise. "What about him?" 
Zyyzk wasn't fooled. He shook his 

head. "Don't try to deceive me, In
spector. It's childish. The Judge has 
vanished. Into the Outer Darkness 
as I foretold." He grinned broadly. 
"You will, of course, release me now." 

"I'll - I'll what?" 
Zyyzk spread his hands. "You 

have no choice. Not unless you want 
to admit that I could sit in a police 
cell surrounded on all sides by steel 
bars and cause Judge Keeler to vanish 
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off the fa"ce of the earth by will power 
alone. Since that, to your limited, 
earthly intelligence, is impossible, I 
have an impregnable alibi. Good day, 
Inspector." 

The little man actually started to 
walk off. The detectives who stood on 
either side were so dazed by his treat
ment of the Inspector that Zyyzk had 
gone six feet before they came to life 
again and grabbed him. 

Whether the strange powers he 
claimed were real or not, his ability 
to render Gavigan speechless was 
certainly uncanny. The Inspector's 
mouth opened, but again nothing 
came out. 

Merlini said, "You admit then that 
you are responsible for the Judge 's 
disappearance?" 

Zyyzk, still grinning, shook his 
head. "I predicted it. Beyond that I 
admit nothing. " 

"But you know how he vanished?" 
The little man shrugged . "In the 

usual way, naturally . Only an adept 
of the seventh order would under
stand ." 

Merlini suddenly snapped his fin
gers and plucked a shiny silver dollar 
from thin air. He dropped it into his 
left hand, closed his fingers over it 
and held his fist out toward Zyyzk. 
"Perhaps Judge Keeler vanished � 
like this." Slowly he opened his 
fingers. The coin was gone. 

For the first time a faint crack ap
peared in the polished surface of 
Zyyzk's composure. He blinked. 
"Who," he asked slowly, "are you?" 

"An adept," Merlini said solemnly, 

"of the eighth order. One who is not 
yet satisfied that you are what .you 
claim to be." He snapped his fingers 
again, almost under Zyyzk's nose, and 
the silver dollar reappeared . He of
fered it to Zyyzk. "A test," he said. 
"Let me see you send that back into 
the Outer Darkness from which I 
summoned it." 

Zyyzk no longer grinned. He 
scowled and his eyes were hard. "It 
will go," he said, lifting his hand and 
rapidly tracing a cabalistic figure in 
the air. "And you with itJ" 

"Soon?" Merlini asked. 
"Very soon. Before the hour of 

nine strikes again you will appear be
fore the Lords of the Outer Darkness 
in far Antares. And there -" 

Gavigan had had enough. He passed 
a miracle of his own. He pointed a 
cabalistic but sligh.tly shaking finger 
at the little man and roared an in
cantation that had instant effect. 

"Get him out of here!" 
In the small space of time that i t  

took them to hurry down the corridor 
and around a corner, Zyyzk and the 
two detectives who held him both 
vanished. 

Gavigan turned on Merlini. "Isn't 
one lunatic enough without you act
ing like one, too?" 

The magician grinned. "Keep your 
eyes on me, Inspector. If I vanish, as 
predicted, you may see how Keeler 
did it. If I don't, Zyyzk is on the spot 
and he may begin to make more 
sense." 

"That," Gavigan growled, "is 'im
possible." 
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. Zyyzk, as fa� a� I was concerned, 
wasn't the only thing that made no 
sense. The Inspector's men turned 
Grand Central station inside out and 
the only trace of Judge Keele.r to be 
found were the smashed spectacles on 
the floor of that phone booth. Gavigan 
was so completely a� a loss that he 
could think of nothing else to do but 
order the search made again. 

Merlini, as far as I could tell, didn't 
seem to have any better ideas. He 
leaned against the wall opposite the 
phone booth and scowled darkly at its 
empty interior. Malloy and Hicks 
looked so tired and dispirited that 
Gavigan told thc;m both to go home 
and sleep it off. An hour later, when 
the second search had proved as fruit� 
less as the first, Gavigan suddenly told 
Lieutenant Doran to take over, 
turned, and started to march off. 

Then Merlini woke up. "Inspec� 
tor," he asked, "where are you go� 
. �" mg. 

Gavigan turned, scowling. "Any� 
where," he said, "where I don't have 
to look at telephone booths. Do you 
have any suggestions?" 

Merlini moved forward. "One, yes. 
Let's eat." 

Gavigan didn't look as if he could 
keep anything in his stomach stronger 
than weak chicken broth, but he 
nodded absently, We got into Gavi� 
gan's car and arady drove us cross
town, stopping, at Merlini's direction, 
in (ront of the Williston building. 

The Inspector objected, "There 
are9't any decent restaurants in this 
neighborhood. Why -" 

"Don't argue," Merlini said as he 
got out. "If Zyyzk's latest prediction 
comes off, this will be my last meal on 
earth. I want to eat here. Come on." 
He crossed the pavement toward a 
flashing green and purple neon sign 
that blinked : johnson's Cafeteria. Open 
All Night. 

Merlini was suddenly acting almost 
as strangely as Zyyzk. I knew very 
well that this wasn't the sort of place 
he'd pick for his last meal and, al� 
though he claimed to be hungry, I 
noticed that all he put on his rray 
was crackers and a bowl of soup. Pea 
soup at that - something he heartily 
disliked. 

Then, instead of going to a table 
off in a corner where we could talk, 
he chose one right in the center of the 
room. He even selected our places for 
us. "You sit there, Inspector. You 
there, Ross. And excuse me a mo
ment. I'll be right back." With that 
he turned, crossed to the street door 
through which we had come, and van
ished through it. 

"I think," I told Gavigan, "that 
he's got a bee in his bonnet." 

The Inspector grunted. "You mean 
bats. In his belfry." He gave the veal 
cutlet on his plate a glum look. 

Merlini was gone perhaps five min
utes. When he returned, he made no 
move to sit down. He leaned over the 
table and asked, "Either of you got a 
nickel?" 

I found one and handed it to 
him. Suspiciously, Gavigan said, "I 
thought you wanted to eat?" 

"I must make a phone call first," 
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"- exactly nine o'clock," I fin
ished. "Zyyzk's deadline!" 

the magician answered. "And with 
Zyyzk's prediction hanging over me, 
I'd just as soon you both watched me 
do it. Look out the window behind 
me, watch that empty booth � the 
second from the right. And keep your 
eyes on it every second. "  He glanced 
at his wrist watch. "If I'm not back 
here in exactly three minutes, you'd 
better investigate." 

I didn't like the sound of that. 
Neither did Gavigan. He started to 
object. "Now, wait a minute. You're 
not going -" 

But Merlini had already gone. 
He moved with long strides toward 
the street door, and the Inspector 
half rose from his chair as if to go 
after him. Then, when Gavigan saw 
what lay beyond the window, he 
stopped. The window we both faced 
was in a side wall at right angles to the 
street, and it opened, not to the out
side, but into the arcade that runs 
through the Williston building. 

Through the glass we could see a 
twenty-foot stretch of the arcade's 
opposite wall and against it, running 
from side to side, was a row of half a 
dozen phone booths. 

I took a quick look at the clock on 
the wall above the window just as 
Merlini vanished through the street 
door. He reappeared at once in the 
arcade beyond the window, went di
rectly to the second booth from the 
right, and went inside. The door 
closed. 

"I  don't like this," I said. "In three 
minutes the time will be exactly -" 

"Quiet!" Gavigan commanded. 

"He's not going to pull this off," 
Gavigan said. "You keep your eyes on 
that booth. I'm going outside and 
watch it from the street entrance. 
When the time's up, join me." 

I heard his chair scrape across the 
floor as he got up, but I kept my eyes 
glued to the scene beyond the win
dow - more precisely to one section 
of it - the booth into which Merlini 
had gone. I could see the whole face of 
the door from top to bottom and the 
dim luminescence of the light inside. 

Nothing happened. 
The second hand on the wall clock 

moved steadily, but much too slowly. 
At five seconds to the hour I found 
myself on my feet. And when the 
hand hit twelve I moved fast. I went 
through the door, turned left, and 
found Gavigan just inside the arcade 
entrance, his eyes fixed on the booth. 

''Okay," he said without turning 
his head. "Come on." 

We hurried forward together. The 
Inspector jerked the door of the sec
ond booth open. The light inside 
blinked out. 

Inside, the telephone receiver dan
gled, still swaying, by its cord. 

The booth was empty. 
Except for one thing. I bent down 

and picked it up off the floor 
Merlini's shiny silver dollar. 

Gavigan swore. Then he pushed me 
aside, stepped into the booth and 
lifted the receiver. His voice was none 
too steady. He said one word into the 
phone. 
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"Hello?" 
Leaning in behind him, I heard the 

voice that replied - Merlini's voice 
making a statement that was twice as 
impossible as anything that had hap
pened yet. 

"Listen carefully," i t  said. "And 
don't ask questions now. I'm at 1462-
12 Astoria Avenue, the Bronx. Got 
that? 1462-12 Astoria. Keeler's here 
- and a murderer ! Hurry!" 

The tense urgency of that last com
mand sent a cold shiver down my 
spine. Then I heard the click as the 
connection was broken. 

Gavigan stood .motionless for a sec
ond, holding the dead phone. Then 
the surging flood of his emotions 
spilled over. He jiggled the receiver 
frantically and swore again. 

"Blast it!  This phone is dead l"  
I pulled myself out of a mental tail

spin, found a nickel, and dropped it in 
the slot. Gavigan's verbal fireworks 
died to a mutter as he heard the dial 
tone and he jabbed savagely at the 
dial. 

A moment later the Telegraph 
Bureau was broadcasting a bowdler
ized version of Gavigan's orders to 
the prowl cars in the Astoria Avenue 
neighborhood. And Gavigan and I 
were running for the street and his 
own car. Brady saw us coming, gunned 
his motor, and the instant we were 
aboard, took off as though jet-pow
ered. He made a banked turn into 
Fifth A venue against a red light, and 
we raced uptown, siren screaming. 

If Z yyzk had been there beside us, 
handing out dire predictions that we 

were headed straight for the Pearly 
Gates, I wouldn't have doubted him 
for a moment. We came within inches 
of that destination half a dozen times 
as we roared swerving through the 
crosstown traffic. 

The Astoria address wasn't hard ta 
find. There were three prowl cars 
parked in front of it and two uni
formed cops on the front porch. One 
sat on the floor, his back to the wall, 
holding a limp arm whose sleeve was 
stained with blood. There were two 
round bullet holes in the glass of the 
door above him. As we ran up the 
walk, the sound of gun fire came from 
the rear of the house and the second 
cop lifted his foot, kicked i.Q a front 
window, and crawled in through the 
opening, gun in hand. 

The wounded man made a brief re
port as we passed him. "Nobody an
swered the door," he said. "But when 
we tried to crash the joint, somebody 
started shooting." 

Somebody was still shooting. Gavi
gan, Brady, and I went through the 
window and toward the sound. The 
officer who had preceded us was in the 
kitchen, firing around the jamb of the 
back door. An answering gun blazed 
in the dark outside and the cop fired 
a t  the flash. 

"Got him, I think," the cop said. 
Then he slipped out through the door, 
moved quickly across the porch and 
down the steps. Brady followed him. 

Gavigan's pocket-flash suddenly 
sent out a thin beam oflight. lt started 
a circuit of the kitchen, stopped for a 
moment as it picked up movement 
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just outside the door, and we saw a 
third uniformed man pull himself to 
a sitting position on the porch floor, 
look at the bloodstain on his trouser 
leg, and swear. 

Then the Inspector's flash found 
the open cellar door. 

And down there, beside the begin
ning of a grave, we found Judge 
Keeler. 

His head had been battered in. 
But he couldn't find Merlini any

where in the house. I t  wasn't until 
five minutes later, when we were 
opening Keeler's suitcase, that Merlini 
walked in. 

He looked at the cash and negotia
ble securities that tumbled out. "You 
got here," he said, "before that van
ished, too, I see." 

Gavigan looked up at him. "But 
you just arrived this minute. I heard 
a cab out front." 

Merlini nodded. "My driver re
fused to ignore the stop lights the 
way yours did. Did you find the 
Judge ?" 

"Yes, we found him. And I want 
to know how of all the addresses in 
Greater New York, you managed to 
pick this one out of your hat?" 

Merlini's dark eyes twinkled. "That 
was the easy part. Keeler's disappear
ance, as I said once before, added up 
to two invisible men. As soon as I 
knew who the second one must be, 
I · simply looked the name up in the 
phone book." 

''And when you vanished," I asked, 
"was that done with two invisible 
men ?" 

Merlini grinned. "No. I improved 
on the Judge's miracle a bit. I made it  
a one-man operation." 

Gavigan had had all the riddles he 
could digest. "We found Keeler's 
body," he growled ominously, "be
side an open grave. And if you don't 
stop -" 

"Sorry," Merlini said, as a lighted 
cigarette appeared mysteriously be
tween his fingers. "As a magician I 
hate to have to blow the gaff on such 
a neatly contrived bit of hocus pocus 
as The Great Phone Booth Trick. 
But if I must � well, it began when 
Keeler realized he was going to have 
to take a runout powder. He knew he 
was being watched. I t  was obvious 
that if he and Helen Hope tried to 
leave town by any of the usual meth
ods, they'd both be picked up at 
once. Their only chance was to vanish 
as abruptly and completely as Judge 
Crater and Dorothy Arnold once did. 
I suspect it was Zyyzk's first predic
tion that Miss Hope would disappear 
that gave Keeler the idea. At any 
rate, that was what set the wheels in 
motion." 

"I thought so," Gavigan said. 
"Zyyzk was in on it." 

Merlini shook his head. "I'm afraid 
you can't charge him with a thing. 
He was in on it - but he didn't know 
it. One of the subtlest deceptive de
vices a magician uses is known as 
'the principle of the impromptu 
stooge.' He so manages things that 
an unrehearsed spectator acts as a 
confederate, often without ever real
izing it. That's how Keeler used 



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

Zyyzk. He built his vanishing trick on 
Zyyzk's predictions and used them 
as misdirection. But Zyyzk never 
knew that he was playing the part of 
a red herring." 

"He's a fraud though," Gavigan 
insisted. "And he does know it." 

Merlini contradicted that, too. _ 
"No. Oddly enough he's the one 
thing in this whole case that is on the 
level. As you, yourself, pointed out, 
no fake prophet would give such 
precisely detailed predictions. He 
actually does believe that Helen 
Hope and Judge Keeler vanished into 
the Outer Darkness." 

"A loony," Gavjgan muttered. 
"And," Merlini added, "a real 

problem, at this point, for any psy
chiatrist. He's seen two of his proph
ecies come true with such complete 
and startling accuracy that he'll never 
.;elieve what really happened. I egged 
him into predicting my disappear
ance in order to show him that he 
wasn't infallible. If he never discovers 
that I did vanish right on time, it 
may shake his belief in his occult 
powers. But if he does, the therapy 
will backfire; he'll be convinced when 
he sees me, that I'm a doppleganger 
or an astral double the police have 
conjured up to discredit him." 

"If you don't stop trying to psy
choanalyze Zyyzk," Gavigan growled 
impatiently, "the police are going to 
conjure up a charge of withholding 
information in a murder case. Get 
on with it. Helen Hope wasn't being 
tailed, so her disappearance was a 
cinch. She simply walked out, with-

out even taking her toothbrush - to 
make Zyyzk's prediction look good 
- and grabbed a plane for Montana 
or Mexico or some such place where 
Keeler was to meet her later. But 
how did Keeler evaporate? And don't 
you give me any nonsense about two 
invisible men." 

Merlini grinned. "Then we'd bet
ter take my disappearance first. That 
used only one invisible man - and, 
of course, too many phone booths." 

Then, quickly, as Gavigan started 
to explode, Merlini stopped being 
cryptic. "In that restaurant you and 
Ross sat at a table and in the seats 
that I selected. You saw me, through 
the window, enter what I had been 
careful to refer to as the second booth 
from the right. Seen through the 
window, that is what it was. But the 
line of phone booths extended on 
either side beyond the window and 
your field of vision. Viewed from out
side, there were nine - not six 
booths, and the one I entered was 
actually the third in line." 

"Do you mean," Gavigan said 
menacingly, "that when I was outside 
watching the second booth, Ross, 
inside, was watching the third 
and we both thought we were watch
ing the same one?'' 

"Yes. It isn't necessary to deceive 
the senses if the mind can be mis
directed. You saw what- you saw, but 
it wasn't what you thought you saw. 
And that -" 

Then Gavigan did explode, in a 
muffled sort of way. "Are you saying 
that we searched the wrong phone 
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booth? And that you were right there 
all the time, sitting in the next one?" 

· Merlini didn't need to answer. 
That was obviously just what he did 
mean. 

"Then your silver dollar," I began, 
"and the phone receiver -" 

"\Vere," Merlini grinned, "what 
confidence men call ' the convincer' 
- concocted evidence which seemed 
to prove that you had the right 
booth, prevented any skeptical second 
thoughts, and kept you from examin
ing the other booths just to make 
sure you had the right one." 

I got it then. "That first time you 
left the restaurant, before you came 
back with that phony request for the 
loan of a nickel - that's when you 
left the dollar in the second booth." 

Merlini nodded. "I made a call, 
too. I dialed the number of the second 
booth. And when the phone rang, I 
stepped into the second booth, took 
the receiver off the hook, dropped 
the silver dollar on the floor, then 
hurried back to your table. Both re
ceivers were off and the line was 
open." 

"And when we looked into the 
second booth, you were sitting right 
next door, three feet away, telling 
Gavigan via the phone that you were 
in the Bronx?" 

Merlini nodded. "And I came out 
after you had gone. It's a standard 
conjuring principle. The audience 
doesn't see the coin, the rabbit, or the 
girl vanish because they actually 
disappear either before or after the 
magician pretends to conjure them 

into thin air. The audience is watch· 
ing most carefully at the wrong time." 

"Now wait a minute," the In
spector objected. "That's just exactly 
the way you said Keeler couldn't 
have handled the phone business. 
What's more he couldn't. Ross and I 
weren't watching you the first time 
you left the restaurant. But we'd 
been watching Keeler for a week." 

"And," I added, "Malloy and 
Hicks couldn't have miscounted the 
booths at the station and searched 
the wrong one. They could see both 
ends of that line of booths the whole 
time." 

"They didn't miscount," Merlini 
said. "They just didn't count. The 
booth we examined was the fifth from 
the right end of the line, but neither 
Malloy nor Hicks ever referred to it  
in that way." . 

Gavigan scowled. "They said Keeler 
went into the booth 'to the right of 
the one that was out of order.' And the 
phone in the next booth was out of 
order." 

"I know, but Keeler didn't enter 
the booth next to the one we found 
out of order. He went in to a booth 
next to one that was marked: Out Of 
Order. That's not quite the same.'' 

Gavigan and I both said the same 
. thing at the same time: "The sign 

had been moved!" 
"Twice," Merlini said, nodding. 

"First, when Keeler was in the Oyster 
Bar. The second invisible man -
invisible because no one was watching 
him - moved it one booth to the 
right. And when Keeler, a few min-
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utes later, entered the booth to the 
right of the one bearing the sign, he 
was actually in the second booth 
from the one whose phone didn't 
work. 

"And then our second invisible 
man went into action again. He 
walked into the booth marked out of 
order, smashed a duplicate pair of 
blood-smeared glasses on the floor, 
and dialed the Judge's phone. When 
Keeler answered , he walked out 
again, leaving the receiver off the 
hook. I t  was as neat a piece of mis
direction as I've seen in a long time. 
Who would suspect him of putting 
through a call from a phone booth that 
was plainly labeled. out of order?" 

Cautiously, as if afraid the answer 
would blow up in his face, the In
spector asked, "He did all this with 
Malloy and Hicks both watching? 
And he wasn't seen - because he 
was invisible?" 

"No, that's not quite right. He 
was invisible - because he wasn't 
suspected.'' 

I still didn't see it. "But," I ob
jected, "the only person who went 
anywhere near the booth next to the 
one Keeler was in -" 

Heavy footsteps sounded on the 
back porch and then Brady's voice 
from the doorway said, "We found 
him, Inspector. Behind some bushes 
the other side of the wall. Dead. And 
do you know who -" 

"I do now," Gavigan cut in. 
"Sergeant Hicks." 

Brady nodded. 
Gavigan turned to Merlini. "Okay, 

so Hicks was a crooked cop and a liar. 
But not Malloy. He says he was 
watching that phone booth every 
second. How did Hicks switch that 
Out-of-Order sign back to the orig
inal booth again without being seen?'' 

"He did it when Malloy wasn't 
watching quite so closely - after 
Malloy thought Keeler had vanished. 
Malloy saw Hicks look into the booth, 
act surprised, then beckon hurriedly. 
Those actions, together with Hicks's 
later statement that the booth was 
already empty, made Malloy think 
the j udge had vanished sooner than 
he really did. Actually Keeler was 
still right there, sitting in the booth 
into which Hicks stared. It's the same 
deception as to time that I used." 

"Will you," Gavigan growled , 
"stop lecturing on the theory of 
deception and just explain when 
Hicks moved that sign." 

"All right. Remember what Malloy 
did next? He was near the information 
booth in the center of the·floor and he 
ran across toward the phones. Malloy 
said, 'I did some fancy open-field 
running through the commuters.' Of 
course he did. At five-twenty the sta
tion is full of them and he was in a 
hell of a hurry. He couldn't run fast 
and keep his eyes glued to Hicks and 
that phone booth every step of the 
way; he'd have had half a dozen head
on collisions. But he didn't think the 
fact that he had had to use his eyes to 
steer a course rather than continue to 
watch the booth was important. He 
thought the dirty work - Keeler's 
disappearance - had taken place. 



O F F  T H E  F A C E  O F  THE EARTH 45 

"As Malloy ran toward him through 
the crowd, Hicks simply took two 
steps sideways to the left arid stared 
into the phone booth that was tagged 
with the Out-of-Order card. And, 
behind his body, his left hand shifted 
the sign one booth to the left·- back 
to the booth that was genuinely out 
of order. Both actions took no more 
than a second or two. When Malloy 
arrived, 'the booth next to the one 
that was out of order' was empty. 
Keeler had vanished into �yyzk's 
Outer Darkness by simply sitting still 
and not moving at all!" 

"And he really vanished," Gavigan 
said, finally convinced, "by walking 
out of the next booth as soon as he 
had spoken his piece ·to Malloy on the 
phone." 

"While Malloy," Merlini added, 
"was still staring goggle-eyed at the 
phone. Even if he had turned to look 
out .of the door, all he'd have seen 
was the beefy Hicks standing smack 
in front of him carefully blocking the 
view. And then Keeler walked right 
out of the station. Every exit was 
guarded - except one. An exit big 
enough to drive half a dozen trains 
through!" 

"Okay," the Inspector growled. 
"You don't have to put it in words 
of one syllable. He went out through 
one of the train gates which Malloy 
himself had been covering, boarded a 
train a moment before it pulled out, 

and ten minutes later he was getting 
off again up at 125th Street." 

"Which," Merlini added, "isn't far 
from Hicks's home where we are now 
and where Keeler intended to hide 
out until the cops, batHed by the 
dead-end he'd left, relaxed their 
vigilance a bit. The j udge was full of 
cute angles. Wpo'd ever think of look
ing for him in the home of one of the 
cops who was supposed to be hunting 
him?" 

"After which," I added, "he'd 
change the cut of his .whiskers or trim 
them off altogether, go to join Miss 
Hope, and they'd live happily ever 
after on his ill-gotten gains. Fadeout." 

"That was the way the script read," 
Merlini said. "But Judge Keeler for
got one or two little things. He forgot 
that a man who has just vanished off 
the face of the earth, leaving a dead
end trail, is a perfect prospective 
murder victim. And he forgot that a 
suitcase full of folding money is a 
temptation one should never set 
before a crooked cop." 

"Forgetfulness seems to be danger
ous," I said. ''I'm glad I've got a good 
memory." . 

"I have a hunch that somebody is 
going to have both our scalps," 
Merlini said ominqusly. "I've just 
remembered that when we left the 
shop -'' . 

He was right. I hadn't mailed Mrs. 
Merlini's letter. 



Charles Francis ("Socker") Coe, famous for his stories of crooks and 
crookdom in " The Saturday Evening Post," probably achieved the maxi
mum of toughness acceptable to a national-circulation "slick" magazine. 
His toughness, in tales of gangsters and racketeers, was not as uninhibited 
as the toughness of the hardboiled school in "pulps" ; it was not as raw or 
as raucous. Whether it was as ess�ntially true to life, or as ejfectively realis
tic, depends in the final analysis on one's literary point of view - and the 
perspective of time. 

But Mr. Coe did f!Ot always write his special blend of toughness. There 
were occasions when his attitude to crime and criminals was decidedly senti
mental - a quality, by the way, which the hardboileders would deny being 
susceptible to, but which they often wallowed in. Yes, crime has its roman
tic side, its lump in the throat, and although we may pretend to a certain 
literary callousness these lean, terse days, few of us can resist honest senti
ment. 

One day Charles Francis Coe met a certain lifer in Sing Sing - the meet
ing had been arranged by Warden Lawes. One other day Mr. Coe met a 
certain Governor of the State of New York. The two men - the prisoner 
serving life and the politician serving liberty - had no connection what
ever: they had never met, and were not likely to. Yet these two men became 
characters in Mr. Coe's creative thoughts. It was true that the lifer had 
murdered his wife; it was also true that the Governor, while he had been 
District Attorney, had prosecuted a notorious underworld figure - but in 
rea/ life the wife-murderer had not been that man. Yet, such is the creative 
process, Mr. Coe tied the two men together, and thus produced the basic 
situation which you will find in ' 'Bars." But in the tying-together Mr. Coe 
somehow managed - such is the creative process - to tie in a piece of his 
heart. 

B A R S  

by CHARLES FRANCIS COE 

1r KILLED her because I loved her. I 
Jl don't care what you do with me." 
That was Cotter's statement when 
they found him standing above the 
victim with a still-smoking gun held 
in his hand. It remained his only 

statement throughout all the weary 
weeks of the Grand Jury hearings, the 
ensuing indictment and into the very 
courtroom itself. 

The Court assigned him an attor
ney, whose services he did not want. 
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"It's the law," they told Cotter. 

"You are indicted for first-degree 
murder and cannot plead guilty. The 
State must satisfy itself before taking 
your life." 

"Very well. I don't care/' he 
responded listlessly. "1 don't see why 
we have to make all this fuss about it. 
I killed her because I loved her. I 
admit it. There's nothing to prove." 

"There is a great deal. to prove," 
the assigned lawyer argued. "You 
don't seem to realize that you're 
headed for the chair. If we give them 
a battle on the sheer evidence they've 
got, they'll never burn you ! I might 
even get you off with a short sentence 
for manslaughter. We'd try the in
sanity gag if you'd help a bit." 

"1 wasn't insane," Cotter said 
simply. "1 knew when I killed her. I 
remember every move 1 made and 
every one she made. There was just 
something inside me made me do it. J 
loved her, but I'm glad I did it. I 
had to do it." 

· 

So it was that there was little 
enough of a case. Cotter himself was 
the only eye-witness. From the stand
point of the trial an ambitious lawyer 
stood discouraged. 

The District Attorney recognized 
this fact; perhaps felt a little sympa
thy for the mute man who was slowly 
growing gray in the cell, where he 
awaited disposition of his case. In any 
event, he agreed to take a plea of 
guilty in second-degree murder, which 
called for a natural life sentence. And 
so it was arranged. 

The Judge heard the evidence and 

the . plea, read the indictment with 
judicious care, then pronounced the 
sentence. 

"It is the judgment and the sen
tence of this Court," he droned, 
."that you be confined at hard labor 
in the State Prison for the rest of your 
natural life." He spoke slowly, pon
derously, and his tongue seemed to 
hesitate over the last seven words. 

Cotter showed no emotion unless 
it was of relief. For him, the business 
of uncertainty, at least, was over. 
They led him from the .courtroom, 
and men and women looked upon him 
with curiosity. He dropped his glance 
toward his feet and kept it there as 

. they traversed the well-filled corridor 
of the ancient building. 

The afternoon papers referred 
briefly to the case: 

JONATHAN COTTER R E 
CEIVES LIFE SENTENCE 

KILLER PLEADS GUILTY TO WIFE 
MURDER AND IS SENTENCED 

BY JUDGE TRAND 
Jonathan Cotter, who, several 

months ago, was found standing 
over the body of his murdered wife 

·. with a smoking revolver still 
clutched in his hand, today re
ceived a life sentence. 

The District Attorney agreed to 
accept a murder plea of guilty in 
the second degree, thus saving t.he; 
State the cost of trial. 

· · · 

"This is a peculiar case," Rolan,d . 
B. Nevers, the attorney assigned 
by the Court to th� , defense, 
said after sentence had been pro-
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nounced. " I  have never met a man 
like Cotter. With proper defensive 
measures, the State would have had · 
a hard time proving a lawful case 
against him. But he would not 
fight . I agreed to the second-degree 
plea only after he had repeatedly 
refused to help himself in any 
way." 

·Cotter is · a  successful business 
man, . who has operated an uptown 
department store over a period of 
years. He and his wife, the former 
Miss Sunny Weather in a popular 
extravaganza, occupied a luxurious 
apartment in the city and it was 
there that the crime was com
mitted. 

The murderer will be taken im
mediately to the State Prison, 
where he will remain for the rest of 
his natural life unless pardoned by 
the Governor. 

"The settlement of your estate," 
Warden Kelsh announced to the 
blue-dad man standing before his 
desk, "leaves a considerable sum of 
money to your credit. The law allows 
you to name trustees for its invest
ment and care. You can consult an 
attorney about the matter if you 
wish." He spoke crisply and in the 
tone of a man who cites matters of 
law. 

The prisoner cleared his throat and 
spoke huskily . "It's all right , Mr. 
Warden," he said listlessly. "I don't 
�are about it." 

"The law allows you to spend a 
small sum each week for additional 

food here in the prison," Kelsh added 
suggestively. 

"Very well, sir. I'd like that." 
As the official watched the man 

before him, his lids narrowed and a 
tolerant light filled his eyes. · 

"How long have you been here 
now, Cotter ?" he asked. 

"I don't know, Mr. Warden. I 
haven't kept track. I t  doesn't matter, 
you see." 

"No," the Warden gru nted, "you 
aren't going anywhere in particular, 

that's true enough. But you're not 
always going to feel that way, Cot-

. ter. " 
He leaned across the desk and 

pressed a button. The clerk whom he 
summoned was sent for Cotter's 
commitment papers. The Warden 
perused them thoughtfully. 

By and by he said, "You've been 
here eight months, Cotter. You ought 
to begin getting a hold on yourself by 
this time." 

The prisoner laughed throatily. 
"You're a queer case, Cotter," the 

Warden said impulsively. "We get all 
kinds in a place like this, but you're 
different from any I've ever seen. 
We'd never know we had you here if 
you weren't in the count three times 
a day." 

"I'll not make trouble, Mr. War
den," Cotter said slowly. 

"I'm glad. It's a pretty useless 
business, trying to run counter to 
prison rules. But you 're utterly 
crushed, Cotter. God alone knows 
what you're thinking about twenty' 
four hours each day. There are lights 
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i n  your eyes but they never flame 
into words. You are an educated man; 
cultured, in fact, and intelligent. Your 
silence makes us wonder if you aren't 
planning an escape." 

A g a i n  C o t t e r  l a u g h ed - t h a t  
throaty, husky laugh that is born of 
disused vocal cords. He ran his tongue 
over his lips and slowly \vhirled his 
blue prison cap between his white 
fingers. 

"I wouldn't escape, Mr. Warden," 
he said steadily. "The last thing on 
earth I'd do is leave here, sir. I 
wouldn't go i f  you left every gate 
open the year round. This ·place is not 
a prison to me, sir. It's a haven." 

"I'm inclined to believe you," the 
official nodded frankly. "As a usual 
thing, Cotter, a man is never himself 
while he carries in his heart a black 
secret. Sharing it with somebody re· 
lieves the burden and assists in re· 
storing him to normal. If you ever 
reach the point where you want to 
talk, I'll listen." 

Cotter nodded gratefully, but held 
his peace. 

"We'll wait a few months," the 
Warden repeated, "about this money 
matter. In the meantime; you can 
sign an order authorizing us to charge 
the extras to your account here." 

"Thank you, sir." 
Cotter stepped through the side 

door of the Warden's office into the 
prison yard. Kelsh watched him as he 
walked slowly toward the library, 
where he was assigned to duty. The 
Warden had .watched many a lifer 
survive the first few terrible months 

of hopelessness, finally to recover 
some poise and interest. But never 
had there bee11 one like Cotter. This 
man lived only for death. 

More than two years slipped away 
before the demands of the law re
quired a decision in the matter of 
Cotter's money. Then the prisoner 
met again with the Warden. Kelsh 
looked the man over with deep in
terest. He had aged, yet a light 
of contentment filled his face and 
eyes. 

"We've got to settle this money 
business, Cotter," the official s<1id 
briskly. "You'll have to make your 
wishes known in the matter." 

"I specify, Mr. Warden," the 
prisoner said slowly, "that it be in
vested under the direction of a proper 
trust company, and the entire income 
from the funds be spent monthly to 
furnish prisoners with the extras 
allowable by law." 

"That's pretty decent of you," 
Kelsh said, surprised at the ready 
answer. "I'll have papers for you to 
sign shortly." 

"Very well, sir." 
"By the way," the Warden called 

as Cotter turned to leave, "how're 
you doing over in the library?" 

"I like the work, Mr. Warden," 
Cotter answered thoughtfully. "There 
are many of the boys here \yho cannot 
read well. They do not get the sense 
of a book. I am reading to them and 
explaining what I read. "  

H e  paused a moment, spun his cap 
between his fingers and said, "Perhaps 
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that is the new interest you said would 
come to me, sir. I have made some 
wonderful friends. There are some 
fine men here in prison, sir." 

"You wouldn't want to try ·your 
hand at a different job?" the Warden 
asked. 

A light of concern filled Cotter's 
eyes. "I'd rather not, sir," he said 
slowly. "I like the work there. I do 
my best. You'll find the books clean, 
sir, and well cared for." 

"Oh, I wouldn't move you if you 
didn't want to go," Kelsh assured 
him quickly. "I just thought - well 
- maybe a chan_ge now and then." 

