


• • • 

Elisabeth Sanxay Holdirtg has established a unique place for 
herself in the field of the crime novel, because she is first and 
foremost a novelist interested in the effect of circumstance upon 
people, rather than. a· jigsaw specialist fitting straw characters 
into trick plots. Thus her novels hav.e the inevitable violence .of 
a ti·dal wave� 

. Net of Cobwebs is the story of Malcolm Drake, a merchant 
seaman struggling back from the shock of a disastrous voyage. 
On the surface, he could have found no more perfect refuge than 
his brother's comfortable suburban home. Everyone wanted to 
help him, to soothe him, to 
quie� him. Yet they stifled him 
in the quicksand of their .im
placa.ble sweetness -.so that 
when murder happened, he 
had no defense. 

Malcolm Drake's struggle 
to fight clear 0f the smothering 
net of cobwebs that bound 
him tighter and tighter to the 
worl4 of protected guilt adds 
up to the kind of novel-like 
her previous Kill joy and The 
Old Ba.ttle Ax- ab9ut which 
reviewers write: "The latest 
of the superlative H olding 
studies in psychological sus
pense. Terrifying and terrific." · 
-Sa.n Francisco Chronicle. 

Price $2.00 

AN INN£R SANC·TUM MYSTERY 



ELLERY QUEEN'S 
MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

OIJICTIYI 110111$ 
G-ryF,./mrill 

MARCHIW 

GAY FAU:ON Michael Ar/m 3 

lnrptttorEvllfllin 

THE MATHEMATICS OF MuRDER. Cornell W(J()/rich 

�.J.mC'{iss.orifl 

THE CASB OF TUB EMERALD SKY Eric Ambhr 38 

Hild.t,.,rd. Wilhmin 

Tan RIDDLE OF THB TwELVE AMETHYSTS StutJrl Palmer 46 

p.,II/Dtn�J�Jin 
CuL DB SAc James Yaffe 6o 
IA.Sam.:}ohnsmin 
MONBOooo's APE BoY Lillian de Ia To"e 73 

Nit,tiS".mt,tWII.Jri" 
Tax AssASStNS' CLUB Nicholas Blake 91. 

llllptctorBn�t•ntllin 

Tan CuRIOus IwcmsNT OF TBB Doo Ralph NfJf'man Wehfr 115 

Wtddtrhtmin 

SoMETHING To Do WITn F1auam Miriam AIJ.n deFord uS 
CRIMI STOlT 

Tan MuRDER. OP LADY TwtCKINBAM Ed (Arrhi1) Gardnn 89 

Prince Husuin (Ah,..) ;,. 

Tan PRtNCB Wao WAS A TutBP Thtod()re Dreistr 99 

.. �':.-�..!!!.:,. '?l;;�;rfs•�:=; 
N. H. EJitwUJ a .. d G-o/ o/fino, 570 Lc.

h;r 1M Amniam M .. cury, lne. Enr .. J.., 
,N.H.,�n�rh•-oJMardoJ,/879. 

Maru4aa S...U•ofAmnica. 

JooltPIIW.F.a��AK,Bw..._.M,_., Mlwaa»F....,.,M-�U... �R.s...,. .. ...,,.......,._u-



S QS. /rom lhe GJitor 
Dear Reader: If you have any of the following books, will you please write to 
ELLERY QUEEN, 91 Old Mill Road, Great Neck, New York. 

GnrniAlkn'sSTIIAI'ICESroRIES 
CranrAikn'•TwEL,.E'fALI':! 
Anonyma'• EXPEIUE/'ICE! OF A LJ.DY DETECTIVE 
An011y>nD!U0$ STRAN GE 5ToRJE5 OF A DETECTH"E 
Anonymou•'• Ex�ERIRNCI!S Ol' .o.N A>IERU;A:; 

DnEc;nvE 

Horlft'' aD'rlNC T(ll..Jvl': 
}rplon'I G.tRI>EN A.T l9 
J�pson's 
}�pson'• 
Lt.blanc's 
Lt.blarn:'• 
Lt.blarn:'s 
LcQueux'o TuB DB.o.Tu OCToll 
Lrrmina'o Taa�;;>: ExPLOITS OJ' M. P.oiiEl'IT 
Sinclair 
lloyd'• A Algernon 

Campbell' 
c.m,,,w 
C..mpb,/1' 
C..mpbe/1' 
Chriuk'• 

£ .McGotan' 

lrrin S. Cobb'o EscuE OF MR. 'flo.Ulll 
G. D. H. & At. !. fAie1' A Lo:s!-O!f ll'l CRIME 
Cor/ldf'oADVENTiliiBIOFJ.L.ooYDETE<."flV8 
CurtU'o 'filE IRISH POUCI!!. 0FnCEil 
De/ann&y's TuE Ml8MNC CYCLIST 
DMioon'o TU.E5 or THE STRoNG Rooll 
DonOiun'•'fn&MAN•HV!'ITEil 
0011&mn'oC.o.UGBT.o.TL5Tl 
Doyk'o O:n: Caol!'DEl> lloi/R 
Faidie'oTD.o.TM.oNRETtoRNS 
F/..u:h.,.'o DE.t.TH Tn.oT Lmu::s UNSEE.''! 
F/e#dler'sf'l:AilOI'TIIIINIGHT 
F/ffd>er's ThE R.oVENSWOOD MYSTERY 
Flef<:Mr'• TBE MJ.RRE/'IOON l\h8TEIIY 
Fl<kher's'flu:Mlo!< IM THB F'UK ColoT 
F/ffdt�r·� TuB CloKRISIIIORE RUBY 
Fo.-...,.rer'o RBVEL.lTIOl'IS OF & flliVloTE 

DETEcrJVB 
Forresr�r'o SECRET SERVICE 
Forresrer'oTa�;;FEIIloLBDETRCTJVIt 
Frankau'� WINE, WOllE!< loND W loiTERS 
Franki•h'oDR. Cu!<LIJ"FE,INVESTIGATOR 
Gril>bk'o C.os�>·BOO��: OF ANTHONY SLJ.DR 
Hamihon'� Fota TIU.GEDIE$ OF 1\fExn·osTD 
/Ii/l'oCLUBSl'"ROII&DETECTJVR'sCUli<KJ. 
1/i/l'oCJ.RINETSBCRET$ 
Hft'in,'oTHEBURGLA.RS'CLUB 
1/iUyanl'o RECOLLEcriON S OF A. J'HHICIA.N 
l/o.-/u'o BEJ.UTY A.ND THE POLICBill�.� 
Ho.-kr'a THE WoR!IT M.ol< II< THR WOilLO 
llo.-lu'o1'l<><.S0.BA.lii.INC S��:ULL 

McGmun' 
Martel'• 
.Martyn'o CRII.ISTOPD.II.R BO!<D, ADVE1fTtaEB 
Van Wyck Mason'• Sl!VRN Sa.u Muaol!KS 

��%':C...t;:v.r:��::��:c
0
P!:�

N
E�:u�P 

Oppm/u!im's CBRONICUS or MRUJJ.IIPTO!f 
Oppenheim'o TuB IIUIUN Cu.oSE 
Oppenheim'oiNnRCTORDu:.II:INJRETIBE$ 
Prnoou'o TuB B.oUER MuaoEK 
Quiller-C<Juch'ol S.twTHKEISHIPS 
R<�es'siNVBSTICJ.TIO:osorCoLft"iNGREY 
Robert.'oA.B.C.II'IVESTIC.o.Y.II 
Rohmft''oECYPTIA.I<NICilTS 
Damon Runyon'o BLUE p._.TE 5PBCUI. 
lJ<JmonRuny<�n'IMONEYFRo.IIIHOIIE 
DtJmon Runyon'• T.o��:�;;IT K•n 
flacheil'• El'PElliENCES 01' A. BOIID ST. )Rli'RLU 
W. W. 'sTuB DETECTIVE ALBUII 
Wallace'• 
Walla«'• 
w..u�·· 
Wall<>«'• 
Wau�·· 
Marriott Warson'• THE IIIGH TOBY 
"Warer-s's" S��:BLETOI< IN E•·�RY HousE 
"Warer .. i''UNDIS.::OVERF.IICRIIIB8 
.. Warero'•" Mtts. W&LDEGit&nl's WiLL 
Wheatley's Gu"' .. "�'�• G.oLLANTll Al'fD Guos·u 
Whit«hurcA'oTHIIILUMGSTORIE50FTBE 

}hJLli'A.Y 
Whit...,hurch'oAovENTUII..IlSOFCJ.PT.IvAI< 

J<OIU.VIFCH 
Bu.c.c: M.os��: MaBazinc-early ;.,....,, GJM

cinl/yl923 

The fallowing JUJricsarc rqrinud with �rmiuion of t he owners for which ack_nowkdg=m 
is here f"<>tifully m<>dc: GAY PALCO!< by Miclunl Arkn,jrom Town Cr Coumry !lfag<�ziT�C, 
ropyriglu, 1940 by Town b CoWIIry llfag<>%iTIC; TIIB WA.TUD<ATICS OP NUKDU by Cornc/J 
Woo/rich, .from the DIMII DIITECTIVI! MAGAZINII, (()P:/"igltJ, 1944• by Popular f'ubfic<lti<liU, 
JtJC,; TIIII CAS II OP Tllll I!I>ORRALD SKY by Eric Ambkr,jrom ToronJ.o St.Jr Wuk_/y,ropyriglu, 
194;,, by Eric Ambler; Tlfl! PRINCII WHO WAS A TIIUP by ThcoJOTe Dreiscr,.from the book_ 
"CHAIN!" by Theodore Dreisn, copyright, 19�7. by ThcoJ,;,rc O..dsn, rcprinud through the 
coltltcry ojrhe autlwT and ojhi.spubliskrt, G. P,l'ulnllm'&So.u, New York_." 



You've prob(lbly seen movie adventures of the Fplcon "based on tM 
character created by Michael Arlen." (Some of the screenplays were writ
ten by our old friends, Stuart Palmer and Craig Rice.) Well, here's the 
short story that started the whole thing. So far as your Editor has been able 
tafind out, it's the one and only Gay Falcon story Mi�hael Arlen ever 

� 

wrote. Thus, from short stories long sagas grow • • •  

One curious point: It is rare indeed for any story, long·or short, to come 
off the Hollywood assembly line without suffering a B-change, rich and 
strange. Michael Arlen's ''Gay Falcon'' proved no exception to the cine
matic rule. In the original version, as you will see, Gay Falcon is a hard
boiled, sardonic detective- not the man, as Mr. Arlen tells us, "who 
would have succeeded in politics, where charm of manner is said to be an 
advantage." In the movie "adaptations," Gay Falcon emerges, picture 
after picture, as a charming and romantic rogue/ Oh, well, life is real, life 

• 
IS earnest • • •  

GAY FALCON 

by MICHAEL ARLEN 

N
ow of this man who called him .. 

self Gay Falcon many tales are 
told, and this is one of them. 

It is told how, late one night not 
long ago, a pretty lady awoke to find a 
man in her bedroom, and how this 
outrage on her privacy started a train 
of most peculiar events which finally 
ended in as sensational a murder as 
you could wish to see. 

But let us take one thing at a time. 
Her dreamless sleep so rudely shat

tered, the pretty lady blinked in the 
sudden light which the intruder, be
having in a manner quite unsuitable 
in a decent burglar, had switched on. 

"What is it?" she cried. "What do 
you want?" 

She was surprised, not frightened. 
It took more than a man to frighten 
this pretty lady, as many a man had 
found. Flinging her bed-jacket about 

s 

her shoulders, her famous blue eyes, 
now so entirely devoid of the desire to 
please that photographers would have 
recognized her only with difficulty, 
regarded the stranger with surprise 
and contempt. But such treatment 
appeared only to nourish his dis
agreeable assurance. 

'.'Lady, be good," he said. "Don't 
ring. Don't telephone." 

It should be pointed out that the 
tall intruder must indeed have lacked 
all sensibility, for even when address
ing the lady he did not remove his 
hat, which \Vas of weathered felt, the 
colour of rain on Piccadilly, and worn 
at an angle over his left eye which 
might have been called debonair any
where but in a lady's bedroom. 

"You are easy to look at," he 
said thoughtfully, "even without the 
make-up. Easy on the eye." 
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While these compliments were 
vulgar and ill-timed, they were de
served in full measure. The lady made 
a very pretty picture. Her bed-jacket 
matched her bed-spre2d, which was of 
white satin fringed with white ermine, 
while everything about her- hair, 
eyes, features, complexion- was of 
the very best and most attractive 
quality obtainable for women over 
twenty-five but under thirty. 

But this lady's beauty can need no 
description when it is revealed that 
her name was Mrs. Temple, Diana 
Temple, of London, Paris, and New 
York, one of the ten or maybe ten 
thousand best-dressed women in the 
\vorld, excluding China and the 
Solomon Islands. 

Of the fellow Temple, her husband, 
nothing can be said since nothing is 
known, apart from the &ct that he 
had a brother. Once upon a time this 
brother had run away to sea, while 
Temple had married Diana, and 
neither was ever heard of again. 

But the rude intruder made no 
attempt to conceal the &ct that 
Diana Temple was no more to him 
than just another woman. As she 
swiftly stretched out a hand to her 
bedside table, he more swiftly put the 
telephone and bell-push out of her 
reach. 

"iady, be calm," he said. ''This is 
the one occaiion when Diana Temple 
is not going to do what she likes with a 
man. I don't want tQ get tough with 
you-so be good, my pretty." 

Her lovely eyes widened with frank 
curiosity as she stared up at the man's 

dark saturnine face. He was tall, his 
clothes were as you like it for an old 
suit casually worn, his face was long 
and lean and dark, and his eyes were 
deep hard shadows. 

"You are a strange burglar, I 
think," she said, "and somehow , , , " 

"Somehow?" he said, and flicked 
off his hat. 

"Why," she cried, "I've met you 
before!" 

"Yes," he said. "We slept together 
through Lady Taura's dinner-party 
two weeks ago." 

"We danced together, too," she 
said. "I remember-Gay Falconi 
Your name is Gay Falcon." 

"I have others, equally improb
able."· 

"Tell me frankly, Mr. Falcon-do 
you enjoy being such a contemptible 
h=tl" 

"I enjoy the company of a woman 
of courage, Mrs. Temple. It relieves 
me that you take so lightly the &ct 
that you are going to be robbed." 

When she smiled you saw at once 
why men, who were prudent with 
their wives, pressed pearls and dia
monds on Diana Temple. 

"But," she smiled, "I am not going 
to be robbed. How silly of you to be 
so recognizable, Mr. Falcon. You can 
rob me, of course. But you will be 
arrested tomorrow." 

"We shall see," said the man who 
called him$Clf Gay Falcon. "Don't 
you remember somethine: else about 
Lady Taura's party apart &om the 
&ct that we danced together?" 

''I>ear me," she said, staring, "her 



emerald! Of course-her lovely 
emerald -which was found to be 
missing next morning." She measured 
the man with a cold and detached 
curi�sity which might have mortified 
a less assured scoundrel. "You are a 
clever thief, Mr. Gay Falcon." 

"1 t was nice work, certainly. Of 
course, the stone is not worth the sum 
Lady Taura will collect from the in
surance in due course- but still, it 
was nice work." 

"I am glad you are pleased, Mr. 
Falcon. It must be pleasant to make 
such a success of one's chosen pro
fession." 

"I haven't said I stole it, Mrs. 
Temple." 

The saturnine stranger unsmilingly 
surveyed the spacious bedroom. 

Mrs. Temple lost nothing of her 
poise when she saw that the thiefs 
eyes had come to rest on her dressing
table. There, on a small tray of crim
son velvet, like bright fruit fallen 
from the trees of an ambitious maid
en's dreams, lay the necklace of rubies 
and bracelets of rubies and clips of 
rubies that she had worn at dinner. 

"You won't really mind my taking 
those," he said, "since they are so 
well insured." 

"Since you know so much, Mr. 
Falcon, you will know that the insur
ance cannot repay me for their ro· 
mantic and sentimemal value." 

The man glanced at her with a 
queer cold smile, and Mrs. Temple 
felt really uneasy for the first time. 

"In that case," he said, "I won't 
take them. Observe my big heart." 

She heard herself, with infinite 
surprise, laughing unsteadily. 

"Then you must go away empty· 
handed, Mr. Falcon, for everything 
else is-at my bank." 

The tall man's eyes had come to 
rest on the only picture in the austere 
room. This was a small Italian primi
tive, the colour still bright on the 
cr2cked wood, of the Virgin Mary 
with the Child, and it was let into the 
wall just beside the. bed behind the 
bedside table. 

And as the man approached the 
primitive set into the wall, Mrs. 
Temple, the calm and remote Mrs. 
Temple, stared at him with suddenly 
uncontrollable terror. 

"Oh, no!" she whispered. "No
please!" 

"I fancy," he said, reaching out a 
hand past the telephone to the lower 
right corner of the primitive, "I 
fancy, Mrs. Temple, that you won't 
tell the police about what I am going 
to do now." 