"I love birds and flowers, sir," Cot� 
ter said simply. "There are several 
bird books there which I can study. 
Some on flowers, too." 

"Well, maybe we can work it out 
to use some of this money of yours to 
get better books on those subjects," 
the Warden suggested. 

"If you would, sir - for the li� 
brary, understand - I'd love them." 

When Cotter had gone the Warden 
sent for the head keeper. 

"What," he asked that officer, 
"do you make of this lifer, Cotter? 
He appears to be an educated · man 
and a smart one. Have we anything 
to fear from him?" 

The head keeper smiled. "I'd send 
him outside on errands, as far as any 
danger of his crashing out goes," he 
said. "He wouldn't go if we let him, 
Warden!" 

The head of the prison smiled un
derstandingly. "That's the way I 
figured it," he admitted. · "A fine 

fellow, Jim. One of those cases where 
there isn't any more criminal in the 
man than there is in you or me. 
Maybe not half so much." 

"His was an emotional crime," the 
head keeper nodded. "There was no 
reason attached to it. He just found 
himself swept off his feet at the same 
time a gun happened to be handy. 
Probably half an hour later he 
wouldn't have killed an ant." 

"Make him a trusty," the Warden 
ordered. "He rates it now, doesn't  
he?" 

"Yes, sir. I'd have recommended 
it, Warden,· in another month or so. 
He does a great job in the library. The 
boys all swear by him. Some time 
you ought to stand around and hear 
him read to a flock of gunmen, then 
stop and explain the finer meanings of 
what he's read. It's a treat !" 

"Well, make him a trusty," the 
Warden smiled, "and since he's crazy 
about flowers see if he can do any� 
thing to that flower bed outside my 
porch. Nobody else ever made any
thing grow in it." 

So, for more than another year, 
Kelsh grew accustomed to seeing 
Cotter working outside his porch. 
Now and then he stopped and passed 
the time of day with him. 

Cotter was always pleasant. "I'm 
afraid," he said one day, "that you're 
getting discouraged with my efforts 
here in the garden, Mr. Warden. But 
it'll take a year or so to show goOd 
results. The ground was exhausted, 
Mr. Warden. No one ever rotated the 
plantings here." 
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"Can't we send out for some better 

soil?" the Warden asked. 
A look of delight crossed the lifer's 

features. "You could very easily, sir. 
Any good florist could supply you." 

So eager was the man that Kelsh's 
heart warmed toward him. "I'll send 
in a florist," he promised. "You talk 
it over with him and tell him just 
what you want." 

And he kept that promise. The 
florist was a man known to the War
dent and after he had talked with 
Cotter he returned to the Warden's 
office. 

"Who is that prisoner?" he asked. 
"A lifer," the Warden smiled. 

"Cotter's the name. Murdered his 
wife." 

"It don't seem possible," the florist 
marveled. "Honestly, Warden, that 
man knows more about flowers than I 
do myself. I'm sending in the stuff he 
wants, and if you don't mind, I'd like 
to follow him up and see what results 
he gets." 

"Sure thing," the Warden smiled. 
"He's a nice fellow, Cotter is. 
Wouldn't hurt a fly." 

A big prison is a busy and an un
certain place. As a result, for those 
who direct its activities, time passes 
rapidly. Kelsh grew accustomed to 
seeing Cotter there in the garden. 

The prisoner had aged inexpressi
bly, but all men do in prison. The 
bleakness of outlook or, as in Cotter's 
case, the utter lack of it, doubles the 
weight of the tread of time. But it 
does not retard its passing. 

The flower garden not only bloomed 
to the everlasting delight of the 
Warden's wife, but it enlarged. The 
Warden's porch was redolent with the 
aroma of flowers. 

Cotter was allowed more and more 
liberties, and several times, when he 
was making tours of inspection, the 
Warden came upon the man in vari
ous parts of the prison grounds. 

"What're you doing over here, 
Cotter?" he asked of him one day. 

The convict smiled doubtfully and 
answered, "It's pretty bare over here, 
Mr. Warden. I thought a few flowers 
- the boys can see 'em better and 
oftener." 

Cotter had been in the prison five 
years before there was anything un
usual in his conduct. He had become 
a sort of fixture. The head keeper 
admitted that the man had twice been 
allowed outside the walls without the 
usual prison guard with him. 

And thea Cotter began acting 
queerly. 

He was suddenly more thoughtful 
than ever. At times when the Warden 
passed him the man seemed on the 
verge of speaking. That went on for 
a week. Finally the Warden spoke to 
him one day as he stood on the porch 
of his home while the convict worked 
in the garden below him. 

"Cotter," the official said suddenly, 
"what's bothering you? Sick, are 
you?" 

The man straightened and looked 
intently at the Warden for a moment, 
then he dropped his trowel suddenly 
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into the dirt and walked onto the 
porch. 

"I've been trying to get the courage 
to talk to you, Mr. Warden," he said 
tensely. "I want to tell you something 
in confidence and I don't know how 
to do it." 

"Something about the prison, Cot
ter?" the Warden asked, mystified. 

"Indirectly, yes, sir." 
"There isn't a man inside that 

doesn't trust you," the official mut
tered. "If anyone knows things, it 
would be you." 

"I never violate a trust, sir," Cot
ter assured him. "I'm not - not a 
stool, Mr. Warden." 

The Warden smiled and nodded. 
"Well," he said, "you can talk to me 
any time, Cotter." 

"I would have to trust you a very 
great deal, Mr. Warden." 

"Come into the office," the official 
suggested and led the way. Cotter 
stood respectfully before the desk as 
the Warden seated himself. "Now 
shoot," the officer smiled. 

''I'd have to have your sacred 
promise, Mr. Warden," Cotter said 
diffidently, "that you'll not use the 
information I give you for --" 

"Hold on a minute!" the official 
interrupted vehemently. "We can't 
go any farther along that line, Cotter. 
I'm not making promises of that 
nature to - to a -" . 

"Convict." Cotter furnishe<!l the 
word with a faint smile wreathing his 
lips. "I had that in .mind," he nodded. 
"I can -quite understand. But you see 
- an injustice is being done, Mr. 

Warden. The rankest injustice possi
ble. And I'm the only man who can 
stop it." 

"You'll have to make up your own 
mind," the Warden said brusquely, 
"about talking to me. I'll have to be 
the j udge of what use I make of any 
information you give. I'm not going 
to urge you with promises I might 
later regret." 

Cotter thought at some length. 
Then he asked, "Would you permit 
me the writing of one uncensored 
letter, sir? One letter that no one 
ever will read but the man to whom I 
send it?" 

"I'm sorry," Kelsh answered, "I 
cannot agree to that either, Cotter." 

"It makes it so hard," Cotter com
plained gently. But he stood still 
there before the desk, his mind hard 
at work, his words a matter of the 
most careful selection. At last he said, 
"Would it be possible for me to tell 
you something and not have to an
swe.r questions about identity?" 

"You mean," Kelsh asked1 " tell 
me something that happened, or is 
going to happen, here in the prison, 
then be immune to questioning?" 

"Yes, sir. Something that did hap
pen, sir. Several months ago." 

"I will not commit myself, Cotter," 
the Warden insisted. "I won't lie to 
you, old man. If I see it as my duty to 
use anything you tell me, I'm going 
to use it. I'm not going to insist that 
you tell me. But I am insisting that I 
rem.ain the sole judge of my own 
course afterward. I owe that to the 
job. You understand that, I'm sure !" 
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Cotter was getting desperate. He 

wet his lips and glanced about the 
room. Finally he burst out: 

"There's a man in the city being 
held for robbery," he said shortly. 
"His name is Martin, Mr. Warden. 
Roger Martin. He's charged with 
robbing the offices of a big theater. 
The whole thing is in the newspapers 
along with a picture of the man him
self. That's how I know all about it. 
That man is innocent. I know he is. I 
want to get word to Henry Suntly." 

"You mean Henry Sundy, the Dis
trict Attorney?" Kelsh interrupted. 

"Yes," Cotter nodded. 
The Warden thought matters over 

with a queer expression on his face. 
After a moment he asked, "What at
tention would Sundy give to a mes
sage from you?" 

"Sundy will listen to a message 
from me," Cotter answered slowly. 

"Do you know him?" 
"Yes, Mr. Warden. I know him. I 

know Henry Sundy. I - I grew up 
with him." 

''Is that so? I'm surprised to hear 
that. But tell me, Cotter, do you 
know this man Martin who is accused 
of the robbery?" 

"I never saw him in my life," Cot
ter answered steadily. "But I know 
he isn't guilty and I believe that 
Sundy is out to convict him. I read it 
all in the papers - what Martin said 
about his own innocence, and the pub
lic promise Sundy has made to clean 
up the town. He's making an example 
of Martin, Mr. Warden. Making an 
example of an innocent man." 

"How could you possibly know 
that, Cotter?" the Warden asked. 
"You've been cooped up here for 
five years." 

"Yes, sir. But I know !" In his 
earnestness, Cotter leaned over the 
desk and pressed his tense face close 
to that of the Warden. "I know, sir," 
he repeated. "I know! I know !" 

"How do you know?" Kelsh 
snapped. 

"Because I heard the crime planned 
right here within these walls !" Cotter 
rasped hoarsely. "Knowing who did 
it, Mr. Warden, I know who didn't 
do it !"  

Kelsh rose abruptly from his seat 
and braced his fingertips on the edge 
of the desk. He returned Cotter's 
steady gaze. 

"You know full well what you're 
saying ?" he demanded. 

"As God is my judge," Cotter an
swered simply. 

"And the message you would send 
Sundy is what?" Kelsh asked. 

"Just what I have told you, sir 
that I know this Martin is innocent 
because I know who is guilty. There 
were two robbers, and the newspaper 
accounts of the crime tally exactly 
with the plan I heard perfected here 
in this prison before the men were 
liberated. Martin had nothing to do 
with it." 

"Suntly'll never believe you," the 
Warden grunted. "He'll pay no at
tention to your story." 

"Sundy will believe me," Cotter 
snapped. There was fight in his face, 
for the first time since he had donned 
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his suit of blue. "He will, Mr. War
den. He's got to! Tell him I sent the 
message, Mr. Warden. Say this to 
him: 'Cotter knows ·Martin is inno
cent. And he knows �any other 
things.' Tell him I warn him not to 
convict Martin. Tell him that in those 
very words, Mr. Warden." 

"Are you out of your head ?" Kelsh 
gasped. "Who are you to send such a 
message to the District Attorney? Do 
you know that Henry Sundy is the 
biggest political figure in the State? 
He can be Governor, if he likes." 

"Tell him what I say," Cotter re
peated steadily. "Please tell him, Mr. 
Warden. I know who he is. I know 
what he is, too. That's how I know 
he'll believe me. Let him be Gov
ernor if he likes. But deliver my mes
sage or have an innocent man sent up 
here to worry your heart out for five 
or ten years. I've told you the gospel 
truth, Mr. Warden. The responsibility 
is yours." 

There was no doubting Cotter. He 
spoke with the ring of truth in his 
voice. The Warden paused, trying to 
assemble these amazing facts in his 
mind. After a time he demanded : 

"Who were the two men who 
planned this thing?" 

Cotter pressed his lips into a 
straight line. His eyes blazed scorn of 
the question. 

· "You'll be apt to lose ·your flower 
work unless you tell," Kelsh said, his 
eyes narrowly watching the convict. 

The face of the man blanched, and 
a quee.r sound struggled into being but 
died in his throat. He pulled his blue 

cap taut between his fingers, then said 
slowly, "I'll boil in hell, Mr. Warden, 
before I answer you that." 

"I'd be the same way in your 
place," the Warden said, as though 
thinking aloud. Then, "Go ahead, 
Cotter, with those roses at the far end 
of the porch. I make you this promise: 
I'll tell Sundy personally all that you 
have told me. If he insists on ques
tioning you later that's not my fault.'' 

A smile of delight spread over the 
convict's pale face. "Thank you, Mr. 
Warden. Deliver my message exactly 
as I told it, please. Be exact, and 
Sundy won't bother me." 

Then he was gon_e through the door 
onto the porch. 

It was the visit of a horticulturist 
which served once again to break the 
commonplace relationship between 
Kelsh and Cotter. The display which 
Cotter was able to offer in the prison 
flower beds roused tremendous inter
est. A horticulturist society sent a 
representative who asked that Cotter 
�ght write an article for their mag
azme. 

Kelsh found no regulation which 
prevented such a procedure, and he 
promptly granted the permission. 
Cotter just as promptly declined to 
do it. 

"You cannot understand the mat
ter," he told the visitor, "but the 
world outside this prison has ceased to 
exist for me. One memory of it I 
treasure. There is no other interest 
left me. I live for my flower beds here 
and want no contact with the world� · 
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It never did anything but lie to me." 

Nothing could induce him to 
change his decision, but he had no 
hesitancy about talking flowers with 
the visitor, and the Warden allowed 
pictures to be taken of the amazing 
results Cotter had attained in his cir
cumscribed prison field. 

"You disappointed that fellow, 
Cotter," the Warden said when finally 
the horticulturist had left. "He 
wanted to use your name over an arti
cle of your own." 

Cotter smiled wanly and shrugged 
an answer. 

"By the way, Cotter," the Warden 
continued, "your prophecy about 
Henry Suntly came true. I delivered 
your message exactly as you re
quested. He seemed to understand, 
asked how you were and told me he 
would immediately look into the 
matter of the Roger Martin case. In
asmuch as I have never heard of a 
trial, I presume that he found you to 
be right and liberated Martin." 

"Yes," the convict said, "he found 
me to be right and liberated Martin. 
It was the only just thing to do. I 
watched the papers closely and saw 
that the indictments against the fel
low had been quashed." 

"What a break for . him!" Kelsh 
said. "For all you know he'll never 
have the faintest idea that you are the 
man who saved him." 

"That is a small matter," Oltter 
said slowly. "I like to have the knowl
edge that I did the right thing. I like 
to take that thought into my cell 
with me at night." 

"I can understand that," Kelsh 
agreed. "And say, why is it, if you 
don't mind telling me, that there are 
never flowers in your cell ? You love 
them so much." 

"A cell is not a thing of beauty," 
Oltter said simply. "The man who 
said that all beauty is sheer contrast 
with the ugly never lived in a prison 
cell, Mr. Warden. A flower is a fine, 
beautiful, living thing. I t  would 
wither in no time in a prison cell." 

"In some ways," the Warden said 
with the utter frankness that official 
position affects toward State wards, 
"you're just as balmy as a coot." 

"Perhaps so," Cotter nodded agree
ably. "But I'm happy in it. " 

"Happy ?" Kelsh queried sharply. 
"Exactly," Cotter nodded vigor

ously. "I'm a very much happier man 
than you are, Mr. Warden. My only 
recollection of the outside world is a 
happy one. I found a very beautiful 
thing out there, sir. I took it for what 
I thought it to be. The fact that it was 
imitation did not prevent its showing 
me what the genuine could be." 

"You're getting pretty deep for 
me," Kelsh grinned. "Those books 
you read are pretty heavy stuff. But 
I'm glad that you're settled and 
happy. The thought struck me the 
day I talked with Sundy that the 
contrast between you two boyhood 
friends had suddenly grown pretty 
sharp. He's a big public servant and 
you - well - you see what I mean." 

"I see perfectly," Cotter nodded. 
"But I wouldn't change places with 
Sundy or any other man on earth, Mr. 
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Warden. Everything i n  my thoughts 
is beautiful. I would rather have a 
bed than the bunk I sleep in, but I'll 
gladly sleep in my bunk in order to 
remain here \Vith my flowers." 

Kelsh seemed for the moment seri
ous. "You know, Cotter," he said 
speculatively, "I get a real thrill out 
of the situation you and Sundy pre
sent. The business of justice being 
directed by a murderer doing life, 
through a powerful District Attorney 
who dangles on the end of a string the 
lifer pulls, is an unusual picture, in
deed." 

"I had the truth, that's all," the 
prisoner answered, but as he spoke 
he became uneasy and turned away. 
The Warden detained him. 

"I'm not going to question you 
against your will, old man," he as
sured him, "but I've given the matter 
quite a little thought. You've been 
here a long time now, Cotter. A long 
time even as time in prison goes. I've 
grown to like you and trust you, but 
I've never even hoped to understand 
you. You don't seem morose, yet your 
crime, Cotter, is the sort that is apt to 
prey upon a man's mind as the years 
roll past.'' 

"I committed no crime, Mr. War
den," the convict answered steadily. 
"What I did was anything but a 

. 

" cnme. 
"You've always admitted the kill

ing of your wife!" Kelsh gasped. 
"Oh, yes! But you see that only 

from the material side. If I thought I 
had done wrong I would be miser
able," Cotter answered. 

Kelsh laughed and shook his head. 
"1 suppose men are differently 

built," he mused. "Now, if I had . 
known you on the outside 1 would 
have sized you up as a man of ambi
tion. Your record shows that you were 
successful in business." He paused to 
allow time for an answer, but Cotter 
made none. The official continued : 

"1 would have thought you'd be 
like your friend, Sundy. He always 
reaches out for more power. I have it 
straight that his party is urging him 
to run for Governor. If he runs he'll 
win." 

The Warden paused again, and his 
eyes fixed themselves steadily upon 
Cotter. There was tremendous sug
gestion in the glance, but the convict 
met i t  with no sign of understanding. 

"All politicians would like to be 
Governor," Kelsh prompted. 

Cotter merely nodded in the affirm
ative and again turned as though he 
would leave. Once again Kelsh 
stopped him. 

"It's pretty evident," he said, "that 
you've a lot of weight with Henry 
Sundy. I've been thinking what a 
situation would arise if he were Gov
ernor. It might mean a pardon for 
you, Cotter." 

"No," the convict said slowly. "No, 
Mr. Warden, it wouldn't mean a 
pardon." 

Kelsh shrugged. "Well, keep your 
secret if you like," he said. "But I'll 
watch with a good deal of interest. 
Sundy, my friend, is the next Gov
ernor of this State just as sure as 
you're a foot high. I have never before 
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known a case where the Governor 
was under the thumb of a lifer. It'll be 
fun to watch." 

Cotter made no reply, and the War� 
den smiled wonderingly. "All right, 
Cotter," he said. "Go back to your 
flowers. Every man has a right to his 
own thoughts." 

"Thank you, Mr. Warden," Cotter 
mumbled. "The finest thing you 
have ever done was to give me these 
flowers. I love them, sir. Life would 
be unbearable without them. I will 
always be happy so long as I have 
them." 

"Okay, old man," Kelsh answered 
kindly. "I guess I needn't tell you 
that you'll have them as long as I'm 
Warden here." 

"I hope that'll be as long as you 
wish, sir." 

"It's got to last quite a while," 
Kelsh laughed. "What good would I 
be for anything else at this late day?" 

Henry Sundy conducted his cam
paign for the Governorship of the 
State along the lines of reform. He 
laid a heavy hand upon corruption· 
ists, trained the light of his investiga
tions upon State institutions of all 
kinds, and carried to the people of th� 
electorate a conviction that such a 
man as himself was needed at the helm 
of State affairs. 

Kelsh read every campaign speech 
the man made, and he wondered 
more and more about the strange re
lationship between this outstanding 
public man and Cotter, the lifer who 
worked in his garden. 

He knew without asking that Cot
ter was following the camP.aign with 
an interest even closer than his own. 
But he never spoke to the man of it, 
never tried to make the convict ex
press an optmon. 

When Election Day rolled around 
Kelsh received the returns at the 
prison. 

The campaign had centered very 
largely upon issues of reform in State 
institutions, and the keepers of the 
prison, from the Warden down, felt a 
greater interest than usual. The feel· 
ing was general that Sundy's election 
would call for sweeping investigations 
and many changes in methods. 

Many of the prison employees gath
ered in the offices and watched the re· 
turns on election night. 

By ten o'clock the big metropolitan 
daily that had most bitterly opposed 
Sundy conceded his election as Gov· 
ernor. Kelsh received this news with 
mingled emotions. 

None knew better than he the dire 
results of an inexperienced hand en· 
deavoring to change the routine of a 
prison. Yet, in spite of that, his first 
thought on reading of the election of 
Suntly was not of the prison and the 
troubles that must come to it. It was 
of the silent lifer, Cotter. 

Actuated by he hardly knew what, 
the Warden stepped from his office 
out into the prison yard and strolled 
toward the cell block where Cotter 
was locked. He nodded to the guards 
as he entered. 

"Where's Cotter?" he asked of one 
of them. 
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· "Number seventeen, sir," the man 
directed. 

The lights were out, but Kelsh 
walked on to the door of Cotter's 
cell. The prisoner was reclining on his 
narrow bunk; but as Kelsh stopped he 
rose to a sitting position, swung his 
feet to the stone Hoor and stepped to 
the door. 

"Cotter," Kelsh said softly, "you 
awake ?" 

"Yes, Mr. Warden." 
"Sundy's elected," Kelsh said 

slowly. 
"Yes, sir," Cotter acknowledged 

vaguely. "Yes, sir. Was there anything 
special about it, Mr. Warden ?" 

Kelsh was emb<rrrassed. He felt a 
little ridiculous standing there report
ing the election of a Governor to an 
inmate. 

"No," he said. "No. Nothing spe
cial, Cotter. Only, I happened to have 
business in this block and I thought 
I'd let you know. It might be very 
important for you later on." 
, "Thank you, Mr. Warden," the 
prisoner said dully . 

· 

"He's out to raise hob with State in
stitutions," Kelsh said. "That's been 
his campaign, and he'll have to make 
a showing at it. I suppose nobody'll 
know where his hammer'll fall next. 
But we'll hope for the best. Good 
night, Cotter." 

"Good night, Mr. Warden." 

For months afterward the picture 
of O>tter that came first to the offi
cial's mind was that which he saw as 
he J:urned away. The gaunt figure of 

the man standing behind the steel 
lattice of his cell door. The shock of 
tousled hair that framed his steady, 

serious eyes, the ridiculous prison 
underwear that bagged at elbows and 
knees and dropped away from his 
throat. 

Dejection and defeat stood out all 
· over that broken creature. Yet in his 

big eyes dwelt contentment and a 
definite happiness. The very simplic
ity of his glance was power in itself. 

Henry Sundy was not long in 
making his inauguration felt in State 
institutions. He appointed a commit
tee which, in turn, appointed in
spectors and detailed them for in
vestigation. 

The heavy hand of politics fell upon 
Warden Kelsh and his organization .. 
Like the man he was, he fought 
against it. Soon friction developed, 
and it was rumored that Kelsh was at 
variance with the Administration. 

Sundy was asked about this and 
stated flatly that he expected the 
Warden .to comply with his economy 
and efficiency programs, and if the 
Warden did not see his way clear to do 
it he would accept his resignation. 

The record of the prison, however, 
was well known. Friends of the War
den started a fight of their own to pro
tect his rights. This brought matters 
to a head and focused attention upon 
the two principals. One or the other 
of them must relent, and all agreed 
that it could not be the Governor. 

And that was what caused O>tter, 
the silent lifer, to explain at last that 
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simple sentence which had been his 
only defense for the killing of his wife. 
The man had had no intention of talk� 
ing until he read in the papers that 
Sundy and his assistants had definitely 
asked the resignation of the Warden. 

When Cotter read that one night in 
his cell his heart tripped in its beating. 

He sent for Kelsh, and the Warden 
responded to his request. The official 
had altered a great deal. Lines were 
deep about his mouth and a haggard 
look filled his eyes. 

"If you will do as I say, Mr. War� 
den," the convict said simply, "I will 
put an end to this business." 

A look of keen surprise crossed the 
Warden's features. He held out his 
hand to the prisoner through the steel 
lattice. 

"You're a mighty decent citizen, 
Cotter," Kelsh said. "I'm proud to 
have you for my friend. I know you've 
a good deal of power with Sundy, 
but you'll need that for your own 
ends. I'll not, for the sake of a job, 
jeopardize your chances of a pardon 
and a new lease on life." 

Dully, with the air of a man who 
has no hope of being understood, Cot� 
ter answered, "Please do as I say. I 
want you to remain here at the prison, 
Mr. Warden. You want to remain too. 
I know because you've told me so 
yourself. Do as I say. I'm not jeopard
izing myself a single jot. I swear it on 
my honor." 

The stark drama of the statement 
was augmented because the words 
were uttered with absolutely nothing 
of emphasis or doubt or affectation. 

"Go now," the convict said, "and 
get Henry Suntly on the telephone. 
Tell him this: 'Come to the prison 
personally at once. Jonathan Cotter 
demands it.' Say that, Mr. Warden, 
and nothing more. The Governor 
will come." 

"That's pretty stiff, Cotter," Kelsh 
said doubtfully. "Henry Sundy is a 
big man." 

"Tell him," Cotter repeated 
quietly. "Tell him exactly what I 
tell you. That and nothing more. And 
go now, sir. If there is trouble in reach
ing him on the telephone use my name 
and make the demand clear." 

And Kelsh, hopelessly defeated in 
his own battle, carried out the in
structions. In half an hour he was 
back again before Cotter's cell door. 
He whispered his words, but peering 
eyes from a hundred latticed cells 
looked on in flaming curiosity. 

"I got him," Kelsh whispered. 
"Heaven only knows what you've got 
up your sleeve, Cotter, but it's potent. 
I talked to Suntly himself. I told him 
your exact words and he'll be here to
morrow. He'll motor to the prison, 
arriving during the afternoon. You'll 
want to see him, of course." 

"Yes," the convict nodded. "Yes, 
I'll want to see him. It will be strange 
after all these years, Mr. Warden. 
Henry and I will have changed a 
whole lot.'' 

They met in the room reserved for' 
the use of the Parole Board. The 
Governor was the more nervous of the 
two. He paced the floor while a guard 
went for Cotter, and when the man 
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was brought in he gasped at his first 
sight of him. 

"I'm sorry, John," he said stammer
ingly. "Sorry to find you like this." 
He glanced suggestively at .the War
den, who started toward the door. 
Cotter put out a detaining hand. 

"I want the Warden to stay, 
Henry," he said quietly. "You need 
offer me no sympathy. I'm the hap
piest man in the world." 

There was a moment of embar
rassed silence during which the con
vict seemed to realize that restricted 
use of words had left him partially 
inarticulate. 

"I came to see you," Sundy said, 
"because the Warden requested it." 

"The Warden demanded it," Cot
ter corrected steadily. "I want you to 
know that there is nothing I want for 
myself from you. I demand only that 
you allow the Warden to remain here 
in charge of the prison as long as you 
are Governor." 

"That's going a little far," Sundy 
said slowly. "After all, I'm Governor 
of this State and must think first of 
the people who elected me. I have not 
been entirely satisfied with the reports 
that come to me." 

"Stop!'' Cotter snapped suddenly. 
He stood in the center of the room 
with his baggy clothes hanging about 
his person and his untidy hair a mat 
upon his head. But there was power 
about him. 

"I say, Henry Sundy," he pro
nounced slowly, "that you will do as 
I ask. I am going to tell you something 
you never knew - something that 

you only suspected - something 
which has hung over your head all 
these years." 

"Your own case," Suntly inter
rupted hastily, "has been in my mind, 
.John. I had thought of considering a 
pardon. After all - an actress --" 

"Do not stop me, Henry," Cotter 
said. "I want no pardon from you, nor 
from anybody. I got you here to tell 
you the truth. You and the Warden. 
For her sake, I never have told it 
before." 

He paused as though gathering his 
words, then leaned for support upon a 
chair and, with his eyes fastened stead
ily upon the Governor, told his story. 
So simple and so stark was it that they 
did not interrupt him. 

"That day," he said, "when the 
pistol came so ready to my hand, 
Henry - you don't know what was 
to have happened later. You don't 
know that Sunny, as we always called 
her, was going to you. She had been 
with you before, Henry. You had 
both lied to me about that. And 
that pistol - she had that, Henry." 
Cotter laughed shortly. "She was 
taking it with her to kill you! 

"We were all so young then, and 
she was so inexperienced. I find no 
fault with you now. I merely state 
the facts. She had trusted you, Henry, 
and you lied to her, as she did to me. 
Then you scorned her. I know, Henry! 
Oh, how well I know! You wrote her 
that letter. I remember every word 
of it. I see it now." 

He raised a gaunt hand stained deep 
with the color of earth and seemed to 
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point at the letter there before him. 
He was transported by his own story 
back to the hour of his crime. 

"I came home earlier than usual," 
he said slowly. ''Sunny was j ust leav
ing and I knew that something was 
wrong. Her eyes were wild and she 
cringed before me, afraid. She tried to 
slip past me and reach the door. I 
caught her hand, and the bag she car
ried jerked open. The pistol was there. 
It  was the first thing I saw, and I 
snatched it from the bag in amaze
ment. Sunny fought me to get it 
back. 

"She was quite insane, I think. She 
taunted me with her own deceit 
and yours. Then she hurled the letter 
at me. It fell at my feet and I read it, 
with the gun clutched in one hand and 
Sunny twisting there on the divan. 

"You told her she was a fool, 
Henry. A fool to bother you and run 
the risk of losing a husband who could 
provide well for her, and .l;l.adn't brains 
enough to see that he had no other 
function. You said to her, Henry, 
that she wasn't the kind of woman a 
man could take seriously . . Then you 
asked her to be sensible and burn the 
letter and let you alone." 

Once again Cotter stopped. His face 
was twisted and his eyes burned with 
a dull agony. 

"A sordid mess, eh, Henry?" he 
said finally. "You never knew I saw 
the letter, perQaps. You thought that 
Sunny had done as you wished with 
it, and I had discovered perhaps an
other intrigue in her life, and so 
killed her. 

"But you never were quite certain. 
There remained 'always a doubt in 
your mind. The bigger you grew, 
Henry, the more this worried you. 
Now you have the truth. I shot her 
because she loved you, Henry. Loved 
you and hated you and sooner or later 
would have killed you. 

"I loved her. So I killed her and 
kept her name clean. I t  was for her.l 
did it, just as I said that day when she 
lay there before me. I hated you 
hate you now as a man hates a creep
ing thing, Henry. But you were both 
very young. 

"They found the gun in my hand, 
Henry - but not the letter. Where is 
the letter?" He laughed sharply, his 
voice high and threatening to crack. 
"Where is it? They never found that." 

His gaunt hands gripped the chair 
and he leaned forward and glared. 
"I - know - where - it - is," he 
said, spacing each word. "I know 
where to get it and hand it to the 
newspapers, Henry, with the signa
ture of tneir reform Governor blazed 
across its face." He laughed again. 
"Yes," he repeated, "I know where 
it is, and so does the Warden. We 
alone know. 

"Tell me� now," .he finished sud
denly, "that • the Warden remains 
here. Tell me' that, Henry. And tell 
him. And tell this committee of yours, 
and the newspapers." 

The next day Warden Kelsh stood 
again on the porch a hove the garden 
and looked down upon the stooping 
brown figure there at work. 
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"I see by the morning papers, Cot
ter," he said, "that the fight between 
the Governor and myself has come to 
a happy ending. According to this 
account his visit yesterday was made 
for the sole purpose of checking up on 
the situation here. What he saw caused 
him to express complete confidence in 
my incorruptible efficiency." 

" Yes, sir," the convict nodded, a 
faint smile about his lips. "I'm so 
glad, Mr. Warden." 

"There's no reason," the official 
said, "why your case shouldn't be 
brought before him." 

"But there is, Mr. \Varden," Cotter 
said earnestly. "As God above j udges 
me, there is. I want no pardon. I 
want to remain here, sir. Here I have 
found the simple things that never 
fail a man. Here, among the flowers, I 
have found peace and happiness and 
quiet. If you are my friend, there will 
never be a pardon, sir." 

"I can understand that feeling," 
Kelsh nodded. "I know three men 
here who would not go. You are the 
fourth. They have been here so long, 
you see. But with your education -" 

"Here I stay," Cotter said simply. 
"I have no worries now. I'm settled 
for life. I want no change. What others 
think is hard I have come to accept 
with no suffering. My books and my 
flowers are my own. The confinement 
of prison is a protection more than a 
curse to me, sir. If it keeps me away 
from society, so does it keep society 
away from me. The restrictions I have 
ceased to mind. They are less hard 
than what I should have to meet on 

the outside as a pardoned murderer." 
"As you wish. But I am your friend, 

Cotter. Your real friend." 
"Thank you, Mr. Warden." 
They stood looking at each other a 

moment. "Life is a queer game," 
Kelsh shrugged at last. "I guess, after 
all, a man can't play anything but the 
cards dealt out to him." 

Cotter smiled faintly and nodded. 
"That letter," Kelsh said at last. 

"That one of Sundy's which you 
kept. How did you hide it, or having 
hidden it, how did you get it out of 
the apartment?" 

The gardener straightened and a 
smile twisted at his lips. "That let
ter," he said, "I burned, Mr. Warden, 
before they found me standing over 
Sunny. I burned it in the fireplace and 
ground the ashes under my heel. I 
had to do that to protect her. But I 
knew that Henry Sundy would be 
afraid to challenge me. A man who is 
a coward with a woman is doubly so 
with a man." 

"He's a smart politician, Cotter," 
Kelsh said sagely. "He's due for eight 
years in office, so we've little enough 
to worry us. But, as you say, he's cer
tainly a coward. He knows nothing 
of the sort of courage you showed in 
sharing the secret you've kept in
violate until its telling would help a 
friend." 

Cotter turned silently away and 
bent again to his work. It was as 
though he buried there in the earth 
the secret which he finally had shared, 
and that secret took root and blos
somed and made a flowerbed. 



G UE S S  WHO? 

by TALBOT C. HATCH 

P
HYSICAL dues like dried blood� 
stains, greasy fingerprints, and 

microscopic bits of dirt under a dead 
man's nails are not nearly as impor� 
tan t to this man as the psychic finger� 
prints which he asserts the criminal 
always leaves behind - psychic fin� 
gerprints for which he can wear no 
gloves. Another of his favorite as� 
sertions is that a lie is the sign manual 
to a man's inward thinking and that 
the quickest way to the truth is 
through the channels of listening and 
analyzing a liar's statements. 

He believes and proves the dictum 
that "lies are psychological facts," 
that they lead to human blunders, 
and that a blunder is one form of 
clue a criminal can neither remove, 
conceal, nor destroy - the one clue 
that is entirely beyond his conscious 
control. He believes that the uncon� 
scious mind is not a mere word or 
convention, but something living 
and human; that no individual bu� 
man act is ever accidental, but is the 
�esult of unconscious thought or feel� 
mg. 

And so he should believe, for years 
of psychiatric study and practice 
- eight of them spent in London, 
Paris, and Vienna - have so devel� 
oped and broadened his men tal skills 
that he can climb through a jungle 
of associated ideas with the agility 
of a monkey and with little difficulty 

trace any thought or memory to its 
lair. His keen mind goes directly to 
the heart of a problem, stripping 
away the non-essential facts which so 
often obscure the essential pattern. 

He is said to be the first psychia
trist to apply psychology to the de
tection of crime and, while he is the 
chief of a psychiatric clinic in New 
York, he also is attached to the dis� 
trict attorney's office in that city in 
the capacity of psychiatric consult
ant. During the war years he served 
as a captain of Navy Intelligence. 
Incidentally, he has found auctorial 
time to produce a controversial trea
tise on Time and Mentality, and an
other, bearing the title Psychopathol
ogy in World Politics. 

In person he is tall and distin� 
guished-looking, lean in jaw and lean 
in body. His hair is brown; on the 
darkish side, and his inscrutable eyes,· 
unusually bright with a gaze so dis
turbingly alert as to seem almost 
intrusive, are of the same color al�1 

though slightly lighter in shade. The, 
planes of his thin, intelligent face are 
flat and thoughtful in appearance, 
and his composed manner invites 
friendliness and exhibits tolerance. 
There is a certain slow grace about 
his gait and gestures, and his meas� 
uted movements are the antithesis of 
"hustle." 

It is said of him that he is one of 
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the few men who would look well in 
18th century dress. . 

Although he is between forty and 
fifty, his enthusiasm makes him look 
much younger than his character, 
istically deliberate manner of carry, 
ing his five feet eleven iOches of wiry 
strength would indicate. · His voice is 
low and quiet, the voice of a man who 
loves words and uses them as the toolS 
of thought, and always gives full 
value to every syllable and · every 
shade of meaning. Like most people 
who speak se)v'eral oi:her languages, 
his English is distinct and unslurred. 

His Russian mother ·and his Ameri, 
can father give him a mixed parent, 
age which accounts, in a way, for his 
thin,skinned temperallfent, at once 
more sympathetic, irritable, and in
tuitive than that of races in which 
the shell of civili:z.1.tion has . not had 
time to harden. They gave him birth 

in the city of Baltimore, where he 
· tater attended Johns Hopkins. After 
trekking to Europe for his post
graduate work, he returned to and 
now lives at r6A Park Avenue, in an 
antiquated dwelling that stands at the 
unfashionable and unpretentious end 
of the street below Grand Central. 

His first name (and here is a good 
round hint) is an Americanism for 

· that of his grandfather's, Vassily 
Krasnoy, who was a well,known Rus
sian composer. He is well and ably 
served by a soft-spoken Baltimore 
Negro called Juniper, who has been 
with him since the Johns Hopkins 
days and who has grown gray in his 
service, with but one major injunc, 
tion to ·remember: Never serve a 
cocktail made with fruit juices. Can 
vou now GUESS WHO? You will 
find the answer below, printed upside 
down. 

Solution to " Guess Who ? "  
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There is no doubt that Anthony Boucher is one of our most acute and most 
perceptive criminological critics. Therefore, his appraisal of Roy Vickers is 
too important to let die on the vine. For one thing, Anthony Boucher is 
convinced that Roy Vickers is at least three writers - how could one writer 
be responsible for Fidelity Dove,for thrillers a Ia Edgar Wallace, and for 
the Department of Dead Ends? No, it doesn't seem possible that three such 
different and diverse types of detective story could have been conceived and 
executed by the same man. And our incredulity is raised another notch 
when we recall that Roy Vickers has also writt�n some solid Crofisian tales. 

It is the Department of Dead Ends saga which perplexes Mr. Boucher 
most. He has the strange feeling that the Dead End stories were never con
ceived at all. Many writers, Mr. Boucher reminds us, have breathed the 
breath of life into their murderers; a few have even made their detectives 
live and breathe; but Vickers is almost the only writer, according to Mr. 
Boucher, who infuses life into the very crimes themselves. And yet, the 
baffled Mr. Boucher admits, the crimes that finally come to a dead end in 
the Department of Dead Ends have an artistic pattern, a preciseness of form, 
usually lacking in accounts of real-life murder. 

Mr. Boucher can see only one solution to the riddle of Vickers's multiple 
identity: obviously, the Roy Vickers who gives us the Dead End stories is 
simply a fact-crime writer reporting the murders of a parallel time-world, 
where murder and retribution are more artistically shaped and finished ojf 
than here on planet-Earth. 

Stf, and double stf, Mr. Boucher! 

THE H T R Y  - O U T "  M U RDER 

by ROY VICKERS 

� URGEONS will often claim success 
0 for an operation that has resulted 
in the death of a patient - provided 
that there is a reasonable lapse of 
time between the two events. By the 
same thought process George Hudson 
might have claimed that he had 
successfully murdered Ethel Mollett, 
concealed the body, and removed all 
traces of the crime. 

True that he was hanged for it all. 
But the fact must not be allowed to 
dim his brilliance as a criminal. He 
beat the police and for nearly a year 
afterwards led a life of blameless do
mesticity. 

By all the rules of the game, if one 
may call it so - by everything that 
was logical - he ought to have es
caped. He was beaten by a preposter-
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ous coincidence _:_ by a million-to
one chance that happened to turn 
up against him. 

George Hudson was born at Salis
bury, the son of a well-to-do archi
tect. Both his parents were killed in 
the Salisbury railway disaster of 1902 
when he himself was twenty-two and 
within a month or two of qualifying 
in his father's profession. 

The death of his parents left him 
with a little under £200 a year and a 
clear sum of about £8oo. It was just 
enough to enable him to live in idle
ness, and with that object in view he 
decided to move to London where he 
had neither friends' nor relatives to 
\·,·orry him with advice. 

Romance met him, as i t  were, on 
the doorstep - or, more exactly, in 
the third-class compartment in which 
he traveled up to London - in the 
person of Ethel Mollett. 

Ethel was eighteen, the daughter 
of a farm laborer from an outlying 
village. She was on her way to take 
up her first situation as housemaid to 
a chemist living in Tredegar Road, 
Bow, E. She was plumpish and pretty, 
with apple cheeks and. big, trustful 
eyes. 

To these rather elementary physi
cal charms she added the subtle fas
cination of being very bewildered and 
rather helpless. She had never before 
left her village except for an occasional 
jaunt to the market town. She was 
more than a little afraid of the train 
and quite horribly afraid of the vast 
city that lay at the end of the j ourney. 

Hudson told her tales of London, 
the kind of tales that the rustic mind 
seems curiously eager to believe -
tales of staggering dangers that beset 
the unwary. If this did not allay her 
fears, it at least made her snatch at 
his offer to see her safely to her 
employer's house. 

Before they parted the girl had 
gratefully accepted Hudson's gener
ous invitation for her first free after
noon. 

For the next year the story of their 
association is the commonplace story 
of a man's infatuation for a woman 
who is his social and intellectual in
ferior. He was fascinated by her 
naivete and innocence - more 
brutally expressed, her almost in
credible "greenness." 

He kept her very much to himself. 
Invariably, on her afternoon off, he 
would call for her at the house in 
Tredegar Road. There was no narrow 
snobbery about him. He allowed him
self to be interviewed by the chemist 
and his wife as Ethel Mollett's sweet
heart, who was supposed to be ·em
ployed in some vaguely humble ca
pacity on the night staff of a 
newspaper. 

In May of the following year Ethel 
was granted a fortnight's holiday 
which she spent with Hudson at 
Lowes toft. 

Just a little of the greenness had 
perhaps worn off by this time, for at 
the end of June we find her unwilling 
to listen any longer to reasons, how
ever ingenious in themselves, for post
poning the wedding day. The wedding 



THE "TR y � o uT" M .!J R DE R  

must take place at George Hudson's 
earliest convenience, or she would 
consult not only her employer but 
also her father. 

Mention of her father frightened 
Hudson. He knew the village custom 
in these matters. Her father would 
come first; if he were not successful, 
he would return with all the relatives 
and friends he could muster. The vil� 
lage, in short, would pool its resources 
for the purpose of putting pressure 
upon the man who had made love to 
one of its maidens. They would come 
to his lodgings (where Ethel had never 
been) and make scene after scene. 

All this would upset George Hud� 
son's other plans. 

· 

"You don't know what you're talk� 
ing about, my dear," he said in the 
man·of�the·world tone that she so 
admired. "For one thing, if you tell 
your employers they will promptly 
turn you out. And what is the good of 
upsetting your father - you don't 
think his word counts for anything up 
here, do "you?" 

One imagines her trying to ignore 
this and repeating with deadly m� 
notony her demand for marriage. 

"Now listen to me. If you carry 
out these ridiculous threats of yours I 
will never speak to you again. Prom� 
ise to do as I tell you and we'll 'go 
to the parson,' as you call it, this 
afternoon. "  

This overawed her and she prom� 
ised to obey - a promise she kept 
with a literal faithfulness that was 
her undoing. 

A few minutes later they were in� 

terviewing the rector of the parish. As 
the girl was a minor, he asked the 
usual questions and was assured by 
Hudson that her parents would send 
formal consent and would, of course, 
be present at the ceremony. 

Next, they took the train to Vic� 
toria, as Hudson had lodgings in the 
adjacent district of Pimlico. He gave 
her the satisfaction of accompanying 
him while he in turn gave particulars, 
so that the banns might be called in 
his parish. 

The very obvious genuineness of 
the reverend gentleman, the indis� 
putable reality of the adjoining 
church, banished the last of her sus� 
picions of the strange manner in 
which one apparently got married 
in London. She was ready once more 
to obey George Hudson in anything. 

He told her to ask for an hour otf 
the next evening and to meet him at 
Bow Station - and in the meantime 
to say nothing to her employer or 
anybody else of their wedding. 

George Hudson is possibly the first 
murderer in history to hit upon the 
remarkable device of "trying out" 
the murder before actually commit· 
ting it - to see if it were really as 
safe as it looked. It was his intention 
that Ethel Mollett should disappear 
in such circumstances as to suggest 
that she had met with foul play at 
the hands of some man other than 
himself. 

It was easy enough to make so very 
gullible a girl disappear without leav� 
ing any direct trace. The vital ques� 
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tion was : had the police some trick 
up their sleeves for finding young 
women who disappeared suddenly? 

He proceeded to find out in the 
following manner. 

When Ethel met him as arranged 
at eight o'clock, he took her from 
Bow to Waterloo Station. This, of 
course, was in the days when the 
station was a comparatively small 
one, surrounded by a network of 
mean streets. In one of these streets, 
known as Walsall Place, he had pre· 
viously booked lodgings in the name 
of Wall (doubtless suggested by the 
address) for himself and his wife. 

Here, at No. 7.• he installed Ethel 
as his wife and ·presented her with a 
brown-paper parcel containing vari· 
ous articles of feminine attire which 
he himself had bought to offset the 
inconvenience caused by leaving her 
employer's house without luggage. 

On the following morning he gave 
her £ 12 and told her to go to a certain 
shop and buy, ready-made, a walking 
costume, a new hat, and anything 
else she wanted, after which she must 
return to Walsall Place and pass the 
time as well as she could until he 
came back from Salisbury. Overnight 
it had been agreed, at his suggestion, 
that he should go by himself to her 
parents, explain the situation in full, 
and beg them to come to the wedding. 
That, she readily admitted, would be 
"better than writing." She was al
ways ready to believe that almost 
anything was "better than writing." 
She gave him messages which he 
promised to deliver. 

Now, although he did not deliver 
the messages, he did go to see her 
parents. But he went first to the 
house of her late employers at Bow 
who were in a state of mingled in
dignation and alarm at the girl's 
failure to return the previous night. 
Before they could get in a word 
edgewise, he asked whether Ethel 
were ill, as she had failed to keep an 
appointment with him the previous 
evenmg. 

Explanation was followed by dis
cussion. At the right moment Hudson 
made a manly confession. He had in
tended, he added, to behave in as 
honorable a manner as was left to him 
and to marry her secretly as soon as 
the statutory three Sundays had 
passed. He had wanted to see her the 
previous evening in order to persuade 
her, against her will, to inform her 
kind employers. 

This explanation only made Ethel's 
disappearance seem all the more sin
ister. I t  was incredible that such a 
nice, quiet, simple country girl should 
elope with one man when the banns 
were about to be called in respect to 
another. It almost looked as if some
thing must have happened to her. 

"There's just the one chance that 
she has gone home," exclaimed Hud
son. "It's not much use wiring 
her people probably can't read. I'm 
going down to see for myself, and if 
she isn't there I'm going straight to 
Scotland Yard. I hope you'll back me 
up in all I say." 

He went down to Salisbury, told 
the same substantially true story_ that 
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he had told the girl's employers, and 
on his return to London that night 
went with the chemist to Scotland 
Yard and laid the "facts" before the 
authorities. 

Any suspicion that might have 
fallen on George Hudson was allayed 
by the fact that investigation showed 
that the story he told was true in 
every particular. It was true about 
the banns; it was true that he had 
been to see the girl's parents. 

The grief-stricken parents had sup
plied through Hudson the only exist
ing photograph - a wedding group 
taken three years previously which 
was of little use for purposes of 
reproduction. A description was pub
lished, giving details of the dress in 
which she had left the house in Bow. 

Hudson knew that he was in no 
danger from that published descrip
tion. She was wearing her new dress, 
and the descriptions of her face and 
figure would have fitted thousands of 
young women. 

On returning to the squalid lodg
ings in Walsall Place, the account he 
gave of his interview with her parents 
must be considered as an item of 
propaganda rather than a summary 
of facts. That he had indeed been 
there she could not doubt because' he 
gave an accurate description of the 
cottage. Besides, she did not bother 
t o  doubt anything - now that 
George was really going to marry her. 

She was therefore willing to believe 
that her father had promised to come, 
with her mother, to the wedding; that 
in the meantime he wished her to 

keep the whole thing as secret as 
possible, to continue to live under 
the protection of her future husband, 
and to obey him in all things. 

For once her placid nature found 
obedience difficult because obedience 
consisted mainly in staying indoors 
and doing nothing but look at the 
books and magazines that George 
brought her. (Ethel, it must be ad
mitted, was but an indifferent reader.) 
George left her alone a good deal, 
having, as he told her, so many things 
to attend to. 

One of the many things that 
George attended to was Scotland 
Yard. At any odd time of day he 
would make himself a mild nuisance 
by calling for news of his "missing 
sweethear t . "  Another item that 
claimed a goOd deal of his energy 
was the renting of a house. 

In th�e days it was easy enough to 
rent a house, but George Hudson 
wanted something rather special in 
the matter of a garden. It need not be 
a big garden nor.. a beautiful garden; 
it merely had to be a garden that was 
not overlooked by the neighbors. 

He found what he wanted at Surbi
ton, then a very small suburb strug
gling to expand. 

One afternoon, some ten days after 
she had left Bow, he t-ook her down to 
Surbiton and showed her that which 
he described as their future home -
a pleasant little six-room house with 
a very fair-sized garden adequately 
screened by a high wooden fence. In 
that part of the garden which was in
tended for the growing of vegetables 
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two men were putting the finishing 
touches to a circular pit, five feet 
deep with a diameter of ten feet. 

That, George explained, was to be 
a fish pond with an ornamental foun� 
tain in the center. Local men had 
done the digging; a London firm 
would attend to the rest of it. 

He paid off the local men and then, 
being possessed of the key, showed 
Ethel over the house. There arises the 
pathetic picture of the girl flitting 
from room to room in the eager 
business of home-making - wholly 
unsuspicious of the dreadful signifi
cance of the "fish pond." 

In spite of her entreaties he did not 
take her to Surbiton again until the 
following Monday - two days before 
their promised wedding day. The 
police had had a clear fortnight in 
which to find the missing Ethel Mol
lett. They had failed to discover so 
much as a single clue. 

In short, the coast seemed as clear 
as any murderer could reasonably ex� 
pect. 

They left their lodgings, depositing 
their scanty luggage in the cloak room 
at Waterloo whence Hudson subse� 
quently reclaimed and destroyed it. 
They arrived at the house in Surbiton 
in the early evening. In his pocket he 
carried a velvet pad of the kind that 
is used for dusting silk hats, a part of 
which was eventually founcl ,i.n the 
girl's mouth. In the house were sev
eral lengths of box cord with which he 
bound her and suspended her by the 
neck from the baluster rail on the first 
floor, 

He spent the hours of darkness 
burying her in the "fish pond" with a 
spade previously brought to the 
house. 

On the next day, having removed 
all traces of the night's toil, he called 
on the house agent, mentioned a sud� 
den change of plans which would 
make it impossible for him to occupy 
the house, . and suggested that he 
should · forfeit his half-quarter's de� 
posit in return for cancellation of the 
lease. The agent was quite willing to 
do this but raised the question of the 
fish pond . 

"I've already had it filled in," ex� 
plained Hudson. "Of course, it makes 
a bit of a mound just now, but that 
will subside in a week or two. I don't 
imagine it will be a bar to re-letting.'' 

It was no bar . . . .  The house was 
let for the September quarter and 
duly occupied by a dentist with his 
wife and child who, as far as we 
know, made no complaint about the 
garden. 

The case· of Ethel Mollett was filed 
in the Department of Dead Ends 
among the other unsolved mysteries. 

During his year of residence in 
London George Hudson had had 
plenty of leisure. The late Ethel 
Mollett's demands on his time had 
been limited to one afternoon per 
week and alternate Sundays. 

Through a: mutual friend in Salis� 
bury he had early become acquainted 
with a Mrs. Strickland, a very, very 
buxom widow some dozen years his 
senior. During the year of frequent 
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meetings the acquaintanceship had 
ripened into something deeper. In 
November an advertisement in The 
Times proclaimed that they were en
gaged and would be married in Jan
uary. 

It cannot be known whether 
George Hudson was attracted by the 
lady's ample person or by the fact 
that she had inherited from her late 
husband a grocery business that 
yielded her over £1000 per year 
together with a very suitable house 
on the outskirts of Guildford. 

The marriage, however, did not take 
place in January, but in February, the 
postponement being caused by the 
lady having a serious "heart at
tack," for which the doctor pre
scribed a period of absolute rest. As a 
matter of fact, the unhappy woman 
was sutferl.ng -from Bright's disease 
from which she died two years later 
though this was not known at the 
time. 

In February, then, they were mar
ried and spent their honeymoon at 
Herne Bay, but were driven away 
after three days by the inclemency of 
the weather, returning to the bride's 
house at Guildford, where they set
tled down to a humdrum life of 
prosperous indolence. 

From time to time Mrs. Hudson, 
as she now was, had a repetition of 
the "heart attack." But as she was 
always able to obey the doctor's 
orders to rest, no one was unduly 
alarmed. 

Every Monday she would go to 
interview the manager of the grocery 

business, to receive a report of the 
previous week's trading, and to draw 
in gold enough money for her current 
expenses. 

As she was anxious to reduce her 
weight she would walk, when weather 
permitted, from Waterloo Station. 
\\Then walking, one of her ways lay 
through Walsall Place. 

This latter fact does not seem to 
have disturbed George Hudson in the 
very least, as he never accompanied 
her. Sherlock Holmes himself could 
have found no link in the fact of Mrs. 
Hudson occasionally passing through 
a street in which nearly a year ago 
Ethel Mollett had been concealed 
from the police. But where Sherlock 
Holmes might have failed, blind coin
cidence triumphed. The million-to
one chance turned up in the form of 
a telegram delivered one Thursday 
afternoon at the little house in Guild
ford. 

"Have had another attack am bet
ter now and no need to worry but 
please come and help me home at 7 
Walsall Place. Mary." 

No. 7! This echo from the past 
was, to say the least, disturbing. If 
he were to go there, it was just pos
sible that Mrs. Sidwell, the landlady, 
might recognize him. She might pos
sibly reveal the fact that he had lived 
there with another woman, ostensibly 
his wife. But there was no need, 
George assured himself, to lose his 
head. 

He went to the doctor who lived in 
the same road, told him what had 
happened, and asked him to go up to 
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Waterloo and bring Mrs. Hudson 
home - in case she should need medi
cal attention on the way. 

She would not, the doctor asserted, 
need medical attention on the way. 
He had other cases on hand and did 
not feel j ustified in doing a job that 
Mr. Hudson himself could do per� 
fectly well. · 

"All right, then, I'd better go my
self," said George - but did not go. 
Instead, he sent the cook - who re
turned out of temper close upon mid
night unaccompanied by her mistress. 

Mrs. Hudson, she reported, had 
had a second attack and although 
she had recovered, she had no confi
dence in her ability to accomplish 
the journey home without her hus
band. 

George did nothing that night nor 
the following morning. About midday 
came another long telegram, urging 
him to come at once and help her 
home. He showed it to the cook who 
pointed out that it would be useless 
for her to make a second journey. 

"All right, then, I'd better go my
self," said George for the second time 
and, being short of loose cash, bor
rowed eight shillings from the cook 
and left the house. 

But he did not go to Walsall Place. 
He went to a boarding house in 
Bloomsbury and lay low for a week, 
assuming that his wife would go home 
by herself. The newspapers at that 
time were making much of the Baroda 
case (a case of lapsed memory), and 
he intended to say that he had set out 
for Walsall Place and that before 

arriving he, like the notorious Baroda, 
had suffered a lapse of memory. 

It does not seem to have occurred 
to George Hudson that his wife was 
genuinely fond of him. Alternatively, 
he does not seem to have guessed 
that a reasonably loving wife would 
be, not offended, but alarmed. 

A confused exchange of telegrams 
was followed by a reappearance of the 
cook at Walsall Place. Nothing but an 
accident or worse, asserted Mrs. Hud
son, could have prevented George 
from coming to her aid. What more 
natural, therefore, than that, before 
returning home with the cook, she 
should inform the police of her hus
band's mysterious disappearance. 

A t  Scotlan d  Y a rd t he name 
"George Hudson,'' came indirectly 
to the notice of Sergeant Haskins, 
who a year ago had been employed 
in the search for Ethel Mollett. It 
was a funny thing, he thought, that 
now it should be George's turn to 
disappear - but it was no more than 
a funny thing. On the face of it there 
could be no logical connection be
tween the two events. And it was 
nothing but sheer red tape which 
compelled him to send a memo to the 
Department of Dead Ends. 

The hospitals yielding no informa
tion, Haskins took the train to Guild
ford and there saw among others the 
doctor and the cook. 

"Looks like one of these cases of a 
lapse of memory !" thought the Ser
geant who had also read about Baroda. 

But, lapse of memory or not, 
George could not live for very long 
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on the cook's eight shillings; so to be 
on the safe side, Haskins interviewed 
the manager of George's bank. 

Two days later Haskins was in
formed by telephone that Hudson's 
check for £ r o had been cleared 
through the account of a boarding 
house in Bloomsbury. Haskins sent 
a junior to the boarding house, who 
presently telephoned that George had 
just sat down to lunch. 

The chase was at an end and the 
Department of Dead Ends was duly 
informed that the case was solved. 

Superintendent Tarrant applied the 
old formula of assuming that a logical 
connection existed between events 
palpably unconnected. 

Applying the formula, a conclusion 
emerged - that George had shown a 
calculated and systematic unwilling
ness to call at No. 7 Walsall Place. 
And by means of this kind of semi
scientific guesswork, on which the 
theory of the department was based, 
Tarrant guessed that George Hud
son's unwillingness was concerned with 
the disappearance of Ethel Mollett. 

He instructed one of his own jun
iors to bring Mrs. Sidwell, the land
lady, without fail to the Yard at 
three o'clock - and a t  three o'clock 
he himself walked in with an amiably 
chattering George Hudson, osten
sibly to settle some formality in 
regard to his "disappearance." 

On the way to Tarrant's room the 
unsuspecting George was seen and 
recognized by Mrs. Sidwell. The sup
posed formality was soon completed 
and George departed to make the best 

job he could of the lapse-of-memory 
story to his devoted wife. 

But a double relief of plainclothes 
men were told off to escort George 
unobtrusively to Guildford, and to 
keep a watch on him. 

In the meantime Superintendent 
Tarrant learned from Mrs. Sidwell 
that George Hudson, under the name 
of Wall, had lived at her house with 
a young woman - at the very time· 
when he was playing the grief-stricken 
lover and urging the Yard to re
double their efforts to find his missing 
bride-to-be, Ethel Mollett. 

Where did the couple go when 
they left her? Mrs. Sidwell was sure 
she couldn't say, but she had heard 
them talking about a house they had 
seen once and were going to see again. 
She did not know where the house 
was, but she thought you must go to 
it from Waterloo Station, as they 
had run from her house to catch the 
train on the first occasion. 

A police circular was promptly sent 
to all the police stations on the line 
within one hundred miles of London, 
instructing them to make inquiries of 
all their local house agents. 

Two days later Superintendent 
Tarrant was talking to the Surbiton 
house agent who told him all he 
knew of "Mr. Wall," bringing in, 
almost as an afterthought, the story of 
the proposed fish pond. 

That afternoon, by the courteous 
permission of the dentist, who still 
tenanted the house, Scotland Yard 
began digging. . 

Hudson was hanged in August. 
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T. M. McDade's "Let Me Help You With Your Murders" is one of the 
eleven "first stories" which won special awards in last year's contest. De
spite its comparative brevity the tale is loaded with ingenious gimmicks -
indeed, there are enough for more than one story of the gimmick-type. But 
although studded with trick devices, Mr. McDade's tale has an altogether 
different appeal: it is a kind of detective story rarely come upon these down
to-earth days - a story which combines ferreting with fancy, clues with 
clever conceits, wickedness with whimsy. And this is all the more surprising 
when you consider the author's background. . 

T. M. McDade is just past 40 - a lawyer and an accountant by pro
fession, but not the sedentary variety of office-worker. Blazes, no! For five 
years Mr. McDade earned his living as a G-man, and while with the 
F.B.I., in the I9JOS, he investigated real-life crime and tracked down real
life criminals. He was a member of the famous JODIL squad (code word for 
the john Dillinger manhunt) and of the equally famous BREKID squad 
(code word for the Bremer kidnaping), both operating out of Chicago; and 
during the ctmrse of this derring·do he survived more than a Jew shooting 
scrapes - which is something to marvel at, since the McDade possesses a 
6-joot·4 physique, no small target for a ruthless hood with a handy rod. 

In 1938 he joined a law firm which represented bonding companies, thus 
furthering his k?zowledge of embezzlement techniques, including check kiting 
and deposit lapping. The war drew him into the Army, advancing his edu
cation in mass murder, among other grand-scale criminalities. He was 
given the assignment of reorganizing the M ani/a Police Department, and 
later, while on the beach at New Guinea, he began writing. 

Now, you would think that a man of that experience and training would 
write the most realistic of stories - crime in the raw and authentic police 
procedure. Yet Mr. McDade's first story in print is exactly the opposite. 
Not that whimsy is not welcome - but we urge Mr. McDade to draw on 
his own marvelous background for future story material; we warrant that 
an F.B.I. tale by Mr. McDade will have the ring of 'tee truth in it, and the 
ring of truth has been, is, and always will be the priceless ingredient . . • 

LE T ME HE L P  W I TH Y O U R  M U R DE R S  

by T. M. McDADE 

T
HE man with the derby perched 
on the back of his head shifted 

his weight forward and the front legs 
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of the tilted chair hit the floor with 
the full force of his two hundred 
pounds. 
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"Well, I'll be -" he said to his 

companion. "Listen to this ad, Joe." 

MURDER- Let me help you 
with your murders. Clues and 
alibis arranged. Forget about 
fingerprints and the locked room. 
Use the modern technique. Vivid, 
dramatic, insoluble. 
Schmid, su East 44th Street. 

"Do you think that means what it 
says, Joe ?" 

The only other occupant of the 
bare quarters of the midtown Homi
cide Squad had a long solemn face the 
shape of an egg. He was in no hurry 
to reply, but looked thoughtfully at 
the ceiling. 

"What paper is that printed in, 
Bill?" he asked at last, as he beat his 
pipe into the palm of his hand. 

Bill thumbed his way back through 
the pages and scrutinized the title. 

"It says The Saturday Review of Lit
erature. It's something Mason left 
around. It's full of screwy ads." 

Joe studied the stem of his pipe, 
trying to guess how soon he would 
bite through it. 

"Sounds kind of queer, though it's 
too obvious for the real thing. We 
might look in on Mr. Schmid just to 
kill some time. We don't seem to be 
making much headway in the Van 
Riper case." 

At the mention of this case Bill 
made a grimace. Solving homicides 
was hard enough, but when you 
weren't sure whether you had a homi
cide or a death from natural causes, 

it almost made you wish you were 
back on the Safe and Loft Squad. 

They had only a few blocks to 
drive and as they left their car they 
noted the building in which Schmid 
had his office. It was an old tenement 
which had not kept pace with the fire 
laws and which continued in use only 
by effrontery and a liberal fee to the 
building inspector. On the third floor 
they could j ust make out in the gloom 
the words A. Schmid, Agent on the 
frosted door. 

A tiny man j umped from behind a 
typewriter to greet them. They got a 
general impression of pink cheeks, 
white hair, and an immaculate starched 
shirt with a collar of the Herbert 
Hoover vintage. Odd-shaped glasses 
and bright blue eyes gave him the 
appearance of Foxy Grandpa. 

"Gentlemen, gentlemen, what can 
I do for you ?" he asked. 

"My name is Kelly," said Joe, "and 
this is my friend and partner, Harris," 
waving in the general direction of BilL 
"We are interested in your ad in 
The Saturday Review of Literature." 
He produced the. magazine as though 
to prove that he actually read it. 
"Are you Mr. Schmid?" 

"Yes, I am." The blue eyes jumped 
from one to the other. "Come in and 
sit down, won't you ? It's a good ad, 
isn't it? I wrote it myself. Quite a 
few people have read it and come to 
me for help." 

"About murders ?" asked Bill hope� 
fully. 

"Oh, yes. About murders and other 
problems. Personally, I prefer murder 
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- much the most interesting. And 
then, of course, it pays better. Don't 
you think so?" The white head 
bobbed at each of them as he spoke. 

"I suppose it does," said Kelly. 
"Tell me, what do you do for your 
clients?" 

"I'm glad you asked that," said 
Schmid. "People get such queer ideas 
about the services an agent renders." 
His eyes said plainly that he hoped 
that they were not the kind of people 
who had "queer ideas." 

"Let us say that you have a special 
problem with your murder," he con
tinued, "disposing of the body, for 
instance, or leaving clues to incrimi
nate someone else. \Veil, that's where 
I come in. I have a really fertile imagi
nation and lots of originality. I'm not 
really boasting." He smiled at them a 
little shyly. "I can refer you to many 
of my successful cases." 

"Like what?" asked Harris curi
ously. 

"Well, take Murder by Magic," said 
the old man. "In that case -" 

"Wait. What's that murder by 
magic business?" Harris was puzzled 
and as a result sounded a little 
truculent. 

"Why, that is the name of the book. 
In that story I . . .  " 

"Book,'' ejaculated Harris. ' 'Cripes, 
I thought . . .  " 

"I see," interposed Kelly, cutting 
short Harris's confession of ignorance. 
"You help detective-story writers 
with their plots?" 

"\Veil, sometimes, but not usually." 
The little man was quite anxious to 

explain his art. "Plot doesn't mean 
much in the modern detective story. 
What you really need is a batch of 
good clues. Have you noticed how they 
advertise murder stories these days? 
On the jacket it will say : 

'This book is abou t 
A child's slate 

A Japanese Ian tern 
A Brueghel reproduction 

A missing sandwich 
A dead mouse.' 

Those clues are the meat of the story. 
Given a good list of clues, any hack 
writer can throw them together into a 
story." 

He glanced at Harris who had lost 
interest and decided to concentrate on 
Kelly who did not look bored. 

"Is that all you do," asked the lat
ter, ''just make up a list of items like 
that and let someone else write the 
book?" 

"Oh, no. There's much more to it 
than that. You see, each clue is a sort 
of paradox in itself. I t  seems to suggest 
one thing, but it actually means 
another." 

"For instance," broke in Kelly. 
The old man searched the ceiling 

for a moment as he sought a reply that 
would make himself clear. 

"Take this one, for instance. In 
Murder on Wheels the body is found 
in a locked automobile. I t  is impor
tant to know whether he was shot 
from within the car or from the out
side. A ·45 calibre bullet is found in 
the body. There is a hole in one win
dow, but it is too small for a ·45 bullet 
to have passed through. Now on that 
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evidence you'd say that it was not 
the hole made by the bullet which 
killed him, wouldn't you?" The ques
tion was thrown at Kelly. 

"Well, I suppose so. If the hole in 
the glass is smaller than the bullet, 
it must have been made by something 
else - perhaps a smaller calibre bul
let." Kelly felt safe in being logical. 

"Exactly," said Schmid, j umping 
up in glee. "And you'd be wrong. 
Because the murder bullet did go 
through that smaller hole! Shall I tell 
you how ?" 

This time even Harris looked up 
expectantly. 

"Because glass bends when it's hit 
and the shatterproof glass in cars will 
bulge backwards as much as a couple 
of inches while a bullet is passing 
through it. When so bent, the hole is 
a bit larger than when the glass has 
sprung back into shape. Then the hole 
is too small for the same bullet to be 
pushed through." 

The old man was quite pleased with 
the effect of this revelation. Harris 
muttered, "Well, I'll be -" and 
looked wonderingly at the agent. 

"And you sold that idea to someone 
who put it in a book?" asked Kelly. 

"And got paid for it?" added Harris. 
"Naturally I got paid for it. Of 

course, what I get depends on how 
many clues I give and how good they 
are. Some may be the key to the whole 
story, others are just red herrings." 
Schmid was warming up to his sub
ject; having overcome their indiffer
ence he was anxious to hold their 
attention. He continued. 

"Now in The Case of the Careless 
Corpse I planted only three or four 
items, but each gave the story a twist 
and added greatly to the interest." 

"For instance?" asked Harris. It  
occurred to him that there might be 
something to be learned from the old 
man. Schmid went on. 