She fought him with all her 
strength. Quite silently, but for bitter 
little sighs of feminine despair, her 
lovely features distorted with fear, 
she beat her arms frantically against 
him in a vain attempt to prevent him 
from opening the little secret safe in 
the wall. 

But when she had done all she 
could, she regained her practised 
dignity. She did not look to see what 
he was taking from the secret safe. 
She lay very still and stared up at the 
ceiling with wide open eyes that 
Sttmed to be counting some ghosts 
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that walked there. 
He looked back at her from the 

door, and was about to say something. 
Then he saw how she lay still and 
looked to be counting ghosts that 
walked across the ceiling, and he 
went out without a word. 

She was the most frightened woman 
he had ever seen, and it was interest
ing to wonder why, since it was not of 
him that she was so frightened. 

On the following morning the ac
tivities of the man who called himself 
Gay Falcon were surprising in a 
simple burglar. 

Passing through the imposing doors 
of a very large new building on Pall 
Mall, known to all the world as the 
headquarters of Universal & Allied 
Assurance, be was immediately taken 
up to the handsome boardroom. It 
was just one minute after noon. 

Nine gentlemen appeared to have 
been awaiting his entrance. Of these a 
few were directors of Universal &: 
Allied, while others represented im· 
portant firms of underwriters and 
assessors. The sulky features of the 
ninth gentleman were recognizable to 
readers of popular newspapers as 
being those of Chief-Inspector Pass of 
Scotland Yard. As he sat at the board
table, he made no secret of the fact 
that he disapproved strongly of his 
present situation and was quite un
prepared to change his mind in the 
near future. 

The man called Falcon had with 
him a small but evidently well-filled 
leather satchel. He slid this with an 

expert shove dawn the length of the 
long table to the handsome grey· 
haired gentleman who sat at its head. 

"There you are, Mr. Hammersley. 
In the last few years your people and 
other underwriters have paid out close 
on £roo,ooo in claims on the lost or 
stolen jewellery represented by that 
little lot." 

It was only Chief-Inspector Pass 
who examined the jewellery with any 
degree of dose attention. The others 
merely glanced at it, some with in· 
expert eyes, while their interest was 
centred on the tall lean figure of 
Falcon. 

"If that is the case," said Mr. Ham· 
mersley, "as it very probably is, your 
commission of five per cent. will come 
to £5,000, which is very nice money, 
Mr. Falcon." 

"When you hired me, Mr. Ham· 
mersley, did you think you were 
hiring a nursemaid?" 

"Oh, we arc not complaining," said 
a large, smiling, ruddy man. 

"Thank you very much," said Gay 
Falcon. It was obvious that he was 
not a man who would have succeeded 
in politics, where charm of manner is 
said to be an advantage. 

"And now," said the smiling, ruddy 
man, "perhaps we can hear how you 
have managed to succeed so quickly 
where the police have so consistently 
failed." 

Falcon's hard unsmiling eyes flicked 
over the Chief-Inspector who, bent 
over the table, was still examining the 
jewellery. Then his gaze went back to 
the large ruddy mao with the twin· 
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kling blue eyes. This was Mr. Harvey 
Morgan, always known as "Chappie" 
Morgan, a very successful financier 
and popular sportsman. It was appar
ent from Falcon's expression that he 
thought more amiably of Chappie 
Morgan than of his associates. 

"Well, what's your story?" said 
handsome Mr. Hammersley sharply. 

"My father was a dentist in Leic· 
ester, and my mother died when I 
was a child. Shortly afterwards I 
deeided to leave home and become an 
engine-driver, but owing to-" 

"We asked you, Mr. Falcon, for 
your story about this recovered 
jewellery." 

Chappie Morgan gave a loud bark 
of laughter. 

"Listen, Hammersley," said the 
man called Falcon, "you people hired 
me because the JXJlice had failed to 
justify reasonable suspicions that 
underwriters were being cleverly 
robbed. I have confirmed your sus
picions and returned part of the jew· 
ellery. I am not a policeman. I am not 
a story-teller. I am a man who makes 
a living by keeping his mouth shut. 
The money due to me should be: paid 
into my account at Barclays Bank, 
Piccadilly Branch." 

Chief-Inspector Pass looked across 
the table very steadily, 

"1bat won't do, Falcon." 
"Mister Falcon, Chief-Inspector. 

What won't do?" 
"Gentlemen," said the Chief-In

spector to the board, "I told you a 
month ago that it was highly irregular 
to give a free hand in this matter to a 

man like this man Falcon-" 
"Mr. Flatfoot," said Gay Falcon, 

"one more crack from you and I shall 
give the whole story to the news
papers, and then you and your effi
cient detectives will be looking for 
jobs as film-extras." 

"Better be a goocl boy, Pass," 
grinned Chappie Morgan. 

"I am not easily frightened, gen
tlemen. But now you will appreciate 
why ] warned you against engaging 
MiSter Falcon. This stuff is stolen 
jewellery, some of it very famous 
jewellery. And we know for a fact 
that not one little bit of it has passed 
through the hands of any fence in 
England. You are taking a grave risk, 
gentlemen. If we do not hear from 
this man Falcon how he has managed 
to iUcceed where the police have 
failed, you share with him the risk of 
being charged with aiding and abet· 
ting a receiver of stolen jewellery." 

"Quit kidding," said Falcon. "It's 
their property, isn't it, since they 
have paid all claims on it? Try arrest
ing them for receiving back their own 
property, and see how you like it." 

F�!�� fo:ill �:ts�f ����!!=. 
I make no doubt. Now behave your· 
self and help the police by telling me 
how you recovered this property." 

"Brains," said Falcon. "Naughty 
boy, where are yours?" 

The Chief-Inspector's grim face had 
reddened, and he was about to retort 
in a manner unworthy of the high 
traditions of Scotland Yard, when 
Mr. Hammersley intervened with 
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practised authority. 
"I am afraid, Chief-Inspector, that 

while we must agree with you that 
Mr. Falcon's attitude is highly irregu
lar, we cannot encourage you to take 
any action against him. It was with 
your knowledge that we engaged him 
to recover this jewellery, which the 
police had failed to find for two 
years." 

"And now," said Chappie Morgan, 
"Scotland Yard is angry because 
Falcon won't give away his linle 
secret." 

"The law," said Chief-Inspector 
Pass, with commendable restraint, 
"does not acknowledge secrets in 
respect of other people's stolen prop
erty. This man Falcon's position re
quires investigation." He picked up a 
jewel from amongst the heap on the 
table. "Now here is the famous Taura 
emerald, which Lady Taura re
ported as stolen or missing two weeks 
ago-" 

"Insured at £9,ooo," said someone. 
"Yes. And here it is, recovered. 

But bow? It was stolen at or after a 
ball given by Lady Taura. And you 
were there, Mister Falcon." 

"Does the fact that I dance better 
than you do, Chief-Inspector, mean 
that I am a criminal? Now let me tell 
you all something. These insurance 
claims for lost and stolen jewellery 
from society people over the last two 
years and more have been part of a 
very clever racket. I want to find out 
who is behind this racht. When I 
do, I'll maybe ralk. In fact, I promise 
to talk. Goocl day to you, gentlemen. 

Good day, Chief-Inspector." 
"You are asking for trouble, Falcon. 

Remember, there is an unsolved 
murder somewhere behind these thefts 

- that of Stella Bowman .l!\St year. 
I warn you again, Falcon."··· · 

"It's years and years, Chief-In
spector, since I burst out crying be· 
cause a policeman didn't like me." 

Now it is on record that no well· 
known beauty can long survive the 
rigorous life of being a well-known 
beauty day in and day out if she does 
not acquire the courageous gift of 
being able to "put off'' engagements 
at more or less the last minute. Mrs. X 
regrets that she is unable to dine be
cause she has a headache and is going 
to bed with a boiled egg. Mrs. X 
regrets that she cannot lunch to-day 
lx:cause her doctor has forbidden her 
to go out. 

They always sound like lies. They 
usually are lies, but people are eager 
to forgiw: lies who will find the truth 
intolerable. For while it is true that 
people do not like to be "put off," it 
is also true that those people who are 
by nature liable to be "put off'' in· 
variably live to fight another day for 
yet another engagement with the 
same inconsiderate guest. 

Therefore Mrs. Temple had little 
hesitation, that very afternoon, in 
tdephoning to Lady Soda's house and 
regretting that she could not dine 
that evening with Sir Theodore and 
Lady Soda owing to this and that. 

The fact that she was dining with 
the man who called himsdf Gay Fal· 



con, who had telephoned that after
noon in the most casual manner imag
in:�ble, was nobody's business but her 
own. Anyway, Mrs. Temple knew, 
for she was a student of worldliness in 
all its nasty little niceties, that Sir 
Theodore and Lady Soda would 
inevitably invite her again. 

She met Mr. Falcon at a small 
restaurant near Jermyn Str�t which 
had recently become well known to 
thinking men of the wealthier sort for 
its serious attitude in m:�tters of im
portance. As always, she wore her 
slender cool beauty with that faint air 
of detached amusement which is the 
natural gift of women born to enchant 
others but never to deceive them
selves. 

Mr. Falcon had taken care they 
should not be overheard by engaging 
a corner table. The black-and-white 
effect of his dinner-jacket emphasized 
his dark saturnine face and deep eyes 
and greying hair. It also became ap
parent to a dose observer that he 
knew how to laugh at many things. 

She said: "Dear me, for an ugly man 
you are really quite good-looking." 

"Just wait," he said, "till you get 
the low-down on my kind heart as 
well, and then you will wonder where 
I have been all your life. I haven't 
ordered any dinner, since you never 
know what a pretty woman will eat, 
if at all. Have some melon. Have 
some caviare. Have a steak and 
onions. H:�ve some grouse. Diana 
Temple, you are a very pretty 
woman. Have what you like." 

"How nice it is," she said, over din-

ncr, "to be with someone with whom 
I don't have to pretend anything. 
Dear me, I am a thief. I am a bad 
woman. Now you know about me
what about you? What are you? Who 
are you?" 

"And why," he smiled darkly, 
"did I do to you what I did last 
night?" 

"Yes, why?" 
"Diana Temple, I am a man who 

has done many things. I have been a 
soldier, a gambler, a secret agent, an 
airplane salesman, a white hunter, a 
purser, a husband, a co-respondem, 
a war-correspondent, a long-distance 
swinuner, 2 professional dancer, a good 
salmon-fisherman. I have no rheuma
tism, no patience, and no money. For 
further information apply to Scotland 
Yard for free booklet on the man 
called Gay Falcon." 

"No money? Then how do you 
make a living?" 

"By engaging in dangerous enter
prises- and I've not been killed
yet." 

"But I am not a dangerous enter
prise, Mr. Falcon. Why did you en
gage yourself in my business?" 

"Mrs. Temple, some more grouse?" 
"No, thank you, Mr. Falcon." 
"Then just one more potato? What 

is one more potato to a figure like 
yours? Have I told you that I was 
once married to a woman in New 
York with a figure just like yours, but 
she-" 

She said: "Mr. Fortune, why did 
you, who engage in dangerous enter
prises, pick on me?" 
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Over the rim of his wine-glass his 
sardonic eyes, now unsmiling, re
garded her fair face intently. Her gaze 
did not waver, but that meant little 
to a man who knew from experience 
that liars and thieves and killers can 
look you straighter io the eyes than 
many an honest man. 

"Then I shall ask you a question, 
too," he said. "Why were you so in� 
fernally frightened last night?" 

"Frightened?" She smiled with a 
wavering uncertainty that made her 
beauty poignant. "But isn't it natural 

-when a strange man bursts into a 
woman's-" 

"You were not," he p:>inted out, 
"frightened of me." 

Her eyes fell slowly, and she seemed 
to be counting the little bright buJ>. 
hies in her wine-glass. 

"There is someone in your life, 
Diana Temple, of whom you are very 
frightened. For you love life, and you 
are frightened for your life. And it is 
because I am out to find and catch 
that someone, that this is a dangerous 
enterprise." 

Very still, her eyes grave and aJ>. 
sorbed, she said nothing. Then she 
shivered a very little. She did not 
look at him. 

"I don't want," she whispered to 
the last bursting bubble in her glass, 
"to die." 

"It would be a pity,l agree. Let me 
tell you a story, Mrs. Temple. There 
are a number of wealthy and respect
able women in this world who are now 
and then in need of hard cash. Perhaps 
they have lost too much at racing or at 

cards, or owe their brokers more than 
they can pay. Perhaps husbands or 
trustees simply will not pay up again. 

"They are not women who would 
willingly do anything cttiminal. Look
ing around for money, they see only 
their jewellery. They think of selling a 
ring or bracelet, but if they try to sell 
to a well-known jeweller, they fear 
their husbands will find out or their 
credit will be damaged, and from an 
obscure merchant they can hope only 
for a very poor bargain. 

"There is the insurance. Fine jewels 
belonging to individuals are invariably 
insured at their replaceable value and 
not at what you or I could sell them 
for at second-hand. Therefore they 
will get very much more from the in
surance than from selling the stuff, 
even if they knew how. 

"But the very fact that insurance 
companies can exist and thrive is due 
to something fundamental in human 
nature-that the vast majority of 
people are honest, that a small number 
would be faintly dishonest if not 
frightened of the law, while only a 
very small percentage are really 
dishonest. 

"So the respectable women I speak 
of would not dream of cheating the 
underwriters by throwing a ruby into 
a lake, while some would like to but 
daren't for fear of breaking down 
when answering the searching ques
tions of practised investigators. 

"Then one day along comes the 
answer to their troubles. Let us say 
that a Mrs. de Courcy Fish, well
known to readers of unimportant 
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papers as an important person, owes 
her bookmaker a thousand quid. She 
daren't tell her old man, because he is 
hard up himself and she has promised 
never to gamble again. Her book
maker is getting nasty, like in the 
story-books. And then one day a voice 
on the telephone tells her just what to 
do to raise the wind. 

"'Mrs. de Snooks Fish,' says the 
voice, 'don't worry about your debts. 
Y�. I know all about you. All you 
have to do is to claim the £1,500 in
surance on that ruby ring you have 
lost.' 

"'My ruby!' she cri�. 'But I 
haven't lost it. I've never lost any· 
thing.' 

'"Oh yes, you have, madam. You 
have lost your ruby tomorrow night 
at Delsarto's, where you and your 
husband have supper so often after 
the theatre. You were sitting-to
morrow night-at your usual table, 
and somehow owing to a slight scratch 
on your finger your ring was bothering 
you. So you put it, or you thought 
you did, beside your plate and
really very stupidly- forgot it there 
for a &w minutes while you got up to 
dance. Or if your husband didn't 
want to dance tomorrow night you 
went to pov.Uer your nose. Anyway, 
some ten minutes or so after you got 
back, you missed the ring, but being 
uncertain whether you really had 
taken it off or whether it had dropped 
off your finger while dancing and so 
on and forget this talk and I am so 
sorry you have lost your ruby to
morrow night and good day to you, 

madam.• 
"That, Diana Temple, is more or 

less how this insurance racket started. 
One clever thing about it was that 
the people who put in claims for lost 
or stolen jewellery had never or very 
seldom lost anything before, and so 
were and are rated as first-class risks, 
and another clever thing was that the 
women concerned really did delude 
themselves that they really had lost or 
mislaid or dropped the stuff, as indeed 
they had, in one way. 

"That is my story, Diana Temple 
-and your story, too." 

Watching her, he did not help her 
light her cigarette. Carefully, she blew 
out the match, and for a long minute 
stared at its burnt tip. 

She said: "How did you find me 
out, Gay Falcon?" 

"I have been interested in you for 
some time. I wondered how you had 
enough money to live and dress as 
you do, since your husband dio;ap
peared years ago-" 

"My uncle-" she said. 
"My uncle my eye, beautiful. Then 

I watched you at Lady Taura's party. 
She has a large income, but I happen 
to know she has to pay her broker 
£s,ooo soon or be sold out of her 
American securities. She had her 
emerald at dinner. She had it at mid
night. She had not got it after she had 
gone into the library for a gossip with 
the Home Secretary - though she 
didn't seem to notice her loss until the 
next morning. Well, a hostess has 
much on her mind. But I saw the 
emerald, and (eft it where it had ap· 
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parr:ntly slipped from her  finger be
tween the cushions of the sofa on 
which she had been chatting with the 
Home Secretary -and on which, 
later on, you were flirting with that 
young ass Chubby Wimpole." 

She looked at him steadily. 
"You win," she said. "What are 

you going to do? Why haven't you 
told the police already?" 

"Because you are only a frightened 
minnow, beautiful. What good will it 
do to put you behind bars? I want to 
catch the shark. I am hired to catch a 
big bad shark. And so I shall catch 
him, or know why." 

She was intent on crushing out her 
half-smoked cigarette. 