"The odor of cedar wood on the 
murdered man's hands suggested a 
cedar closet, a carpenter shop, and 
several other possi hili ties. Actually, 
he'd emptied a pencil sharpener 
shortly before he aied. Have you ever 
noticed the smell of cedar in pencil 
shavings? Then at another point in 
the story a man and his wife left their 
home together and something a 
neighbor told the detective made him 
realize that they did not intend to re
turn together." 

"What was that?" asked Kelly. 
Schmid smiled. It was getting to be 

a sort of game. 
"Oh, they were both carrying um

brellas. As simple as that. It is sur
prising how much you can build up a 
story on a little device like that - as 
a matter of fact, they are the whole 
story. One author did write a whole 
book around a single clue I sold him. 
Did you read The Peek-a-Boo Mur
ders?" 

. He looked from Kelly to Harris, 
each of whom shook his head. 

"In that story the murder was com
mitted in an office to which the victim 
had a private entrance. There were 
several suspects, some with alibis. One 
suspect could not have known the 
victim was in the office because of the 
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private entrance and the layout. It . 
had but one window and that was 
frosted glass. I won't go into all the 
details, but the point was that the 
suspect had to know the victim was in 
the room at a certain moment and 
he learned this by looking into the 
room through the frosted-glass win
dow." 

Schmid paused to let the idea sink 
into their minds. 

"Some kind of radar," suggested 
Harris. 

Schmid smiled. "No, no," he pro
tested. "I like to keep things simple 
and practical. Do you know that all 
you have to do to look through frosted 
glass is to place a piece qf Scotch tape 
over the frosted side? Do that and 
immediately that piece of glass be
comes transparent. Look." 

He took them to the door they had 
entered and they then noticed a small 
transparent strip in one corner of the 
pane. Harris peeked through and 
swore. 

"That's the darndest thing I ever 
saw," he said. 

"What happens if you take it off?" 
asked Kelly, as he edged his partner 
away to peek through it himself. 

"Why it goes back the way it was 
it becomes translucent again. Don't 
ask me why it happens. Something to 
do with the bending of light rays, I 
suppose." 

They were grouped around the door 
and Harris had begun to move out 
into the hall. The subject seemed to 
have petered out. The detectives had 
had their interest satisfied, but the 

little agent was reluctant to stop 
talking. 

"Thanks for all the information," 
said Kelly. "I don't think there is 
anything you can do for us right now. 
We were looking for something big
ger." 

Schmid pressed on. "Oh, I've done 
more than the details of some jobs. A 
couple of weeks ago I worked out a 
plot and all the details for a story in 
which the victim was killed in his 
office while seated at his desk. It  had 
quite a macabre twist to it. I sold that 
idea and it's being written now." 

Kelly asked the question out of 
courtesy ; he was no longer interested. 
He could stand only so much fiction. 

"What was the idea, Mr. Schmid?" 
The old man smiled. 
"Well, I can't tell you all about it, 

because you see it's not my property 
now. But the joke is that the man is 
murdered at his desk -:- by drown
ing." 

"Drowning ! "  Both men echoed the 
old man's last word. 

Harris turned to Kelly. 
"That's what the medical examiner 

said about Van Riper. Remember? 
He said it sounded silly, but it looked 
as thou

.
gh he had been drowned while 

sitting at his desk in his office." They 
stared at one another, forgetting the 
agent in their surprise. 

"Yes, he said there was some evi
dence of suffocation, traces of water 
in the lungs, and him dead with his 
head on his desk blotter. So he called 
it a stroke but was still worried about 
those queer bits that didn't fit." 
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They looked at Schmid who, al· 

though he had heard their remarks, 
seemed not to have given them any 
significance apart from his own story. 

"That's true," he said. "There 
would be traces and perhaps enough to 
make a few inquiries, but really noth
ing to get your teeth into. I've always 
said that you don't have to make a 
murder fool-proof- just a reasonable 
margin of safety, such as you'd exer
cise crossing a dangerous corner. 
There's always an element of risk. 
Now in sending the flowers . . . " 

Kelly turned to Harris. "There 
were flowers in that room, weren't 
there ?" 

Harris skimmed through a small 
notebook and found the note he was 
looking for. 

"Yes, here it is. Flowers were de
livered that morning. No card, but we 
didn't check that because it didn't 
seem important. Van Riper's secre
tary put them in a bowl. She called 
them some kind of roses." 

"Rosemary - for remembrance," 
cut in Schmid, "exactly. Why that's 
my story ! - even to the flowers. I 
hope someone hasn't written it al
ready. It's so embarrassing to the 
clients." 

Kelly grasped Schmid firmly by the 
arm and led him back to his desk. 

"Look, Schmid," he said. "We're 
the police. Something has happened 
and we want you to tell us all about 
this little plot of yours, how it works, 
who you sold it to, and everything. 
Understand?" 

The old man's face showed disap· 

pointment rather than any surprise. 
"Why, of course," he said, "any

thing to help you. But I assure you 
that the idea is original with me. If 
someone else tried to use that idea, it 
was stolen.'' 

"Perhaps - or bought it from you. 
But go on and tell us about your 
idea." 

"Well, it's quite simple. First, you 
drug your victim with a cigarette or 
some mild soporific in a drink. That is 
not difficult and a subsequent analy
sis will show only in traces and never 
enough to cause serious harm. Then 
you take the flowers out of the flower 
bowl and rest the face of the uncon
scious victim in the bowl. He drowns 
in his own office. A bizarre touch. Of 
course, death is due to asphyxiation, 
but there is no evidence of the usual 
forceful suffocation. No fluff in the 
lungs from the pillow, no marks on the 
throat·- quite clean. After he stops 
breathing, you wipe off his face, re
place the flowers in the bowl, and 
there you are." 

"By George," said Harris, "it fits! 
The shape of the bowl, the mild drug 
- everything." 

"Tell me," asked Kelly, "do you 
know the fellow you sold this story 
to?" He tried to sound casual. 

"He was not one of my regular 
clients," said Schmid. "He came in, 
said he had read the ad, and asked for 
some help. He paid me in cash and 
said I would get a bonus if the idea 
workeq out. Let me see, where did I 
put his address?" He pulled out one 
of the drawers of the desk and began 
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poking through a litter of paper, 
cards, and envelopes. 

the world did you get his picture?' 
The question went unanswered. 

"Here it is. Abercrombie, Thad· 
deus P. Address - 241 West 29th 
Street." 

"What kind of a looking chap was 
he?" asked Harris. 

"Oh, he was a good-looking fellow, 
quite short with blond wavy hair and 
a nice smile." 

Kelly gestured to Harris who 
thumbed through some papers in a 
wallet and selected a photograph 
across the back of which was typed, 
"Arthur J. Van Riper, Jr." He passed 
it  to Schmid who, immediately ex
claimed, "My goodness, how extraord
inary! That's the very person. How in 

The two detectives got up and started 
to leave. 

"Mr. Schmid," said Kelly, "you've 
been a great help. We have to go now 
but we will be back soon and talk to 
you a little more about this." 

At the door an afterthought made 
him turn and add, "You ought to be 
more careful to whom you sell your 
material, Mr. Schmid. You should 
make sure they are really writers." 

The little man threw up his hands. 
"But I did," he said. "I knew he 

was a writer. Why, he showed me his 
rejection slips from Ellery Queen's 
Mystery Magazine." 

FOR MYSTERY FANS - these swiftly-paced mystery-thrillers 
are now on sale at your newsstand: 

A MERCURY MYSTERY - "The King and the Corpse," by 
Max Murray. Abridged edition. "Murder with wartime roots, 
considerable Wodehousian comedy, sundry spots of excitement, 
agreeably skittish royalty," reports The Saturday Review of Lit
erature. 

BESTSELLER MYSTERY - "The Book of the Lion," by Eliz
abeth Daly. "Another top-flight Elizabeth Daly story," says 
The New York Times. 

A JoNATHAN PRESS MYSTERY - "The 3-13 Murders," by 
Thomas B .  Black. "There is something doing on every page of 
this book, and it usually is something lethal," comments The 
New York Times. 

These volumes, published by THE AMERICAN MERCURY, which 
also publishes ELLERY QuEEN's MYSTERY MAGAZINE, have 
been carefully chosen and edited by a staff of mystery experts. 
Fans everywhere acclaim Mercury Mystery books as "tops!" 



. O N LY THE F O O L S  G E T  C A U GHT 

by WALTER DURANTY 

O
NLY the fools get caught," said 

Vanderlyne; "this smuggling 
business is so easy, really, if you know 
how to handle it. Anything's easy 
when you know how, and I know 
smug�ing. It's easy, I tell you, if you 
watch your step and aren't too greedy. 
,It's only the fools who get caught." 

He was a stocky little Flamand. 
Belgium is one of the smallest of 
world nations but in it there are two 
peoples and two languages, the Wal
loons and the Flamands, or Flemish. 
The former are aristocratic and digni
fied and rather French, but perhaps 
not quite so strong as their ancestors. 
Th� latter are as tough as their blood 
brothers in Holland and the Frisian 
Islan.ds, thick sturdy people born in 
mud and fog, with a thick muddy lan
guage, but very strong and resistant, 
and impervious to the blows of Fate. 

I first met Vanderlyne in Finland 
in 1 9 1 9. Somehow or other he had 
bad himself appointed official courier 
traveling to Helsingfors. It was occa
sionally risky in those days of Civil 
War and uncomfortable always, but 
what did he care for that? He had 
his courier's pass - that was what he 
cared for. His courier bag was sealed 
with leaden seals and inviolate ac
�or�ing to diplomatic usage, but in 
theory his personal baggage was liable 
to customs inspection. In practice the 

courier pass took him through with
out scrutiny at any frontier. That 
was the point of his game and he knew 
how to play it. . .  

We traveled from Abo to Hel
singfors together; we had met in the 
smoking room of the boat from Stock
holm ·and made friends over our 
drinks. It ' \Vas reported that there 
were loose mines in the channel, and 
somehow it seemed to us both that to 
sit up and .drink whiskies and sodas 
was a better · defense against mines 
than lying alone in a cabin and trying 
nervoHsly to sleep. 

At Aop I ha:d no place reserved and 
the trairi 

·was full, so Vanderlyne of
fered me ·half of the coupe that was 
held for him · as a courier. And we 
shared a room in Helsingfors in the 
only hotel then fit for foreign occupa
tion, which was crowded to the roof. 
Thus we be.came good friends. We 
both were young, and when you'te 
young you make friends easily. It 
was the s�cond night in Helsingfors 
that h� told rile.about his smuggling. 

"You see that suitcase," he said, 
pointing over to the corner. "That's 
full of silk stockings and lingerie. Cost 
me three thousand Danish krone, say 
five hundred dollars of your money. 
I bought . the stuff in Copenhagen, 
and I can sell it here for ten thousand 
krone � m9re than fifteen hundred 

. . . .  
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dollars. My trip costs a hundred and pression,'1 he said, "it's spoiled every, 
fifty · krone each way - I pay that thing. · I had a fortune right at my 
·myself- which leaves me a profit of fingertips and then . • •  " He leaned 
more than a thousand dollars on a forward confidentially. "You know," 
journey that only lasts a week. At  that he said, "I don't like risks. Onlv fools 
I may be able to pick up here some take risks and it's the fools who get 
platinum or' objets d'art - that may caught, but in '29, at the beginning of 
double my profit. I tell you it's easy." October, I took a risk. I don't mean a 

It was seven years before I met him risk Of getting caught - I'd fixed 
again, in Paris this time, in 1 926. He that watertight - but a money risk. 
was a little heavier and much better I mean l took diamonds over to New 
dressed, but the instinctive sympathy York with :my own money. I bought 
which had played between us in Fin, seventy thousand dollars worth of 
land was strong as ever. Life's like diamonds in Amsterdam, worth a 
that sometimes - you meet someone hundred thot!Sand or more in the 
you've never seeo before and you're United States on account of the duty, 
friends with him quite quickly and thirty,three per cent ad valorem, and 
then you don't see him again for ages, damn it, man, I had the thing so 
but when you do meet it's just as be, neatly fixed. I t  was really watertight, 
fore - you know you're still friends. like this. I bought a round-trip ticket 

He took me to dinner at LaRue's on the _Mauretania, cabin to myself 
and wouldn't let me pay a cent. "This and all,' c.ost seven hundred dollars, 
is my evening," he said. "I'm hitting but what was that? During the voyage 
i t  hard these days, running stock I took my_ little fret-saw and cut out 
certificates and bonds in and out of a piece in the panel under the bed 
France. I made a killing six months and popped my diamonds in behind it 
ago with Royal Dutch certificates, and · left 'them there. Then I went 
bringing them in from London to the ashore and had a good time in New 
French Bourse. And now that the York and saw my friends. One of them 
franc is dropping, I slide out interna, was a big jewel merchant of the kind 
tiona! securities to London. They pay who asks no questions as long as he gets 
me five percent on each consignment, the stones. I had dealt with him be, 
and my last trip I took five million fore and knew that I could trust him. 
francs worth. It's risky but it's worth · A couple of days later I go back on the 
it." · Mauretania ..:._of course I've already 

I thought he was a little too plump · arra,nged to have the saine cabin 
and a little too sure of himself, but we · and this fri�nd of mine, the jewel 
had a pleasant evening. broker, comes down to see me off. It's 

The next time I saw Vanderlyne the easiest thing in the world to open 
was ·in '32 in Berlin. He was thinner up t�e little· panel and get the stones 
and less cheerful. "This damned De- · out� He puts them in his overcoat 
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pocket and goes off with the rest of 
the crowd when the 'all-ashore' 
sounds. No risk for anyone, but thirty 
thousand dollars for Julius B. Vander
lyne, that's me." 

"Sounds good," I admitted, "but 
what went wrong?" 

"This damned Depression," said 
Vanderlyne bitterly. "Would you be
lieve it, the Market broke the very 
next day and went on breaking. I t  
ain't done breaking yet, if I ' m  any 
judge. And me, I couldn't wait, I had 
to sell those stones, I needed the 
money. Got forty thousand for them 
finally, and that just covered my 
margins for one week. I tell you, man, 
in those· days I thought I might be 
rich, but now I'm not so greedy - all 
I want is a nice little monthly in
come." 

One Saturday night in Antwerp in '35 I met Vanderlyne again in a dance 
hall called the Globe, jammed full of 
people sitting in each other's pockets, 
the air so thick you could hardly see 
the orchestra, which was banging 
away like a battleship firing salvos. 
He was sitting in the corner with a 
nice quiet round little woman in her 
early thirties, and he hailed me at 
once when I came in. 

"I want you to meet my wife," he 
said. "We've been married three years 
this Christmas and you ought to see 
the youngster. He's only eighteen 
months, but he talks French and 
Flemish and can run like a greyhound. 
Look, what do you think of these?" 
- and he showed me a dozen pictures 
of a happy smiling baby, naked and 

sturdy. I made the appropriate re
marks and asked how was business. 
"Smooth as silk," Vanderlyne replied, 
"no more risks for yours truly. I tell 
you, old man, I've found the answer 
- small profits, quick returns, and no 
risks. Only the fools get caught, and 
I'm no fool." 

He ordered beer for the three of us 
- they drink a lot of beer in Ant
werp - and explained his system. 

"Razor blades and crystals of 
menthol," he said, " that's the racket 
nowadays. Not greedy nor extrava
gant, just a neat little game with a 
modest little profit of five thousand 
francs a month. 

"I'll tell you how it's worked. I 
have a friend in Berlin who buys the 
stuff there and travels down on the 
night train in a Wagon-Lits compart
ment to Cologne. He unpicks a corner 
of the upholstery in the compartment, 
pulls out some of the stuffing, and puts 
in the box of razor blades or the bottle 
of crystals, and sews it up again neatly. 
At Cologne he gets out and the car 
goes on to Aachen across the Belgian 
border. At Liege I climb aboard the 
train - you understand that I have a 
sideline job as traveling salesman for 
a coffee-machine outfit - and I say 
that I want to ride in the Wagon-Lits 
car because I'm rather tired and have 
some accounts to write up, or what
not. 

"I know what compartment the 
stuff's hidden in, so I take that one 
it's easy enough to arrange. I unpick 
the upholstery, take out my little 
packet, put back a handful of horse-
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hair, and sew her up again, as easy as 
that: But with four trips a month I 
have my profit of five thousand francs 
- nothing to write home about but 
enough to live upon, which is all I 
want nowadays. I mean, you see, it's 
a variation of the trick I did with the 
diamonds on the Mauretania. There's 
no risk and mighty little expense, and 
the thing is fool-proof. It's only the 
fools who get caught." 

He rubbed his chin reflectively and 
added with a somewhat rueful look 
or perhaps I was mistaken - "I could 
do the :;arne thing with cocaine, you 
know, but dope is nasty stuff to han· 
die, and dangerous. Besides, Yvette 
here doesn't like it. She hates the idea 
of doing it, don't you, darling?" 

His wife, who until then had said 
little, made it quite clear that Julie, 
as she called him, would never smug
gle dope as long as she had anything 
to say about it, and it seemed she 
had a lot to say. 

For the first time I envied him 
his wife and his little son, his house 
near Antwerp, and the Ford car, and 
his fool-proof racket which brought 
him the modest competence which 
every bourgeois so ardently desires. 

Three months later I saw a piece in 
a Brussels newspaper. It was short, and 
to me quite sad. The headlines ran, 
Notorious Smuggler Caught Redhanded, 
and here was what followed: . 

"Julius B. Vanderlyne was today 
sentenced to twelve months imprison
ment and a fine of Ioo,ooo francs for 
violation of the customs regulations. 
Investigation showed that he had been 

defrauding the customs consistently 
over a term of years. His method was 
ingenious; a confederate on the Ger
man side of the border secreted.smug
gled goods in the upholstery of 
a sleeping•car compartment, which 
Vanderlyne occupied after the border 

· had been crossed, during the journey 
from Liege to Brussels. On December 
I of this year, however, an elderly 
lady, the Baroness de Brunen, entered 
the train at' Aachen on the German
Belgian frontier and occupied the 
compartment in question. As the con
ductor came . to examine her ticket, 
Madame de Brunen was taking off her 
bonnet, which was secured by hatpins. 
She asked the conductor to put the 
bonnet on the rack, and turning, at
tempted to place the hatpins in the 
upholstery beside her. The pin struck 
a hard object, somewhat to the annoy
ance of the Baroness, who said to the 
conductor, 'Your {:_ushions are de
plorable ; this one is hard as iron.' The 
conductor took the hatpin and im
mediately dis!=overed that there was 
some solid object secreted in the 
cushion. He asked the Baroness to 
move to another cc:>mpartment and 
summoned one of the Belgian customs 
officials who had not yer left the train. 
They found a packet of five hundred 
dozen razor blades secreted in the up
holstery. The customs official replaced 
the packet and · waited to see what 
would happen . .  A t  Liege the compart� 
ment was entered by the man, Vander
lyne, who was iater arrested with the 
smuggled goods· in · his possession. In
quiry showed that smuggling was his 
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main source of income, and it is  esti
mated that in the course of the last 
few years he has defrauded the Belgian 
authorities of no less than 200,000 
francs." 

There was nothing I could do about 
it, but as it happened I knew the 
warden of the Antwerp prison to 
which my friend was sent to serve his 
sentence. 1 asked if I might see him 
and bring him cigarettes and other 
minor comforts. The Belgians are a 
humane people and my request was 
granted. 

Vanderlyne was less downcast than 
I had expec ted. "It's not so bad as 
all that," he said, "and after all I still 
have money i n  the bank despite that 
heavy fine. But I can't do business i n  
Belgium any more, that's certain, and 
it won't be nice for my boy to think 

NEXT MONTH . . .  

that his father was in prison. I'm plan
ning to go to Mexico; they say that 
there is a most lucrative trade in 
running Chinese across the border into 
the United States. Of course, there's 
always the White Slave business in 
Argentina, but my wife wouldn't like 
that. You know what she is," - he 
shook his head sadly - "no dope and 
no White Slaves." 

I found him a little too complacent.  
" I  thought you said," I remarked ma
liciously, "that only the fools get 
caught." 

He grinned at me unabashed. "And 
wasn't I a fool, "  he retorted, "to for
get that elderly ladies who wear 
Queen Mary bonnets have to hold 
them on with hatpins. What a fool I 
was to forget that! It's just as I told 
you, only the fools get caught." 

ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE will bring you: 

Cornell Woolrich's ? 
Helen McCloy's THE SINGING DIAMONDS 
Margery Allingham's EviDENCE IN CAMERA 
Damon Runyon's CEMETERY BArT 
Stewart Edward White's THE Two-GuN MAN 
Freeman Wills Crofts's THE GREUZE GIRL 

And, in addition, we offer you another EQMM "first story" - Vinnie 
J-Villiams's A MAnER OF THE TAx PAYERs' MoNEY. 



THE MA N � FA CE TED F R A NK 

Frank Gruber sold his .first story in 1927 to a Sunday 
School paper-for the magnificent sum of$3.50. He 
then got a job as editor of a trade paper, and edited 
various farm and business journals until 1934, when 
he quit to become a full�time writer. In .the next ·six 
years he sold more than 300 stories. His first book 
a western titled PEACE MARSHAL - was published in 
19 39; his first mystery nove/ - THE FRENCH K�Y -

appeared in 1940. Since then he has written 28 books 
- 6 western-historical novels, 1 autobiographical 

novel, and 21 mysteries. Ofthe 21 mystery novels, r2ftaturehis best-kpown 
detective character, Johnny Fletcher, 3 are Simon Lash stories, 2 Otis 
Beagle, and the remaining 4 are "of just guys" . . .  Now, if this 'tee 
tintype makes you think of Frank Gruber as prolific, you don't know the 
half of it. 28 'full-length books and numerous short stories in less than ten 
years is a man's size job of writing if Frank did nothing else whatever, 
except catch a little shut-eye and bolt an occasional meal; but since 1942, 
when Mr. Gruber moved to Hollywood, he has sandwiched in no less than 
31 motion picture screenplays, of which his favorite (and with good reason) 
is the script of Eric Ambler's memorable ''Mask of Dimitrios." Add to all 
this a radio show and Mr. Gruber's other consuming interests, and we must 
rate Frank Gruber one of the really prodigious workers of our time. 

His other "consuming interests"? Western folk lore and book collecting 
- and it is Frank Gruber's pursuit of these happinesses that reveals the real 
stature of the man • • •  His interest in western folk lore goes back to his 
boyhood. As a kid on a Minnesota farm he used to buy paperback thrillers 
from Montgomery, Ward & Company -fiveforforty-three cents. Many 
of them dealt with the exploits of jesse James and other western outlaws. 
When years later Frank happened to drive through Nortlifield, Minnesota 
and saw some signs on buildings pertaining to jesse fames - Northfield · 

was the scene of jesse's only fiasco, when the Youngers were captured and 
three other members of the band were killed - it suddenly dawned on him 
that the Jesse james he had read about as a boy had been a real person. 
Frank got a biography off.]., just to see if the real Jesse had been anything 
like the blood-and-thunder one of the dime novels. That one book led to a 

flood of others, and in checking back on the real-life career of Jesse fames, 
Frankgot tangled in the western history of the Civil War, and from there it 
was no jump at all to become fascinated by the entire vast and variegated 
folk lore of the West. Indeed, it is no exaggeration whatever to describe 
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Frank Gruber as one of the best informed men in captivity on certain phases 
of Western history. Years ago Frank would think nothing of getting into his 
car and driving 1000 to 2000 miles to run down a clue on some obscure 
point in the life of, say, Billy the Kid; and today Frank owns an impressive 
and extensive collection of Western Americana. 

Then there is Frank's other book collecting • • .  He has one of the 
largest collections of Harry Castlemon, and the finest collection of Horatio 
Alger, Jr. But of these non-murderous matters more later - when tve bring 
you other stories by the many-faceted Frank. 

C AT A N D  M O U SE 

by FRANK GRUBER 

W
HEN I let myself into the 
apartment Tommy was 

slouched in the red leather easy chair. 
I said, "Hello" and he didn't even 
look up. I to�ed my hat on a table, lit 
a cigarette and sat down on the sofa. 

"You're horne early and you look 
like hell," I said, "so you had a fight 
with Ethel." 

He was biting his fingernails. He 
never uses a nail file because he never 
has any nails to file. They're always 
chewed right down to the quick. He 
kept on biting around at his thumb
nail, but his shaggy eyebrows rose and 
he looked at me. 

"It  was our last fight," he said. 
"We're through. Finished. "  He 
laughed. "She tied the can to me." 

"Oh, I dunno, Tommy," I said, 
trying to cheer him up. "You'n her 
have had spats before. You'll make 
up." 

"Not this time, Hank," he said. "I 
never told you what most of our fights 

have been about. I may· as well, now. 
I've had competition. And the com
petition won out. She's going to 
marry him. The big, greasy cluck!" 

"Tell me about it," I urged. I 
figured it'd make him feel better to 
get i t  off his chest. I didn't want him 
to mope around for a week. I've seen 
his spells before. Me, I'm a cheerful 
guy. I don't like crepe around the 
joint. 

Tommy examined what's left of his 
left thumb and started nibbling on 
the right. "The guy's name is Coch
rane, Bill Cochrane," he says. "You 
know me, Hank. I like a quiet movie. 
I never cared a helluva lot for goin' 
to a dance hall. But Ethel's nuts 
about dancing and this Bill Cochrane 
bozo practically lives at dance halls. 
He can even do the big apple or little 
banana or what-have-you." 

I shook my head. "So you been 
takin' it from her, huh?" · 

"Yeah. She's been dating this 
Copyright, 1938, by Pro-D istributors Publishing Company 
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Cochrane Wednesdays and Sundays 
and giving me only Saturdays. I 
couldn't stand it no more last night. I 
told her shehadda make up her mind 
which one of us she wanted. She said 
Cochrane." 

"So she gave you back the ring?" 
"She said Cochrane, but she didn't 

give back the ring. We had words and 
I walked out on her. The hell with 
the ring. She ... an keep it." 

"Well, Tommy," I said, "I only 
met Ethel a couple of times, but to 
tell you the truth I coulda told you 
you two couldn't have hit it off. So 
maybe it's just as well." 

"Yeah, Hank," he agreed, but his 
face got even lop.ger, "I know that, 
but I really went for her and it hurts." 

Well, the next day was Sunday and 
Tommy moped around all day. I laid 
low most of the day, even sitting 
through a double feature movie, plus 
Mickey Mouse and' newsreel, in the 
evening. 

When I got home he had the smoke 
in the place so thick you could cut it 
with a knife. He'd moved from the 
red leather chair to the sofa, but 
otherwise he looked just the same. 
Still grouching. . . . 

I got the mail in the morning -
Monday. There was a little package 
for Tommy. He was dressing to go to 
work and looking a little better but 
wh�n he saw the little box his pan fell 
a gam. 

"The ring," he said, "she's mailed it 
back to me." He opened the package 
and sure enough it was the ring. There 
was a little typed note with it, too. 

He read it  out loud: " 'Give it 
to the next one. My finger was 
turning green anyway !' Green! Why 
the --!" 

He threw the ring across the room 
and it hit the wall and bounced back 
to the other side. I spotted where it 
fell and after a minute picked it up. 
Then I took it to the bedroom and 
dropped it  in his dresser drawer. 
After all, I knew he paid $75.00 for 
the thing and no use letting the maid 
pick it up with the vacuum sweeper. 

Well, I went off to the mail-order 
house where I've got a job. I figured 
Tommy's gone to work, too, but 
when I got back to the flat around six 
thi�ty, he was parked on the sofa 
a gam. 

"What the hell?" I asked. "Didn't 
you go to work?" 

"No," he said, "I called 'em up 
and told 'em I was sick." 

"Over a dame," I snorted. "Come 
on, Tommy, pull yourself together. 
She wasn't worth that." 

"I know it," he said. "But I can't 
help it. I 'm that "Way, Hank." 

Then this guy poundeQ the door 
from outside. Tommy didn't even 
look toward it, so I went over and 
opened it. I didn't recognize him 
from Tommy's description because 
he was really not a bad-looking sort 
at all. 

"Tom Flood live here?'' he asked. 
Tommy got up when he heard the 

voice. He said, "What the hell, Coch
rane, what you want here?" 

Oh-oh, so it was Bill Cochrane, the 
successful rival. He came into the 
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living-room and I let the door swing 
shut. I figured maybe I better hang 
around. Cochrane was a pretty husky 
fellow. Weighed more than Tommy, 
but in the mood Tommy was in he'd 
probably try climbing this guy's 
frame and get his ears knocked down. 
And after all, a pal's a pal. 

"I came to· talk to )iOU about 
Ethel/' this Cochrane said. 

"Wliat for ?" snapped Tommy. 
"She gave me the gate, didn't she? 
What more do you want? She's all 
yours." 

"Is she? You were out with her 
Saturday night, weren't you?" Coch
rane looked kind of funny at Tommy. 

Tommy snorted. "I wasn't  out with 
her. I was up to her place and she 
told me off. Said she was gain' to go 
steady with you from now on. So 
what? You come around here to crow 
about it?" 

"No. I came to find out where 
Ethel is." 

Tommy blinked a t  Cochrane. 
"What?" he asked, surprised. "Why, 
you oughtta know more about that 
than me. Sunday night's yours, isn't 
it?" 

"It was. I had a date with her last 
night. But she wasn't home. I hung 
around all evening and she didn't 
show up. This morning I asked her 
landlady and she said she didn't see 
her all day yesterday. That's why I 
came here." 

"Now, wait a minute," Tommy. 
��. "Let's get this straight. Ethel 
stood you up. Well, she wasn' t  home 
anyway. So you come to see me. 

Why? I told you she threw me over, 
didn't I?" 

"Yeah," said Bill Cochrane. "But 
she told me lots of things about you. 
She said you was screwy. I know 
damn well she was scared stiff of you." 

I didn't blame Tommy for getting 
mad then. In fact, I was getting kind 
of sore at this Cochrane guy anyway. 
Tommy started for him. "Why, you 
greasy, dancin' -" he began. Then 
he stopped and a funny look came 
over his face. I looked at Cochrane 
and he had a rod in his fist! 

"Easy, Flood!" Cochrane said. 
"You come too close and I'll give 
you a dose of this." 

I figured it was time to put in my 
two-cents' worth. "Put away the 
roscoe, mug. Where do you think 
you are?" 

"I dunno," replied Cochrane. "But 
Ethel's told me things about this guy 
here and I bring along the gun just in 
case he tried to get funny with me." 

"Nuts," I said. "I've known Tommy 
for years. You don't need no gun to 
talk with him. Put it away. I know 
you two don't like each other, being 
stuck on the same girl, but you can 
talk it over without fireworks, can't 
you?" 

Cochrane gave me the once-over, 
then put the gun in his coat pocket. 
But he kept his hand close to it. "All 
right, Flood, let's talk i t  over 
without the rough stuff. You.,we.i:'e 
the last one to see Ethel." 

Tommy went back to the sofa. "I 
. .  saw her Saturday night. But I left� 
' her about ten. She broke our engage-
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mcnt - yeah, o n  account o f  you, 
she said. All right, I came home. 
Hank knows that. I was here when he 
got in around eleven thirty. Then 
this morning, she mails me back the 
nng." 

"That's right," I chimed in. " I  
saw him open i t .  She wrote a note 
with it." 

· 

"I got it," said Tommy. 
'Til take your word for that 

for the moment," said Cochrane. 
"But Mrs. Kleinman, her landlady, 
says she wasn't in her room at �ll  
yesterday." 

"Maybe she spent the day with 
some girl frien.d," Tommy said. • 

Cochrane shook his head. "No, I 
called up this Peggy who works with 
her at the dime store. She didn't see 
Ethel all day yesterday. And she 
didn't show up for work today." 

"That's nothing. I didn't go to 
work either. After all - well, me and 
her went together almost a year. 
:t\aturally i t  sorta busts you up. 
Maybe she felt the same way. " 

"And for that she should get her 
pay docked ?" snapped Bill Cochrane. 
"Hell, Ethel's measly twenty-five 
bucks a week didn't give her a chance 
to save any dough. She had a hard 
time payin' her room rent and gettin' 
her meals out of it." 

"Yeah, I know, ' ' admitted Tommy. 
"I bought her a lot of stuff for Christ
mas. Stocki ngs, underwear . . . .  " 

Then Bill Cochrane busted wide 
open. Which i f  Tommy'd stopped to 
think, he'd kno".:n he would. No guy 
likes to think of his girl haYin' had 

another guy buy underwear for her. 
"You dirty --" Cochrane yelped 

and started for Tommy. This time I 
stopped it.  I jumped in front of 
Cochrane and pushed him back. 
"Take i t  easy, pal !" I gave him. 
"Tommy and her was engaged. They 
were goin' to be married one time." 

Cochrane eased off. "All right, she 
had hard luck. A lousy, cheap job. 
Not much chance to meet the right 
sort of fellas. So she let herself be 
engaged. All right. But she talked to 
me about this guy and look - i f  I 
don't get any satisfaction I'm going 
to the cops." 

"What?" exclaimed Tommy and 
me both. 

"You heard me," Cochrane said 
grimly. "I know what I know and I 
got my suspicions. Ethel's disap
peared. And I know she didn't leave 
all her stuff in her room and hop a 
train to Florida or Hollywood. She's 
gone, and I want to know where she 
is. If I don't find out, the cops will." 

Tommy got up again and I talked 
quick to Cochrane. "Now, wait a 
minute, pardner. Are you hinting 
that Tommy might, well - that he 
did something to this Ethel?" 

"I'm not hinting," Cochrane came 
back. "Not any more. I'm saying it 
out loud. Ethel told me what a screw
ball this mug was. I know she was 
scared of him and I don't like the set
up none a-tall. I'm tellin' you -" 

By this time I couldn't hold Tommy 
back any more. He was frothing at the 
mouth and trying to get at Bill 
Cochrane. I had to wrestle around 
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with him a while and when I finally dresser drawer and discovered he'd 
gor him down on the sofa, Cochrane located the ring he'd tossed around 
had skipped, leaving the door wide that morning. Anyway, it wasn't 
open. there. He probably had it in his vest 

I walked across and closed the pocket. 
door. Then I came back to Tommy. I was straightening things out in 
"Tommy," I said, "that guy meant the closet when I came across some of 
it. He's gone to call the cops." Tommy's tools. I didn't think much 

"Let him," Tommy howled. "I about it at the time. Tommy was a 
ain't seen Ethel since Saturday night. sheet-metal worker and lots of times 
And say - was that guy meaning he went out on a job. When he fin� 
that maybe I knocked off Ethel? ished around quitting time, he usually 
Why the -" _ brought his tools home with him and 

I calmed him down. He even went took them down to the shop again in 
and combed his hair and put on his the morning. 
coat, so he wouldn't look so wild. After about an hour Tommy came 
And then Cochrane came back. Yeah, home. He was feeling more chipper 
with a cop. A dick. than I'd seen him since before Satur� 

Tommy held himself in pretty well. day night. "Well, what happened ?" 
The detective, after all, had merdy a I asked. 