"Don't!" she whispered. "Leave 
him alone." Suddenly, never looking 
at him, she spoke very quickly. "Yes, 
I am frightened. He is a killer. Leave 
him alone, Gay Falcon. I warn you. 
He doesn't know yet- I dare not 
tell him-that you have taken the 
stuff from me. He is retiring from 
business next week - then he comes 
to collect my lot-it's less than half 
of what there is in all- and starts on 
his travels- a retired and rich busi
ness man-to South America. Leave 
him alone, Gay Falcon. There's only 
one life." 

"What about yours? What shall 
you do?" 

She smiled faintly. 
"Diana Temple," she said, "has 

taken a suite at the Ritz in Paris 
as from tomorrow. Perhaps you will 
dine with me there very soon, Mr. 
Falcon? Yes, I am running away-

from fear, crime, everything." Her 
fingers, diving quickly into her 
vanity-bag, as quickly slipped a small 
packet of tissue-paper into his hand. 
"You missed this last night. Put it 
among your collection. Then you 
have done all you were hired to do, 
and can take a holiday." 

Shielded by the table-doth, he 
examined the clip in his palm-a 
magnificent square emerald set in 
baguette diamonds. 

"Lost or stolen," he said, "two 
nights ago at the Avalons' dance in 
Belgrave Square. I see. Thank you, 
Diana Temple." He tossed the tissue
paper on to the table, and slipped the 
clip into his pocket. "Now go home, 
beautiful. And 1 hope you mean what 
you say about running away. I don't 
like your friend, and if he should 
think the police are after you and that 
you might talk, then it will be a poor 
look-out for your dressmakers." 

Her clear wide eyes, still poignant 
with hidden fear, regarded him 
thoughtfully. 

"Why don't you," she said slowly, 
as rhough each word was an ordeal, 
"why don't you try to force his name 
out of me?" 

"Because I have guessed it. Because 
I don't want you to be bumped off 
before you dine with me again-I'm 
particular about women, and I prefer 
them alive. Because I want better 
evidence than my guess or yow- word. 
Because it's bed-time. Good night, 
Diana Temple." 

She almost snaH:hed up her bag 
and, as though she could not trust 



herself to say another word, left him 
very quickly. Had she glanced back 
from the restaurant-door, she would 
have surprised a look of queer anxiety 
on his usually saturnine face. The man 
called Gay Falcon had never in his 
life made a secret of the fact that he 
wished pretty women well, no matter 
what they might wish for him. 

Not ten minutes later he let him
self into his flat in St. James's Square 
nearby. He showed no surprise 
at finding two visitors comfortably 
awaiting him in the sitting-room. 
One of them was Chief-Inspector 
Poss, and the other was a beefy type 
whom even a blind thief would in
stantly have recognized as a detective. 

"We rang the bell," sajd Poss inno
cently, "but as nobody answered and 
the door was ajar, we just came in to 
wait for you. This is Detective· 
Sergeant Daisy, but his name does 
him an injustice." 

Gay Falcon, still standing, looked 
slowly around, glanced into his bed
room, th,en looked at the Chief
Inspector with a smile in his deep hard 
eyes which would have done credit 
to a tiger suddenly confronted by a 
man with a niblick. 

"You've got some cheek, Poss," he 
said, amiably enough. "I  am sorry you 
have had your search for nothing." 

"Not quite nothing," said the 
Chief-Inspector with satisfaction. 
"You will have to explain these in due 
course." He took three pass}Xlrts from 
an inside pocket and held them up. 
"Three passports, one for a man of 
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independent means called Gay Stan
hope Falcon, one for a soldier called 
Colonel Rock, who looks quite a bit 
like you, and one for a journalist with 
an address in Paris called Spencer 
Pott, who would be your twin 
brother but for his moustache. You 
will have to explain these, Mist� Gay 
Stanhope Falcon." 

Detective-Sergeant Daisy appeared 
to have formed a high opinion of his 
superior's sense of humour, and Fal
con had to wait for his rugged laughter 
to die down before he said: 

"You will have to do your own 
explaining tomorrow morning, Chief· 
Inspector, when you get a telephone 
call, as I fancy you will, from General 
Icelin. But don't let me interfere with 
your evening out. What do you 
want?" 

The Chief-Inspector was looking at 
him thoughtfully. 

"Do you know, Falcon, I shan't 
be a bit surprised to find that you 
are or have been military-intelligence. 
You've got that nasty look back of 
your eyes which one associates with 
M.l. I'll give these passports back at 
one word from the right quarter, 
don't worry about that. What is 
worrying me is your attitude about 
this jewellery affair. Look here, Fal
con, I'd much rather have you work
ing with me than against me or on 
your own." 

Falcon, his hands in his pockets, 
looked unsmilingly from one to the 
other of the two burly detectives. 

"You didn't break into my Bat 
to hand me a bouquet, Poss. What 
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brought you here? A telephone mes
sage- about an hour ago?" 

Both the Chief-Inspector and his 
subordinate started with surprise. 

"We'll go into that later, Falcon. 
Now listen, and take it easy. We've 
got to search you. You can refuse. 
Then you come along with us and 
we'll search you all according to law. 
But it will be simpler if you allow us 
to search you here." 

Falcon's eyes went to the telephone 
for a quick second. Then he said: 
"Go ahead, but be quick. You and I 
are going to be busy tonight." 

The two detectives, with Falcon's 
help, were quickly finished, finding 
nothing more than any man's USual 
belongings. 

Poss sighed. "It was too good to be 
true. We received information to the 
effect that you would have in your 
possession the emerald and diamond 
clip stolen at Lady Avalon's dance 
the other night." 

Falcon looked deadly serious. He 
snapped, "If you had found it, what 
would you have had to do?" 

The Chief-Inspector stared, puzzled 
by Falcon's expression, "As far as 
anyone would know- anyone who 
might not know that we might be on 
your side- we would have to hold 
you pending full inquiries. You'd be 
charged first, of course." He added 
sharply, "What's up, Falcon? What's 
on your mind?" 

Falcon said: "Wait a minute." 
Pacing up and down, he appeared to 
come to a conclusion, and stood facing 
the Chief-Inspector. 

"Pass, the man who tried to frame 
me tonight didn't think the charge 
would stick - he is too clevet for 
that. But he did think it would keep 
me quiet for a few days- so that he 
could get clear of the country. He is 
frightened. And he is dangerous." 

"You mean," Poss said, "that these 
insurance thefts are tied to -" 

"They are tied to murder. You 
were reminding me this morning of 
that pretty Mrs. Bowman who was 
found strangled in her fiat one night 
last year. She was going to give cer
tain information about stolen jewel
lery to Scotland Yard the next day, 
wasn't she?'' 

Pass said: "Apart from just one 
blurred fingerprint on a tumbler, we 
didn't get within a thousand miles of 
whoever killed Stella Bowman." 

Falcon said: "Get this. If you do 
exactly as I say for the next bout or 
two you will put handcuffs on the 
owner of that fingerprint, the brain 
behind this insurance racket, and the 
killer of another pretty woman like 
the well-known Mrs. Bowman." 

The Chief-Inspector reddened. 
"Another? What's this, Falcon? Who 
is it?" 

"Take it easy, Pass. This murder 
won't come off. Now will you do as 
I say?" 

The Chief-Inspector, glancing at 
his subordinate, said "Go ahead, Fal
con. You'll back me up, Daisy? We 
can but try. This chap Falcon knows 
a hell of a sight more about this than 
we do- perhaps more than is good 
for him. It certainly would be nice 
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to get that Bowman strangler." 
They sat in watchful silence while 

Falcon dialled a number. When he 
heard Diana Temple's voice, he said: 

"Listen, beautiful, your little play 
didn't come off." 

She gave a little shivering gasp. 
"I know," he said sofdy, "I know 

how frightened you are. Listen -" 
"But if," she gasped, "he finds out 

that the police aren't holding you, and 
that you have given them my name 
and that they are going to question 
me, he will come and -" 

"The police are here with me, after 
searching me without success. You 
should have told me at dinner that he 
had instructed you to frame me. Then 
I could have taken steps to see to your 
safety. BU[ it's not too late now, if 
you will do what you are told." 

"But - but what did you do with 
the clip?" 

"You will find it at the bottom of 
your bag, where I slipped it back. 
I trust nobody, sweetheart. Now 
for your own safety - will you follow 
my instructions to the letter?" 

"Yes- oh, Gay Falcon, yes! I 
can't face him - when he finds that 
you really are after him." 

"You will have to face him, Diana, 
because he will come to see you very 
soon. He has a key, of course? 1 am 
going to let him know in the next· 
few minutes that the police are to 
question you in the morning." 

"But you mustn't- you can't! 
You're telling him co kill me, like he 
did -" 

"Be calm, lady. You will be better 

protected than Stella Bowman. Now 
do as you are told. Go to bed im
mediately." 

"Yes? And?" 
"That's all. Just go to bed. And 

wait. Just wait. Read a nice thriller, 
if you like." 

She laughed unsteadily. "I thought 
better- of you - than to make fun 
of my fears." 

"Don't worry- I am going to cure 
you of your fears for ever. Trust in 
me, beautiful." 

He snapped down the receiver and 
turned to the Chief-Inspector, who 
was glaring at him. 

"You are risking a woman's life, 
Falcon - even though she is an ac
complice -" 

"One moment, Pass. If you are 
going to arrest this woman - and 
you've no idea who she is yet- I go 
no further with this business. This 
girl is dining with me in Paris the day 
after tomorrow, and I simply won't 
have my evening messed up, and 
that's Rat." 

"One thing at a time, Falcon- all 
right, don't fly off the handle. Now, 
how are you going to let the big man 
know we are after this dame?" 

"You are going to let him know, 
Pass. It is now eleven. Mr. Harvey 
Morgan, known as Chappie, is at his 
desirable residence in Grosvenor Street 
nearby giving a men's dinner. Ring 
him up right now and tell him, just 
as a matter of interest, that you were 
given some bogus information about 
that man Falcon tonight; that you 
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have searched him without success 
for stolen property; that Falcon has 
promised to work with you and bas 
given you the name of a lady whom 
you are going to question first thing 
in the morning; and that you are 
ringing him up just to tell him and 
other directors of Universal & Allied 
that you will have some interesting 
information to give them at noon 
tomorrow. Snap to it, Chief-Inspec
tor." 

"Holy smoke!" said Pass. "Chappie 
Morgan, is it! This is going to make 
the headlines all right. Chappie Mor
gan, eh! I always wondered where he 
really came from." 

"Last year," said Detective-Ser
geant Daisy with relish, "I made a 
nice little bit on a ho� of his at 
Gatwick. The bookmakers are going 
to take a day ofT when Chappie 
hangs, for it's said he has won packets 
and-" 

"That's enough of your low gossip, 
Daisy," said the Chief-Inspector 
severely. "Now, Falcon, this Mr. Har
vey Morgan is an important man. 
You really mean me to ring him up 
and-" 

Gay Falcon showed his teeth in a 
grin which lacked even the pretence 
of amiability. "You must introduce 
me to your mother, Pass, so I can ask 
her if you were bumped on the head 
when a child. Now get busy, man, 
before that dinner-party breaks up." 

When the Chief-Inspector had 
spoken his piece to Mr. Harvey Mor
gan he turned a jaundiced eye on Gay 
Falcon. 

"If his reactions to that rigmarole," 
he said bitterly, "weren't those of an 
innocent man, I'll - I'll disguise my
self as a policewoman." 

"You'd have to grow a moustache 
first," said Falcon. "What did he 
say?" 

"First, he chuckled himself silly, 
and then -" 

"I've known a laughing murderer," 
said Sergeant Daisy. "He had some 
kind of gland trouble and -" 

"You shut up," said the Chief
Inspector violently. "And then, when 
I tell Chappie that juicy bit about 
the i!Jlportant information I am going 
to give them at noon tomorrow, he 
says he always knew Gay Falcon was 
a clever chap with a mind so crooked 
that he could see round corners, and 
he congratulates us all." 

"Right!" said Falcon briskly. "Now, 
Poss, if -you can be serious for a 
moment, put on that awful bowler of 
yours and follow me. Either of you 
got a gun?" 

"No, we haven't. We are police
men, not gentlemen detectives." 

"Okay. Sailors can't swim either." 
Falcon snatched an automatic from 

a drawer and was slipping it into his 
pocket, when Poss said: 

"I'll have that, mister. You've a 
license, I suppose?" 

"Oh no," said Falcon savagely. 
"Mussolini himself gave it to me to 
use as a toothpick whenever I felt 
extra peaceful after meals." 

Mrs. Temple's apartment was on 
the fourth floor of one of those hand-



some new blocks of flats which try 
very hard to look like imposing homes 
for rich people and succeed in looking 

�:�c:sfo���n;l�e:!�h people being 

The bedroom window of each flat 
gave out onto a small balcony. This 
was not strictly a balcony but in the 
nature of a decoration, and therefore 
it was a somewhat tight fit for the 
substantial figures of the two detec· 
tives and Gay Falcon. 

Mrs. Temple, whose maid slept in 
the domestic quarters, had let them 
in and passed them through her bed· 
room to the hide-out on the balcony. 
She had tried to smile at Falcon, but 
she had confessed to wishing he had 
thought of trying some other method 
of catching his shark. 

Chief-Inspector Poss, squeezed into 
a corner of the balcony, was not in the 
best of tempers. For one thing, it was 
a chilly night, and for another, he 
didn't like being on balconies. 

"We'd look darn silly," he said 
sourly, "if this thing gave way and 
we fell into the square like a ton of 
J uliets in trousers." 

"We are only doing our duty, sir," 
said Daisy, who was enjoying himsdf. 

The bedroom window was ajar, so 
that they could hear anything that 
passed in the room. The thick cur· 
rains were not drawn, but the white 
net across the windows was sufficient 
to make the visibility JX>Or. Still, the 
watchers on the tiny balcony could 
see everything in outline, and they 
could hear the slightest sound. Mrs. 
Temple was in bed, her eyes on a book. 

'7 

"I don't like this," said the Chief
Inspector. "Suppose he pulls a gun 
on her before we can stop him?" 

"It would be tough luck on her, 
wouldn't it?" said Falcon. "She cer
tainly makes a pretty picture." 

Suddenly the bedroom door was 
seen to open, noiselessly. The watchers 
stood rigid, Poss with the automatic 
in his hand. A man came in, a tall 
bulky shape. Mrs. Temple, unaware, 
still had her eyes on her book. 

"Well, Diana?" 
The start of surprise with which she 

put down the book was, considering 
how frightened she must be, a pretty 
piece of acting. 

"Harry! What is it- why have you 
come tonight, when you said -" 

He came towards the bed, and his 
face became dearer to the watchers 
on the balcony. Chief-Inspector Pass 
turned startled eyes on Falcon. 

"Diana," the man said conversa
tionally, "I am afraid I have bad news 
for you. But in a way it's your own 
fault for not having managed to frame 
Falcon and give me time to getaway." 

"But I tried to, darling, only he 
must have suspected and -'' 

"I know, I know. Luck is good or 
had. It's bad now, Diana - for you. 
Falcon has been very clever. It was 
that fool Morgan who insisted on 
engaging him for this investigation, 
and now he knows a sight too much. 
I was dining with Chappie tonight 
when the police rang him up to say 
that they are going to question you 
in the morning, and I fear, Diana, 
that I can't risk that. Of course, a 
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wife can't give evidence against her 
husband, but she can-if she hates 
going to prison as much as you do -
give the police a lot of very dangerous 
information." 

Detective-Sergeant Daisy, more 
pop-eyed than ever, stared at Pass 
and whispered, "Lumme, 'Arry 
Temple in the flesh! I 'ad my sus
picions of 'im ten years ago, just 
before he vanished, and then he was 
as bald as my palm." 

Temple was sitting on the side of 
his wife's bed now. They could not see 
her expression. They could only see 
that she stiffened against the pillows 
behind her. 

"Harry," she whispered, "you can't 
- you can't! Not to m� -" 

"I don't want to, Diana, but how 
can I help myself? With the jewellery 
I've got tucked away and my Ameri
can investments, I can still live my 
life out in Mexico. And I've always 
told you I wouldn't be taken-and 
if, at the worst, I've got to be, I'd 
rather hang than rot in prison. But 
I fancy I can get away tonight, in 
Chappie's aeroplane from Heston. I'm 
really sorry, Diana, because I've loved 
you for ten years, and you've been a 
darned helpful wife, but I can't trust 
you when you are questioned to
morrow, and -" 

"But they will get you, anyway," 
she whispered frantically. "Probably 
all the airports are watched. I told 
Falcon your name and that you killed 
Stella Bowman -" 

As she said that name, Temple's 
expression, hitherto queerly normal 

and almost affectionate, hardened into 
such savage contempt that she 
screamed. 

"You double-crossing vixen," he 
said very quietly, and as she screamed 
again his bulk obliterated all but her 
fair hysterical face, and his hands dug 
deep into her throat. 