· · 

routine report to go on and he treated "What could happen? The cops ask 
Tommy pretty well. He asked him me a lot of questions and I give them 
some questions which Tommy an- the answers. The greaseball gives 
swered and after a while asked J;hem a song-and-dance about Ethel 
Tommy if he's willing to come down having told him I'd threatened to kill 
to Headquarters and let the captain her. Can you imagine the nut?" 
ask some more questions. They didn't "What about her?" I asked. "The 
seem to want me along, so I stuck bunch of you figure out where she's 
around the apartment. gone?" 

The thing was goofy, of course. 
This Ethel dame had got herself all 
worked up over her love affairs and 
had chucked things and headed for 
places unknown - probably for her 
home, I figured. Tom my told me one 
time she'd come from out West. 

I emptied the ashtrays that Tommy 
had filled up during the day, straight� 
ened up the place a little. For no rea� 
son at all I looked through Tommy's 

He shrugged. 1'I gave them her 
home address. She comes from a jerk� 
water town in Iowa. She lived there 
with her aunt. Her folks are dead. 

· They're going to telephone and ask if 
she's come there. The flatfoot who 
was here's going to snoop around her 
room and ask down at the dime store. 
About the time they get through 
with that Ethel'll walk in and ask 
them what the hell they. think they're 
doing." · 
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We left it at that. Then the dick 
came around when I got home from 
work the next day with the informa
tion that they haven't been able to 
get any information. Ethel Kennard 
hadn't gone home to Iowa; they'd 
telephoned. Her aunt said she hadn't 
even heard from Ethel in two years. 
Ethel was sore at her. The girls at the 
dime store didn't know anything 
about her. Bill Cochrane hadn't 
heard a whisper from her. 

Well, girls disappear in a big city 
every day. I read a story about them 
once. It was called Missing Girls, or 
something. It was about white slavery 
and such. I didp't tell Tommy about 
this though. He was feeling chipper 
again. Had gone to work. 

Then, on Wednesday morning, 
came this other package. Tommy 
opened it and unfolded another note. 
''Listen to this!" he yelped. "It's 
from Ethel!" He read: 

" 'I found this Woolworth ciga
rette case you gave me on 
my birthday and I don't want 
anything of yours to remind me 
of you. Put it with the ring.' " 

The cigarette case was wrapped in 
tissue paper and when he started to 
open it I grabbed his arm. "Wait a 
minute; don't touch it! That thing's 
chromium and it'll hold prints. Give 
it to the cops!"  

"Aw, now look, Hank," he said, 
"the cops aren't going to bother me 
any more, are they?" 

"You. can't tell about them," I 
said, shaking my head. "If Ethel 

mailed that to you, her fingerprints'll 
be on it. And say -" I made a dive 
for the wrapping paper he'd dropped 
to the floor. 

"There's no return address on this, 
but it's postmarked Milwaukee." 

"Milwaukee !" he yelled. 
I went with him to the precinct 

house. Lieutenant Jacobsen, the dick 
that came to our place with Cochrane, 
took the cigarette case and looked it 
over. 

"Mmm," he said, "there're prints 
all right, but what good are they?" 

"Why, they'll prove that Ethel 
handled the case, won't they?" asked 
Tommy. 

"Sure, but the return address says 
she's in Milwaukee. So what? She 
went to Milwaukee. That isn't against 
the law, is it-?" 

I saw his point. If she was in Mil
waukee she was alive. And so it wasn't 
a police case. If a girl jilts one man for 
another, then decides what the hell, 
she don't even want the other, then 
to keep from being annoyed goes to 
a city ninety miles away, so what? 
It's a free country. 

We got back to the apartment, 
picking up a bite of supper on the 
way. In the lobby of the building this 
guy Cochrane was waiting for us. 
He was alone, but his right coat 
pocket was sagging again. 

"Now what, Bad News?" Tommy 
snapped at him. 

"Let's talk some more," Cochrane 
came back at him. "Upstairs." 

Tommy would've just as soon ar
gued it out with him downstairs, but 
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me, I saw the supe sticking out his 
long ears· from around the elevator 
shaft, and I hustled the two of them 
up to dur living-room and bedroom on 
the fourth floor. 

When we got inside, Cochrane be
gan: "Lieutenant Jacobsen phoned 
me a few minutes ago. Said you'd got 
a cigarette case from Ethel. Let's see 
it." 

Tommy digs it out of his pocket. 
The lieutenant hadn't even wanted 
to keep it. "And the paper, too," 
said Tommy. 

"The address is typed," Cochrane 
said. "So's the letter. You could have 
mailed the package yourself." 

Tommy began to get red in the 
face. I tried to head him off. "Just for 
the sake of argument, Tommy, let's 
say you could have mailed the pack
age, except that it's postmarked in 
Milwaukee yesterday and you were 
at  work all day. See, Cochrane?" 
· "I see," said Cochrane. "Except 
he wasn't at work yesterday. I trailed 
him from here at seven thirty in the 
morning, followed him out to Lincoln 
Park, then downtown. I lost him at 
the Public Library. He could have 
got over to the North Shore Railway, 
taken it to Milwaukee, and been back 
by six in the afternoon." 

"I could have, but I didn't, wise 
guy," Tommy sneered. "I knew you 
was following me ·aU the time and I 
went to the State-lake Theater after 
I shook you off." 

I didn't say anything now. Tommy 
hadn't exactly told me he hadn't been 
�o work on · Tuesday, . but I got the 

impression that he had. It seemed to 
me, too, 'that the apartment got a 
little colder. · . 

Then Tommy handed the cigarette 
case, still wrapped in the tissue paper, 
to Cochrane. "All right, Smarty, try 
your detective stuff on this. Lieu4 
tenant Jacobsen didn't care to. But 
go ahead, dust the case with powder 
and check on the prints. You'll find 
that mine aren't on it. And those on 
it are Ethel's. " 

Cochrane looked a t  Tommy 
through narrowed eyelids, then took 
the case carefully, so's not to touch it 
with his own fingers. "I'm not a 
fingerprint expert myself, but I think 
I'll j ust take this along, if you're quite 
sure you want me to have ·it." 

"If it'll keep your ugly map away 
from here, you're welcome to it," 
said Tommv. "Take it back to the 
cops. Maybe they've got some of 
Ethel's priDts from her room. Have 
them compare them with this case. 
And then let roe to hell alone." 

Tommy began chewing his nails 
again while I wandered around the 
apartment. I looked in the closet in 
our room. Why, I don't know. I'd 
lived ·with Tommy in this dump for 
over a year. I figured I knew him 
pretty well. · 

But his tool kit wasn't in the closet. 
I came · out into the living-room. 

"If you weren't working yesterday, 
Tommy, how coine. your tools are 
gone?" 

. Tommy looked at me all of a sud4 
den; ahd somehow or other I didn't 
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fed so good at the moment. He didn't 
answer very quick and when he did 
he wasn't biting his nails. 

"Now, Hank," he said then. " You're 
not going to start asking questions 
like Cochrane?" 

"No," I answered. "Only I noticed 
you had your tools home and they're 
gone now. And you haven't been to 
work since last week." 

Then Tommy got sore. "Hank, I'm 
not feeling so good as it is. I hate 
people who mistrust me. If that's the 
way you feel, all right. I'll pack my 
duds and get out of here." 
. I couldn't keep the apartment alone 
on my $27.00 a week. Tommy knew , 

it. But thingS had been getting on 
my nerves lately. I got plenty tired of 
Tommy sitting around · bi-ting his 
fingernails and moping. and his eyes 
staring at me every time I happened 
to look in his direction. 

So I said, "If that's the way you 
feel, Tommv . . . .  " 

He jump� up from the red leather 
chair and snapped up- the classified 
phone directory. He looked around 
for a while, then got the phone and 
called a number. 

"Hello, Ajax Express? Can you 
send a wagon around to 24 East 
Armitage? Yeah, Apartment 4-B. A 
trunk, yeah, big wardrobe. 0. K. 
Right away." 

He hung up and looked at me. 
''I'm packing. If you think I'm going 
to swipe any of your stuff, come on, 
watch me." 

"Nix, Tommy," I said. "We've 
roomed together over a year. If we 

bust up, we don't have to fight." 
That cooled him off. He went into 

the bedroom and got out a suitcase. 
He packed his shirts and underwear 
in it, then unlocked that big ward
robe trunk of his and put in some 
stuff. He even asked me to give him 
a hand in lifting out the compart
ment. I gave him a hand and saw that 
the big section underneath was almost 
filled up. 

After a while he had the trunk and 
the suitcase packed and about that 
time the express man knocked. 

Tommy let him in. He was a big, 
husky fellow. "In the bedroom," he 
told the expressman. 

The expressman went into the bed
room. I heard him grunt and then 
the thump of the trunk as he raised 
it up on end. Silence a moment, then 
he exclaimed, "For the lova Mike, 
this thing is heavy." 

Tommy went to the bedroom. "I 
got my books in it, that's all. What's 
the matter, you weak?" 

I watched them carry the thing 
out of the door, to the elevator. 
Tommy came back for his suitcase. 

"Any mail comes for me, Hank," 
he said, "I'll be at the Sorenson." 

I j ust nodded. He looked around, 
half saluted and said, "So long." 

I lit a cigarette and it tasted like 
dried cabbage leaves. I threw it away. 
I t  was getting dark in the room and I 
put on the lights, all of them. 

I went to the bedroom and thought 
about sleeping in my bed tonight. It 
didn't appeal to me so much. I said 
out loud, "What the hell?" and went 
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tO; the closet for my own suitcase. 

I didn't hear the outside door 
open, but all of a sudden Tommy 
was in the doorway of the bedroom. 
He said, "You movin' too, Hank?" 

. I guess I almost swallowed my ton
sils. Tommy was grinning at me. "I  
changed my mind about moving to 
the Sorenson," he said. "I had the 
expressman take both my trunk and 
suitcase to the Union Depot." 

He knew, all right. I knew that he 
knew and there wasn't any use play
ing the cat and mouse game. "You 
Lold the expressman the trunk was 
heavy because it was full of books," I 
said. "But you didn't have any 
books, Tommy." 

"He caught me by surprise, Hank," 
Tommy said, still grinning. "The 
book thing popped out. I saw that 
you got it. And that tool stuff- you 
were already getting wise. You know 
what's. in that trunk . . . .  " 

I'd been fairly sure t�e last fifteen 
minutes. Tommy was a sheet metal 
worker. He'd been home on Monday. 
He could have made a sheet-metal 
box to fit inside his trunk, solder it 
shut, airproof, then toss clothes in on 
top of the box • . •  after what was 
put into the box. 

"So you killed her," I said, hoarsely. 
"You killed her and brought her 
body up the back way Saturday 
night. - And you kept it in the trunk 
all day Sunday. Then Monday you 
made the sheet-metal box." 

"That's very good, Hank," Tommy 
said. "You got it all figured out. And 
Tuesday I ran up to Milwaukee and 

mailed myself the .cigarette case. Put 
the fingerprints on it, too, up there." 

That didn't sink in for a minute, 
but when it did I yelped. "No, you 
musta had the fingerprints on it be
fore you went to Milwaukee." 

"No,'.' -grinned Tommy. He reached 
into his vest pocket and the light 
flashed on the diamond ring he pulled 
out. But I didn't even see the ring. I 
saw only the thing the ring's around. 

Ethel's finger. 
I . alrriost keeled over and then 

Tommy yanked out the blackjack 
and came toward me, 

Statement by Lieutenant Jacobsen : 
_ If Sergeant Wilkins hadn't been 

out for his dinner I probably wouldn't 
have got into the c_ase at all. But I'm 
watching the desk when this William 
Cochrane · comes in and makes the 
complaint about the girl, Ethel Ken
nard, being . missing and he suspects 
foul play. 

The guy Cochrane suspects is using 
the name of Thomas Flood and he's 
living with a fellow named Henry 
Bradshaw. Bradshaw's a husky, clean
cut young fellow and looks 0. K. to 
me. I wouldn't have tied up Flood 
with Glen Waters except that he was 
a sheet-metal :worker, too. Anyway, 
the Gleri Waters . affair is four years 
old. He'd been smart even then and 
wiped off that casket in which we 
found the Tolliver girl, so we didn't 
even. ·have .fingerprints. 

But when I learn that Flood's a 
sheet-metal worker too, and began to 
mull over t•he ·similarity·in the names 
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- Flood-Waters - and remember · 
that Waters had a phobia about water, 
always taking two-three baths a day, 
I get interested. 

Of course, there wasn't anything 
on which to hold Flood. I let him go, 
without arousing any suspicions. I 
went to the cheap lodging house 
where the girl, Ethel Kennard, had 
roomed. I went over it with a fine
comb. I got plenty of her prints, but 
even though Flood was supposed to 
have visited her on Saturday I didn't 
find a single one of his prints. 

She didn't have much in the way 
of clothes. Her s�itcase was there. 
Her bed was mussed, as if she'd slept 
in i t  Saturday night, but I knew she 
hadn't. 

Well, there still wasn't anything to 
go by. She might have just lit out 
without taking any clothes. There 
wasn't anything I could do except 
put a tail on Flood. And wait. 

Clancy picked him up Tuesday · 
morning. This Cochrane was shadow
ing him at the same time. Which 
mussed up the thing. Cochrane got 
in the way and when Flood lost 
Cochrane, Cl�ncy lost him at the 
same time. But when Clancy saw 
him coming home in the afternoon, 
he didn't have the package with him. 

I was plenty sore about losing that 
package, but later I discovered it held 
only his tools. He'd already had the 
ring mailed to himself. For some rea
son he wanted to get rid of the tools, 
probably to make his roommate think 
he'd been at work that day. 

Well, during Tuesday I checked at 

the factory where Flood worked. 
The foreman told me he hadn't been 
on the job since Friday. 

I still didn't have enough to go by 
to make the pinch. Then on Wednes� 
day he carne in with the cigarette 
case. It was all I could do to keep 
from grabbing him then, but to be on 
the safe side I let him go - even take 
the case with him. It w&Sn't evidence. 
He'd probably made sure about the 
prints and alL But I chased Cochrane 
back there to worry Flood some more. 

It worked. Flood called the express 
company to take away his trunk.• 
Detective Moynahan took the driver's 

· place. Then, at the last minute, Flood 
changed the address and gave Moyna

. han the suitcase, too. He told him to 
check · both at the Union Depot. 
Then he tore back into the apartment. 

I knew what that meant and fol
lowed. I had a little trouble getting 
the door open but when I heard the 
noise inside I put my shoulder to the 
door. And· there he was - the. ring 
and the finger in one hand, and in the 
other, a blackjack, whaling away at 
this Henry Bradshaw. 

It was a close call at that. Perhaps I 
shouldn't have let it go as far as I did, 
but how was I to guess about that 
finger? That he'd cut it otf with the 
ring on Saturday night and was carry
ing· it around in his vest pocket all 
that while. Why, if we'd searched-him 
Monday night when we had him at 
the · station · fat 'questioning . . . .  I 
wonder what he thought when he bit 
his own 'fingers to the bone, like the 
coroner said. • • • 



Here, at long last, is the .first Inspector Maigret short s(ory to be published 
in the United States - a genuinely important detectival event which your 
Editors are both happy and honored to have entrepreneured. True, the first 
Maigret short is not a brilliant stroke of deductive reasoning - brilliance of 
deduction is not Maigret's long suit. Indeed, we don't want Maigret to 
become an infallible logician; we don't want a scintillatingly inspired or 
intuziional Maigret. By all means, let us continue to have the slow, heavy, 
plodding, tormented Maigret, the Maigret ofinexhaustible patience, the 
M aigret of inextinguishable persistence . . . 

Which reminds us of a pertinent parody of M aigret, as written by Ren�e 
Gaudin in LA MORT SE LEVE A. 22 HEURES (nEATH GETS UP AT 10 
o'cLocK), published in Paris by ]ean-Renard in 1943 - and remember, 
only the truly great suffer the slings and arrows of burlesque: 

"Sosthene Serpolet, unpublished mystery novelist and amateur detective, 
Is brooding: ' What would Inspector M aigret have done in my place?' 

"He would have walked up and down for three hours in front of the 
cheap hotel where the crime took place, his pipe functioning at full steam. 
He would have come back the next day and the day after that. He would 
have had a beer at the bar on the corner, then gone down, through a thick 

fog, to the banks of the Seine. There he would hqve questioned the barge
men. 

" Whereupon the criminal, seeing the vise screwed tighter and tighter, 
would have rushed to Headquarters to conftss, unless h� preftrred (still in a 
tkickfog) to hang himself on the tree across from the hotel." 

It is significant, it seems to us, that the. only two other ficti'Onal sleuths 
who are similarly impaled by Renee Gaudin's sharp pen are Sherlock 
Holmes and Philo Vance . . .  Yes, the weary, grunting, irritated, exas
perated, hesitating, ruminating, stubborn, solemn Maigret is one of our 
truly great gumshoes, strikjng and powerful for all his stolid solidity. 

S TA N  THE K I L L E R  

by GEORGES SIMENON 

(translated by Anthony Boucher) 

M
AIGRET puffed at his pipe as he 

walked along slowly, hands 
dasped behind his back. It was not a 

simple matter to push his heavy body 
through thc:.morning mob in the Rue 
Saint-AntQine, . where a bright sun 

Cqpyriglll, 1944, !Jy Geqrgei Si�()TI . 
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poured down on carts and baskets of 
frui�s and vegetables, blocking almost 
the entire width of the sidewalk. 

It was marketing time - the time 
for feeling artichokes and tasting cher
ries, the time for scallops and chops to 
take turns in the scales. 

"Fine asparagus, five · francs a 
bundle l'1 

"Get your fresh whiting, just come 
in!" 

Clerks in white aprons, butchers in 
fine checks ; the smell of cheese from 
a dairy shop and farther off a whiff of 
roasting coffee; the ping of cash regis
ters and the rumble of a bus; the dis
trustful glances of housewives - all 
the agitated business of alimentation 
. . .  and in the midst of it the slow 
heavy progress of Maigret, on one of 
his most tormenting cases. 

Across from the Rue de Birague 
there's a little cafe, with a scant three 
tables in front of it, called the Barrel 
of Burgundy. There Maigret settled 
himself, like any other weary pass
erby. He did not even look up at the 
-tall thin · waiter who came for his 
order. "Small white Macon," he 
muttered - and who was to guess 
that this occasionally inept new 
.waiter at the Barrel of Burgundy was 
otherwise known as Detective Jan
vier? · 

The waiter returned with the wine 
precariously balanced on a tray. He 
wiped the table with a questionable 
cloth, and was even so clumsy as to 
drop a scrap of paper on the floor. 
Maigret picked it up as he left, and 
read: 

The woman's gone out marketing. 
. No sign of One-Eye. The Beard left 
early. The three others must be still in 
the hotel. 
At ten in the morning the crowd 

was getting even worse. Next to the 
Barrel; a grocery was having a sale and 
barkers kept entreating the passersby 
to sample cookies at two francs a box. 

At the corner of the Rue de Birague 
· you <:auld see the sign of a dingy 
hotel, "Rooms by the month, the 
week or . the day. Payment in ad
vance." . With doubtless intentional 
irony this rat-trap had chosen to call 
itself the Beausejour. 

Maigret sipped at his light dry 
white wine a:Qd stared apparently aim
lessly at the· teeming crowd in the 
spring sun. But his gaze soon settled 
on a windo·w in the first floor of a 
house in the Rue de Birague opposite 
the hotel. At that window a little old 
man sat by a canary's cage and seemed 
to have no interest in life but to bask 
in the sun so long as the Lord should 
deign to leave him alive. • 

And this old gentleman, who took 
no notice of Maigret, was Sergeant 
Lucas, deftly aged some twenty years. 

All this constit!lted a state of siege 
which is more vulgarly known to the 
police as a· stake-out. It had lasted six 
days, and at least twice a day the In
spector came around for the latest 
news. At ·night his men were relieved 
by a patrolman, who was actually a 
detective from the Judiciary Police, 
and a wench who contrived to walk 
the streets without ever picking up a 
customer, . 
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Maigret would have Lucas's report 

in a moment, by telephone; it would 
undoubtedly prove to be no more sen
sational than Janvier's. 

The crowd shoved by so close to the 
tiny terrace of the Barrel of Burgundv 
that Maigret found himself con
stantly obliged to pull his legs back 
under his chair. And now, as he made 
one of these shifts, he suddenly real
ized that a man had sat down un
noticed at the same table. He was a 
little man, with red hair and sad eyes, 
whose mournful face had something 
of the clown about it. 

"You again?" the Inspector 
grunted. 

"I beg you to forgive me, Mon
sieur Maigrette, but I am certain that 
you will eventually come to under
stand me and to accept the proposi
tion which I --" He broke off to 
say to the waiterly Janvier, "The 
same as my friend." 

He had an extremely marked Polish 
accent. He presumably suffered from 
throat trouble; he constantly chew_ed 
at a "cigar" impregnated with creo
sote, which emphasized the clownish
ness of his appearance. 

"You're getting on my nerves!" 
Maigret burst out. "Will you kindly 
tell me how you knew I'd come here 
this morning?" 

"I did not know." 
"Then why are you here? Are you 

going to try to convince me that this 
is an accidental meeting?" 

''No�" 
The little man's reflexes were as 

leisurely as those of the slow-motion 

acrobats in vaudeville. His yellow 
eyes gazed around him, staring into 
emptiness. He spoke in a sad voice, 
unvarying in pitch, as though per
petually offering condolences. 

"You are not nice to me, Mon
sieur Maigrette." 

"That isn't answering my question. 
How do you happen to be here this 
morning ?" 

"I followed vou." 
"From Headquarters?" 
"Long before that. From your 

home." 
"So you admit you're spying on 

me?" 
"I am not spying on you, Monsieur 

Maigrette. I have far too much 
respect and admiration for you! I 
have already stated to you that 
I shall one day be your collabora
tor . . .  " 

And he sighed nostalgically, con
templating the artificial ash of painted 
wood which tipped his creosote cigar. 

There'd been nothing about it in 
any of the papers save one; and that 
one, which had got the tip the Lord 
knows where, uniquely complicated 
the Inspector's task. 

The police have reason to believe 
that the Polish bandits, including 
Stan the Killer, are at this moment in 
Paris. 
I t  was true enough, but silence 

would have been more helpful. 
In four years a gang of unknown 

Poles had attacked five farms, always 
in the North of France, always with 
the same methods. 
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In each case it was an isola ted farm, 
i:un by elderly people. The crime in
variably took place the night of a 
market day; and the chosen victims 
were always those who had sold a 
gOOd number of fowls and animals 
and had a large sum of cash on hand. 

. 
Nothing scientific about the pro

cedure. Brutal attack, as in the days 
of the highway robbers. Absolute con
tempt for human life. These Poles 
were killers. They killed every human 
being they found on the farm, even 
down to the children ;  it was the one 
way of making sure they could never 
be identified. 

Were there twg of them? Or five, 
or eight? 

In every case neighbors had no
ticed a small truck. One twelve-year
ol� claimed he had seen a one-eyed 
man. Some asserted that the bandits 
wore black masks. 

Whatever the facts, one thing was 
c�rtain: Every inhabitant of each 
farm had had his throat sliced. 
. . This was no business of the Paris 
police. This was up to the mobile 
units in the provinces, who worked on 
it for two years without remotely 
clarifying the mystery - a failure 
which did not reassure the country
side. 
· Then

. 
a report came in from Litle, 

wh�re whole villages are Polish en
claves in French territory. The 
report was vague enough; it was im
possible even to establish its ultimate 
source. 
· · "the Poles say that this is Stan the 
)\iller's g!lng . . . " 

But when the police tried to ques
tion the coal miners o:ne by one, the 
men had never heard ·of it, or mut
tered, "Well, they' told me . . .  " 

"\Vho's 'they'?" 
"I don't know. I forget . . . " 
Then came the crime near Rheims . 

There the gang overlooked a servant 
girl sleeping in the attic, who became 
the first survivor. She had heard the 
murderers talking in a language she 
thought was Polish. She had seen 
their masks through a hole in the 
boards ; and had noticed that one of 
the men had only one eye and that 
another, a giant of a man, was extraor
dinarily hairy. 

And so the police had come to refer 
to them as "Stan the Killer," "The 
Beard," and "One-Eye." 

For months nothing more turned 
up, until a detective on the hotel 
squad made a discovery. His territory 
was the Saint-Antoine district, which 
teems with Poles. And in a hotel in 
the Rue de Birague he observed a 
suspicious group which included a 
one-eyed man and a giant whose face 
was literally covered with hair. · 

They were seemingly poor people. 
The bearded giant and his wife rented 
a room by the week; but almost every 
night they gave shelter to several com
patriots, sometimes two, sometimes 
as many as five, and often other Poles 
rented the adjoining room. 

"You wanf.to take this over, Mai
gret?" the director · of the Judiciary 
Police suggested. · 

Everything was ·strictly hush-hush 
- and 50 the next day one newspaper 
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printed the story. The day after that 
Maigret found a letter in his mail -
clumsily written in an almost childish 
hand, full of misspellings, on the 
cheap sort of paper sold in grocery 
stores: 

You won't ever get Stan. Look out. 
Before you can take him, he'll have 
time to kill off plenty more. 
The letter was no hoax, Maigret 

was certain; it felt right. It had the 
filthy aftertaste of the underworld. 

"Be careful," the chief recom
mended. "Don't rush into an arrest. 
The man who's cut sixteen throats in 
four years won't hesitate to scatter a 
few bullets around him when he sees 
he's done for." 

Which was why Janvier had be
come a waiter and Lucas a basking old 
man. 

The noisy life of the quarter went 
on with no suspicion that a desperate 
man might at any moment start firing 
in all directions . . .  

And then Michael Ozep appeared. 
His first meeting with Maigret had 

been four days ago. He had arrived at 
Headquarters and insisted on seeing 
the Inspector personally. Maigret had 
let him wait a good two hours; but the 
little man was undaunted. He entered 
the office, clicked his heels, bowed, 
and extended his hand: 

"Michael Ozep, former officer 10 
the Polish army, now professor of 
gymnastics in Paris -" 

"Sit down. I'm listening." 
The Pole spoke so volubly and 

with so pronounced an accent that it  
was sometimes impossible to follow 

him. He explained that he came of 
very good family, that he had been 
forced to leave Poland because of un
mentionably intimate misfortunes (he 
allowed his listener to gather that he 
had been in love with his Colonel's 
wife), and that he had now sunk to 
worse depths of despair than ever be
cause he could not accustom himself 
to leading a mediocre life. 

"You understand, Monsieur Mai
grette . . .  " (it was impossible to 
wean him from that pronunciation) 
" . . .  I am a gentleman. Here I am 
forced to give lessons to individuals of 
no culture and no education. I am a 
poor man . . . I have decided to 
commit suicide." 

"A nut . . .  " Maigret thought to 
himself. An astonishing number of the 
unbalanced feel the need of confiding 
their problems to the police; he was 
used to such visits. 

"I tried it three weeks ago. I threw 
myself into the Seine from the Auster
litz bridge, but the river squad saw 
me and pulled me out." 

Maigret invented a pretext to step 
into the next office and phone the 
river squad. The story was true. 

"Six days later I tried to kill myself 
with illuminating gas, but the post
man came with a letter and opened the 
door . . .  " 

A phone call to the police station in 
Ozep's district. And again the story 
was true. 

"I truly want to kill myself, do you 
understand ? My existence has lost all 
value. A gentleman cannot consent to 
live in poverty and mediocrity. 
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Therefore I thought that you might 
have need of a man like me . . .  " 

''For. what?" 
. "To h¢lp you to arrest Stan the 

Killer." 
Maigret frowned. �'You know 

him?" 
"No. I have only heard talk about 

him. As a Pole, I am indignant that a 
man of my people should so violate 
the laws of hospitality. I should like to 
see Stan and his gang arrested. I know 
that he is resolved to sell his life 
dearly. Among those who go to arrest 
him, some will certainly be killed. Is 
it not better then that it should be I, 
since 1 already desire to die? Tell me 
where Stan is. I shall go and disarm 
him. If need be, I shall wound him so 
that he can do no more harm:" 

All Maigret found himself capable 
of saying was the traditional formula, 
"Leave your address. I'll write you a 
letter.'' 

Michael Ozep had a furnished room 
in the Rue des Tournelles, not far 
from the Rue de Birague. The report 
of the investigating detective was in 
his favor. He had indeed been a second 
lieutenant in the Polish army when it  
w� organized after Poland gained her 
independence. Then his trail van
ished. In Paris he tried to teach 
gymnastics to the sons and daughters 
of small merchants. His suicide at· 
tempts were genuine. 

Nevertheless Maigret sent him, 
with the chiefs approval, an official 
letter ending: 

. • .  deeply regret that 1 cannot 
take a@antage of your generous 

proposition, for which mv most sin
cere thanks . . · . 

Twice since then Ozep had ap
peared at the Quai des Orfevres and 
insisted on seeing the Inspector. The 
second time he had even refused to 
leave, claiming that he could wait as 
long as he was obliged to, and thus al
most forcibly occupying, hour after 
hour, one of the green plush arm
chairs in the waiting-room. 

And now Ozep sat there; at Mai
gret's table, in front of the Barrel of 
Burgundy. 

"I wish to prove to you, Monsieur 
Maigrette, that I am of some use and 
that you can accept my services. It  is 
now three days that I have been fol
lowing you, and I am in a position to 
tell you everything that you have 
done during that time. I know too 
that the waiter who just brought my 
wine is one of your detectives and 
that there is another at the window 
across from us, near a canary cage." 

Maigret clenched the bit of his pipe 
furiously between his teeth and kept 
his eyes turned away from the Pole, 
who kep� on and on in his monot· 
onous vo1ce: 

"I understand that when a strange 
man comes to you and says, 'I am a 
former officer of the Polish army and 
I wish to . kill myself' - I understand 
why you would think, 'This may not 
be true.' But you have verified every
thing that I have told you. You have 
seen that I do not stoop to lies • •  :• 

He was a mill grinding out words, 
rapidly, jerkily. It wore Maigret out 
merely to listen to him, especially 
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since the accent so distorted each syl- "What would you say? What has 
lable that Maigret had to concentrate poor Ozep done in violation of the 
to follow the sense. laws of France which instead he 

" You are not a Pole, Monsieur wishes only to defend and for which 
Maigrette. You do not speak the Ian- he is offering up his life?" 
guage ; you do not comprehend the "Stuff i t !"  
mentality. I earnestly desire to help "I beg your pardon ? Are you 
you; for I cannot see the good name agreeing?" 
of my native land tarnished by . . .  " "Not in the least." 

The Inspector was beginning to At that moment a \voman went by, 
choke with anger. The former second a woman with blonde hair and clear 
lieutenant could hardly fail to ob· complexion, recognizably a foreigner. 
serve the fact, but he continued She was carrying a shopping bag and 
nevertheless: was headed for a butcher shop. 

"If you try to capture Stan, what Maigret was following her with his 
will he do? He has maybe two, maybe eves when he noticed that his com
three revolvers in his pockets. He p�nion had suddenly set to mopping 
fires at everybody. Who knows how his brow with an enormous handker
many ladies he wounds? How many chief which all but swallowed up his 
little babies he kills? Then people small-featured face. 
will say that the police -" "That is the mistress of Stan, is i t  

"Will you shut up?" not?" Ozep asked. 
' 'Now as for me, I am resolved to "Will you leave me the blazes 

die. No one will weep for poor Ozep. alone ?" 
You say to me, 'There is Stan!' And I "You have convinced yourself that 
follow him as I have followed you. I this is the mistress of Stan, but you do 
wait for the moment when there is no not know which one is Stan. You 
one near us and I say. 'You are Stan think it is the one with the beard. 
the Killer!' Then he fires at me and I Now the bearded one is called Boris. 
shoot him in the leg. By the fact that And the man with one eye is Sasha. 
he shoots me, you have your proof He is not a Pole, but a Russian. If you 1 
that he is Stan and you are not mak- should investigate them yourself you1 
ing a blunder. And since he is crippled will learn nothing. In the hotel there 
by my shot . . .  " are only Poles; they will refuse to 

There was no stopping him. He answer or they will lie to you. 
would have gone on in spite of the Whereas I . . .  " 

entire universe. No housewife shopping in the con-
"Supposing I have you arrested?" fusion of the Rue Saint-Antoine could 

Maigret broke in cruddy. suspect the subjects being discussed 
"Why?" on the tiny terrace of the Barrel of 
"To get a little peace!" Burgundy. The blonde foreigner was� 

. 
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buying chops a t  a nearby butcher's spotted that they have guns in the 
stall; in her eyes there was something room. Five Poles slept in the next 
of that same lassitude that lay in the room last night, leaving the door open 
eyes of Michael Ozep. between. Some of them had to sleep 

"Perhaps you are angry with me on the floor. Who the devil was that 
because you fear that you may be character you were talking to?" 
called to account if I am killed? In the "Nothing . . .  How much?" 
first place, I have no family. In the Janvier slipped back into character, 
second place, I have written a letter in pointing at Ozep's glass. "You're pay
which I state that I alone, and purely ing monsieur's check? One franc 
of my own volition, have sought this twenty and one twenty makes two 
death . . .  " forty." 

Poor Janvier stood on the threshold Maigret took a taxi to Headquar-
trying to figure out a way of telling ters. At the door of.his office he found 
Maigret that there was a telephone the detective who had set out after 
message for him. Maigret noticed the Ozep. 
ambiguous pantomime, but went on "You lost him?" he roared. "Aren't 
watching the Pole and puffing forth you ashamed of yourself? I give you 
little clouds of pipe smoke. the most childish job of shadowing 

"Listen, Ozep." and you -" 
"Yes, Monsieur Maigrette?" "I didn't lose him," the detective 
"If you're seen again anywhere murmured humbly. 

around the Rue Saint-Antoine, I'll "Where is he?" 
have you arrested I "  "Here." 