As the watchers on the balcony 
burst into the room, Harry Temple, 
his gloved hands still savaging his 
wife's throat, gave a thick sobbing 
gasp. His handsome face stared at 
them with a look of idiotic surprise, 
and then be leapt frantically towards 
the door. 

Pass and Daisy had no difficulty in 
holding him, while Gay Falcon, his 
eyes darting about the room, stood 
by the bed patting Mrs. Temple's 
clutching hand. Trying to smile up 
at him thankfully, her breath came 
in bruised hysterical sobs. 

Temple, held by the detectives, 
seemed to collapse. 

"Henry Edward Hammersley," Pass 
began in his official voice, "or Henry 
Edward Temple, I am going to charge 
you with the attempted murder of 
your wife. There will be other charges. 
You will accompany me to Vine 
Street and -" 

Harry T em pie turned blindly to· 
wards the bed and, his blurred eyes 
accusing his wife, made some thick 
incoherent sounds even as a violent 
spasm made him sag helpless in the 
detectives' arms. Pass and Daisy got 
him to a chair. Pass reddened with 
temper. 



"Daisy, ring a doctor quick. He 
has poisoned himself somehow." 

Mrs. Temple, sobbing uncontrol
lably, suddenly clung tight to Gay 
Falcon's arm. 

"I won't," Poss said savagely, "ever 
hear the end of this if he gets away 
with it- right under my nose. But 
how could I have stopped him?" 

"You couldn't help it," Falcon 
said. "I'll back you up." 

"Please, please," Diana Temple 
sobbed, "don't let him- die - in 
here! Please - I  can't bear any more 
- he always said he'd poison himself 
if -" 

Poss was busy searching the un
conscious man's pockets. 

Falcon pointed to a tiny rubber 
bulb and some remnants of smashed 
glass on the floor between the bed 
and the chair on which Temple lay. 

"That's how he did it, Pass - a 
hyp:>dermic. We crushed it under our 
feet as he dropped it. You don't have 
to tell me it smells of bitter almonds 

- they always do." 
Poss, carefully putting the remnants 

of the hypodermic into a handker
chief, said soothingly: 

"All right, Mrs. Temple, we'll do 
our best. Falcon, give me a hand 
while Daisy is telephoning and we'll 
get Temple out into the hall." 

"I can't,'' said Gay Falcon, smiling 
tenderly at Mrs. Temple's lovely dis
tracted face. "This lady is in no state 
to be left alone even for a moment 
and I guess she needs a doctor a deal 
more than Harry Temple does by 
now," 

'9 
Pass looked at him with disgust, 

but just then Sergeant Daisy came 
back and between them they heaved 
Temple's inert bulk out of the room. 

Falcon at once sat on the bed, and 
while she dung to him with terror 
that would not be soothed, he ran 
the fingers of one hand protectively 
through her soft fair hair. 

''Thank God," she whispered, ''you 
were here, Gay Falcon! Where would 
I be now but for you? Oh, I can't bear 
re think of -" 

Poss re-entered the room and looked 
at them, particularly at Falcon, with 
�vere disapproval. 

"Mrs. Temple," he said sternly, 
"I regret to have to tell you that your 
husband has cheated the law. I shall 
have to take a brief statement from 
you now, while a full statement can 
be taken in the morning in the pres
ence of your lawyer. Mr. Falcon, will 
you be so good as to leave the lady 
alone for just one minute so that she 
can give me her undivided attention?" 

Still clinging to Falcon's arm, Diana 
Temple was obviously on the verge 
of an hysterical collapse. 

"1 simply can't talk now," she 
pleaded frantically. "Gay, please tell 
him - make him leave it all till-" 

Poss said : "1 sympathize, Mrs. 
Temple, but a couple of minutes will 
suffice. From what we overheard we 
can establish that the dead man was 
the brain behind the insurance thefts 
and also the murderer of Stella Bow
man. Further, we were ourselves wit· 
nesses of as clear a case of attempted 
murder as -" 
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"Attempted?" said Gay Falcon, 
still caressing Mrs. Temple's hair. 
"Why attempted, Poss? Henry Ed
ward Temple was very thoroughly 
murdered � right under our noses 
by his loving wife." 

As she tried to wrench herself away, 
he held her to him more rightly, in 
what was now a grotesque parody of 
affection. She said not a word, her 
breath coming in thick gasps. Then, 
suddenly, she threw her head back 
and started screaming. 

Falcon let her fall back on to the 
bed. She went on screaming, con
torting her body frantically beneath 
the bedclothes. Daisy ran in, p:>p
eyed. 

"Let her yell," Falcon iaid. "She's 
an expert on hysterics. Restrain your 
pity, Daisy - she had darn little for 
Stella Bowman when she strangled 
her." 

Poss said: "But look here, we found 
the smashed hypodermic with which 
he -" 

Falcon held out a pocket handker
chief, on which lay another small 
hypodermic, unbroken, half-full. 

"She had two - I was looking for 
this under the pillow while you and 
she thought I was flirting with her. 
It was almost undetectable murder, 
given the circumstances. A clear case 
of a thief and murderee - so we were 
expected to think - p:>isoning him
self to escape the law. But what 
actually happened was that as Temple 
made a grab at her she chuckod one 
hypodermic on to the floor, pretty 
certain it would be trodden underfoot, 

and then, just as we came in, jabbed 
him in the thigh with the other. 
You'll find her fingerprints on this." 

Diana Temple, her loveiy eyes 
dilated, lay staring at Gay Falcon. 

"You beast!" she whispered. "You 
sneaky filthy Romeo! But you can't 
prove I killed Stella Bowman!" 

Falcon regarded her absently. "You 
should watch yom ·words, Mrs. Temple 
- they will be used against you." 

Once outside in the hall, Pass said: 
"How did you get on to her?" 

"Not till almost the last minute, 
Pass. Though I have been married to 
two pretty women and thought I was 
hard-boiled, she had me on a string all 
right. She had me just where she 
wanted me, believing that she was 
being victimized by Hammersley or 
Morgan, I wasn't quite certain which. 
It was always obvious that an in· 
surance man was behind this racket. 

"And then, at almost the very last 
minute, she made a mistake. Remem· 
ber, she told Temple quite unnec�s
sarily that she had told m� who he 
was and that he had killed Stella 
Bowman. Then I km:w that she was 
goading him into trying to kill her, 
and I wondered why. Remember, she 
did not accuse him of having killed 
Mrs. Bowman, all she said was that 
she had told me so -

" So  that we, listening, could pin 
the charge on him - and also, wh�:n 
he made a grab at her, so that she 
could get a good chance of putting 
him away? All right, that can stick. 
You can kill in sdf-defense - but 



not with poison, and not when you 
Jrrlow detectives are there to protect 
you. But why did she have to put 
Temple away? 

"Because, if he escaped, she would 
always be frightened of him and he 
might interfere with her life as the 
beautifully dressed and frantically 
fashionable Diana Temple - and being 
one of the best-dressed women in the 
world has been the money motive 

behind her crimes. Because, again, if 
he was arrested, he would have given 
us proofs that she was not only the 
brains behind the insurance racket 
but also the killer of Stella Bowman. 
But I fancy she was right there, you 
will never convict her of that crime -
Temple's death will be quite enough 
to go on with. An unpleasant char
acter. But she will look swell in the 
box, all in black." 

"Here's a real puzzler. The author was draft
ed just before he got to the last chapter." 

(.,.�.,io� qfTM S•t,.,J� Pn-.., qfl..il�) 



The "matlu:matics of murdrr'' is a phra� large with implication. 
It might rcfrr to the exact �nee of murder. Tt might rcfrr to the 
money.motiw that is the root of most homicides. It might refer to 
The Thinking Machinr'sfamous dictum of detection: two plus 
two ore four- not sometimn hut always. Corndl Woolrich's 
opplication involves allthe variations: the exact scicncc andt� 
mercenary root;hut unlike The Thinking Machine, Mr. Woolrich's 
lnsfXctor Evans docs not add two and two. He adds one, suh· 
lTacts one, and sJTangdy enough ends up with juil the opposite of 

T H E  M AT H E M AT I C S  O F  M U R D E R  

by CORNELL WOOLRICH 

HIS FACE got pale, standing at the 
telephone. He was there by him· 

self, talking to someone. Jt was late 
at night, and his voice was low. No 
one in the room to hear him, no one 
in the room to see him. He lived 
alone-now. 

His name was Colin Hughes. 
The conversation had been going 

for some time. One-way; he'd been 
doing the listening, mostly. His face 
had been strained, uneasy, from the 
very beginning. But it was pale now, 
at something that was just said. 

"No, don't," he said hoarsely. "I'll 
make good. I'll pay. I've told you that 
already. Only, I can't this minute; I 
haven't got that much right now. If 
you'll only give me a little more 
time." 

Then he listened some more. He 
tried to light a cigarette with one 
hand, but he was too nervous, he 
dropped it. His hand was shaking. 

"1 know you've given me plenty of 
time alre.ady," he faltered. "But if 
you'll only give me a lit de more-" 

His forehead ridged and twinkled 
with sweat along the seams between 
the ridges. 

"I haven't that much, I tell you," 
he pleaded. "Give me a break, give 
me more time." His voice had the 
bends in it. "Where am -I going to 
get it?" He looked around him help
lessly. 

There was a photograph on the 
dresser. He'd seen it lots before. He 
must have. It was his dresser. It was 
even a little faded, the photograph, 
so it must have been standing on the 
dresser for a long time, it must have 
been left over on it from habit. 

It said under it: ''To Colin from his 
loving wife Maureen." The date was 
three years ago. 

He turned back to the phone again. 
But only after pregnant minutes. His 
voice was brisker now. It had juice in 
it now. The ridges had left his fore
head; it was smooth again, like stone. 

He said, "How much time can I 
ha\"e[" 

Then be said, "No, I'm not still 



stalling, this is on the level. This is ���:.:y-off. I know how I can get it 

Then he listened. Then he said, 
"Yes, I'm sure of getting it. It's as 
good as mine now. I've already as 
good as got it, you might say, but I 
n� time to collect it. A certain 
amount of time. Restrictions cover· 
ing it. How much can I have?" 

The party must have believed him. 
The ring of his voice must have sold 
it. The answer must have been a 
good one. Something he liked hear
ing. The pallor was all gone now, his 
color had come up again. Red; which 
is the color of blood. He was even 
grinning. So do skulls. 

"As long as I'm sure of 2etting it, 
I can have as much time as it requires? 
Well, I am sure." �e looked over at the photograph 
a gam. 

"Dead sure." 
He hung up. 
He looked over at the photograPh 

some more. He looked at it steadily. 

Colin Hughes had stopped in for a 
minute to see his girl. He didn't even 
take his hat off, he told her he wasn't 
going to stay. "I just wanted to tell 
you I'm coming over to see you to
morrow night," he said to her. 

She wasn't an acutely perceptive 
type - he didn't like his girls acutely 
perceptive - but this struck even her 
as a little strange. 

"But you come over and see me 
nearly every night," she said. "Why 
do you have to come over special the 
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night before to tell me you'll be here 
the night after?" 

"I just wanted to tell you, that's 
all. Have some people here." 

"But you always like it best when 
we're by ourselves." 

"This time I feel like having some 
people around for a change. See that 
you do it." 

He was looking around the room as 
though he'd never seen it before. 

His eyes stopped one time, as if 
they'd found something. Then they 
went on past there again. After a min
ute he gave his head a hitch back to
ward that place where they'd stopped. 

"How often do you wind that 
dock?" 

"Once every eight days. It's an 
eight-day dock." 

"When's its next winding due?" 
"Not for six more days. I did it two 

days ago." 
After that he didn't talk any more 

about it. He had that way of skipping; 
she never could keep up with him. 

"Take a look out, see if I left the 
lights on on my car." 

She stepped out into the hall, looked 
through the glass in the front door. 
Then when she came back again, he 
didn't give her a chance to tell him 
whether he had left the lights on or 
not. 

"I'm going now," he said abruptly. 
He had her midget radio tucked 

under his arm; he was winding its 
aerial wire around it to keep it from 
trailing. 

"Where you taking that?" 
"Down to the repair shop; you've 
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been saying it needs new tubes." 
"Yeah, but won't we ne«< it for 

the party? It plays good enough the 
W2Y it is." 

"We'll do without it at the party; 
we'll play records or something in· 
stead." 

"Who'll I have?" 
"Your sister and her husband, the 

people next door to them, it don't 
much matter who." Th�n he added, 
"Don't ask that guy Miller, though, 
from down the street. He's always 
looking at his watch, he wants to go 
home." 

She accompanied him out into the 
hall. "Don't forget what I told you 
now, I'm coming around tomorrow 
night at eight," he said. _ 

"I know, you told me that al
ready." 

"At eight, I said." 
"I heard you," she protested pa

tiently. 
He gave her a sort of half-muffed 

kiss; he'd had her about six weeks al
ready and she was beginning to wear 
off on him. 

She walked to the door with him, 
and he got in the car and drove away. 
She came back into the room again, 
started putting out the lights. As long 
as he wasn't going to be .around down 
here, she may as well go up to bed. 

Her eyes rested on the clock for a 
minute in passing. 

"That's funny," she murmured to 
herself indifferently. "He wasn't here 
a whole hour, he was only here a min
ute or two. I looked at it just before 
be got here and I could have sworn it 

was eight. Now it's nine already." 
She left it alone. It really didn't 

matter to her. When he wasn't around, 
she wasn't going any place, she wasn't 
doing anything, so what difference did 
it make? 

She was getting dressed to go out 
with her husband. She was taking a 
lot of trouble with her dressing. She 
always did. She was what they call 
a well-dressed woman. 

And tonight in particular she 
wanted to look good. She hadn't seen 
him in over a year. She hadn't seen 
him since that last day in the di
vorce court, when the final decree was 
handed down. 

Funny he should phone her like 
that, suddenly, out of nowhere. She'd 
been glad to hear from him, though. 
She still had a soft spot left for him, 
she guessed. He'd remembered it was 
their anniversary, he said. He'd won
dered if she had any objection to see· 
ing him again, going out with him to
night for old times' sake? 

Why not? There hadn't been any 
bitterness, any woman-trouble be
tween them. It was that most modern 
of alldivorce-caU:SCS: financial jealousy. 
She'd begun to make more money 
than he did, and he couldn't take it, 
it got on his nerves. She'd kept going 
up the scale all the time, while he'd 
kept going down. Each job she got 
was a boast, each job he got was a 
come-down. And between each of his 
jobs, toward the end, there was a 
longer and longer wait, while she had 
to carry him. 



All right, let bygones be bygones. 
One night couldn't hurt. 

She didn't even mind putting her� 
self out, going all the way out to meet 
him at that rather out-of-the-way 
place he'd suggested, instead of hav� 
ing him pick her up here. It was a 
sort of remote roadhouse, where 
they'd sometimes gone in their court� 
ship days; sentiment, she supposed, 
had made him select it tonight. 
Funny, she'd thought it was no longer 
in existence, she'd heard it had dosed 

�te·:r��n�:�ti��t 
a
j�·

t ���.���d 
assured her she was mistaken, it was 
still in operation. Well, he ought to 
know; he was calling her right from 
there, he'd said. 

She was ready now. She had on 
black velvet, soft as a k.irten's fur; 
one of the new wartime evening 
dresses, to the knees only. There was 
a silver fox cape on the bed. First she 
was going to go without it. She didn't 
really need it. It was warm tonight. 

She got as far as the door, opened 
it, stepped outside, and was about to 
close it after her. 

Then she changed her mind, went 
back again, and put the cape on. She 
didn't look well-dressed without it. 
And what was the good of having one 
if you didn't wear it? A well-dressed 
woman doesn't dress for the weather 
alone, she dresses mainly for looks. 

Now she looked like the finished 
job, now she was satisfied. And if she 
was too warm in it, she couJd take it 
off in the car; at least she'd have it 
with her to show. 

This time she did leave, for good. 
For good was right. 

The detective comes into it  now. 
Nothing brilliant or exceptional about 
him. He worked hard for his thirty� 
six hundred a year. He never got any� 
thing by intuition. He never got any
thing by brain-waves. He only got it 
by work. 

He wasn't bright even in a general 
sense. In fact he was dumb, limited, 
in a rut. He didn't know anything 
about hardly anything, except one 
thing: being a detective. He knew 
everything there was to know about 
that. He was a good detective. 

His name was Evans. 
She was lying dead on a seldom

used road, near a dosed-down road
house. Her own car was standing not 
far off. It was easy to see what had 
happened. She'd got into difficulties 
with it, stepped incautiously out into 
the rood to try to get help, and some
thing coming along had knocked her 
down and killed her. 

Nothing remarkable about it, ex· 
cept the £act that she was so well
dressed. 

Evans went over and looked at her. 
"Accident," one of the men said. 

"Hit and run." 
Evans took a good long look. Eight 

years' worth of a look; that was how 
long he'd been a dNective. Thirty-six 
hundred dollars' worth of a look. 

"No, it wasn't," he said. And that 
was all he said. 