"But I live only -" "You pulled him in?" 
"You'd better move." "He pulled me." 
"You are refusing this offer which For Ozep had, indeed, headed di-

1 -?" reedy . for Headquarters, where he 
"Get out!" had placidly installed himself and his 
"But -" sandwich in the waiting-room, after 
"Get out, or I'll arrest you here announcing that he had an appoint-

and now!" ment with Inspector "Maigrette." 
The little man rose, clicked his 

heels, bowed almost double, and There're no kudos in paper work; 
executed a dignified retreat. Maigret but there may be the solution of a 
had noticed one of his detectives 
nearby; now he signaled the man to 
follow the peculiar professor of gym� 
nastics. 

At last Janvier could deliver his 
message. "Lucas just phoned. He's 

case. 
Unwillingly, irritatedly, Maigret 

was adding up in one report in his own 
large handwriting the �various in
formation obtained in "l"'two • weeks' 
siege of the Polish gang. 
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When he set down the facts in order 
he could see even more easily how 
very little they had learned. They did 
not even know precisely how many 
individuals belonged to the gang. The 
earlier reports, from the people who 
had seen or thought they had seen the 
bandits near the time of the attacks, 
stated that there were four of them, 
sometimes five. It was probable that 
they had other accomplices, who 
cased the farms and markets before
hand. That brought the number to 
six or seven, which seemed to cor
respond roughly with the number 
who hung around the nucleus in the 
Rue de Birague. 

There were only three regular ten
ants, all of whom had filled out their 
cards according to regulations and 
displayed passports in perfect order: 

1 .  Boris Saft, the one the police 
called The Beard, who seemed to live 
as man and wife with the pale blonde. 

2. Olga Tzerewski, 28, born in 
Vilno. 

3· Sasha Vorontsov, known as One
Eye. · 

Boris the Beard and Olga occupied 
one room, Sasha One-Eye the next; 
the door between was always left 
open. 

The young woman did the shopping 
every morning and cooked the meals 
on an alcohol stove. 

The Beard rarely went out, but 
spent most of his days stretched on 
the iron bedstead, reading Polish 
newspapers which he had one of the 
gang buy for· him at the newspaper 
kiosk in the Place de Ia Bastille. Once 

the errand boy brought back an 
American fact-detective magazine in 
addition to the Polish periodicals. 
They all read that. 

One-Eye went out often, always 
followed by one of Maigret's detec
tives. A fact of which he was probably 
aware, since he never did more than 
take long walks through Paris, stop
ping in many bars but never speaking 
to a soul. 

As for the rest, they were what 
Lucas called "the floating popula
tion." People came and went, always 
the same lot, four or five of them. 
Olga fed them, and sometimes they 
slept on the floor overnight. There 
was nothing odd about this; it hap
pens in all hotels with poor tenants -
exiles who get together to rent a room 
and then put up any of their com
patriots they come across. 

On the floating population Maigret 
had a few notes: 

1. The Chemist, so called because 
he had twice visited the Work Ex
change to apply for a job in a chemi
cal plant. His clothes were badly 
worn, but rather well cut. For hours 
he would wander around the streets of 
Paris like a man looking for any way 
to earn a little money ; and once, for a 
whole day, he was employed as a 
sandwich-man. 

2. Spinach, named after the im
plausible spinach-green hat which 
seemed even more unlikely in view of 
his faded pink shirt. Spinach went out 
particularly in the evenings, when he 
picked up tips opening car doors in 
front of the Montmartre bars. 
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3· Puffy, a fat, wheezy little man, 
better dressed than the others even if 
his shoes were not mates. 

And there were two others who 
visited the hotel less regularly; it was 
hard to say if they belonged to the 
gang. 

Maigret stared at the notes with 
the exasperated feeling that the most 
important detail was somehow elud
ing him. Finally he picked up his pen 
again and wrote: These people give the 
impression of penm'less foreigners, look
ing for any kjnd of work at all. But 
there's always vodka in the rooms, and 
sometimes impressive spreads of food. 
Maybe the gang k!zows it's being 
watched, and is putting on an act for the 
police. If one of them is Stan the Killer, 
it is probably either The Beard or One
Eye. But this is only guesswork. 

It was without the least enthusiasm 
that he brought his report to the 
chief. 

"Nothing new?" 
"Nothing specific. I'd swear the 

rascals have spotted one of our men 
and are simply amusing themselves 
seeing how often they can come in 
and go out on innocent errands. They 
know we can't keep a large section of 
the force mobilized on their account 
forever. Time's on their side; they 
have lots of i t  . . . " 

"You have a plan ?'' 
"Look, chief. You know that ideas 

and I haven't been on speaking terms 
for a long time. I come and I go and I 
sniff around. You'll hear people say 
I'm waiting for inspiration; they're 
way off the track. What I'm waiting 

for is the one significant happening 
that never fails to turn up. The whole 
thing is being there when it does turn 
up so that I can take advantage of it." 

"So you're waiting for a . . .  hap
pening?" the chief smiled. He knew 
his man. 

"This much I'm convinced of: This 
is the Polish gang. Because of that 
fool of a reporter who keeps hanging 
around here picking up scraps of con
versation, they're on their guard. 
Now what I want to know is, why did 
Stan write to me? Maybe because he 
knows the police always hesitate to 
make a forcible arrest? More probably 
out of sheer bravado. These killers 
have their pride - you might almost 
say, professional pride. But which of 
them is Stan? And why that nick
name? It's more American than 
Polish. 

"You know how I take my time 
before I reach any conclusions. Well, 
it's beginning to come • • .  The last 
two or three days I've begun to get 
the feel of the psychology of these 
boys. Very different from French 
murderers. 

"They need money, not to retire to 
the country, or to have a fling in the 
night spots, or to clear out to foreign 
parts - but just simply to live their 
own lives, which to them means doing 
nothing, eating, drinking, sleeping, 
spending your days stretched out on a 
bed, smoking cigarettes, and killing 
bottles of vodka. And they have this 
longing to be together - to dream 
together, gossip together, some nights 
sing together. 
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·"The way I see it, after their first 
crime they lived like this until the 
money ran out; then they got ready 
for another job. Whenever the funds 
are low, they start in again, coldly, 
without remorse, without a trace of 
pity for the old people whose throats 
they cut - and whose life's savings 
they eat up in a few weeks or months 
• • •  And now that I've got the feel of 
it, I'm waiting -" 

"I know. For the happening • • •  " 
the director smiled. 

"Joke about it all you want. Just 
the same the happening may be here 
already." 

"Where?" 
"In the waiting-room. The little 

man who calls me Maigrette and who 
wants at all costs to help in the arrest, 
even if it costs him his skin. He 
claims it's just another method of 
suicide." 

"A crackpot?" 
"Could be. Or an accomplice of 

Stan's who's using- this method of 
keeping in touch with what we're do
ing. Any hypothesis fits; that's what 
makes my character with the creosote 
cigar so fascinating·." 

Maigret emptied his pipe by tap
ping it gently on the window ledge, so 
that the ashes fell somewhere on the 
Quai des Orfevres, perhaps on the hat 
of a passerby. 

"He bothers me, that lit tle man," 
he added. "I've seen his face some
where. It's not in our files, but I've 
seen it. And I've seen the girl, too, the 
blOnde; she's worth remembering. 
None of the others. Just those two." 

' The director of the Judiciary Police 
leaned forward. "We·ve been goirig 
on the assumption that the blonde is 
Stan's mistress. You associate her and 
the little man. You see the possible 
implication?" 

"That my little man is Stan him
self? Could be.'' 

"Are you going to accept this 
man's offer?" 

' 

"I think so." The Inspector headed 
for the door. He felt he'd said enough. 
"You'll see, chief. I 'll be amazed if we 
still need the stake-out by the end of 
this week." 

And this was Thursday afternoon. 

"Sit downf Doesn't i t  get on your 
nerves to s.uck at that filthy creosote 
cigar all day?" ' 

"No, ·Monsieur Maigrette." 
"That 'Maigrette' of yours is be

ginning to get me . • .  But anyway; 
let's get down to business. Are you 
still set on dying?" 

"Yes, Monsieur Maigrette. "  
· "And you still want to be entrusted 

with a perilous mission ?" 
"I wish to help you to arrest Stan 

the Killer." 
"So if I told you to go up to One

Eye and fire a bullet into his leg, 
you'd do it?" 

"Yes, Monsieur Maigrette. But 
you would first have to give me a 
revolver. I am a poor man and -'' 

"Now suppose I tell you to go to 
The Beard or One-Eye and say you 
have important information - that 
the police are corning to arrest 
them?" 
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"Gladly, Monsieur Maigrette. I 
shall wait until One-Eye passes by in 
the street and then I shall perform my 
commission." 

The lowering gaze of the Inspector 
had no effect on the little Pole. Rarely 
had Maigret seen a man who com
bined such self-assurance with such 
utter serenity. Michael Ozep spoke of 
killing himself or of visiting the 
Polish gang as simply, as naturally, as 
he might refer to brushing his teeth. 
He was as much at ease in police head
quarters as in the Barrel of Burgundy. 

"You've never met either of 
them?" 

"No, Monsieur Maigrette." 
"All right. I'm going to give you 

the job. And if there's any trouble, it's 
on your head." Maigret lowered his 
eyelids to conceal his too sharp inter
est in the other's reaction. "In a 
minute we'll go together to the Rue 
Saint-Antoine. I'll wait for you out
side. You'll go up to the room, pick
ing a time when the woman is there 
alone. You'll tell her you're a fellow 
Pole and you happened by chance to 
learn that the police are raiding the 
hotel tonight . . .  " 

Ozep said nothing. 
"You understand?" 
"Yes." 
"It's all set?" 
"I must confess something to you, 

.Monsieur Maigrette . . .  " 
"You're turning yellow?" 
"Yellow? I do not under - ah! 

yes. No, I am not turning yellow. But 
I should prefer to arrange the matter 
in a different way. You may think 

that I am taking much upon myself 
. . .  is that how I say it?  But I am a 
timid man with the ladies. And the 
ladies are intelligent, far more intel
ligent than we men. Therefore, she 
will see that I am lying. And because I 
know that she will see that I am lying, 
I shall blush. And when I blush . . .  " 

Maigret sat motionless, absorbing 
this unlikely explanation. 

"I should prefer to talk to a man. 
To the one with the beard, if you like, 
or the one you call One-Eye, or 
anyone at all . . .  " 

A ray of sunlight pierced slantwise 
through the office and lit full on 
Maigret's face. He seemed to be doz
ing, like a man whose injudiciously 
heavy lunch obliges him to take a 
siesta at his desk. 

"It is exactly the same thing, 
Monsieur Maigrette . . .  " 

But Monsieur Maigrette did not 
answer. The only sign that he was 
still alive was the slim blue spiral 
which rose from his pipe. 

"I am desolated. You can ask of me 
what you wish ; but you demand pre
cisely the one thing which -" 

"Stuff i t l"  
"I beg your pardon?" 
"I say, 'Stuff it!' Which means, in 

French, to sh1,1t up. Where did you 
know the woman Olga Tzerewski?" 

"I?" 
"Answer me ! "  
" I  do not understand what you 

mean . . .  " 
"Answer mel" 
"I do not know this woman. If I 

knew her, I would tell you so. I am a 
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former officer of the Polish army and 
if I had not suffered misfortunes -" 

"Where did you know her?" 
"I swear to you, Monsieur Mai

grette, by the head of my sainted 
mother and my poor father -" 

" Where did you know her?" 
"Why have you suddenly stopped 

being nice to me? You talk to me so 
brutally! To me who came here to 
place myself at your disposal, to pre
vent Frenchmen from being mur
dered by a compatriot -" 

"Cut the pitch !" 
"Pitch?" 
"Sales talk, to you. You aren't 

selling me." 
"Ask anything of me, no matter 

what -" 
"That's what I'm doing !"  
"Ask me anything else - to throw 

myself under a subway train -" 
"I'm asking you to go see that 

woman and tell her that we'll make a 
raid tonight ." 

"You insist?" 
�'Take it or leave it." 
"And if ! refuse?" 

"Then you'd better see to it that I 
never lay eyes on you again." 

"Are you really going to arrest the 
gang tonight?" 

,"Probably." 
"And you will allow me to help 

you?" 
"Possibly. We'll see about that 

when you've finished your first job." 
"At what time?" 
"Your job?" 
"No. At what time will you make 

the raid ("· . 

"Let's say one in the morning." 
"I am goiog." 
"\Vhefe ?" 
"To find the woman." 
"Just a minute! We're going to

gether." 
"It is better that I go alone. If one 

of them sees us, he will understand 
that I am assisting the police . . . " 

The Pole had hardly left the office, 
of course, before the Inspector had set 
a detective at his heels. 

·�should l keep under cover?" the 
detective asked. 

"No use. He's smarter than you are 
and he knows very well I'll have him 
followed." 

And without losing a moment 
Maigref hurried ,downstairs and 
leaped into a taxi. 

"Corner of Rue de Birague and 
Rue Saint-Antoine, as fast as you can 
make it!" · 

It was a radiant afternoon. Striped 
awnings lent a note of color to the 
shops. In their shadows dogs sprawled 
and napped, and all life seemed to run 
in slow motion .  You felt that even the 
buses had a hard time making head
way in the hot heavy air. Their wheels 
left tracks in the ·heated asphalt. 

Maigret sprang out of the taxi into 
the house on the corner. On the sec
ond floor h�. opened a door without 
bothering to knock and found Lucas 
sitting at the window, still in the role 
of a quiet . and curious elderly gen
tleman . . 

The room was shabby but clean. On 
the table lay .the remains of a cold 
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meal that Lucas had had sent up from 
a delicatessen. 

"Anything new, Inspector?" 
"Anybody at home across the 

way?" 
The room had been chosen for its 

strategic position; you could see 
straight into the two rooms of the 
Hotel Beausejour which the Poles 
occupied: 

In this heat all the windows stood 
wide open, including the window of 
another room which revealed a young 
girl asleep and scantily clad. 

" Well, well, Lucas ! Looks· like you 
don't find your job too boring . . .  " 

A pair of field glasses on a chair 
gave evidence that Lucas attended to 
his work conscientiously and missed 
no detail, however sligh

.
t. 

"At the moment," said the ser
geant, "there are two of them in the 
rooms, but there'll be only one i n  a 
minute. The man's getting dressed. 
He stayed in bed all morning, as 
usual." 

"That's The Beard?" 
"Yes. There were three of them for 

lunch: The Beard, the woman, and 
One-Eye. One-Eye left as soon as he'd 
eaten. Then The Beard got up and 
began to dress • . .  Well! He's. just 
·put on a clean shirt. That doesn't hap
pen very often." 

Maigret came to the window to 
take his turn watching. The hairy 
giant was knotting his tie. The white 
>hirt made an unexpecttd. and there
fore all the more · dazzling splotch in 
the gray room. 

You could see the man's lips move 

as he looked at himself in the mirror. 
Behind him the blonde woman was 
cleaning up, gathering gray papers 
and rolling them into a ball, turning 
off the alcohol stove, dusting the 
frame of a bright-colored picture on 
the wall. 

"If only we knew what they're say
ing!" Lucas sighed. "There are times 
when it drives q�e crazy. I watch them 
talking and talking and they never 
stop. They wave their arms around 
and I can't even guess what it's all 
abou t." 

"The limitless resources of the 
police," said Maigret drily, "do not 
include a lip-reader who knows 
Polish. "  

" I t  gets on my nerves. I'm be
ginning to understand the torture it 
must be to be deaf. I'm beginning to 
see why people afflicted that way are 
generally so cranky." 

"Don't talk so much! Do you think 
the woman will stay there ?" 

"This isn't the time she us).lally 
goes out. And if she meant to, she 
would have put on her gray suit." 

Olga was wearing the same dark 
wool dress in which she had done her 
marketing that morning. While she 
cleaned up her bohemian establish
ment, she kept smoking a cigarette 
without ever taking it from her lips, 
in the fashion of the true smoker who 
needs tobacco from mormng till 
night. 

"She never talks," Maigret ob
served. 

"This isn't the time she does that, 
either. It's in the evenings that she 
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'gets to talking, when they're all 
·gathered around her. Or a few times 
when she's alone with the one I call 
Spinach - which doesn't happen 
very often. Either I'm badly mistaken 
or she has a weakness for Spinach. 
He's the best-looking of the lot." 

It was a strange sensation to be in 
an unknown room like this, to look 
into the liveS' of people and come to 
know their smallest gestures. 

"You're getting as snoopy as a 
concierge, Lucas." 

"That's what I'm here for, isn't 
it? .J can even tell you that the little 
girl over there - the one who's 
sleeping so soundly - was making 
love last night until three in the 
'morning with a young man with an 
Ascot tie, who left at dawn, un· 
doubtedly so he could get into his 
family's house unnoticed . . • .  Hold 
on! Now The Beard's leaving." 

"Look at that, will you! He's prac
tically elegant!" 

"You might say so. But he looks 
more like a foreign wrestler than a 
man of the world." 

"Well, let's say a wrestler who's do
ing good business," Maigret conceded. 

No goodbye kiss across the way. 
The man simply went - that is, he 
disappeared from the part of the room 
visible from the police observatory. 

A little later he emerged onto the 
sidewalk and set off toward the Place 
de la Bastille. 

"Derain will pick him up," Lucas 
announced, sitting there like a huge 
spider at the center of its web. "But 
he knows he's being followed. ·He 

won't do anything but walk around 
and maybe pick up a drink some
where." · . .  

As for the woman, she had taken a 
road map out of a drawer and spread 
it on the table. 

Ozep couldn't have taken a taxi, 
Maigret ·calculated; he must have 
come by subway, in which case he 
should arrive at any moment. "If he's 

· coming · . • •  " he corrected himself. 
And he did come. They saw him 

arrive," hesitate, wander up and down 
the sidewalk, while the detective 
trailing him displayed great -interest 
in a· fish stall in the Rue Saint
Antoine. 

Seen from above like this, the tiny 
Pole seemed even thinner, even more 
insignificant. Maigret experienced, 
for a moment, a pang of remorse. He 
could hear the poor devil's voice re
peating a hundred times, in involved 

· explan�.tion, his famous "Monsieur 
Maigrette • . .  " 

He was hesitating, that was ob
vious. He seemed even to be afraid, to 
stare around him with a visible 
anguish; · ·  

"Do you know what he's looking 
for?" the Inspector asked Lucas. 

"The little pale fellow? No. Maybe 
some mo·ney to get into the hotel?" 

"He's looking for me. He's saying 
to himself that I must be somewhere 
around and if by some miracle I've 
changed my mind . • • " 

Too late to. change -now; Michael 
Ozep .had plunged into the dark hall
way of the hotel. They could follow 
him in their minds. He would be 
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climbing the stairs, reaching the sec
ond floor . . .  

"He's still stalling," Maigret an
nounced. The door should have 
opened before this. "He's on the 
landing. He's going to knock. He's 
knocked - look!" 

The blonde girl trembled, shoved 
the map, with an instinctive move
ment, back in the dresser, and went 
toward the door. For a moment they 
could see nothing. The two were in 
the invisible part of the room. Then 
suddenly the woman appeared. Some
thing about h�r had changed. Her 
steps were fast, decisive. She went 
straight to the window, closed it, then 
.drew the dark curtains. 

Lucas turned to the IQ,'lpector with 
a quizzical smile. "Think of that!" he 
laughed. But his smile faded as he 
noticed that Maigret was far more 
concerned than he had expected. 

· "What time is it, Lucas ?" 
· "Three ten." 

• "In your opinion, what · are the 
chances that one of the gang will come 
back to the hotel in the next hour?" 

"I doubt it. Unless, as I was telling 
you, Spinach, if he knows The Beard 
is out of the way. You don't look very 
happy about things." 

"I don't like the way· she closed 
that window." 

"Are you afraid for your litde 
Pole ?" 

Maigret made no answer. 
"Have you thought," Lucas went 

on; "that we haven't any real proof 
that he is in that room? It's true we 
saw him go into the hotd. .. .  But he 

might perfectly well have gone to 
some other room, while somebody 
else came __,..." 

Maigret shrugged his shoulders and 
sighed. 

"What time is it, Lucas?'' 
"Three twenty." 
"Do you know what's going to 

happen?" 
"Do you want to go over and see 

what's pappe�ing across the way?" 
"Not yet. But I'm probably going 

to make a fool of myself • • . Where 
can you telephone?" 

· "In the next room. He's a tailor 
who does piece work for one of the 
big houses, $0 he has to have a 
phone," . 

�'Go to yo1.,1r tailor then. Try not to 
let him listen in. Telephone the chief, 
and tell him I want him to send me 
twenfy ar�q men at once. They're 
to spread . a cordon around the Hotel 
Bea�ejou,r �nd wait for my signal." 

Lucas's . •  e�pressi�n indicated the 
seriousness of this order, so out of 
character for Maigret, who usually 
laughed at police mobilization. "You 
think there'll .be dirty work going 
on?" 

"If it hasn't already gone on . . .  " 
His eyes remained fixed on the 

window, on th� filthy glass panes, on 
the crimson velvet curtains of the 
time of.Louis-Philippe. 

When Lucas came back from the 
telephone� . lie found the Inspector 
still in the· same .place, still frowning 
thoughtfully. 

"The bo5s· says please be careful. 
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There was a detective killed only last 
week, and now if there should be an
other accident -" 

"Shut up, will you?" 
"Do you think that Stan the 

Killer -" 
"I don't think anything! I've 

thought so much about this case since 
this morning that I've got a head
ache. Now I'm satisfied just to have 
impressions ; and if you want to know, 
I have the impression that some dis
agreeable things are happening or are 
about to happen. What time is it?" 

"Twenty-three after." 
In the neighboring room the young 

girl was still asleep, her mouth open, 
her legs bent back. Higher up, on the 
fifth or sixth floor, somebody was try
ing to play an accordion, incessantly 
repeating, with the same false notes, 
the same fox-trot refrain. ' 

"Do you want me to go over?" 
Lucas suggested. 

Maigret gave him a harsh look, as if 
his subordinate had reproached him 
for lack of courage. "Just what do you 
mean by that?" 

"Nothing. I can't help seeing you're 
worried about what may be going on 
over there, and I thought I could go 
and check -" 

"And you think I'd hesitate to go 
myself? You're forgetting one thing: 
Once we're over there, it's too late. If 
we go and find nothing, we'll never 
pin anything on that gang. That's 
why I'm hesitating . . .  If only that 
wench hadn't closed the window[" 
He suddenly lifted his eyebrows. 
"Tell me: the other times, when she's 

been alone with a man, she's never 
closed the window, has she?" 

"Never." 
"Then she hadn't any suspicion of 

your presence here." 
"She probably took me for just 

another foolish old man." 
"So it isn't the girl who had the 

idea of closing the window, but the 
character who came in." 

"Ozep ?" 
"Ozep or somebody else. It's the 

one who came in who told the girl to 
close the window before he showed 
himself." 

He took his hat from the chair, 
emptied his pipe, scraped the bowl 
with his index finger. 

"Where are you going, boss ?" 
"I'm waiting for our men to get 

here . . . Look! There are two of 
them by the bus stop. And I recognize 
some others in that parked taxi . . • 

If I stay inside five minutes without 
opening that window, you'll come in 
with our men." 

"You have your gun?" 
A few moments later Lucas could 

see Maigret crossing the street, could 
see Detective Janvier notice him and 
break off his task of wiping the tables 
on the terrace. 

After what seemed a miracu· 
lously short interval, the window 
across the way opened. Maigret sig· 
naled to his sergeant to join him. 

From across the street Lucas had 
gathered that the room was empty 
save for the Inspector. He stumbled 
up a dark staircase through the stench 
of bad cooking and worse plumbing 
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and entered the room, only to start very eyes - almost with his consent, 
back as he found the body of a since he'd been the one who had sent 
woman stretched out at his feet. Ozep into the Hotel Beausejour. 

"Dead, of course," Maigret "And if any of the gang come back, 
grunted. shall I arrest them?" 

It was as if the murderer had An affirmative nod. Or rather a ges-
wished to leave his signature on his ture of indifference. And at last 
crime. The woman's throat had been Lucas 'vvent out. 
cut, as with all the other victims of 
Stan. There was blood everywhere. 

The bright picture on the wall 
turned out, on closer inspection, to be 
a portrait of Olga - even blonder, 
even more fresh-skinned than she had 
been in life. Lucas looked from the 

.lushly alluring portrait to the unap
petizing sight on the floor. He felt 
oddly like a drinking man who sees a 
bottle of fine brandy smashed . 

"It was your Pole?" 
Maigret shrugged his shoulders, 

still standing rooted in the middle of 
the room. 

"Shall I give his description to our 
men so they can see that he doesn't 
leave the hotel?" 

"If you wish." 
"I'd like to put a mae on the roof, 

just in case -" 
"Go ahead." 
"Shall I call the chief?" 
"In a minute." 
It was no easy job to talk with 

Maigret when he was like this. Lucas 
tried to put himself i n  his shoes. 
Maigret himself had said he'd make a 
fool of himself. But this was worse 
than looking foolish. He had mobil
ized a large body of police when it was 
too late, when the crime had already 
been committed under Maigret's 

"Where's Maigret?" the chief de
manded of Lucas before he was half
way out of his car. 

"In the room. Number nineteen on 
the second floor. The people in the 
hotel don't know about it yet." 

A few moments later the director of 
the Judiciary Police found Maigret 
sitting in a chair in the middle of the 
room , two steps from the body. 

"Well, my friend ! It looks to me as 
though we w�re in a pretty. fix!" 

for answer he received a grunt. 
"So the notorious killer was none 

other than the little man who offered 
you his services! You must admit, 
Maigret, you might have been some
what less trustful; Ozep's attitude 
was, to say the least, suspiciol,ls . . .  " 

A ·heavy vertical furrow seamed 
Maigret's brow and his jaws j u tted 
out, giving his whole face a striking 
quality of power. 

"You think h e  hasn't managed to 
slip out of the hotel yet?" 

"I'm sure of it," the Inspector r� 
plied, as if  he attached not the least 
importance to the matter. 

"You haven't searched the hotel ?" 
"Not yet." 
"You think he'll let himself be 

captured easily?" 
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Then Maigret's gaze detached him� 

self slowly from the window, shifted 
toward the director. 

"If I'm wrong, the man will try to 
kill as many people as he can before 
he's arrested. If I'm not wrong, things 
will take care of themselves." 

"I don't understand, Maigret." 
"I tell you again, chief: I can be 

wrong. Anybody can be wrong. In 
that case, I beg your pardon, because 
there's going to be trouble. The way 
this case seems to have solved itself 
doesn't satisfy me. There's something 
that doesn't fit, I can feel it. If Ozep 
was Stan, there was no reason 
why . . . " His voice trailed off. 

"You're staying here, Maigret?" 
"Pending further instructiqns, 

yes." 
"Meanwhile, I'll go see what our 

men are doing outside." 
They had arrested Spinach when, 

as Lucas had foreseen,_he had come to 
pay his call on the young woman. 
When they. told him that Olga had 
·been killed, he turned pale; but he 
showed no reaction when they spoke 
of Ozep. 

When this arrest was announced to 
Maigret, he merely mumbled, "What's 
it to me?" and resumed his strange 
tete-a-t�te with the dead woman. 

A half-hour later it was One-Eye's 
turn to come home and be arrested on 
the threshold. He submitted impas· 
sively; but when they told him of the 
woman's death, he tried to break free 
from his handcuffs and leap upstairs. 

· "Who did it?" he shouted. "Who 
killed her? One of you, wasn't it?" 

. "It was Ozep, alias Stan the Killer." 
The man quieted down as if by 

magic. He frowned as he repeated, 
"Ozep?" 

"You aren't going to tell us you 
didn't know your boss's real name?" 

It was the chief in person who con� 
ducted this hasty questioning in a cor� 
ridor, and he had the impression that 
a faint smile crossed the prisoner's 
lips. 

Then came another of the gang, the 
one they called the Chemist. He sim� 
ply answered all questions with an air 
of absolute confusion, as if he had 
never heard of the woman nor of 
Ozep nor of Stan. . 

Maigret was still upstairs, mulling 
over the same problem, hunting for 
the key that would at last enable him 
to understand what had happened. 

"All right . . .  " he murmured 
when Lucas told him of the arrest of 
The Beard, who had begun by raging 
like a fiend and ended by bawling like 
a calf. 

Suddenly he raised his head. "Do 
you notice something, Lucas? That's 
four that they've arrested, and not 
one of them's put up any real re
sistance. Whereas a man like Stan -" 

"But since Stan is Ozep -" 
"Have you found him?" 
"Not yet. We had to let all the ac� 

complices come home before we 
turned the hotel upside down. If they 
got a whiff of anything wrong, they'd 
never come into the mouse-trap. 
Now that we have almost all of them, 
the big boss is laying siege to the es� 
tablishment. Our men are downstairS 
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and they're going to go through 
everything. 

"Listen, Lucas • . . " 

The sergeant had been about to 
leave. He paused, feeling for Maigret 
something akin to pity. 

"One-Eye is not Stan. Spinach is 
not Stan. The Beard is not Stan. But 
I'm convinced that Stan lived in this 
hotel and was the focus around which 
the others gathered." 

Lucas thought it better to say 
nothing. Let the Inspector have his 
monomama. 

"If Ozep was Stan, he had no rea
son to come here to kill an ac
complice. If he was'not Stan . .  , "  

Suddenly Maigret rose, crossed to 
the wall and pulled down the brightly 
colored picture of Olga. He tore away 
the tape that framed it, revealing 
lines of lettering above and below the 
face. He handed it to Lucas. 

The sergeant knew enough English 
to make out both the line above: 

REAL LIFE DETECTIVE CASES 

and the lines below: 
THE PRETTY POLE AND THE 

TERROR OF' TERRE· HAUTE 

Maigret was smiling now. "Van
ity," he said. "They can't ever resist 
it. They had to buy the magazine 
when they saw it on the stands, and 
she had to frame the picture. 

"I knew I'd seen her face before. 
I do remember the case roughly. I 
kept some clippings on it. Very 
similar to ours. In the Middle West of 
America, four or five years ago. A 
gang attacking lonely farms, cutting 
throats . . .  Just like ours . . .  and 

they had a woman leader. The Ameri� 
can · press took great pleasure in 
describing her atrocities." . 

"Then Stan . . . ?" 
" . . .  was Olga. Almost certainly. 

I'll be. positive in an hour, now that I 
know what to look for in the office. 
Are you coming with me, Lucas?" 

"But Ozep ?" Lucas asked, as they 
settled back in the cab. 

"It's Ozep I especially want to look 
up. That is, I'm hoping I'll find some
thing about him. If he killed this 
woman, he must have had a motive 
. . .  Listen, Lucas: When I wanted 
to send him to the others, he agreed 
at once. But when I gave him an er
rand to the woman, he refused, and I 
was forced to use pressure, even to 
threaten him. In other words, the 
rest of the gang did not know him 
but the woman did." 

It took a good half-hour to find the 
clippings in question. Order was not 
Maigret's dominant attribute. 

"Read this! Always allowing for 
the exaggeration of the American 
press - they like to give the readers 
their money's worth. 'The Female 
Fiend . . . ' 'The Deadly Pole . . . ' 
'Girl, 23, Heads Murder Gang . .  . ' " 

The press reveled in the exploits of 
the Polish girl and furnished many 
proofs of her photogenic qualities. 

At eighteen Stephanie Polintskaja 
was already known to the Warsaw 
police. Around this time she met a 
man who married her and strove to 
curb her evil instincts. She had a child 
by him. One day the man came home 
from work to find that his wife had 
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vanished with all the money and 
jewelry: The child's throat had been 
cut. 

"You know who that man was?" 
Maigret asked. 

· "Ozep ?" 
"Here's his picture, and a good like� 

ness. You understand now? Stephanie, 
nicknamed Stan, ran wild in America. 
How she escaped the American prisons 
I do not know. In any case she took 
refuge in France, surrounded herself 
with a fresh lot of brutes, and took up 
her old career. 

"Her husband learns from the 
papers that she is in Paris, that the 
police are on her trail. Does he want 
to rescue her once more? I doubt it. 
I'm rather inclined to think that he 
wants to make sure that the detestable 
murderess of his child shall not escape 
punishment. That's why he offers me 
his services. He hasn't the guts to 
work alone. He's too much of a 
weakling. He needs the police to help 
him. And then, this afternoon, I force 
his hand . • .  

"Face to face with his former wife, 
what can he do? Kill or be killed! She 
certainly would not hesitate to de� 
stroy the only man outside the gang 
who could testify against her. 

"So he killed • . .  And do you 
want to know what I think? I'm bet� 
ting that they'll find him somewhere 
in the hotel, more or less seriously 
wounded. After muffing twa at
tempts at suicide, it would amaze me 
if he muffed the third. Now you can 
·go back to the hotel and -" 

"No usel" I t  was the chief's voice. 
"Stan the Killer hanged himself in a 
vacant room on the sixth floor. Good 
riddance!" · 

"He made it," Maigret sighed. 
"Poor devil !" 

"You're sorry for him?" 
···Indeed I am. Especially since I'm 

somewhat responsible for his death 
. . .  I don't know if it means I'm 
getting old; but I certainly took long 
enough to find the solution -" 

"What solution?" the director 
asked suspiciously. 

"The solution to the whole prob� 
lem!" Lucas intervened happily. "The 
Inspector has reconstructed the case 
in all its details." 

"That so, Maigret?" 
"It is . . • You know, if you keep 

mulling over the same question • • •  

I don't think I've ever been so mad at 
myself in my life. I felt that the solu
tion was there, within reach, that just 
one little touch . . . · And you all 
kept buzzing around me like horse� 
flies, telling me about arrests that 
didn't mean a thing . • .  And then 
I remembered the American detective 
magazine and the woman's face on the 
cover . . .  " 

Maigret took a deep breath, loaded 
his pipe,. and asked Lucas for matches. 
The afternoon vigil had used up all 
his own. 