He went away from there and began 
to work. It wasn't his job to pick them 
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up. It was just his job to see that they 
were paid up for. 

Within twelve hours he'd already 
had his first talk with the woman's 
husband. That wasn't anything. A 
harness cop would have done as much. 
The \voman had been married to this 
man. She wasn't at the time of her 
death. But there was no one else 
closely related to her. That was all it 
was. 

"You know your former wife is 
dead?" 

"I read it in the papers." 
"When was the last time you saw 

her?" 
"In the judge's chambers just about 

a year ago. The day we were handed 
down our decree. We shook hands and 
wished eaeh other luck and that was 
that." 

"How was she fixed financially?" 
"I don't know. Good, I guess. She 

had a big department-store job. Vice
president or something." 

The detective became confidential, 
man to man. "Down there they tell 
me she was hauling down twenty 
thousand a year; vice-president of the 
whole works or something. I suppose 
you know you were named benefi
ciary on her insurance." 

The husband pricked up his ears. 
"No, I didn't. How much is it for?" 

"I don't know anything about 
that. You'll have to take that up with 
them." 

He must have said something the 
detective didn't like. The detective 
backed up instead of going on forward. 

This was the first time it had bap
txned in the whole conversation. 

"Would you give me the dates of 
your marriage, from when to when, 
Just for the record." 

" 1940 to 1943." 

"The insurance was taken out in 
1942. You were married to her at the 
time. How is it you didn't know you 
were the beneficiary?" 

''I did know thm. You didn't under· 
stand - what I meant - !  didn't 
know I was still the beneficiary. I 
thought she'd changed that since." 

"Oh, I see." 
But that must have been something 

the detective didn't like. His flow of 
questioning wasn't smooth any more. 
It had jammed. 

It was like grit on a railroad track: 
it can throw a whole train. 

The door closed finally. 
Colin Hughes mopped his face. 
Anyone would, after talking to a 

detective. There's something about 
them. Anyone would. 

Hughes's girl got frightened. She 
said, "Is he in trouble? What'd he 
do?" 

"No, he isn't in trouble. He didn't 
do anything. Just a check-up. Doesn't 
mean anything, don't let it bother 
you. He was over here last night with 
yo�, that right?':

. Yes, he was. 
"Just the two of you by your

selves?" 
"No, we had some others. A party, 

like." 
"What was it in celebration of?" 



She looked blank, as though this 
hadn't occurred to her herself until 
now. She looked helpless. "I don't 
know." 

"When you have a party, isn't it 
usually in celebration of something? 
What was it, somebody's birthday, a 
wedding anniversary?" 

"No reason. I guess we just felt like 
it." 

"Well, who got it up?" 
She looked helpless again. "I guess 

it just got itself up." 
"Who was at it?" 
"Oh, nobody much. My sister and 

her husband, the couple next door 
to them. That's about aU." 

He drifted toward the door. "I may 
be back," he said. "But don't be 
frightened. I usually forget things I 
want to ask the first time, and have 
to come back again and ask them the 
seco�? time. I'm. not very good that 
w•y 

She wasn't very perceptive. "I sup
pose he was doing the best he could," 
she thought patronizingly, "but he 
acted like he didn't know what it was 
all about. They must take anybody 
on the detective division these days." 

Hughes's girl's sister said, "Oh, 
from about seven-thirty until about 
twelve, I guess. She insisted that we 
come over. We Wa'� going to the 
movies. Tuesday's our regular night 
for the movies. And it was the last 
night for Jean Arthur, too. But we 
didn't have the heart to turn her 
down, she seemed so set on it, so we 
went over there instead." 

The couple next door to Hughes's 
girl's sister said, "We turned her down 
the first time she called; Mike didn't 
want to go, he's pretty tired these 
days from working. But she wouldn't 
take no for an answer, so the second 
time she called we gave in and went." 

He showed up again, so he must 
have remembered something he'd for
gotten to ask her the first time. 

"Who suggested having that party? 
He or you?" 

"It 
.
�as between the both of us, I 

gu"' 
"What time did you call him, about 

coming over?" 
"I didn't, he just came." 
"But he brought an armful of 

records in with him, didn't he?" 
"Yes, he did!" She beamed, still 

pleased in retrospect at this mark of 
attention. 

"Then, if you didn't call him, how'd 
he know enough to bring records to 
the party?" 

She would have fallen into a bad 
silence there, but he pulled her out of 
it, since this wasn't an unfriendly 
questioning, so to speak. He forgot, 
and asked her one of the same ques
tions over. 

"Who first spoke of having the 
party, he or you?" 

There was only one way out, so 
what could she do, she had to take it, 
she couldn't stay there walled-in by 
contradictions. "Well, I guess he said 
something the night before abour hav
ing some people in. Then I did the 
calling. So it was like between the two 
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of us, you •might say." 
He nodded, satisfied. He was very 

easy to satisfy, really. 
"What time'd he get here?" 
''Oh, it was about eight o'clock." 
"How do you know? Excuse me for 

annoying you, but I'm in a funny 
business. We have to have everything 
down to a T." 

"It was on the dock, that's how I 
know." 

"What made you look at the clock?" 
"He came in and he said, 'Every

body here already! What am 1, late? 
What time is it? '  So I looked. You 
know how you look when somebody 
says something like that." 

"Yes, I know how you look when 
somebody says something like that." 
Then he said carelessly, more to h

.
im

self than her, "I guess he took the 
other girl home first, and then came 
over here, that's what held him up a 
little getting here-" 

"What other girl?" she said sharply. 
"You know, the one he had out in 

the car with him," he said absent
mindedly, his attention on what he 
was writing. 

She didn'tsay very much after that. 
He didn't ask her anything more any
way, so there was no compulsion for 
her to speak. 

"Do I have to answe"r any more Of 
your questions?" 

"No, not a one." 
She slammed the door after him. 
He started to walk away from the 

house. Not very fast, but still with 
every earmark of final departure. He 
had one hand pocketed. He was hold-

ing two of its fingers crossed. 
The door opened again behind him. 

He uncrossed his fingers, but kept 
walking. 

"Mister," she called out, "I forgot 
to tell you -" 

He turned and looked back at her. 
"Yes?" 

"That clock was an hour slow. He 
got here at cight by my clock. But 
ni"'JW� dse it was ni�!" 

The man at the garage said, "This 
is it, this one here." 

Evans said, "Has there been any 
cleaning done on it?" 

"No, not a thing. Just bedded
down for the night." 

Evans was bleaching the treads with 
his flashlight, stroking it as carefully 
along them as though he were paint
ing them with a brush. 

"What is it, mistcr?" 
"I ask them, you answer them." 
Evans even got in and drove it a 

half-wheel-turn out of place, to un
cover the patches of tire that had 
rested on the garage--floor. Then he 
painted the seats white with his light 
too, up and down in straight lines, as 
though he were a typical house
painter. 

"You dock them, don't you?" 
"Yeah, we use a time-keeping sys

tem." 
"How long has it been in?" 
"I can get that for you." They went 

down front. "He brought it back here 
at deven-forty-five." 

"You sure of that?" 
"Mister, it's right here on this card. 



They pay by the hour. Why should 
we cheat ourselves?" 

"Before that, when did it go out?" 
"Ten to nine." 
"Damn !"  Evans . said viciously. 
"What's the matter, mister?" 
"That was the wrong answer." 
Didn't use his own car, he said to 

himself. 

He copied out a stiff two-and�a-half 
colwnns from the Classified Direc� 
tory. On the page headed "Auto 
Rentals." It  started with Acme and 
it ran down to Zenith. Then the Auto 
Supplies began. He didn't want that. 

The twenty-ninth listing, at about 
the two-thirds point, was "Monarch 
Automobile Rental." He got down to 
it finally. He stayed there. 

"Yeah, we rented out three cars 
yesterday," the man at Monarch said. 

"Show them to me." 
He gave them the torchlight treat� 

ment, one by one. 
He put his torch away. "This car's 

impounded. Don't rent it out any 
more, and don't let anyone go near 
until I can send someone over here." 

"Why, what's the matter with it?  
What'd you find on it just now?" 

"A silver fox hair on the back of the 
seat, that was all. Couple of small 
stains on the tires. I wouldn't care to 
say what they are myself. But I've 
got someone who can and will. Who 
rented this car?" 

"A Mr. Joe Miller." 
"Joe Miller. That's a good enough 

name. What kind of credentials clid 

he give? Let's have a look." 
The man hesitated. 
"You mean you rent out cars here 

without security?" 
"Ordinarily, no," the man admit

ted. ''But he left quite a large de
posit, more than enough to cover any 
possible damage, or even outright loss 
of the whole car, and it was just for 
a very short time-" 

"So you let him drive out of here 
with it just as was. You'd better tell 
me what this Joe Miller looked like." 

The man described him, haltingly 
but painstakingly. 

Evans took a hefty kick at a nearby 
tire. Not of the car in question, but 
one of the others. 

"What's the matter, mister?" 
"That was the wrong answer." 
Got someone else to rent the car 

for him, he said to himself as he 
strode out. 

He had his cue poised for a trick 
corner-pocket shot when Evans's hand 
landed on his arm and killed the shot 
for him. He just stayed there, draped 
over the edge of the pool-table, with� 
out moving, without even looking 
around to see who it was, for a solid 
minute afterwards. The way a small 
animal, a ferret or a weasel, stands 
motionless when it feels itself trapped. 

A ha"nd with a tin lining came 
around in front of his face. 

"Take off your eyeshade and come 
outside, I want to talk to you." 

"Can't I finish the game first?" he 
said surWy. 

"YoU have already." 
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The tin said do it .  He did it. 
Upstairs on the sidewalk outside the 

pool-room Evans stopped and told him 
things. Things he knew already. 

"Your name's Chuck Flynn. Last 
night you rented a car from Mon
arch under the name of J()(: Miller. 
What'd you do with it and where'd 
you go?'' 

"I don't have to -" this Flynn be
gan defensively. 

"Okay, you don't have to," Evans 
agreed. "You're under arrest for mur
der then. Come on." 

Flynn nearly fell to pieces in his 
hands. "I never murdered anyone 
I - I - I Wait - I Don't, will you?" 

"The car's a murder·car, and you 
took it out and brought it back, so 
that makes you It." 

"It wasn't me! I wasn't in it! I just 
took it out for someone else[" 

"Now you're telling it?" 
"Now I'm telling it!" He was prac

tically drooling, he was spilling it so 
fast. "I was cleaned out playing against 
some of the fellows back there, and 
I come up on the sidewalk for a breath 
of air. A fellow goes by while I'm 
standing there. He kind of looks me 
over in passing, and all of a sudden he 
changes his mind, turns and comes 
back to me. He asks me if I'd care to 
do him a favor. He says there's twenty 
bucks in it for me, ifi'm willing." 

"And you were willing?" 
"I wanted to get back into the game. 

And twenty bucks is no mean stake." 
"This is corn right off the cob," 

Evans told him with an air of utter 
disbelief. "But go ahead, what was 

the favor?" 
"He was in a jam. He'd lied to his 

girl, told her he had a car of his own, 
and she was waiting somewhere for 
him to take her out in it. If he didn't 
show up in one, she was the kind would 
quit going around with him, he said. 
He'd tried two or three car-agencies 
already, but there was too much red 
tape, and he had no driver's license or 
something. He said he'd heard that at 
this Monarch place, if you greased the 
mitt of the guy there, he'd let you 
have a car without all that, as long as 
you left a deposit to cover loss of the 
car. But the rub was, he said, he'd 
already had one of their cars out once 
before, and he still owed them some 
money for damages that he'd never 
paid up. He was afraid they'd recog
nize him and turn him down if he 
went there himself, and he asked me 
ifl'd do it for him, under a fake name, 
not my own, of course." , 

"And you fell for that?" Evans said 
scathingly. 

"What did I care, I wasn't giving 
my right name. So I took it out for 
him, and I just drove it around the 
corner, and picked him up where he 
was waiting. Then he dropped me off 
at the pxtlroom, and 1 played again 
for an hour. There was still half of the 
twenty coming to me, and I wanted 
to collect it, so about quarter to nine 
1 went outside and met him again like 
we'd arranged. He showed up right 
on time. I took the car back for him 
and reclaimed the deposit." 

"How much was it?" 
"It was a hundred bucks, less the 



rental of the car.'' 
"And you gave that back to him?" 
Flynn's eyes slanted evasively. "He 

- W2sn't there any more, when I got 
back where I'd left him. I don't know 
what happened to him. I couldn't 
find him." 

Evans chuckled grimly. "You know, 
the funny part of what you just said 
is this: You think you're telling a lie, 
and you're trying to get me to believe 
it's the truth. But the fact of the 
matter is, it iS the truth, without 
your knowing it. He wasn't there 
any more, he didn't wait. If you'da 
gone back looking for him, you 
wouldn't have found him, just like 
you say you didn't. Only you didn't 
go back looking for him. You went 
the other way, to get as far away from 
him as you could with that deposit· 
money." He nodded, said, more to 
himself than his prisoner, "Smart 
play. Very smart. He figured you'd 
do just that, walk off with the money. 
And he wanted you to. It was the best 
guarantee in the world that you'd 
stay out of sight, keep your mouth 
shut about the whole thing from then 
on. Cheap, at that price." 

Flynn was shaking all over. 
He was also shaking the detective 

imploringly, with both hands at once. 
"I know it sounds phony. But you've 
got to believe mel You've got to!" 

"No, I don't," EvanS answered 
mercilessly. He took his time. Then 
he added, "But it so happens - I do. " 

"Whar·re you looking so glum 
about, Evans?" somebody on the 

squad said to him. "Has working on 
that case about the well-dressed dame 
lying in the road got you down?" 

"Working on it? I'm all finished." 
"Then what're you wearing your 

chin down on your wishbone for? You 
got the guy that did it?" 

"Long ago. I've got everything but 
one thing: the actual, life-sized proof." 

"What do you do in a case like 
that? I guess you just wait until you 
get it." 

"No, you make it  yourself." 

Chuck Flynn was scared when 
Evans showed up and took him out 
of his cell. He was even more scared 
when the detective shoved him onto 
a bus without a word and rode all the 
way uptown with him. He was terri
fied when they got out again and 
walked along anonymous streets. And 
by the time his captor had stopped 
abruptly and turned aside with a 
muttered, "This is as good a place as 
any," he was verging on panic. 

"What'd you bring me here for? 
What're you going to do with me 
now?" he quavered. 

"Just stand here back inside this 
store-entrance with me," Evans or
dered crisply. "Now kttp your eyes 
on that doorway across the street. 
Stt the one I mean? That one." He 
scanned his watch. "It's ten to five 
now. For the next twenty minutes 
we're going to stand here; that ought 
to be long enough. Betwttn now and 
ten past five, you watch everyone 
that goes in that doorway. When you 
see someone you've seen before, no 
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matter who it is, jerk my sleeve." 
They watched and waited. 
A man went in. A woman went in. 

Another man went in. A man and 
woman came out. 

At 5.o8 Evans felt a tug on his 
sleeve. 

"That's him. Didje see that guy 
that just went in there now, in a tan 
coat? That's him. The guy I was tell
ing you about, that come up to 
me outside the pool-hall the other 
night -" 

Evans just stared across at the 
doorway, empty now. 

"Don'tcha believe me?" Flynn was 
whining in falsetto. "That's him, I 
tell ya! I know it; I got good eyes for 
things like that." 

Evans nodded. "I know it too. I 
knew it even before. But knowing 
it and proving it are two different 
things." 

Flynn was dancing from foot to 
foot with impatience. "Ain't you 
going to go over there and -?" 

Evans didn't budge. "If l bring the 
two of you face to face. it's still just 
your word against his. That's not 
good enough. You'll say he got in the 
car; he'll say he didn't get in the car." 
He scratched his chin in leisurely 
cogitation. "If I could only fix it so 
I'd have your wotd and his, against 
his own -" 

Suddenly he slapped the store-door 
open, towed Flynn outside after him. 
All the latter's jitters came back, one 
hundred proof. "What're you going 
to do with me now?" 

Evans kept walking - down the 

street away from the doorway they'd 
bern spotting. 

"You got twenty bucks for getting 
out of that car the other night. 
How'd you like to get another twenty 
for staying in it? All the way to wher
ever it went and back?" 

"I don't get you." 
"You don't have to. You just get 

the twenty bucks." 

Hughes found a message waiting for 
him when he came home from work. 
They bad a switchboard operator who 
took calls for the tenants while they 
were out. It was short and calamitous. 
"Call Inspector Evans of the Police 
Dep't as soon as you return." And the 
Headquarters number was appended. 

He stood and looked at it. The 
operator and switchboard swung all 
the way around him like a merry-go
round a couple of times. 

To the operator, looking at the 
outside of his face, there was just 
puzzlement there. "Must be some
thing about your car," the operator 
suggested_ "That's all it is, usually, 
when they call you up like that." 