"What do you say, chief? It's seven 
o'clock. Suppose we three settle down 
to a nice glass of beer? Provided that 
Lucas gets rid of his wig and makes 
himself respttctable again." 
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by ELLERY QUEEN 

WE PROCEED to one of the most neglected authors in the entire his
tory of the detective story - Rodrigues Ottolengui. You would 

think the very unusualness of the name would make it sti<;k in the memory; 
yet one famous collector, when asked about the author, commented 
facetiously: "It sounds like the name of a prehistoric animal!"  Unappre
ciated even in his own time, Ottolengui finally gave up crime fiction and 
returned to his original vocation, dentistry - or, as Anthony Boucher 
once wrote, Ottolengui gave up the sleuth for the tooth. Another interest
ing fact about. Ottolengui is that one of his direct lineal descendants is 
none other than Octavus Roy Cohen, creator of detective Jim Hanvey. 
You will meet two rival criminologists, Mr. Barnes the professional and 
Robert Leroy Mitchel the amateur, in 

24. Rodrigues Ottolengui's 
FINAL PROOF 
New York: G. P. Putnam, 1898 

No list of detective-story cornerstones would be complete without the 
first book of short stories written by that "syndicate" known as Nick 
Carter. True, Nick Carter is not the favorite today that he was just before 
and just after the turn of the century, but paradoxically his audience is 
larger now than it ever was: radio is responsible for this miracle of longevity 
and popularity. Naturally, Nick Carter has changed with the times - in 
everything but his age: he remains perennially young, as when Walter 
Pidgeon played the part in the days before the movie star became big 
�ox-office; but the genuine, oldtime Nick Carter still blood-and-thunders 
ill 

25. Nicholas Carter's 
TilE DETECTIVE'S PRETTY NEIGHBOR 
New York: Street & Smith, 1899 

as does his lesser-known colleague, also chronicled by Nicholas Carter, in 
THE ADVENTURES OF HARRISON KEITH, DETECTIVE (New York: Street & 
Smith, 1899). 

Original v"non of"Queen's Quorum" from TwENTIETH CENTURY DBTECTtVE SToRtss, 
edited by Ellery Queen. Copyright, 1948, by The World Publishing Company 
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In the �arne year the great Amateur :Crac�man and Cricketer, A.  J.  
Raffles, appeared between covers. E. W. Hornung, the originator of 
Raffles, and A. Conan Doyle, the sire of Sherlock, were in real life brothers4 
in-law. It  has been theorized that Hornung never meant Raffles to be a 
serious, three-dimensional character, that from the outset Raffies was 
intended to be nothing more than a grand-scale parody of Sherloc.k Holmes 
- an epic burlesque in which the Master Detective would be exposed by 
the reverseJenglish characterization of the Master Criminal. Evidence to 
support this belief consists chiefly of the dedication in 

26. E. W. Hornung's 
THE AMATEUR CRACKSMAN 
London : Methuen, 1899 

which reads : "To A. C. D., This Form of Flattery," and Hornung's dasslc 
double pun, supposed to have indicated his satirical intent, "Though he 
might be more humble, there is no police like Holmes." Stutf-and-non4 
sense: Raffles is as full-blooded a figment of the imagination as Holmes. 
True, he may have been inspired by Sherlock, but is he less alive for a' 
that? Holmes owed his own existence to an earlier conception - to Poe's 
Dupin, as Doyle himself admitted when he wrote: , "Monsieur D-
(sic] had, of course, already demonsftated [that the resources of the human 
brain had never been appreciated, and that a scientific system might give 
results more remarkable than any of the arbitrary and inexplicable tri
umphs which so often fall to the lot of the detective in fiction], and I 
can only claim the very limited credit of doing it from a fresh model and 
from a new point of view." * 

All roads - genealogical and geographical, chronological and critical -
return inevitably to the fountainhead. An American named E. A. Poe was 
the original cause, the prime mover, the mainspring; he was - and never 
forget it - the Father of the Detective Story. 

On the very heels of Raffles, the gentleman crook, came Madame 
Koluchy, the lady crook. Her grand entrance in 

27. L. T. Meade's and Robert Eustace's 
THE BROTHERHOOD OF TI-lE SEVEN KINGS 
London : Ward, Lock, 1899 

marks the earliest appearance of a female felon in a series of short stories. 
In ten connected tales Madame Koluchy, as the guiding genius of a sinister 
secret society, as "the brain that had ·conceived and the body that had 

*.Page: vii in the Preface to the "Author's Edition" of ADVENTURES OP SHERLOCR 
hOLMES (London: Smith, Elder, 1903). · , ,  . ·  · 
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executed some of the most malignant designs against mankind that the 
history of the world has ever known," proves herself "the compleat crimi
nal": kidnaper, blackmailer, bank robber, and murderer - although it  
should be noted. that Madame Koluchy's attempts at murder were con
sistently foiled by a young scientist-detective named Norman Head. 

Four years later Mrs. Meade created an equally memorable mistress
criminal - Madame Sara in THE SORCERESS OF THE STRAND (London: 
.Ward, Lock, 1903). Unlike her sister in sin, Madame Koluchy, the sorceress 
of the Strand did specialize in murder. In six homicidal hair-raisers, in
cluding the first fictional murder in which poison was administered by a 
tooth-stopping - now called in dentistry a temporary filling - Madame 
Sara made rogues like Colonel Clay and Raffles look like sissies. 

The Doyle Decade comes to an end with an important discovery 

28. Herbert Cadett's 
THE ADVENTURES OF A JOURNALIST 

· London: Sands, r 900 

1Beverley Gretton, the detective in this book, has never been referred to 
even in a footnote by any of the critics of the mystery story; yet Mr. 

:Gretton is probably the earliest journalist-detective in crime fiction, 
anticipating by seven years the more famous Joseph Rouletabille, who 
made his initial appearance in 1907 in Gaston Leroux's brilliant "locked
room" novel, LE MYSTERE DE LA CH.t.MBRE JAUNE (THE MYSTERY OF THE 
YELLOW ROOM) .* Also, in The Clue of the Finger-Prints, the opening tale 
in Cadett's book, Gretton makes use of "identification by fingerprints" 
- anticipating, again by seven years, the accepted first use in R. Austin 

• It is not generally known that like Charles
.
Dickens's BLEAK HOUSE (1 852) and THE 

MYSTERY OF EDWIN DROOD (r870), Gaston Leroux's LE MYSTERE DE LA CH.U•UIRE p.UNE 
first appeared "in parts" - as thirteen weekly supplements to the French magazine, 
"L'IIlustration," issued from September 7, 1907 through November 30, 1907. Published 
thus as separate leaflets (4to, illustrated by Simont), these parts constitute the true first 
edition, preceding the first appearance of the story in normal book form. And only if 
you examine the original parts can you discover an astonishing fact about Gaston Leroux's 
detective which, so far as we have been able to check, has never been divulged in any 
work of reference in the English language dealing with the mystery story. For on the 
title-page of the first installment you will find the story described as the "Extraordinary 
Adventures of Joseph Boitabille, Reporter" ; and the journalist-sleuth is named Joseph 
Boitabille for two whole installments (slightly more than five chapters). In the first 
paragraph of Part Three the detective's name, without warning, becomes the one under 
which he has become famous - Joseph Rouletabille. A footnote explains that a real-life 
journalist named Garmont has claimed exclusive rights to the pseudonym of Boitabille, 
based on his use of that name· in joutnalism for fifteen years; to avoid all controversy and 
all confusion, Gaston Leroux will designate his hero by his other name - Rouletabillcl 
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Freeman's novel, THE RED THUMB MARK. Even most experts seem to 
have forgotten that Mark Twain deserves credit for the authentic first 
use of identification by fingerprints both in the short story and the novel: 
first in 1883 in Chapter XXXI of LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI (Boston : James 
R. Osgood) - the chapter is a complete short story by itself; and later, 
in I 894, as the main plot device of his novel, THE TRAGEDY OF PUDD'NHEAD 
WILSO:>l (Hartford : American Publishing Company) . 

V. The First Golden Era 

How is the graph of the detective-crime short story progressing? The 
upswing is prodigious. Revitalized by the spirit and success of Sherlock, 
the last ten years of the Nineteenth Century produced fourteen keystone 
books - exactly the same number achieved in the entire fifty years pre
ceding! The detective-crime short story is on the march. 

The curtain-raiser of the First Golden Era was 
29. Richard Harding Davis's 

IN THE FOG 
New York: R. H. Russell, 1901 

a memorable book containing three connected tales and representing a 
perfect blend of Anglo-American storytelling. This was followed, in the 
next year, by the book destined to become the rarest volume of detective
crime short stories published in the Twentieth Century. 

30. Clifford Ashdown's 
THE ADVENTURES OF ROMNEY 
PRINGLE 
London : Ward, Lock, 1902 

materialized without fanfare or huzzah. Data is lacking as to how many 
copies were actually printed and sold ; at the time of this writing, however, 
only four copies of the first edition are known to exist. Bibliophiles and 
bookscouts have scoured England and America, seeking .in the most likely 
and unlikely places; yet after nearly half a century of eagle-eyed and expert 
excavating, the recorded copies total exactly four - no more, no less. One 
is the copyright copy deposited in 1902, and still residing, in the British 
Museum of London; the second is the copy owned by the internationally 
famous bQok collector, Ned Guymon of San Diego, California; the third 
copy was recently acquired by P. M . . Stone of Waltham, Massachusetts. 
The fourth copy, purchased from the estate of R. Austin Freeman, is 
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now one of the most prized volumes m .  the Ellery Queen collection.* 
This fabulous book was signed as by Clifford Ashdown but it was actually 

written by R. Austin Freeman and a mediCal confrere, recently revealed 
as Dr. John James Pitcairn, an obscure prison medical officer. Dr. Free
man's personal copy (now the EQ copy) is without question the most 
desirable one extant: it is autographed by Dr. Freeman and superbly 
extra-illustrated. In addition to the frontispiece and three printed illus
trations which the publisher made part of the book's format, fourteen 
more illustrations have been cleverly interleaved. The extra illustrations 
were taken from "Cassell's Magazine," where the stories originally ap
peared from June 1902 through November 1902. 

An almost sacrilegious book of burlesques also appeared in I902. It c.on
tained The Stolen c;igar Case, probably the best parody of Sherlock Holmes 
ever written. The detective is named Hemlock Jonest and satirically he is 
just as delectable today as he was nearly fifty years. ago in 

· 3 1 .  Bret Harte's 
CONDENSED NOVELS (sECOND SERIEs) 
London : Chatto & Windus, 1902 
Boston: Houghton, ,Mifflin, 1902 

The earliest American murderer in a sustained series of shorts appeared in 
· book form the following year. Besides being a ruthless and cold-blooded 
killer, Lingo Dan was a thief, hobo, . confidence man, and patriot - a 
strange mixture. In a presentation copy of 

* About I3oo books of detective-crime short stories have been published since 1845· 
The Ellery Queen collection, at the time of this writing, is about 90% complete. Of the 
hundred-odd cornerstones around which this history of the detective-crime-mystery 
short story is written, we have approximately the same percentage of completion. 
Strangely enough, the missing books are not aU Kohinoor rarities. The explanation for 
this is simple: often it is easier for a collector to find a Poe first edition worth hundreds or 
thousands of dollars than it is to find a comparatively recent book worth $5. Bookdealers 
and bookscouts naturally go after the high-priCed rarities with infinitely more patience 
and persistence than they are willing to expend on books that, no matter how scarce and 
desirable, will yield only relatively small profits or commissions. In other words, the rare
book dealers "care" about a Poe first, whereas they make no special effort to locate an 
"unimportant" and consequently inexpensive book - one of the vagaries of book col
lecting which contributes to making bibliomania, once c6ntracted, an incurable disease. 

t Some of Sherlock Holmes's other parody names include Thinlock Bones, Picklock 
Holes, F. H. A. Homes, Shamrock Jolnes, · Sherlaw Kombs, Solar Pons, and Holmlock 
Shears; some of Watson's parody names are Jobson, Potson, Watsis, Whatsoname, and 
Whatsup. For a complete history of the Holmesian take-off, including thirty-three 
pastiches and burlesques, try to find a copy of. our suppressed (by the Doyle Estate) 
Sherlockian anthology, THE MISADVENTURES OF SHERLOCK HOLMES (Boston: Little, 
Brown, 1944). 
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32. Percival Pollard's 
LINGO DAN 
Washington, D. C. : Neale, 1903 

123 

the author wrote: "Here's my 1903 book, which, after all, is but the as
sembling of certain ideas that began 1 0  years ago with me. I expect for it  
neither the success of Sherlock Holmes, Raffies, etc., nor yet the im
munity from comparison with those gentlemen. Yet it is at least one thing 
the others are not: American." The author's hopes for lasting comparison 
were never realized : Lingo Dan is one of the many "forgotten men" in 
the literature of larceny. The historical importance, however, of this 
native-American criminal is considerable - both the creator and the 
creation deserve a measure of immortality. 

Another obscure book which has survived the years chiefly as a per
manent entry on most collectors' desiderata is 

33· B. Fletcher Robinson's 
THE CHRONICLES OF ADDINGTON 
PEACE 
London : Harper, 1905 

The stories are orthodox in the sense that they ape the Sherlock Holmes 
formula. It is no discredit to the author that he imitated Doyle's tech
nique - he was one of a multitude who followed in Doyle's footsteps. 
Indeed, B. Fletcher Robinson can be said to have earned the right: it was 
he who supplied Doyle with the inspiration for one of the most unfor
gettable of Sherlockian plots. Doyle acknowledged this debt in the fol· 
lowing dedication : "My dear Robinson, It was to your account of a West
Country legend that this tale owes its inception. For this and for your 
help in the details all thanks. Yours most truly, A. Conan Doyle." The 
Holmes tale was, of course, THE HOUND OF THE BASKERVILLE$. 

If you know anything about the real character of Arnold Bennett 
the genuine shyness and charm which he hid behind a baroque and luxury
loving exterior - you will not be surprised at the type of detective the 
author of THE OLD WIVES' TALE and CLAYHANGER chose for one of his 
least-known books. In 

34· Arnold Bennett's 
THE LOOT OF CITIES 
London : Alston Rivers, 1905 

the detective is named Cecil Thorold and he is a millionaire "in search of 
joy." Thorold is a curious character - combination criminologist, pro
moter, and Robin Hood. In most of his cases - "schemes" - he commits 
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·. crimes to accomplish his ends: he .blackmails �9 thwart a criminal, steals 
. to recover a missing bracelet, kidnaps to furt�er � romance, and so on. The 

volume of these opulent operations is unaccountably obscure: actually it is 
a book of unusual interest, both as an e�ample of Arnold Bennett's early 

. work and as an early example of dilettante detectivism. 
(to be continued .next month) 

THE F I RE O F  L O N D O N  

by ARNOLD BENNETT 

Y
ou'RE wante� on the telephone, 
sir." Mr. Bruce Bowring, man

aging director of the Consolidated 
Mining and Investment Corporation, 
Limited (capital two millions, in one
pound shares, which stood at twenty
seven-and-six), turned and gazed 
querulously across the electric-lit 
spaces of his superb private office at 
the confidential clerk who addressed 
him. Mr. Bowring, in shirr-sleeves 
before a Florentine mirror, was 
brushing his hair with the solicitude of 
a mother who has failed to rear most 
of a large family. 

- "Who is it?" he asked, as if that de
mand for him were the last straw but 
one. "Nearly seven on Friday eve
ning!" he added, martyrized. 

· "I think a friend, sir." 
'Jhe middle-aged financier dropped 

his gold-mounted brush and wading 
through the deep pile of the Oriental 
carpet passed into the telephone
cabinet and shut the door. 
: "Hal1o!" he accosted the trans
mitter, resolved not to be angry with 

it. "Hallo! Are you there? Yes, I'm 
Bowring. Who are you?" 

"Nrrrr," the faint, unhuman voice 
of the receiver whispered in his ear. 
"Nrtrr. Cluck. I'm a friend." 

"·What name?" 
"No name. I thought you might 

like to know that a determined rob
bery is going to be attempted tonight 
at your house in Lowndes Square, a 
robbery of cash - and before nine 
o'clock. Nrrrr. I thought you might 
like to know." 

"Ah!" said Mr. Bowring to the 
transmitter. 

The feeble exclamation was all he 
could achieve at first. In the confined, 
hot silenc-e of the telephone-cabinet 
this . message, coming to him mys
teriously out of the vast unknown of 
London, struck him with a sudden 
sick fear that perhaps his wondrously 

· organized scheme might yet miscarry, 
·even at the final moment .  Why that 

· hight of all nights? And why before 
'riine · o'clock? Could i t  be that the 
secret was' out, then? 
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"Any further interesting details?" splendid folds. The shares of the 

he inqqired, bracing himself to an as- C.M.I.C. were affectionately known 
sumption of imperturbable and gay in the Kaffir circus as "Solids"; they 
coolness. yielded handsome though irregular 

But there was no answer. And when dividends, earned chiefly by flotation 
after some difficulty he got the ex- and speculation; the circus believed 
change-girl to disclose the number in them. And in view of the annual 
which had rung him up, he found that meeting of shareholders to be held on 
his interlocutor had been using a the following Tuesday afternoon (the 
public call-office in Oxford Street. He conjurer in the chair and his hat on 
returned to his room, donned his the table), the market price, after a 
frock-coat, took a large envelope from period of depression, had stiffened. 
a locked drawer and put it in his Mr. Bowring's meditations were 
pocket, and sat down to think a little. soon interrupted by a telegram. He 

At that time Mr. Bruce Bowring opened it and read : Cook drunk again. 
was one of the most famous conjurers Will dine with you Devonshire seven
in the City. He had begun ten years thirty. Impossible here. Have a"anged 
earlier with nothing but a silk hat; about luggage. - Man·e. Marie was 
and out of that empty hat had been Mr. Bowring's wife. He tol� himself 
produced, first the Hoop-La Limited, that he felt greatly relieved by that 
a South African gold-mine of numer- telegram; he clutched at it; and his 
ous stamps and frequent dividends, spirits seemed to rise. At any rate, 
then the Hoop-La No. 2 Limited, a since he would not now go near 
mine with as many reincarnations as Lowndes Square, he could certainly 
Buddha, and then a dazzling succes- laugh at the threatened robbery. He 
sion of mines and combination of thought what a wonderful thing 
mines. The more the hat emptied Providence was, after all. 
itself, the more it was full; and the "Just look at that," he said to his 
emerging objects (which now included clerk, showing the telegram with a 
the house in Lowndes Square and a humorous affectation of dismay. 
perfect dream of a place in Hamp- "Tut, tut," said the clerk, dis
shire) grew constantly larger, and the creetly sympathetic towards his em
conjurer more impressive and per- ployer thus victimized by debauched 
suasive, and the audience more enthu- cooks. "I suppose you're going down 
siastic in its applause. At last, with a to Hampshire tonight as usual, sir?" 
unique flourish, and a new turning-up Mr. Bowring replied that he was, 
of sleeves to prove that there was no and that everything appeared to be in 
deception, had come out of the hat order for the meeting, and that he 
the C.M.I.C., a sort of incredibly should be back on Monday afternoon 
enormous Union Jack, which en- or at the latest very early on Tuesday. 
wrapped all the other objects in its Then, with a few parting instruc-
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dons, and with that eagle glance 
round his own room and into circum
jacent rooms which a truly efficient 
head of affairs never omits on leaving 
business for the weekend, Mr. Bow
ring sedately, yet magnificently, de
parted from the noble registered of
fices of the C.M.I.C. 

· 

"Why didn't Marie telephone in
stead of wiring?" he mused, as his pair 
of grays whirled him and his coach
man and his footman off to the Devon
shire. 

· The Devonshire Mansion, a bright 
edifice of eleven s.toreys in the Foster 
and Dicksee style, constructional iron
work by Homan, lifts by Waygood, 
decorations by Waring, and terra
cotta by the rood, is situated on the 
edge of Hyde Park. It is a composite 
building. Its foundations are firmly 
fixed in the Tube railway; above that 
comes the wine cellarage, then the 
vast laundry, and then (a row of win
dows scarcely level with the street) 
a sporting club, a billiard room, a 
grill room, and a cigarette merchant 
whose name ends in "opoulos." On 
the first floor is the renowned Devon
shire Mansion Restaurant. Always, in 
London, there is just one restaurant 
where, if you are an entirely correct 
person, "you can get a decent meal." 
The · place changes from season to 
season, but there is never more than 
one at a time. That season it hap
pened to be the Devonshire. (The chif 
of the Devonshire had invented tripe 
suppers, tripes a la mode de Caen, and 
these suppers - seven-and-six- had 

been the rage.) Consequently, all en
tirely correct people fed as a matter of 
course at the Devonshire, since there 
was no other place fit to go to. The 
vogue of the restaurant favorably af
fected the vogue of the nine floors of 
furnished suites above the restaurant; 
they were always full ; and the heaven
ward attics, where the servants took 
off their smart liveries and became 
human, held much wealth. The vogue 
of the restaurant also exercised a 
beneficial influence over the status of 
the Kitcat Club, which was a cock
and-hen club of the latest pattern and 
had its "house" on the third floor. 

It was a little after half-past seven 
when Mr. Bruce Bowring haughtily 
ascended the grand staircase of this 
resort of opulence, and paused for 
an instant near the immense fireplace 
at the summit (September was in
clement, and a fire burned nicely) to 
inquire from the head-waiter whether 
Mrs. Bowring had secured a table. 
But Marie had not arrived - Marie, 
who was never late ! Uneasy and cha
grined, he proceeded under the escort 
of the head-waiter to the glittering 
Salle Louis Quatorze and selected, 
because of his morning attire, a table 
half-hidden behind an onyx pillar. 
The great room was moderately full 
of fair women and possessive men, 
despite the month. Immediately after
wards a youngish couple (the man 
handsomer and better dressed than 
the woman) took the table on the 
other side of the pillar. Mr. Bowring 
waited five minutes, then he ordered 
Sole Mornay and a bottle of Ro-
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manee-Conti, and then he waited 
another five minutes. He went some
what in fear of his wife, and did not 
care to begin without her. 

"Can't you read?" It was the 
youngish man at the next table speak
ing in a raised voice to a squinting 
lackey with a telegraph form in his 
hand. " 'Solids! Solids,' my friend. 
'Sell - Solids - to - any - amount 
- tomorrow - and - Monday.' Got 
it?  Well, send it off at once." 

"Quite clear, my lord," said the 
lackey and fled. The youngish man 
gazed fixedly but absently at Mr. 
Bowring and seemed to see through 
him to the tapestry behind. Mr. 
Bowring, to his own keen annoyance, 
reddened. Partly to conceal the blush, 
and partly because it was a quarter to 
eight and there was the train to catch, 
he lowered his face, and began upon 
the sole. A few minutes later the 
lackey returned, gave some change 
to the youngish man, and surprised 
Mr. Bowring by advancing towards 
him and handing him an envelope -
an envelope which bore on its flap the 
legend "Kitcat Club." The note 
within was scribbled in pencil in his 
wife's handwriting, and ran: Just 
arrived. Delayed by luggage. I'm too 
nervous to face the restaurant, and am 
eating a chop here alone. The place is 
fortunately empty. Come and fetch me 
as soon as you're ready. 

Mr. Bowring sighed angrily. He 
hated his wife's club, and this succes
sion of messages telephonic, tele 
graphic and calligraphic was exasper
ating him. 

"No answer!" he ejaculated, and 
then he beckoned the lackey closer. 
"Who's that gentleman a t  the next 
table with the lady ?" he murmured. 

"I'm not rightly sure, sir," was the 
whispered reply. "Some authorities 
say he's the strong man at the Hippo
drome, while others affirm he's a sort 
of American millionaire." 

"But you addressed him as 'my 
lord.' " 

"Just then I thought he was the 
strong man, sir," said the lackey, 
retiring. 

"My bill !" Mr. Bowring demanded 
fiercely of the waiter, and at the same 
time the youngish gentleman and his 
companion rose and departed. 

At the lift Mr. Bowring found the 
squinting lackey in charge. 

"You're the liftman, too?'' 
"Tonight, sir, I am many things. 

The fact is, the· regular liftman has 
got a couple of hours off - being the 
recent father of twins." 

"Well - Kitcat Club." 
The lift ·seemed to shoot far up

wards, and Mr. Bowring thought the 
lackey had mistaken the floor, but on 
gaining the corridor he saw across the 
portals in front of him the remem
bered gold sign, "Kitcat Club. Mem
bers only." He pushed the door open 
and went in. 

Instead of the familiar vestibule of 
his wife's club Mr. Bowring discov
ered a small antechamber, and be
yond, through a doorway half-screened 
by a portiere, he had glimpses of a 
rich, rose-lit drawing-room. In the 
doorway, with one hand raised to the 
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portiere, stood the youngish man who 
had forced him to blush in the 
restaurant. 

"I beg your pardon," said Mr. 
Bowring, stiffly, "is this the Kitcat 
Club?" 

The other man advanced to the 
outer door, his brilliant eyes fixed on 
Mr. Bowring's; his arm crept round 
the cheek of the door and came back 
bearing the gold sign; then he shut 
the door and locked it. "No, this isn't 
the Kitcat Club at all," he replied. 
"It is my flat. Come and sit down. I 
was expecting you." 

"I shall do nothing of the kind," 
said Mr. Bowring disdainfully. 

"But when ! 'tell you that I know 
you are going to decamp tonight, 
Mr. Bowring --" 

The youngish man smiled affably. 
"Decamp?" The spine of the finan

cier suddenly grew flaccid. 
"I used the word. "  
"Who the devil are you ?" snapped 

the financier, forcing his spine to 
rigidity. 

"I am the 'friend' on the telephone. 
I specially wanted you at the Devon
shire tonight, and I thought that the 
fear of a robbery at Lowndes Square 
might make your arrival here more 
certain. I am he who devised the 
story of the inebriated cook and fav
ored you with a telegram signed 
'Marie.' I am the humorist who pre
tended in a loud voice to send off 
�elegraphic instructions to sell 'Solids,' 
in order to watch your demeanor 
under the test. I am the expert who 
forged your wife's handwriting in a 

note from the Kitca-t. I ilpl the patron 
of the cross-eyed menial who gave you 
the note and who afterwards raised 
you too high in the lift. I am the arti
ficer of this gold sign, an exact dupli
cate of the genuine one two floors 
below, which indUced you to visit me. 
The sign alone cost me nine-and-six; 
the servant's livery came to two 
pounds fifteen. But I never consider 
expense when, by dint of a generous 
outlay, I can avoid violence. I hate 
violence." He gently waved the sign 
to and fro. 

"Then my wife --" Mr. Bow
ring stammered in a panic rage. 

"Is probably at Lowndes Square, 
wondering what on earth has hap
pened to you.'' 

Mr. Bowring took breath, re
membered that he was a great man, 
and steadied himself. 

"You must be mad," he remarked 
quietly. "Open this door at once.''  

' 'Perhaps," the stranger judicially 
admitted. "Perhaps a sort of madness. 
But do come and sit down. We have 
no time to lose." 

Mr. Bowring gazed at that hand
some face, with the fine nostrils, large 
mouth, and square, clean chin, and 
the dark eyes, the black hair, and 
long, black mustache; and he noticed 
the long, thin hands. "Decadent ! "  
h e  decided. Nevertheless, and though 
it was with the air of indulging the 
caprice of a lunatic, he did in fact 
obey the stranger's request. 

It was a beautiful Chippendale 
drawing-room that he entered. Near 
the hearth, to which a morsel of fire 
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· gave cheerfulness, were two easy- · smile. "Listen to what you and I 
· chairs, and between them a small alone know. You are at the end of the 
table. Behinc! was extended a four- tether. The Consolidated is at the 
fold draught-screen. same spot. You have a past consisting 

"I can give you just five minutes," chiefly of nineteen fraudulent flota-
said Mr. Bowring, magisterially sit- tions. You have paid dividends out of 
ting down. capital till there is no capital left. 

"They will suffice," the stranger re- You have speculated and lost. You 
sponded, sitting down also. "You have cooked balance-sheets to a turn 
have in your pocket, Mr. Bowring - and ruined the eyesight of auditors 
probably your breast-pocket - fifty with dust. You have lived like ten 
Bank of England notes for a thousand lords. Your houses are mortgaged. 
pounds each, and a number of smaller You own an unrivaled collection of 
notes amounting to another ten unreceipted bills. You are worse than 
thousand." a common thief. Excuse these per-

"W ell?" sonali ties." 
"I must demand from you the first- "My dear, good sir --" Mr. 

named fifty. "  Bowring interrupted, grandly. 
Mr. Bowring, in the silence of the "Permit me. What is more serious, 

rose-lit drawing-room, thought of all your self-confidence has been gradu
the Devonshire Mansion, with its ally deserting you. At last, perceiving 
endless corridors and innumerable that some blundering person was 
rooms, its acres of carpets, its forests bound soon to put his foot through 
of furniture, its gold and silver, and the brittle shell of your ostentation 
its jewels and its wines, its pretty and tread on nothing, and foreseeing 
women and possessive men - the for yourself an immediate future con
whole humming microcosm founded sisting chiefly of Holloway, you have 
on a unanimous pretense that the by a supreme· effort of your genius, 
sacredness of property was a natural borrowed £6o,ooo from a bank on 
law. And he thought how discon- C.M.I.C. scrip - for a week, eh? 
certing it was that he should be and you have arranged, you and your 
trapped there, helpless, in the very wife, to melt into thin air. You will 
middle of the vast pretense, and affect to set out as usual for your 
forced to admit that the sacredness of country place in Hampshire, but it is 
property was a purely artificial con- Southampton that will see you to
vention. night, and Havre will see you tomor-

"By what right do you make this row. You may run over to Paris to 
demand ?" he inquired, bravely sar- change some notes, but by Monday 
castic. you will be on your way to -

"By the right of my unique knowl- frankly, I don't know where; per
edge," said the stranger, with a bright haps Montevideo. Of course, you take 
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the risk of extradition, but the risk is 
preferable to the certainty that 
awaits you in England. I think you 
will elude extradition. If I thought 
otherwise, I should not have had you 
here tonight, because, once extra
dited, you might begin to amuse 
yourself by talking about me." 

"So it's blackmail," said Mr. 
Bowring, grim. 

The dark eyes opposite to him 
sparkled gaily. 

"It desolates me," the youngish 
man observed, "to have to commit 
you to the deep with only ten thou
sand. But, really, not less than fifty 
thousand will requite me for the 
brain-tissue which � have expended in 
the study of your interesting situation." 

Mr. Bowring consulted his watch. 
"Come, now," he said, huskily, 

"I'll give you ten thousand. I flatter 
myself I can look facts in the face, and 
so I'll give you ten thousand." 

"My friend," answered the spider, 
"you are a j udge of character. Do you 
honestly think I don't mean precisely 
what I say - to sixpence? It is eight 
thirty. You are, if I may be allowed 
the remark, running it rather fine." 

"And suppose I refuse to part ?" 
said Mr. Bowring, after reflection. 
"What then?" 

"I have confessed to you that I 
hate violence. You would therefore 
leave this room unmolested, but you 
wouldn't step off the island." 

Mr. Bowring scanned the agreeable 
features of the stranger. Then, while 
the lifts were ascending and descend
ing, and the wine was sparkling, and 

the jewels flashing, · and the gold 
chinking, and the pretty women being 
pretty, in all the four quarters of the 
Devonshire, Mr. Bruce Bowring in 
the silent parlor counted out fifty 
notes onto the table. After all, it was 
a fortune, that little pile on the crim
son polished wood. 

"Bon voyage!" said the stranger. 
· "Don't imagine that I am not full of 

sympathy for you. I am. You have 
only been rather unfortunate. Bon 
voyage!" 

"No! By Heaven!" Mr. Bowring 
almost shouted, rushing back from 
the door, and drawing a revolver 
from his hip pocket. "It's too much! 
I didn't mean to - but confound it, 
what's a revolver for?" 

The youngish man jumped up 
quickly and put his hands on the 
notes. 

"Violence is always foolish, Mr. 
Bowring," he murmured. 

"Will you give them up, or won't 
you?" 

"I won't." 
The stranger's fine eyes seemed to 

glint with joy in the drama. 
"Then --" 
The revolver was raised, but in the 

same instant a tiny hand snatched it 
from the hand of Mr. Bowring, who 
turned and beheld by his side a 
woman. The huge screen sank slowly 
and noiselessly to the· floor in the sur
prising manner peculiar to screens that 
have been overset. 

. Mr. Bowring cursed. "An accom
plice! I might have guessed!" he 
grumbled in final disgust. 
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He ran to the door, unlocked it, and in Algiers in the spring you stayed at 
was seen no more. the Hotel St. James, famous as the 

The lady was aged twenty-seven or 
so; of medium height, and slim, with 
a plain, very intelligent and expressive 
face, lighted by courageous, gray 
eyes and crowned with loose, abun
dant, fluffy hair. Perhaps it was the 
fluffy hair, perhaps it was the mouth 
that twitched as she dropped the re
volver - who can say? - but the 
whole atmosphere of the rose-lit 
chamber was suddenly changed. The 
incalculable had invaded it. 

"You seem surprised, Miss Fin
castle,'' said the possessor of the bank
notes, laughing gaily. 

"Surprised !" echoed the lady, con
trolling that mouth. "My dear Mr. 
Thorold, when strictly as a journalist 
I accepted your invitation, I did not 
anticipate this sequel ; frankly I did 
not." 

She tried to speak coldly .and 
evenly, on the assumption that a 
journalist has no sex during business 
hours. But just then she happened to 
be neither less nor more a woman than 
a woman always is. 

"If I have had the misfortune to 
annoy you --!" Thorold threw up 
his arms in gallant despair. 

"Annoy is not the word," said Miss 
Fincastle, nervously smiling. "May I 
sit down? Thanks. ·-bet us recount. 
You arrive in England, from some
where, as the son and heir of the late 
Ahasuerus Thorold, the New York 
operator, who died worth six million 
dollars. It becomes known that whil!! 

scene of what is called the 'Algiers 
Mystery,' familiar to English news
paper readers since last April. The 
editor of my journal therefore in
structs me to obtain an interview with 
you. I do so. The first thing I discover 
is that, though an American, you have 
no American accent. You explain this 
by saying that since infancy you have 
always lived in Europe with your 
mother." 

"But surely you do not doubt that I 
am Cecil Thorold !" said the man. 