Yes, it was something about his 
car, all right, Hughes reflected wryly, 
wi

.
rbout even cracking an inward 

grm. 
He went upstairs like someone who 

has seen a ghost. When he'd gone in
side his own room, the dresser-top, 
in that particular place, was empty; 
but maybe that was where the gbost 
emanated from. 

He did a lot of walking around 
inside the room, without going any-



where. It can't be anything much, 
kept running through his head. They 
don't telephone you and ask you to 
call them when - they want you for 
something serious. They come up and 
get you. 

He went over to the phone and he 
asked for the police-station number. 
A desk sergeant answered and gave 
the precinct house designation. He 
asked for Evans. His face was white 
again, like that night of the other 
phone conversation, here in this same 
room. 

Suddenly Evans was on. 
"Could you come down here as soon 

as possible?" 
Cluck. Evans had hung up again. 
His complexion hadn't improved 

any. There should have been pools of 
water on the floor where he'd been 
standing. 

It's all right, it's got to be, he kept 
telling himself. They don't do it that 
way when they really - want you for 
something. Just routine, probably. 

He waited awhile. He couldn't 
seem to make up his mind to go. He 
changed his shirt. He needed to by 
now. Warm day. 

"But if I don't go, it makes it 
look - strange." 

It was the worst form of torture. 
Maybe without knowing it, Evans 
had invented something new in police 
methods. A tbird·degree without the 
police themselves being present. A 
softening-up, a breaking-down. 

He looked as if he'd been pulled 
through a wringer, before he'd even 
moved a step out of the place. It was 

33 
now fully ten minutes since Evans 
had spoken to him on the phone. He 
should be almost arriving there by 
now. In another five minutes, if he 
hadn't got there, it would begin to 
look as if he were balking . , . 

Suddenly he grabbed his hat and 
went. He went fast. He slammed out 
with a jerk and a bang. Almost as 
though he didn't trust himself to go 
any other way but that: blindly 
headlong. 

He was still a little pale, but very 
straightforward and businesslike when 
he walked into the room the desk 
sergeant had indicated. Evans was sit
ting at a desk. They evidently did 
paper-work too, these clicks. 

"What'd you ask to see me about?" 
Evans got up and shook hands 

with him across the desk, warm and 
friendly, evidently considering their 
one previous interview grounds enough 
for this touch of sociability. He offered 
him a cigar, and then he pillowed his 
hands behind his head, cocked his 
elbows up, and relaxed, like a man 
taking time off from his official duties 
(or a moment. 

"We're holding a suspect," he said, 
"and we'd like your help." 

"Suspect in what?" 
''The death of your wife, Mr. 

Hughes. We've got the man who ran 
her down and killed her and then 
left the scene." 

' 'Oh, you have," said Hughes neu
trally. 

"We've been pushing him around 
all day, and we've finally got him ripe 
enough to break down and coufcss. 
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He's run through all the usual stagc:s; 
first, a complete denial, then a partial 
denial, then an attempt to involve 
someone else. Now he's about ready 
for the final stage of confession, in
volving no one but himself. There's 
where you come in; we'd like you to 
help us." 

"How? How can I help? I -" 
He was about to say more, but 

Evans cut him off. "He's tried to 
involve you," he said smoothly, "and 
that's how we can get at him, by 
bringing the two of you face to face. 
Then his last defense will crumble." 

Hughc:s found the chair-seat a little 
hard on his pants; he shifted around 
a liule. "How do you mean, in
volved -?" 

Evans put him at his ease immedi
ately. "Please don't be uncomfor
table. If I thought you were going 
to be uncomfortable, I wouldn't have 
asked you to come down here. It's 
just that I thought, with your help, 
we could take a short-cut and put 
him out of his misery a little quicker. 
Look, I'll explain to you what I 
mean. Your wife met her death at ap
proximately eight-twenty that night. 
Now, we've checked - no offense, 
Mr. Hughes, but we have to check 
in cases of this kind - and we know 
that you were at the house of a young 
lady friend of yours from about eight 
that night until well on toward 
twelve. About six different people 
saw you arrive there, and they all 
agree it was eight o'clock. So you're 
out of it entirely." 

Again he stopped him. "Now wait, 

Mr. Hughes, let me finish before you 
say anything. However, you did do 
som::thing that night, that for some 
reason or other, you overlooked men
tioning to us before. You accepted a 
lift from a stranger for several blocks, 
from Mercer Street, on your way over 
to your girl's house." He began to 
speak more quickly, as if to pre· 
vent Hughc:s from interrupting. "We 
checked on that, and we know that 
you did ride those couple of blocks, 
you were recognized in the car with 
him. It's a ghastly coincidence, and 
you won't believe this, but that car 
and that stranger were actually the 
ones that, about half an hour after 
you got out again, hit and killed your 
wife out near the Rosedale Inn. ll's 
one of those flukes that only happen 
maybe once in a hundred years. That 
gave him the idea for his alibi. Now, 
to save himself, he's trying to claim 
that you rocle out with him all the 
way and back. And chat you were at 
the wheel at the time. In other words, 
trying to pass the buck to you." 

Again a swift pass of Evans's hand 
dammed up Hughc;s's brimming pro
tests. 

"He doesn't know we know who 
you are, of course, or can bring you 
forward to confound him. And above 
all, he doesn't know that we've found 
out to our satisfaction that you 
couldn't have been in any car, any
where, at eight·twenty that night, 
because you were at a party at a cer· 
tain young lady's house from eight 
on. Now do you see what we're driving 
at? All you have to do is tell us at 



which point you left the car. All 
we're trying to establish is at what 
point, from what point on I should 
say, he took over the car alone. And 
is solely responsible for your wife's 
death. Have you any objection to 
helping us steam that out of him?" 

"Not at all," Hughes said pensively. 
He thought it over. "Not at all,'' 
he said a second time. 

"You do that, and I can promise 
you won't even be held as a material 
witness." 

"Market Street," Hughes snapped. 
"All right, bring him in," Evans 

said. "This ought to do the trick." 
They brought Flynn in. He looked 

in bad shape. His eye had discolored in 
a very peculiar way. It almost looked 
as though ink had been splashed 
around it. He had various nicks and 
marks on him. You couldn't tell if 
they were blood or mercurochrome. 

He was whimpering like someone 
who's had the stuffing laced out of 
him. 

"Did you ever see this gentleman 
before?" Evans asked him tersely. 

"He's - he's the one got in the 
car with me, at Mercer Street -" 

"And for the last time, where did 
be get out again?" 

"He didn't," the victim wailed. 
"He rode out all the way with me -" 

Evans made a friendly signal to 
Hughes on the side, not to interrupt, 
to let the miscreant sew himself up 
in his own lies. 

Flynn was babbling like a man who 
doesn't know what he's saying any 
more, he's told so many conflicting 
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stories. "He came up to me and gave 
me some money to hire a car -" 

"You're a liar, Flynn]" Evans said, 
and took a hefty poke at him. "I 
thought we knocked that fairy-tale 
out of you] Are you starting that 
one again? What would he need to 
hire a car for? He's got one of his 
own. Show him your driver's license, 
Mr. Hughes." 

Flynn quickly retracted, in the 
face of this evidence. "I - I mean 
I gave him a lift, and he rode out in 
the car with me all the way -" 

"You're still lying]" This time he 
cuffed him with the back of his hand. 
Then he turned to Hughes, with polite 
deference. "At what point did you 
step out of the car, Mr. Hughes?" 

"Market Street," Hughes said, 
with a pitying look at the punch· 
drunk culprit. 

"There's no reason why we should 
detain you any more. Would you 
have any objection to signing a state
ment to the effect that you got into 
that car at Mercer Street and left it 
again at Market Street, Mr. Hughes? 
Then we can use that as a point in 
evidence. We won't have to trouble 
you any further." 

"I have no objection, none what· 
ever," Hughes condescended. 

A police stenographer was sum· 
moned, stuck a sheet of paper into 
a typewriter, and tapped it out then 
and there. Evans held it up and read 
it aloud for Hughes's approval. The 
wilting Flynn, meanwhile, had been 
pusheQ back against the wall. 

" 'I  rode in the car bearing license 
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plate number nine-o--eight, seven
six-one between Mercer Street and 
Market Street, on the night of April 
thirtieth.' That's all there is to it. Is 
that sati,factory, Mr. Hughes?" 

"Let me see it a minute." 
He read it at first hand. ''Yes, that's 

perfectly satisfactory." 
"Then if you'll sign it, in the pres

ence of this witness and myself, we'll 
get to work on our friend here." 

Hughes signed it. 
Evans took it and blotted it. "You 

can go now," he said, scrutinizing it 
intently without looking up. 

Hughes turned and started for the 
door. The cop who was by it stiff
armed him and sent him !citing back 
halfway across the room. 

"Not you, him I was talking to," 
Evans said, with an indifferent jerk 
of his head toward the sheepishly
grinning Flynn. "And see that you 
stay around until you're wanted." 

The door closed. Hughes was the 
only civilian left in the room. He was 
rocking there like a kingpin that's 
just been nicked by a hurtling ball 
and can't decide whether to stay up 
or topple down. 

"But you said I wouldn't even be 
held as a matoria.l witnes1l" he gasped. "'That's right, you won't be. What 
you're being beld for, as of now on, 

�e�e�:\:ti;;r��e:O� �:� 
don't know your law-terras, that 
doesn't mean hit-and-run either: that 
meam premeditated murder and it 
carries the death penalty." 

The cop threw some water on him 

from the cooler, and they picked him 
up from the floor. 

"You've admitted now you were 
in this particular car," Evans went 
ahead, when Hughes could hear him 
again. "I have your own signed state
ment to. that effect. That was the 
hard part of it, getting you into the 
car. We're going to do it in reverse 
this time, by subtraction. Flynn can 
prove he was out of th� car, steadily, 
from almost eight all the way around 
to nearly nine. He was seen by a 
whOle pool-room full of people, play
ing away there in the middle of all of 
them. I worked on that all afternoon. 
You can't prove you were out of the 
car during that time." 

"My girl -" 
"You got there at nine. I can prove 

that clock there was an hour slow, all 
evening." 

"See, all I had to do was get you 
into the car at aU. The rest is just a 
matter of subtraction. The car didn't 
run out there under its own power 
and murder her. Two men in a car, 
from Mercer Street to Market Street. 
Take one out. The car goes ahead and 
kills her. What have you got left? 
The one who stay�d in it was the one 
who lrjlled her. He can prove he got 
out. You can't. That leaves you." 

Hughes's head went all the way 
over, until he wasn't looking at 
anything but floor. 

"That's close enough to a confes
sion for the time being," Evans re
marked contemptuously. "We can 
wire it for sound later. Take him 
out." 



Evans turned his chiefs compli
ment aside. He looked put out. "Fast 
work?" he repeated. "Fast work? 
Slow is what you mean, chief, slow 
as hell! I could have arrested him six 
hours after her death. I knew it was 
murder the minute I looked at the 
body, right where it was, lying oo the 
str�t. I knew it was he the minute 
I talked to him. But I had to wait for 
proof. Worse than that, I had to build 
my own proof." 

"All my men shOuld be slow like 
that," his chief said devoutly. "But 
what do you mean you knew it was 
murder the minute you looked at the 
body?" 

Evans turned up his hands expres
sively. "The body of a well-dressed 
woman like that, lying out in the 
street." 

"Bur I don't get you. Can't a 
well·dressed person be knocked down 
and killed just as well as a poorly
dressed one:?" 

"Oh, sure. But his trouble was he 
was too accurate. She was too well
dressed. He'd been married to her, he 
knew her habits too well. He knew 
she never would have been caught 
dead without that silver fox cape on 
her. No matter what the weather. 
The only trouble was, she was caught 
dea�

. 
without that silver fox cape on 

her. 
"It was on her when she was found."  
"That's what I mean exactly. She'd 

brought it with her, all right. He was 
right about that, she wouldn't be seen 
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anywhere without it. Only for a 
moment, she must have slipped it off 
her. He got her out of the car on 
some excuse or other, and it stayed be
hind on the seat. Then he focused his 
headlights on her full-glare, blinded 
her, ran her down, and broke her 
back." He snapped his fingers. "She 
died like that. 

"They always think they have to 
be so careful," he went on. "If he'd 
been just a little careless, he would 
have got away with it completely. 
He was just a little too careful. so he 
got caught. He wanted her to stay in 
character down to the last minor 
detail. Something that nobody but 
hi�lf could have known about any
way. So, by trying so hard to make 
what was a murder look like an 
accident, he only managed to make 
what would have looked like an acci
dent, if he'd let it alone, turn out to 
look like a murder. 

"She had on a black vdvet dress. 
It took the print of the wheels where 
they went over her like dusting pow
der almost. There was a tread-mark 
striping it down below, where there 
was no fur cape to cover it. But there 
was also a tread-mark striping it up 
above, und� the fur cape. 

"Just a matter of addition and 
subtraction. Add one silver fox cape 
to an already dead woman and you 
know it's murder. Subtract one man 
from two men in a death-car and you 
have proof. You might sorta call it 
the mathematics of murder, chief." 

·o· 
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T H E  C A S E  O F  T H E  E M E R A L D  S K Y  

by ERIC AMBLER 

A_SSISTANT CoMMISSIONER MERCER 
n of Scotland Yard stared, with· 
out speaking, at the card which Set· 
geant Flecker had placed before him. 

There was no address, simply: 

DR. JAN CZISSAR 
Late Prague Police 

It was an inoffensive-looking card. 
An onlooker, who knew only that 
Dr. Czissar was a refugee Czech with 
a brilliant record of service ia the 

criminal investigation department of 
the Prague police, would have been 
surprised at the expression of dislike 
that spread slowly over the assistant 
commissioner's healthy face. 

Yet, had the same onlooker known 
the circumstances of Mercer's first 
encounter with Dr. Cz.issar, he would 
not have been surprised. Just one 
week had dapsed since Dr. Czissar 
bad appeared out of the blue with a 
letter of introduction &om the mighty 



Sir Herbert at the home office, and 
Mercer was still smarting as a result 
of the meeting. 

Sergeant Flecker had seen and in· 
terpreted the expression. Now he 
spoke. 

"Out, sir?" 
Mercer looked up sharply. "No, 

sergeant. In, but too busy," he snapped. 
Half an hour later Mercer's tele� 

phone rang. 
"Sir Herbert to speak to you from 

the Home Office, sir," said the opera· 
tor. 

Sir Herbert said, "Hello, Mercer, is 
that you?" And then, without waiting 
for a reply: "What's this I hear about 
your refusing to see Dr. Czissar?" 

Mercer jumped but managed to 
pull himself together. "I did not 
refuse to see him, Sir Herbert," he 
said with iron calm. "I sent down a 
message that I was too busy to see 
him." 

Sir Herbert snorted. "Now look 
here, Mercer; I happen to know that 
it was Dr. Czissar who spotted those 
Seabourne murderers for you. Not 
blaming you, personally, of course, 
and I don't propose to mention the 
matter to the commissioner. You 
can't be right every time. We all 
know that as an organization there's 
nothing to touch Scotland Yard. My 
point is, Mercer, that you fellows 
ought not to be above learning a 
thing or two from a foreign expert. 
Clever fellows, these Czechs, you 
know. No question of poaching on 
your preserves. Dr. Czissar wants no 
publicity. He's grateful to this country 
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and eager to help. Least we can do is 
to let him. We don't want any pro-
fessional jealousy standing in the way." 

If it were �ible to speak co
herently through clenched teeth, Mer� 
cer would have done so. "There's no 
question either of poaching on pre
serves or of professional jealousy, Sir 
Herbert. I was, as Dr. Czissar was 
informed, busy when he called. If he 
will write in for an appointment, I 
shall be pleased to see him." 

"Good man," said Sir Herbert 
cheerfully. "But we don't want any 
of this red tape business about writing 
in. He's in my office now. I'll send 
him over. He's particularly anxious 
to have a word with you about this 
Brock Park case. He won't keep you 
more than a few minutes. GoOO.-by." 

Mercer replaced the telephone care
fully. He knew that if he had replaced 
it as he felt like replacing it, the 
entire instrument would have been 
smashed. For a moment or two he sat 
quite still. Then, suddenly, he snatched 
the telephone up again. 

"Inspector Cleat, please." He 
waited. "Is that you, Cleat? Is the 
commissioner in? . . .  I see. Well, 
you might ask him as soon as he 
comes in if he could spare me a 
minute or two. It's urgent. Right." 

He hung up again, feeling a little 
better. If Sir Herbert could have 
words with the commissioner, so could 
he. The old man wouldn't stand for 
his subordinates being humiliated and 
insulted by pettifogging politicians. 
Professional jealousy l 

Meanwhile, however, this precious 
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Dr. Czissar wanted ro  talk about the 
Brock Park case. Right! Let him! He 
wouldn't be able to pull that to pieces. 
It was absolutely water-tight. He 
picked up the file on the case which 
lay on his desk. 

Yes, absolutely water-tight. 
Three years previously, Thomas 

Medley, a widower of 6o with two 
adult children, had married Helena. 
Merlin, a woman of 42· The four had 
since lived together in a large house 
in the London suburb of Brock Park. 
Medley, who had amassed a com· 
fortable fortune, had retired from 
business shortly before his second 
marriage, and had devoted most of 
his time since to his hobby, gardening. 
Helena Merlin was an artist, a land
scape painter, and in Brock Park it 
was whispered that her pictures sold 
for large sums. She dressed fashion· 
ably and smartly, and was disliked by 
her neighbors. Harold Medley, the 
son aged 25, was a medical student 
at a London hospital. His sister, Janet, 
was three years younger, and as dowdy 
as her stepmother was smart. 

In the early October of that year, 
and as a result of an extra heavy meal, 
Thomas Medley had retired to bed 
with a bilious auack. Such attacks 
had not been unusual. He bad bad an 
enlarged liver, and had been nor· 
mally dyspeptic. His doct01; had pre
scribed in the usual way. On his third 
day in bed the patient had been 
considerably better. On the fourth 
day, however, at about four in the 
afternoon, he had been seized with 
violent abdominal pains, persistent 

vomiting, and severe cramps in the 
muscles of his legs. 

These symptoms had persisted for 
three days, on the last of which there 
had been convulsions. He had died 
that night. The doctor had certified 
the death as being due to gastro
enteritis. The dead man's estate had 
amounted to, roughly £11o,ooo. Half 
of it went to his wife. The remainder 
was divided equally between his two 
children. 

A week after the funeral, the police 
had received an anonymous letter 
suggesting that Medley had been 
poisoned. Subsequently, they had re
ceived two further letters. Informa
tion had then reached them that 
several residents in Brock Park had 
received similar letters, and that the 
matter was th� subject of gossip. 

Medley's doctor was approached 
later. He had reasserted that the 
death had been due to gastroenteritis, 
but admitted that the possibility of 
the condition having been brought 
by the wilful administration of poison 
had not occurred to him. The body 
had been exhumed by license of the 
home secretary, and an autopsy per· 
formed. No traces of poison had been 
found in the stomach; but in the 
liver, kidneys and spleen a total of 
1 .75 1  grains of arsenic had been found. 

Inquiries bad established that on 
the day on which the poisoning symp
toms had appeared, the deceased had 
had a small luncheon consisting of 
breast of chicken, spinach {canned), 
and one potato. The cook had par
taken of spinach from the same tin 



without suffering any ill effects. After 
his luncheon, Medley had taken a 
dose of the medicine prescribed for 
him by the doctor. It bad been mixed 
with water for him by his son, Harold. 

Evidence had �n obtained from 
a servant that, a fortnight before the 
death, Harold had asked his father for 
£100 to settle a racing debt. He had 
been refused. Inquiries had revealed 
that Harold had lied. He had been 
secretly married for some time, and 
the money had �n needed not to 
pay racing debts but for his wife, who 
was about to have a child. 

The case against Harold had �n 
conclusive. He had needed money 
desperately. He had quarrelled with 
his father. He had known that he was 
the heir to a quarter of his father's 
estate. As a medical student in a 
hospital, he had been in a position to 
obtain arsenic. The poisoning that 
appeared had shown that the arsmic 
must have been administered at about 
the time the medicine had been taken. 
It had been the first occasion on 
which Harold had prepared his father's 
medicine. , 

The coroner's jury bad boggled at 
indicting him in their verdict, but he 
had later been arrested and was now 
on remand. Further evidence from 
the hospital as to his access to supplies 
of arsenical drugs had been forth· 
coming. He would certainly be com· 
mitted for trial. 

Mercer sat back in his chair. A 
water-tight case. Sentences began to 
form in his mind. "This Dr. Czissar, 
Sir Charles, is merely a time-wasting 

crank. He's a refugee and his suffer· 
ings have probably unhinged him a 
little. If you could put the matter to 
Sir Herbert, in that light . . . " ,: � 

And then, for the second time that 
afternoon, Dr. Crissar was announced. 

Mercer was angry, yet, as Dr. 
Czissar came into the room, he be
came conscious of a curious feeling of 
friendliness toward him. It was not 
entirely the friendliness that one feels 
toward an enemy one is about to 
destroy. In his mind's eye be had 
been picturing Dr. C:z.issar as an ogre. 
Now, Mercer saw that, with his mild 
eyes behind their thick spectacles, 
his round, pale face, his drab raincoat 
and his unfurled umbrella, Dr. Czissar 
was, after all, merdy pathetic. When, 
j ust inside the door, Dr. Czissar 
stopped, clapped his umbrella to his 
side as ifit were a rifle, and said loudly: 
"Dr. Jan Czissar. Late PragUe Police. 
At your service." Mercer very nearly 
smiled. 

Instead he said: "Sit down, doctor. 
I am sorry I was too busy to see you 
earlier." 

"It is so good of you . . .  " began 
Dr. Czissar earnestly. 

"Not at all, doctor. You want, I 
hear, to compliment us on our hand· 
ling of the Brock Park case." 

Dr. Czissar blinked. "Oh, no, 
Assistant Commissioner Mercer," he 
said anxiously. "I would like to com· 
pliment, but it is too early, I think. 
I do n�� wish to seem impolite, 
but . . .  

Mercer smiled complacently. "Oh, 
we shall convict our man, all right, 
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doctor. I don't think you need to 
worry.'' 

Dr. Czissar's anxiety became pain· 
ful to behold. "Oh, but I do worry. 
You see -" He hesitated diffidently. 
"- he is not guilty." 

Mercer hoped that the smile with 
which he greeted the statement did 
not reveal his secret exultation. He 
said blandly, "Are you aware, doctor, 
of all the evidence against him?" 

"I attended the inquest," said Dr. 
Czissar mournfully. "But there will 
be more evidence from the hospital, 
no doubt. This young Mr. Harold 
could no doubt have stolen enough 
arsenic to poison a regiment without 
the loss being discovered." 

The fact that the words had been 
taken out of his mouth disconcerted 
Mercer only slightly. He nodded. 
''Exactly." 

A faint, thin smile stretched the 
doctor's full lips. He settled his 
glasses on his nose. Then he cleared 
his throat, swallowed hard and leaned 
forward. "Attention, please," he said 
sharply. 

For some reason that he could not 
fathom, Mercer felt his self-confidence 
ooze suddenly away. He had seen 
that same series of actions, ending 
with the peremptory demand for 
attention, performed once before, and 
it had been the prelude to humilia
tion, to , , . He pulled himself up 
sharply. The Brock Park case was 
water-tight. He was being absurd. 

''I'm listening," he said. 
"Good." Dr. Czissar wagged one 

solemn finger. "According to the 

medical evidence given at the inquest, 
arsenic was found in the liver, kid· 
ney� and spleen. No?" 

Mercer nodded firmly. "One point 
seven five one grains. That shows 
that much more than a fatal dose had 
been administered. Much more." 

Dr. Czissar's eyes gleamed. "Ah, 
yes. Much more. It is odd, is it  not, 
that so much was found in the kid
neys?" 

"Nothing odd at all about it." 
''Let us leave the point for the 

moment. Is it not true, Assistant 
Commissioner Mercer, that all post
mortem tests for arsenic are for arsenic 
itself and not for any particular arsenic 
sah?" 

Mercer frowned. "Yes, but it's un· 
important. All arsenic salts are deadly 
poisons. Besides, when arsenic is ab
sorbed by the human body, it turns 
to the sulphide. I don't see what you 
are driving at, doctor." 

''My point is this, assistant com· 
missioner, that usually it is impossible 
to tell from a delayed autopsy which 
form of arsenic was used to poison 
the body. You agree? It might be 
arsenious oxide, or one of the arse
nates or arsenites, copper arsenite, for 
instance; or it might be a chloride, 
or it might be an organic compound 
of arsenic." 

"Precisely." 
"But," continued Dr. Czissar, 

"what sort of arsenic should we expect 
to find in a hospital, eh?'' 

Mercer pursed his lips. "I see no 
harm in telling you, doctor, that 
Harold Medley could easily have se· 
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cured supplies of either salvarsan or 
neosalvarsan. They are both impor· 
tant drugs." 

"Yes, indeed," said Dr. Czissar. 
"Very useful in one-tenth of a gram 
doses, but very dangerous in larger 
quantities." He stared at the ceiling. 
"Have you seen any of Helena Mer
lin's paintings, assistant commis
sioner?" 

The sudden change of subject took 
Mercer unawares. He hesitated. Then: 
"Oh, you mean Mrs. Medley. No, 
I haven't seen any of her paintings." 

"Such a chic, attractive woman," 
said Dr. Czissar. "After I had seen her 
at the inquest I could not help wish
ing to see some of her work. I found 
some in a gallery near Bond St." He 
sighed. "I had expected something 
clever, but I was disappointed. She r.!

.
nts what she thinks instead of what 

"Really? 
.
� 'm afraid, doctor, that 

I must . .  , 
"I felt," persisted Dr. Czlssar, bring

ing his cowlike eyes once more to 
Mercer's, "that the thoughts of a 
woman who thinks of a field as blue 
and of a sky as emerald green must be 
a little strange." 

"Modern stuff, eh?" sai,d Mercer 
shortly. "I don't much care for it, 
either. And now, doctor, if you've 
finish�, I'll ask you to excuse me. 
I . . .  

"Oh, but I have not finished yet," 
said Dr. Czissar kindly. "I think, 
assistant commissioner, that a woman 
who paints a landscape with a green 
sky is not only strange, but also 

interesting, don't you? I asked the 
gentlemen at the gallery about her. 
She produces only a few picmres 
about six a year. He offered to sell 
me one of them for r 5 guineas. 
She earns £roo a year from her work. 
h is wonderful how expensively she 
dresses on that sum." 

"She had a rich husband." 
"Oh, yes. A curious household, 

don't you think? The daughter Janet 
is especially curious. I was so sorry 
that she was so much upset by the 
evidence at the inquest." 

"A young woman probably would 
be upset at the idea of her brother 
being a murderer," said Mercer drily. 

"But to accuse herself so violently 
of the murder. That was odd." 

"Hysteria. You get a lot of it in 
murder cases." Mercer stood up and 
held out his hand. "Well, doctor, 
I'm sorry you haven't been able to 
upset our case this time, If you'll 
leave your address with the sergeant 
as you go, I'll see that you get a pass 
for the trial," he added with relish. 

But Dr. Czissar did not move. 
"You are going to try this young man 
for murder, then?" he said slowly. 
"You have not understood what I 
have been hinting at?" 

Mercer grinned. "We've got some
thing better than hints, doctor - a 
first-class circumstantial case against 
young Medley. Motive, time and 
method of administration, source of 
the poison. Concrete evidence, doc
tori Juries like it. If you can produce 
one scrap of evidence to show that 
we've got the wrong man, I'll be 
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glad to  hear it." 
Dr. Czissar's back straightened, and 

his cowlike eyes flashed. He said, 
sharply, "1, too, am busy. I am 
engaged on a work on medical juris· 
prudence. I desire only to see justice 
done. I do not believe that on the 
evidence you have you can convict 
this young man under English law; 
but the fact of his being brought to 
trial could damage his career as a 
doctor. Furthermore, there is the 
real murderer to be considered. There· 
fore, in a spirit of friendliness, I have 
come to you instead of going to 
Harold Medley's legal advisers. I will 
now give you your evidence," 

Mercer sat down again. He was 
very angry. "I am listening," he said 
grimly; "but if you . .  " 

"Attention, please," said Dr. Czis· 
sar. He raised a finger. "Arsenic was 
found in the dead man's kidneys. It 
is determined that Harold Medley 
could have poisoned his father with 
either salvarsan or neosalvarsan. There 
is a contradiction there. Most in· 
organic salts of arsenic, white arsenic, 
for instance, are practically insoluble 
in water, and if a quantity of such a 
salt had been administered, we might 
expect to find traces of it in the 
kidneys. Salvarsan and neosalvarsan, 
however, are compounds of arsenic 
and are very soluble in water. If 
either of them had been administered 
through the mouth, we should not 
expect to find arsenic in the kidneys." 

He paused; but Mercer was silent. 
"In what form, therefore, was the 

arsenic administered?" he went on. 

"The tests do not tell us, for they 
detect only the presence of the de· 
ment, arsenic. Let us then look among 
the inorganic salts. There is white 
arsenic, that is arsenious oxide. It is 
used for dipping sheep. We would 
not expect to find it  in Brock Park. 
But Mr. Medley was a gardener. 
What about sodium arsenite, the wtro
killer? But we heard at the inquest 
that the weed-killer in the garden was 
of the kind harmful only to weeds. 
We come to copper arsenite. Mr. 
Medley was, in my opinion, poisoned 
by a large dose of copper arsenite." 

"Andon whatevidence," demanded 
Mercer, "do you base that opinion?" 

"There is, or there has been, copper 
arsenite in the Medleys' house." Dr. 
Czissar looked at the ceiling. "On 
the day of the inquest, Mrs. Medley 
wore a fur coat. I have since found 
another fur coat like it. The price of 
the coat was 400 guineas. Inquiries in 
Brock Park have told me that this 
lady's husband, besides being a rich 
man, was also a very mean and un· 
pleasant man. At the inquest, his son 
told us that he had kept his marriage 
a scrret because he was a&aid that 
his father would stop his allowance or 
prevent his eontinuing his studies in 
medicine. Helena Medley had ex· 
pensive tastes. She had married this 
man so that she could indulge them. 
He had failed her. That coat she 
wore, assistant commissioner, was un· 
paid for. You will find, I think, that 
she had other debts, and that a threat 
had been made by one of the creditors 
to approach her husband. She was 



tired 'of this man so much older than 
she was � this mao who did not even 
justify his existence by s�ding his 
fonune on her, She poisoned her 
husband. There is no doubt of it." 

"The commissioner to speak to you, 
sir," said the operator. 

"All right. Hello . . .  Hello, Sir 
Charles. Yes, I did want to speak to 
you urgently. It was -" He hesitated. 
"- it was about the Brock Park case. 
I think that we will have to release 
young Medley. I've got hold of some 
new medical evidence that . . .  Yes, 
yes, I realize that, Sir Charles, and 
I'm very sorry that . . . All right, 
Sir Charles, I'll come immediately." 

He replaced the telephone and went. 
"Nonsense!" said Mercer. "Of 

course we know that she was in debt. 
We are not fools. But lots of women 
are in debt. It doesn't make them 
murderers. Ridiculous !'' 

"All murderers are ridiculous," 
agreed Dr. Czissar solemnly; "espe· 
dally the clever ones." 

"But how on earth . . .  ?" began 
Mercer. 

Dr. Czissar smiled gently. "It was 
the spinach that the dead man had 
for luncheon before the symptoms of 
poisoning began that interested me," 
he said. "Why give spinach when it 
is out of season? Canned vegetables 
are not usually given to an invalid 
with gastric trouble. And then, when 
I saw Mrs. Medley's paintings, I 
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understood, The emerald sky, assist· 
ant commissioner. It was a fine, rich 
emerald green, tlut sky - the rort of 
emerald green that the artiit gets when 
Mere is aceto·tmertite of copper in the 
painJI The firm which supplies Mrs. 
Medley with her working materials 
will be able to tell you when she 
bought it. I suggest, too, that you 
take the picture - it is in the Sum· 
mons Gallery - and remove a little 
of the sky for analysis. You will find 
that the spinach was prepared at her 
suggestion and taken to her hwband's 
bedroom by her. Spinach is green and 
slightly hitter in taste. So is copper 
arsenite." He sighed. "If there had 
not been anonymous letters . , . '' 

"Ab!" interrupted Mercer. "The 
anonyma�� letters ! Perhaps you 
know . . .  

"Oh, yes," said Dr. Czissar simply. 
"The daughter Janet wrote them. 
Poor child! She disliked her smart 
stepmother and wrote them out of 
spite. Imagine her fedings when she 
found that she had - how do you 
say? - put a noose abouther brother's 
throat. It would be natural for her to 
try to take the blame herself." He 
looked at his watch. "Budt is late 
and I must get to the museum read
icg·room before it doses." He stood 
up, clapped his umbrella to his side, 
clicked his heels and said loudly: 
"Dr. Jan Czissar. Late Prague Police. 
At your service!" 
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by STUART PALMER 

� ����dv�� ��c%'m�h:� ���r ::� 
bonds," said Miss Hildegarde Withers. 
The maiden schoolteacher spoke with� 
out looking up from the casserole out 
of which she was dishing up a savory 
mixture of pork chops, tomatoes, 
herbs, and rice. 

The Inspector squinted at her. 
"Since when did you get a crystal 
ball I" 

"It's quite elementary, really. I 
happen to be aware that for more than 
two years you have been setting aside 
a painfully large portion of your 
weekly salary for bonds. Today I see 
that you have relapsed into extrava· 
gant habits. The cigar in your mouth 
has a far more fragrant OOor than the 
stogies which you have lately been 
consuming. You are wearing a new 
suit, which fits you around the shoul� 
ders. Moreover, you arrived in a taxi 

•' 

instead of coming uptown by subway 
as usual. That last fact is obvious be· 
cause you are only fifteen minutes 
late for dinner instead of the usual 
half-hour or more. Coffee, or milk?" 