"Of course nor. I merely recount. 
To continue. I interview you as to the
Algerian mystery, and get some new 
items concerning it. Then you regale 
me with tea and your opinions, and 
my questions grow more personal. 
So it comes about that, strictly on 
behalf of my paper, I inquire what 
your recreations are. And suddenly 
you answer: 'Ah! My recreations ! 
Come to dinner tonight, quite in
formally, and I will show you how I 
amuse myself!' I come. I dine. I am 
stuck behind that screen and told to 
listen. And - and - the millionaire 
proves to be nothing but a black
mailer." 

"You must understand, my dear 
lady -" 

"I understand everything, Mr. 
Thorold, except your object in ad
mitting me to the scene." 

"A whim!" cried Thorold viva
ciously, "a freak of mine! Possibly due 
to the eternal and universal desire of 
man �o show off before woman.'' 
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The journalist tried to smile, but 
something in her face caused Thorold 
to run to a chitfonier. 

"Drink this," he said, returning 
with a glass. 

"I need nothing." The voice was a 
whisper. 

"Oblige me." 
Miss Fincastle drank and coughed . 
"Why did you do it?" she asked 

sadly, looking at the notes. 
"You don't mean to say," Thorold 

burst out, "that you are feeling sorry 
for Mr. Bruce Bowring? He has 
merely parted with what he stole. All 
the people from whom he stole, stole. 
And the activities which center about 
the Stock Exchange are simply vari
ous manifestations of one primeval 
instinct. Suppose I had not interfered. 
No one would have been a penny the 
better off except Mr. Bruce Bowring. 
Whereas --" 

"You in tend to restore this money 
to the Consolidated?" said Miss Fin
castle eagerly. 

"Not quite! The Consolidated 
doesn't deserve it. You must not 
regard its shareholders as a set of 
innocent shorn lambs. They knew 
the game. They went in for what they 
could get. Besides, how could I restore 
the money without giving myself 
away ? I want the money myself." 

"But you are a millionaire ! "  
"It is precisely because I am a 

millionaire that I want more. All 
millionaires are like that." 

"I am sorry. to find you a thief, Mr. 
Thorold." 

"A thief! No. I am only direct, I 

only avoid the middleman. At dinner, 
Miss Fincastle, you displayed some4 
what advanced views about property, 
marriage, and the aristocracy of 
brains. You said that labels were for 
the stupid majority, and that the wise 
minority examined the ideas behind 
the labels. You label me a thief, but 
examine the idea, and you will per
ceive that you might as well call your
self a thief. Your newspaper every 
day suppresses the truth about the 
City, and it does so in order to live. 
In other words, i t  touches the pitch, 
it participates in the game. Today it 
has a fifty-line advertisement of a false 
balance-sheet of the Consolidated, at 
two shillings a line. That five pounds, 
part of the loot of a great city, will 
help to pay for your account of our 
interview this afternoon." 

"Our interview tonight," Miss 
Fincastle corrected him stiffly, "and 
all that I have seen and heard." 

At these words she stood up, and as 
Cecil Thorold gazed at her his face 
changed. 

"I shall begin to wish," he said 
slowly, "that I had deprived myself of 
the pleasure of your company this 
evening." -

"You might kve been a dead man 
had you done so," Miss Fincastle 
retorted, and observing his blank 
countenance she touched the .re· 
volver. "Have you forgotten already?" 
she asked tartly. 

"Of course it wasn't loaded," he 
remarked. "Of course I had seen to 
that earlier in the day. I am not such 
a bungler --" 
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"Then I didn't save your life?" 
"You force me to say that you did 

not, and to remind you that you gave 
tne your word not to emerge from 
behind the screen. However, seeing 
the motive, I can only thank you for 
that lapse. The pity is that it hope
lessly compromises you." 

"Me?" exclaimed Miss Fincastle. 
"You. Can't you see that you are 

in it? - in this robbery, to give the 
thing a label. You were alone with the 
robber. You succored the robber at a 
critical moment . . .  'Accomplice,' 
Mr. Bowring himself said. My dear 
journalist, the episode of the revolver, 
empty though the revolver was, seals 
your lips." 

Miss Fincastle laughed rather hys
terically, leaning over the table with 
her hands on it. 

"My dear millionaire,'' she said 
rapidly, "you don't know the new 
journalism, to which I have the honor 
to belong. You would know it better 
had you lived more in New York. All 
I have to announce is that, · com
promised or not, a full account of this 
affair will appear in my paper tomor
row morning. No, I shall not inform 
the police. I am a journalist simply, 
but a journalist I am." 

"And your promise, which you gave 
me before going behind the · screen, 
·your solemn promise that you would 
reveal nothing?" 

"Some promises, Mr. Thorold, it is 
a duty to break, and it is my duty to 
break this one. I should never have 
given it had I had the slightest idea of 
the nature of your recreations." 

Thorold 'still smiled, though faintly. 
"Really, you know," he murmured, 

"this is getting just a little serious." 
"It is very serious," she stammered. 
And then Thorold noticed that the 

new journalist was softly weeping. 
The door opened. 
"Miss Kitty Sartorius," said the 

erstwhile liftman, who was now in 
plain clothes and had mysteriously 
ceased to squint. 

A beautiful girl, a girl who had re
markable loveliness and was aware of 
it (one of the prettiest women of the 
Devonshire), ran impulsively into the 
room and caught Miss Fincastle by 
the hand. 

"My dearest Eve, you're crying. 
What's the matter?" 

"Lecky," said Thorold aside to the 
· servant. "I told you to admit no one." 

The beautiful blonde turned sharp
ly to Thorold. 

"I told him I wished to enter," she 
said imperiously, half closing her 
eyes. 

"Yes, sir,'' said Lecky. "That was it. 
The lady wished to enter." 

Thorold bowed. . 
"It ·was sufficient," he said. "That 

will do, Lecky." 
' 'Yes, sir." And he retired. 
"Now we are alone," said Miss 

Sartorius. "Introduce us, Eve, and 
explain." . 

Miss Fincastle, having regained self
control, introduced her dear friend, 
the radiant star of the Regency 
Theatre, to her acquaintance the 
millionaire. 

"Eve didn't feel quite sure of you," 
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the actress stated; "and so we ar� 
ranged that if she wasn't up at my flat 
by nine o'clock, I was to come down 
and reconnoitre. What have you been 
doing to make Eve cry?" 

"Unintentional, I assure you --" 
Thorold began. 

"There's something between you · 
·two," said Kitty Sartorius sagaciously, 
in significant accents. "What is it?" 

She sat down, touched her picture 
hat, smoothed her white gown, and 
tapped her foot. "What is it, now? 
Mr. Thorold, I think you had better 
tell me." 

Thorold
· 
raised. his eyebrows and 

obediently commenced the narra� 
tion, standing with his back to the 
fire. 

"How perfectly splendid !" Kitty 
exclaimed. "I'm so glad you cornered 
Mr. Bowring. I met him one night 
and I thought he was horrid. And 
these are the notes? Well, of all 
the --!" 

Thorold proceeded with his story. 
"Oh, but you can't do that, Eve!" 

said Kitty, suddenly serious. "You 
can't go and split! It would mean all 
sorts of bother; your wretched news· 
paper would be sure to keep you 
hanging about in London, and we 
shouldn't be able to start on our holi
day tomorrow. Eve and I are starting 
on quite a long tour tomorrow, Mr. 
Thorold; we begin with Ostend." 

"Indeed!" said Thorold. "I, too, 
am going in that direction soon. Per� 
haps we may meet." 

"I hope so," Kitty smiled, and then 
she looked at Eve Fincastle. "You 

really mustn't do that, Eve," she said. 
"I must, I must!" Miss Fincastle 

insisted, clenching her hands. 
"And she will," said Kitty tragi� 

cally, after considering her friend's 
face. "She will, and our holiday's 
ruined. I see it - I see it plainly. 
She's in one of her stupid conscien
tious moods. She's fearfully advanced 
and careless and unconventional in 
theory, Eve is ; but when it comes to 
practice --! Mr. Thorold, you have 
just got everything into a dreadful 
knot. Why did you want those notes 
so very particularly?" 

"I don't want them so very par· 
· ticularly." 

"Well, anyhow, it's a most peculiar 
predicament. Mr. Bowring doesn't 
count, and this Consolidated thin
gummy isn't any the worse off. No
body suffers who oughtn't to suffer. 
It's your unlawful gain that's wrong. 
Why not pitch the wretched notes in 
the fire?" Kitty laughed at her own 
playful humor. 

"Certainly," said Thorold. And 
with a quick movement he put the 
fifty trifles in the grate. 

Both the women screamed and 
sprang up. 

"Mr. Thorold !" 
"Mr. Thorold!" ("He's adorable !" 

Kitty breathed.) 
"The incident, I venture to hope, is 

now closed,"  said Thorold calmly, 
but with his dark eyes sparkling. "I 
must thank you both for a very en· 
joyable evening. Some day, perhaps, 
I may have an opportunity of further 
explaining my philosophy to you." 
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THE . M A N  WHll P L AYE D HU NCHE S  
. . 

by_ A. H. Z. CARR 

N
o ONE has ever called me super� 

stitious or even tender-minded. 
In the past when people have told me 
at second hand about myster�ous 
phenomena and occult forces ("I 
didn't see the spirit· myself, exactly, 
but I know the fellow who did"), I 

. have generally been a little bored. 
· But since my experience with the man 

called Leg-'n'-half I have sometimes 
· .- well, wondered. 

· These are the facts. I was driv,ing 
through suburban Westchester one 

. Vfarm Sunday afternoon with a girl. 

Copyright, 1935; by Harfort 
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She was - is - a very pretty girl. 
Possibly I was less concerned with the 
car and the road than with her profile; 
we were not married then. At any 
rate, while we were going through 
Ryeneck, one of Westchester's 
wealthy towns - you know the type : 
wide streets, stone and stucco man
sions for the upper middle-class, 
Tudor-style apartment houses for the 
middle middle-class, dingy wooden 
cottages for the lower middle-class, 
neat, red-brick, glass-fronted stores 
downtown - while we were in the 
commercial district I passed a traffic 
light - a red light. 

I advance in excuse that the light 
was badly situated and partly obscured 
by some construction work, although 
the crosswise stream of traffic should 
have warned me. However, seeing no 
signal, I inferred that here was one of 
those every-man-for-himself lightless 
intersections that used to make motor
ing exciting. The prospect of wait
ing indefinitely while New York-on
wheels returned home did not attract 
me; and at a propitious moment I 
charged across the road. 

Blasts from horns, remarks reflect
ing on my parentage and intelligence, 
and requests for data on my eyesight 
and my destination rose all about us. 
The girl said, "Oh. I see the light now. 
You passed it." Simultaneously a 
large policeman advanced from no
�here and yelled, "Pull over to the 
curb, you!" I did. 

This policeman was elderly, and 
life, ·no doubt, had thwarted him; he 
was bitter ·and vengeful. I have al--

ways believed that when dealing with 
Nemesis in a blue coat a candid admis
sion of ant's iniquities goes farther 
than a claim to know the chief of po
lice, unless one happens actually to 
know him. But what I intended to be 
a disarming apology evoked in this in
stance only the little pad of sum
monses and a sarcastic, "Smart guy, 
hey?" 

Stimulated by a deep-rooted aver
sion to the payment of fines, I pointed 
out that although I had been at fault, 
the violation had been (a) unimpor
tant, (b) unintentional, and (c) due 
in part to the inconspicuous position 
of the traffic light. To this the police
man replied while examining my 
licenses, · "Trying to lie your way out 
of it, hey?" and his tone was more 
than usually offensive. 

Had I been alone it  would never 
have occurred to me to resent what a 
policeman said, lest worse befall. I 
suppose the girl's presence made my 
ego unduly sensitive. At any rate, I 
replied something to the effect that I 
did not like his manner. 

He said, "Oh, is 'at so? Tough guy, 
hey?" 

Having committed myself thus far, 
I became reckless. I said, no, I was not 
tough. I said that I merely wanted 
him to be civil. 

He said, "Shut up." 
Up to this point I had been aston

ished and delighted at my own te
merity; the summons seemed cheap at 
the price. But now, like so many in
experienced orators, I was carried 
away .by my own eloquence. I pointed 
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out that he was a public servant (a 
statement that does not ring cheer
fully in the ears of an American po
liceman) paid by the community's 
taxes to exercise a little intelligence, 
although, I implied, the community 
should have known better. I pro
claimed my determination to make an 
issue of this case. I told him that he 
would regret his insolence, his arro
gance, his discourtesy, and so forth. 
These were, of course, empty mouth
ings. 

The speech was very soothing to 
me, but not to him. His complexion 
was red to begin with; it became 
apoplectic now; and breathing hard, 
he made some notes in his notebook 
which, he said, would do me no good 
in court. 

While this was going on I was dimly 
aware that several men were watching. 
us from a sleek black touring car 
parked at the curb some flfty feet 
away. I doubt whether they over
heard the dialogue, but the panto
mime was sufficiently clear.. They 
grinned broadly; and one of them 
winked sympathetically at the amused 
girl next to me. 

The policeman finally handed me 
the summons, and with an attempt at 
dignity, I drove away. When we came 
abreast of the other car, a man who 
had been standing at its side detached 
himself and called, "Hey!" 

I stopped. He was a heavy-set, 
powerful man, round-faced, small
featured, swarthy, with a greasy skin 
- a  South-Italian, I should guess. His 
costume consisted of a pair of shape-· 

less gray trousers, a dirty yellow 
"wind-breaker," and an old cap. 
When he moved out into the street 
limping, I instinctively glanced at his 
feet. One leg was perhaps three inches 
shorter than the other; and he wore on 

· its foot a shoe with a grotesquely high 
heel to make up the difference. 

He said, casually, "Get a ticket?" 
I said, "Yes." 
He said, "Aw, 'at's only ol' Scanlon. 

Let's have it, 'n' I'll fix it fuh yuh." 
My first idea was that I had stum

bled onto a new racket, in which a 
policeman gave out tickets which his 
associate down the street then "fixed" 
for a consideration. But there was an· 

air about this man, a kind of placid 
confidence, that did not fit into this 
vie�. He was not sly or furtive. He 
sta.red at me steadily and waited for 
my answer. 

I said, "What do you mean, you'll 
fix it? Why should you?" 

He said, "Whut duh hell's 'uh dif
ference s'long's it's fixed? "  

I said, "How d o  I know you can fix 
it?" 

He looked surprised. "Sure I'll fix 
it. Jeez, I fix a dozen of 'em ev'y 
week." 

"How?" I asked. 
"How yuh think?" he retorted with 

a trace of irritation. "I know all 'uh 
right guys. Cripes, fella, I'm tryin' 
'uh .do yuh a favuh." 

"Yes," I said doubtfully, "but sup
pose you didn't fix it. That'd leave 
me. in a .fine spot, .wouldn't it?" 

"But I'm gonna fix it," he repeated. 
impatiently. "Hell, ev'ybody here 
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knows me. Henry Milano, 'ey call 
me Leg-'n'-half. I run all 'uh rackets 
roun' here. Ask anybOdy." He did not 
say this boastfully, but with a quiet 
authority, as a statement of fact. 

I believed him. But I could not 
understand why he should go to any 
trouble on my behalf. While I was 
hesitating, he said, "You f'm Brook
lyn, aintcha?" 

I said, "No, I'm from Manhattan." 
"Oh," he said, "I thought yuh was 

f'm Brooklyn, f'm yuh license plates." 
I shook my head. 
He continued, "I thought maybe 

you was one of Augie" - I think he 
said Geronimo - "Augie Geronimo's 
boys. Yuh know Augie?" 

I had never heard of Augie. But 
while Leg-'n'-half- to give him the 
name by which I always think of him 
- was talking I became aware of sev
eral things. Scanlon, the policeman, 
had watched the scene for a moment 
and then moved away with a discom
fited air too authentic to be simulated. 
The young men in the car were ges
turing at the girl alongside as if to say, 
''Go ahead. Do it." 

I no longer seriously doubted Leg
•n'-half's good intentions; but his 
motive remained incomprehensible. 
Then a theory occurred to me. I was 
wearing a new hat, an excessively 
jaunty affair into the purchase of 
which an unscrupulous salesman had 
intimidated me. It gave me, I felt, a 
rather sinister appearance. Could this 
fact, together with a sunburned skin, 
an unfortunate assemblage of featur·es, 
an unpleasant attitude toward the po� 

lice, and a presumptive Brooklyn 
· license number have suggested that 
one of Augie's boys was taking his 
moll out for a drive? Was Leg-'n'· 
half extending the courtesies of the 
town to a fellow-racketeer? I could 
think of no less implausible explana
tion. 

Obviously, I saw, a connection 
with this Augie should not be too 
quickly disowned if I wanted to avoid 
the trouble which had visited me. Ac
cordingly, I said with what I hoped 
was· the proper inflection, "Well, I 
don't know Augie personally, but one 
of my pals knows him very well." 

I heard the girl in the car choke, but 
Leg-'n'-half seemed relieved. He said, 
as if everything was settled, "Deh 
y'are. Let's have it." 

I handed him the ticket. Perhaps 
· there was a trace of doubt still in my 
manner, because he said, "I'll give yuh 
my 'phone numbeh. Four-three-six. 
If yuh worried, just gimme a call so I 
won't f'get." With that, he crumpled 
the ticket, stuffed it into his pocket, 
and began to limp away. 

A few flakes of gratitude were crys
tallizing out of my bewilderment. I 
said weakly, "Thanks very much." 
He looked round and said, "Okay." I 
got the impression that he was waiting 
for something, and an uncensored im� 
pulse made me ask, "Do I owe you 
anything?" He answered curtly, 
"Nab. What the hell." And this time 
with finality be turned his back. 

We drove off while the men in the 
other tar laughed. For a while the ·girl 
and I were amused and excited; but 
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after a few hours the incident dropped 
out of our consciousness. I forgot to 
telephone Leg-'n' -half; a week elapsed, 
and I had not heard from the R yeneck 
police, and the episode began to slip 
into the mists of the faintly unreal. 

About ten days later I went to the 
public library to consult recent copies 
of the metropolitan newspapers for 
the purposes of an article on which I 
was engaged. Glancing down a page, 
my eye caught a brief item which 
read : "Ryeneck, July 8th. Late last 
night Henry Milano, reputed West
chester racketeer, was shot outside the 
Helicon Restaurant by two unknown 
men who effected their escape by au
tomobile. Milano was wounded in the 
abdomen and chest and was taken to 
the Rye.neck hospital. His assailants, 
with whom he exchanged several 
shots, escaped unrecognized, but the 
police believe that they are members 
of a Brooklyn gang who have lately 
been attempting to 'muscle in' on 
Milano's 'territory.' Milano's condi
tion is grave." 

My encounter with Leg-'n'-half 
had taken place on the sixth. He had 
been shot the next night. I was 
vaguely sorry; and I dismissed a faint 
uneasiness about my summons with 
the reflection that time would tell. 

But a new worry arose to plague 
me. Suppose this Brooklyn gang was 
that with which I claimed connection. 
My name and address were on the 
summons. Might not Leg-'n'-half's 
friends regard me with suspicion ? 

I remained unmolested, however, 
by gangsters or police, and my fears 

gradually wore thin, until a day about 
six months later, when while riding in 
the subway I became aware of another 
strap-hanger who was watching me in
tently. I turned and saw Leg-'n'-half. 

As soon as our eyes met he forced 
his way through the crowd and took 
the strap next to mine. 

"Yeah," he said without any pre
liminaries. "I thought it was you." 

His manner struck me as being 
alarmingly enigmatic. "How are 
you ?" I stammered. 

"Okay," he said. 
An embarrassing pause ensued. "I 

read in the newspapers that you got 
shot," I said, frantically wishing I 
could think of something else to talk 
about. 

"Yeah," he said. "Right after you 
came along." 

M y  imagination began to conjure 
up discouraging possibilities. If in 
Leg-'n'-half's mind I was in some way 
associated with the attack on him, the 
immediate future was not inviting. I 
wanted to protest my innocence, but 
I felt that anything I said might be 
interpreted as a consciousness of guilt. 
With desperate caution I began, "The 
papers said some fellows from Brook
lyn did it.'' 

He answered significantly, "Yeah. 
'Ey got theirs las' month." 

1 was not troubled about the fate of 
the fellows from Brooklyn but I re
call being a bit confused· about the 
proper etiquette for the occasion. 
Did one offer congratulations? I mum
bled something vague and hurried on. 
I said, "I've never thanked you 
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enough for fixing that ticket of mine." 
He shrugged. " 'At's okay." 
I ·decided to clear the matter up 

once and for all. "You know," I said 
jocularly, "you asked me whether I 
was from Brooklyn - whether I 
knew some fellow - Augie some
thing?" 

His eyes flickered, and I plunged 
into awkward explanation. "I was 
kidding when I said I knew a friend of 
his. I really never heard of him, but I 
thought maybe you wouldn't fix the 
ticket if I said I didn't know him." 

He smiled slightly, for the first 
time. "Sure, I knew yuh was lyin'," 
he said. "I jus' a�t yuh tuh make sure 
yuh wasn't one o' Augie's guys. If 
you'd 'a' bin, you'd 'a' said yuh 
neveh hoid of him. Deh was a couple 
of 'em around just 'uh day b'fo', and 
I wasn't takin' no chances. I wasn't 
fi.xin' no tickets fuh none o' his guys." 

This revelation of subtlety startled 
me, and all my former curiosity re
turned. "Look here," I said, "if you 
didn't fix the ticket for me on ac
count of- well, why did you fix it 
anyway?" 

His face became somber and he was 
silent for a moment. Then he said, 
"Well, I'll tell yuh. I play hunches, 
see? I was in kind of a spot wit' Augie, 
see, 'n' I was lookin' fuh a hunch. 
When I see you and yuh dame ah
guin' wit' Scanlon, right away I get a 
hunch. I say to the boys, 'Dat guy's 
gonna gimme luck. I'll fix it fuh him, 
'n' I'll tell Augie tuh' · �  - he re
peated what he had told the boys he 
would tell Augie to do. Then he 

added, :rather bitterly, "Well, I fixed 
'uh ticket okay, but a hell of a lot o' 
luck you was. A jinx." 

"I hope not," I said, trying to 
smile. 

"Not any mo'," he answered 
promptly, with an air of having con
sidered the question. " 'S soon as I see 
yuh just now I had a hunch it was 
okay. 'At's why I come over tuh talk 
tuh yuh. I got a deal on t'night, 'n' I 
need . some luck. Well, I'm countin' 
on yuh to give i t  tuh me dis time." 

There was a challenge in his voice. 
''I'll do my best," I said, idiotically. 
"Okay,,,. he said, as if satisfied. 

There was a long and difficult pause. 
Then he added, "Well, here's wheh I 
get off, " turned abruptly as the train 
pulled into a station, and limped onto 
the platform. 

Without quite knowing why, I was 
perturbed, but my wife, to whom I 
related the incident, laughed, possi
bly at the thought of my bringing 
good luck to anybody. In an effort to 
create a little concern on my a�count, 
I pointed out that he was an avowed 
murderer, · whose annoyance might 
easily- carry a fatal connotation. But 
the detective stories and gangster 
movies to which my wife is addicted 
have made murderers too familiar to 
be very terrible. 

"The least you can do," she said, "is 
give the poor man what he wants. 
Try concentrating." 

The next morning at breakfast I 
turned a page of my newspaper to find 
a small headline staring at me: "Gang� 
ster Killed, Slayer Wounded In Gam-
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bling House." The story read: "Last charge of manslaughter. Sentence had 
night, a little after nine o'clock, Henry been deferred. After that I saw no 
Milano, whom the police describe as a reference to the case. 
racketeer living in Ryeneck, New Under the pressure of my own af
York, shot and killed Pasquale Vin- fairs the matter slowly slipped out of 
centi, of 1258 West End Avenue, who my mind. Then, one evening about 
was discharged from Sing Sing only eight months after the previous en
last month. The shooting occurred at counter, my wife and I stopped for 
Jack Maguire's Club at 1oth Avenue dinner in a Westchester roadhouse. 
and 57th Street, raided by the police My first intimation of Leg-'n'-half's 
as a gambling dive on several occa- presence was a shuffle of feet behind 
sions. Milano was seriously wounded me and a gasp from my wife. I turned 
in the right shoulder, but whether by and saw him standing back of me. 
Vincenti or another is not known. At He was thinner and paler than the 
City Hospital he refused to give any last rime I had seen him. I looked for 
information to the police." a clue to his feelings in his face, but it 

The report went on at some length. was as impassive as ever. When he 
It was quite clear to me that Leg- spoke, however, his voice had an omi

'n'-half's superstition, derived from nous undertone. 
heaven knew what obscure Mediter- "Listen," he said to me, "I wanna 
ranean origins, would hold me respon- talk tuh yuh. Come on oveh to duh 
sible for his casualty. And, actually, an bah." 
absurd feeling of responsibility for Before I could reply, my wife said, 
what had happened to him did bother smiling pleasantly, "Why not talk 
me. I could not get him out of my here? I'm not in the way, am I ?" 
thoughts. A childish but nonetheless He looked at her for perhaps ten 
oppressive notion that I had been seconds, then said, "Naw, I guess 
singled out to play a mysterious role not," and dropped into a chair at our 
in the life of this man defied every table. "Listen," he resumed, "you 
reference to common sense and seemed jinxed me." 
to adumbrate some impending calam- My wife said to me reproachfully, 
ity. Although my wife continued to "I do think you might introduce me." 
dismiss my fears with regrettable I mumbled an introduction, which 
lightness, I could not help hoping that Leg-'n'-half acknowledged with a 
Leg-'n'-half would go to jail for a nod. "I remember your kindness very 
long sentence. I watched the news- well, Mr. Milano," said my wife. 
papers closely. In a month or so I He cleared his throat, and turned to 
read that he had proven to the dis- me again. "Listen," he said, "I jus' 
trier attorney's satisfaction that the got sprung on parole yestiddy. Duh 
killing had been in self-defense, and las' six mont's I bin thinkin' about 
had pleaded guilty to a technical you." 
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" I  was mighty sorry," I said, "to 
hear about that business - you know, 
the time we met on the subway?" 

He paid no attention to my words. 
"Funny," he said thoughtfully, "my 
hunches a'ways clicked up t' I met 
you. Twice yuh jinxed me. I thought 
for a while you was doin' it on poipus, 
but when I look atcha I dunno. I keep 
gettin' 'uh same hunch I had b'fo'." 

He broke off, and there was a little 
silence. Then he looked at me from 
under his heavy lids and said, "Yuh 
know, if I thought you was j inxin' 
me" . . . and stopped again, with a 
glance at my wife. She was no longer 
smiling, and I .did not like the situa
tion in the least. 

I said, "You know I'm not j inxing 
you. How could I ?" 

He merely looked at me, and I 
hastened to drop the rational argu
ment. 

"Well, then," I said, "why should 
I ?  You were decent to me up in Rye
neck. I wouldn't want to see you in 
trouble, would I ?  It's just a coinci
dence." 

He passed his fingers slowly across 
his lips. "Yeah," he said. "Only how 
do I know ?" 

My wife started to speak, and he 
interrupted. "Listen," he said. "Yuh 
needn't be scared. If I was gonna do 
anything, I'd 'a' done it. It's like I say, 
when I look atcha, I dunno. I keep 
gettin' 'at hunch. When I saw yuh 
t'night, I says t' myself, 'Deb's duh 
jinx. I can't rub him out here, so I 
better beat it b'fo' he sees me.' Den 
I'm not so sure. I keep thinkin' maybe 

duh jinx is oveh. I keep feelin' you're 
luck if I can make it come." 

I shook my head and then hastily 
reversed the motion to a nod. 

He said, "Listen, guy. I don't have 
nothin' against yuh. But I don't stand 
for no more j inxes. Twice is enough. 
Three times is out. T'night I'm goin' 
back to Ryeneck to split wit' duh 
guys that's been lookin' after things 
while I bin away. Maybe dey'll split 
easy, and it'll be okay. Maybe it 
won't. It's up to you. Get it?" 

I nodded again, vaguely. 
"If you put the jinx on me again," 

he said simply, "it'll be duh last time. 
Yuh gotta be lucky. Get it? Lucky !" 

With that he rose, in his usual 
abrupt fashion, and left us. 

For the first time I saw my wife 
frankly alarmed. She wanted me to 
go to the police. I objected, however, 
that to do so would be a direct invita
tion to disaster; whereas if events were 
left to chance, Leg-'n'-half's luck 
might turn. Certainly the law of prob
abilities owed him - and me - some
thing. Besides, what could I tell the 
police that would not sound like the 
timidities of a neurotic; and what 
could they do? 

But Leg-'n'�half had said, "Three 
times is out." I did not like the sound 
of that. The next morning my wife 
and I scanned every column of our 
newspaper. We found nothing. I was 
plunged into a state of unresolved 
suspense. Had I been confirmed as 
Leg-'n'-half's jinx? Or had the boys 
"split easy"? The incredible fact grew 
upon me that some night, any night. 
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as I walked along the street, I might 
quite casually, quite abruptly, be shot 
to deat'h. 

This was not a pleasant thought to 
live with. And although for a while 
nothing happened, there can be a kind 
of terror in nothing happening. At 
first, my wife and I buoyed up our 
spirits with wishful thinking. We 
told each other that Leg-'n'-half's 
affairs had probably prospered, failing 
reports of a shooting in R yeneck; and 
that even if something had gone 
wrong, the man could not be fool 
enough to hold me responsible. 

The truth is that the obvious in
sistence of circumstance on turning 
what should have been a joke into a 
tragedy had an air of predestination. 
My wife denies that she expected my 
murder hourly; but I know that I be
gan to entertain a sort of resigned 
conviction that I was doomed. 

It was after three days of morbid 
tension that Leg-'n'-half reappeared. 
He came while my wife and I were at 
the dinner table. We had been trying 
to talk of inconscquentialities, when 
she rebelled, saying, "This Suicide 
Club atmosphere is getting on my 
nerves. Let's go away for a while. 
Let's go to the country." 

I had been secretly toying with the 
same notion, but naturally, I did not 
want to admit it. I said that I would 
not be forced out of my home by a 
gangster's threat; a man owed some
thing to his self-respect;  what were we 
coming to; and so on. 

My wife is not easily deceived by 
heroics, especially mine. She said, 

"Nonsense. We can't go on like this, 
looking up and down the street every 
time we go out of doors, j umping at 
every noise. And we're so helpless." 

At this point the doorbell rang. I 
answered; we had previously agreed 
that Leg-'n'-half would not dare to 
call at our apartment, under the eyes 
of doormen and elevator boys. I had 
imagined several versions of an en
counter with him, in all of which I 
came off with credit and alive; but as 
I opened the door and saw him stand
ing there with another man I could 
not speak or move or slam the door; I 
was paralyzed. 

He said, "Hello, guy." 
I muttered something tha,t I did not 

understand myself. 
He said, "I come to tell you it  was 

okay." 
"Okay?" I gasped, and he nodded. 

I remember that my knees literally 
trembled with relief as I caught the 
implications of his words. "That's 
great," I managed to say. The thought 
crossed my mind that it was extremely 
decent of him to have taken the 
trouble to call. 

"Yeah," he said. "Duh boys come 
through okay." 

My wife, with a look of panic, had 
joined me at the door, and I said hur
riedly, '·Mr. Milano just stopped by 
to say that everything went off all 
right the other night." 

"Oh," she cried, beaming at him. 
"I'm so glad. How nice of you, Mr. 
Milano, to let us know." 

He cleared his throat, and said, 
" 'At's okay." And then, with sudden 
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bravado, "My hunches a'ways bin 
good. 'At's how I got wheh I am." 

"I'm sure of it," my wife smiled. 
He turned to the man with him, a 

big, tough bruiser, and said, "Beat it a 
minute, Pete. I wanna talk tuh dis 
guy alone;" and the man strolled 
down the corridor. 

"Listen," Leg-'n-'half said to me, 
lowering his voice. "I knew my 
hunch couldn't be wrong if you was 
pullin' fuh me." 

"No," I said, cheerfully making 
conversation. "Of course not." 

He paused for a moment before re
plying, as if considering my remark, 
and I began to feel vaguely uneasy. 
Then he, said, '1Listen. I'm f'gettin' 
about 'ose uddeh times. My hunch is, 
you're duh guy I been waitin' fuh." 

"Waiting for?" I repeated stupidly. 
He said, "I bin lookin' fuh a good

luck guy. I used tuh have a lucky kid 
but he died on me. Now I know yuh 
okay I'm all set tuh make a couple o' 
deals I bin thinkin' about fuh a long 
time, see?" 

I merely stared at him, and he went 
on. "I'm makin' a deal wit' a couple 
o' big shots downtown next Satiddy 
night, an' I ain't takin' no chances. 
I'll need plenny luck. So I'll be 
comin' in tuh see yuh on my way 
down. About eight o'clock, you be 
here." 

This was not a question; it was an 
order, given by a leader to his hench
man. I said, "But look here . . .  " 

He broke in impatiently. "I ain't 
got time now. If yuh know whut's 
good fuh yuh, guy, yuh won't try no 

funny stuff. You'll pull fuh me. You 
be here." With this he turned and 
started to limp away. 

My wife closed the door, and we 
looked at each other. The bitter un
fairness of it  all was what ·I resented 
most, I think. I felt rather like Job. 
Why should I, among millions, have 
been chosen by Leg-'n'-half to bear 
the responsibility of his dangerous 
fortunes? And I wondered again, was 
there in truth some unfathomable hu
man relation between us that he could 
sense, and I could not? 

My wife, however, is a realist. She 
wasted no time in idle reproaches to 
destiny, or in philosophical excur
sions. While I was dismally comem
plating the agonies of uncertainty 
that would fill my brief future before 
its inevitable, violent end, she went 
to the telephone, where I heard her 
calling a real-estate dealer. 

The result was that after a few days 
of unbelievable effort, on the morning 
of the very Saturday when Leg-'n'
half was to call, we moved into a 
small house in the country, about a 
hundred miles from New York. The 
place is not entirely satisfactory; but 
one cannot expect too much when 
one rents on such short notice. 

I do not know what has happened 
to Leg-'n'-half. We left no forward
ing address, and I think I am safe 
from him. In my more optimistic 
moments I hope that he is dead. But 
every now and then I get the quite 
ridiculous feeling that if he is dead, I 
may somehow - I don't know how 
- be to blame. 
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