"Milk, please." The Inspector sat 
himself carefully down at the some· 
what rickety kitchenette table, and 
tucked a paper napkin into the top of 
his vest. "Your sleuthing isn't so 
bad," he congratulated her. "Only I 
didn't have to sell a bond. I just hap· 
pened to hit a horse at Bowie. A 
two-year-old filly named Shoplifter, 
and with that name I had to put a 
sawbuck on her nose. She romped in 
and paid a potful." 

"Then I think we might have gone 
out to somenicerestaurantfordinner,'' 
Miss Withers pointed out somewhat 
tartly. "Only of course we couldn't, 
because we wouldn't be back in time. 
I forgot to tell you, but the reason 
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for my asking you over especially this 
evening was because I am having a 
visitor I want you to meet - a former 
pupil of mine, little Willie Stanley. 
He's been away for awhile, in the 
Army or Navy or something. But he 
called up today and said he wanted to 
see me. I sensed something urgent in 
his voice, so I asked him if he would 
please come over around eight:" 

"Okay. Always glad to chew the 
fat with returned veterans. I was 
over in France myself in 1918, you 
know, and I -" 

"You're not going to inflict your 
reminiseences on Willie. I have an 
idea that he is in some sort of trouble, 
or perhaps he has something on his 
conscience and wants advice." She 
started, as there came a buzz from 
downstairs. 

"Dear me!" Swiftly Miss Withers 
set about pushing the bridge lamp so 
that its light from a dhed shade fell 
full into the face of anyone sitting in 
the easy chair. Then she pressed the 
button, opening the downstairs door, 
and in a moment there was the sound 
of quick, impetuous feet in the hall
way and a hammering on the knocker. 

"Willie !" she cried as she opened 
the door. "Little Willie Stanley, as 
I live and breathe! Come in, come in. 
I want you to meet Mr. Piper, an old 
friend of mine." 

The Inspector winced slightly at the 
"mister" and winced again when he 
saw that Little \Vi !lie Stanley topped 
him by three inches, and wore the uni
formofaLieutenantO>lonelin the Air 
Corps. They shook hands, :md Piper 

tried to decipbl':r the meaning of the 
two rows of bright-colored campaign 
ribbons on tbl': young man's chest. 

Stanley lookl':d surprisl':d and ill at 
ease. "It's gcxxl to Sl':l': you, ma'am. 
And to mel':t your fril':nd. I'm sorry if 
I'm busting in on soml':thing. I'll 
come back. I'm in no hurry." 

"Of course you're in no hurry," 
pointed out Miss Withl':rs dryly. 
"That's why you arrivl':d twl':nty min
utes ahead of timl':. Go on, young 
man, you may speak freely. I'm well 
awarl': that this is something more 
than a social call." 

"Right as usual," he admitted, 
sinking down on the divan where 
the Inspector was already established. 
That left Miss Withers no choice but 
to plant hmelf in the chair by the 
glaring lamp, and so she sat there, not 
without a sidewise ghnce at Oscar 
Piper, who was grinning at her. 

"Well," began Stanley hesitantly, 
"it's really none of my affair." 

"Take note, Oscar, that when a 
man says an affair is really none of 
his, the exact opposite is usually true. 
Suppose, Willie, that you begin at the 
beginning, go on until you come to 
the end -" 

"And then stop," young Stanley 
completed the quOlation for her. 
"Okay. But i t  all starts with what 
happened more than two years ago, 
on my last ll':ave back home," 

"I remembe r ! "  Miss Withers 
brightt":ned. "You got married then, 
didn't you? I believe I received an 
invitation to the wedding." 

"A wedding that conked out on the 



48 ELLERY QUEEN
' S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

take-off, and did a ground loop. At 
the last minute my leave was can· 
celled, and I had to get back to the 
job of chasing Japs out of the sky. 
Deirdre - she took it bard. So hard 
that she went right out and married a 
4F. But she wrote me a letter -" 

"Oh, yes," interrupted the school
teacher. "A 'Dear Joe' letter, isn't 
that what men in the Service call 
them?'' 

He grinned and shook his head, 
"No, she was too bashful to write and 
tell me then. I bad to hear about it 
from a friend, roundabout. She turned 
me down for a paper-box manufac
turer, married him and his factory, 
and settled down out in East Platt· 
ville, Pennsylvania. Imagine a girl 
named Deirdre Fitzgibbon changing 
it to Mrs. George Schlupper!" He 
shrugged. "I guess at the time I 
minded the &hlupper part of it more 
than anything else. But to get back to 
the letter. lt came just last week, right 
after I got back to town . . . .  " 

"And in it the lady told you how 
much she repented of her choice?" 

He flushed. "Not at all. Of course, 
you can read between the lines." 

"I should like to do so," said Miss 
Withers, and held out her hand. 

The young man made a faim move
ment toward his pocket, and then 
shook his head. He stared at his shoe
laces as if they interested him. "Sorry, 
but I didn't think to bring the letter 
with me. Anyway, she said that she is 
in need of help. She had heard that 
I was back - read some publicity 
about a manuscript I knocked to-

gether out in Awtralia, berween mis
sions. And she - well, of course Deir
dre knew that you were a friend of 
mine, and she had read about your 
hobby of messing in criminal cases 
and showing up the police -" 

The Inspector choked, and then 
hastily blamed it on his cigar. 

"And anyway, she wanted me to get 
in touch with you, ma'am, and see if 
you could do a little quiet, unofficial 
investigating." 

Miss Withers shook her head def
initely. "Willie, I'm sorry, but I never 
felt that divorce cases were quite the 
field for my talents, such as they are. 
Now a nice murder puzzle, an em
bezzlement, something like that -" 

The young man flushed again. "Oh, 
no. You got me wrong. Deirdre is 
plenty loyal to her husband, though 
he isn't in her class. Her real fear is 
that he is being driven out of his 
mind.�' 

"Nor am I qualified as an alienist. 
I suggest -" 

"Wait a minute. What would you 
say is the foulest of all crimes?" 

"Kidnaping," suggested the In
spector. 

But Miss Withers shook her head. 
"I'd say blackmail." 

"That's it." Stanley took a beauti
ful gold lighter from his pocket, 
blazoned with the arms of the Aus
tralian Commonwealth, and set fire to 
a cigarette. "You see, somebody has 
been sending George Schlupper an 
amethyst on the first of each month. 
To date five of them have been de
livered. Each time one comes, the 
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fellow goes into a spin, so Deirdre 
says. He is so panicky and snappish 
that she doesn't dare to question him. 
But she is half nuts herself. She's 
simply got to find out what is behind 
it all." 

Miss Withers looked at the In
spector. "Oscar," she said, "I think 
you must agree with me that this 
needs looking into. The game is 
afoot." 

Both men stared at her blankly. 
"It's from Sherlock Holmes," she 
admitted. "I've been re-reading him 
lately." 

The Inspector scowled. "Just a 
minute, Colonel. Amethysts are valu
able stones. What makes you think 
that blackmail is tied up with this?" 

"Only that Deirdre knows that 
each month, after the receipt of the 
package, her husband draws cash and 
still more cash £rom his bank accounts. 
The paperOOx f.tctory used to be a 
gold mi.oe, but now it's tottery." 

"And the lady has no i� as to the 
underlying cawes of all this?" 

"Not exactly. But she has her sus
picions, naturally. You see, a year or 
two ago they had a maid working in 
the household, name of Lily Wheeler. 
It seems she was all tramp and a yard 
wid�!, though only about eighteen. 
She finally got fired, just a few days 
before Deirdre's first wedding an
niversary. That was the day Deirdre 

�:;t�r!���:� t��ns\.:�� a����ed 
in Black, Starr & Gorham's window 
while she and her husband were on a 
weekend in New York. lt was an ame-

thyst necklace, with twelve stones. 
But instead of getting the present 
she'd set her heart on, she got a 
string of inexpensive amber beads." 

"And I suppose," asked Miss With
ers thoughtfully, "that her husband 
gave no explanation of his change in 
plans?" 

"Deirdre could hardly complain. 
After all, it was just a hunch on her 
part that maybe he had bought the 
necklace after all, then had to give it 
to Lily Wheeler to sort of buy her off 
when she left." 

"I see," said the schoolteacher. 
"Very interesting, eh, Oscar?" 

Piper agreed. "I don't think I ever 
before heard of a blackmailer breaking 
up a valuable necklace and sending 
back the stones. Lily's unique." 

"Unique, indeed," decided Miss 
Withers. "By the way, Willie, did the 
lady catch a glimpse of the postmark 
on the packages which upset her 
husband?" 

He nOOded. "They were all sent 
from Acapulco, Mexico. That's where 
I - where Deirdre wants you to go. 
It's a delicate job, but somebody has 
to track down that Wheeler dame and 
find out what hold she's got on 
George." 

The Inspector turned to Miss With
ers. "Why not, Hildegarde? The west 
coast of Mexico wouldn't be bad, this 
time of year. You could get leave." 

"Perhaps I could arrange a sub
stitute. By the way, Willie, where are 
you staying?" 

"The Astor. I've got to be in town 
until we get the contracts for my book 
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settled. I t ' s  to be called s�entero 
Mi.rsiom over Nippon. My leave lasts 
another two weeks, and then I have 
the choice of going back to a desk 
job at the base down under, or staying 
at Wright Field as an instructor in 
high level bombing. I was planning to 
go back, but now -" 

"Now Deirdre seems to be coming 
back into your life? Very well, young 
man. I'll get in touch with you at 
your hotel. Meanwhile, I advise you to 
keep away from East Plattville, Penn· 
sylvania, until you hear from me." 

When the door had closed upon the 
young flyer, Miss Withers turned to 
her old friend and sparring partner. 
"Well, what do you make of it?" 

"The boy's still in love with her. 
Didn't want you to see the letter 
because it was probably hotter than a 
two-dollar pistol. Maybe you would 
be doing young love a big favor if you 
uncovered the scandal in the Schlup
per household, and got the girl loose 
from her stinker of a husband." 

"Perhaps I might, at that," ad· 
mitted the schoolteacher. "Oscar, will 
you do me a great favor and take a 
trip with me tomorrow?" 

''I will not. You must beout ofyour 
head to suggest my scooting off to 
Mexico." 

"Who said anything about Mexico? 
I meant East Plattville. That is where 
Lily Wheeler disappeared, and that is 

b::::;�!�k;o 
urau:e;_ 

t7tli�::��;� 
there is a train from Paddington - I 
mean Grand Central Station -at ten 
in the morning. Will you meet me at 

the Information Booth? And Oscar, it 
might be well if you brought along 
your service revolver." 

"Okay, okay. But stop talking like 
Sherlock Holmes, will you?" 

She sniffed. "It helps me to get into 
the spirit of the thing. And Oscar, 
you do make such a perfect Watson." 

"Thanks,'' he said, as he started out. 
Then he turned, doing a double-take. 
"Watson? So I'm to be a stooge, huh? 
I'm to go around wide-eyed with 
amazement every time you deduce 
something?" 

"That, Oscar, is the tradition. If 
the shoe fits, put it on." 

The Inspector was still fuming a 
little when he came into Grand Cen
tral Station shortly before ten next 
morning, but his disgruntled expres· 
sion changed to one of incredulous 
hilarity when he saw what was await· 
ing him there. 

It was, and yet was not, Miss 
Hildegarde Withers. He looked upon 
a tall and angular woman wrapped in 
a ratty lapin coat. Upon her head, 
instead of the usual Queen Maryish 
hat, was sported a sequin turban, from 
beneath which peeked curls of an 
unearthly henna shade. Worst of all, 
rouge and full make-up had been ap-
plied to her face with a generous hand. 

"Hildegarde," said Oscar Piper 
firmly, "in that outfit I'd send the 
Vice Squad to raid any house you 
lived in." 

"Never you mind," the school· 
teacher told him. "I've always wanted 
to, try my hand at disguise. Don't 
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you understand? Lily Wheeler must 
have a mother. That's me - I mean, 
I .  Who indeed has a better right to 
inquire into her disappearance?" 

"Okay. But - look here, Hilde
garde. You're not expecting me -" 

"Expecting you to play the part of 
the girl's father? Relax, Oscar. Your 
part is a less arduous one. I'll coach 
you about it on the train, which we 
arc about to miss unlcs.s you stop 
gaping at me and come along." 

Once comfortably settled in a com
partment, the schoolteacher eyed him 
severely and began. "I have observed, 
Oscar, that there are three major 
kinds of liars. Fim, we have the liar 
who desperately invents falsehoods 
ex tempore, and whose haphazardly
created structure vanishes like soap 
bubbles at the first touch. Secondly, 
we have the career liar, who invents 
for the sheer love of it, who has a 
genius for creative falsehood as an 
artist has a genius for music, for 
sculpture, or for cookery. But perhaps 
the most difficult, the most convinc
ing of all, is the person who tells the 
truth, with wide honest eyes and the 
ring of conviction, and yet who deftly 
inserts in the center of that truth one 
small but vital falsehood." 

"You still sound like Sherlock 
Holmes," the Inspector complained. 
"Are you trying to tell me that 
Colon�! Stanley was lying, and him 
an officer and a gentleman by act of 
Congress? Why?" 

"In due time, Oscar. There is no 
usc in trying to resolve an equation 
without all the factors. Nor in rushing 

· off to the ends of the earth j ust 
because someone is obviously anxious 
to have you do so. It occurred to me 
that perhaps it was not my presence 
in Acapulco that was so much desired, 
as my absence here. We should be in 
East Plattville around four-thirty. 
And when we get there -" 

The Inspector leaned back wearily, 
listening both to Miss Withers and to 
the monotonous clickety-clack of the 
train wheels over the rails. They 
began to blend harmoniously to
gether . . . .  

"Wake up, Sleeping Beauty," he 
heard Miss Withers saying, after what 
Sttmed a lapse of only a few moments. 
"We're almost there. Oscar, I am very 
happy that I never married you, for 
you snore like a saw-mill." 

They descended from the train at 
what appeared to be a whisde·stop 
somewhere in the bedraggled wilds 
of the Pennsylvania coal country. 
The main street of the town faced 
upon the railroad tracks, irs two
story buildings streaked with grime 
and coal smoke which settled down 
steadily, mixed with a chilly rain. 
To Inspector Oscar Piper, who like 
most New Yorkers felt that every 
place west of the Hudson River was 
part of the Great American Desert, 
the town looked like a stage-set al
ready destined for Cain's warehouse. 

But he was in for it now. Obedi
ently he carried their luggage to the 
bus which deposited them at the 
Plattville House, and then made ar
rangements for a taxi which hauled 
them a mile or $0 farther, through 
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cramped and dismal suburb,, until 
they came to a little boulevard run� 
niog north through a half-built sub
division. At th� far end of the street 
th� lights of a large and ugly stone 
house, dating perhaps from the first 
R�=�te;,m��r�11:.;u are play� 
ing the part of a lawyer," Miss With
ers reminded him. "Lily's mother, 
meaning me, has n=tained you in an 
effort to locate her strayed lamb. 
I suggest that you let me do roost of 
the talking." 

"M if I ever had any choice in 
that!" be muttered. But he listened 
while she coached him in the few 
speeches she thought would be oeces� 
sary, and at last they stood before the 
doorway of the place. After the third 
ring at the bell, the door was opened 
by a batchet-fa.ced maid who glared 
at them suspiciously. 

The woman seemed very reluctant 
to admit them, and as they cooled 
their heels in the doorway Miss With
ers heard a clear feminine voice from 
the bead of the stairs. "Betty! If that 
is the telegram I am expecting, bring 
it fh;e�1h:Oa

r
�:" 

"No, ma'am. 
Just !IOD'lebody to see the mister." 
She beckoned, and the visitors were 

��o!;iili ��1
na;:��s���� 7u'::: 

ture. The walls were heavily-orna
mented with reproductions of such 
well-known paintings as The End of the 
Trailand /rmocmc�. The schoolteacher 
looked at once toward the bookcasos 
and the library table, but turned her 

gaze away again as she saw that the 
books stacked there were limp-leather 
editions of the Ruba.iy.at, of Elbert 
Hubbard, and m.assive sets of The 
World's Classics. 

"Whatever our hostas is like," 
decided Miss Withers, "she has little 
or no resistance to book agents." 
Then, playing her part to the hilt, she 
seated herself primly on the edge of a 
hard chair, presenting a perfect picture 
of Tenth Avenue womanhood intent 
upon eetting its rights or knowing 
the reason why, 

They waited only a few minutes, 
:llld then the Joor opened and a man 
entered, peering myopically through 
thick lenses. Miss Withers started, 
like a frightened horse. This was by 
no means the lusty and violent man 
she had pictured George Schlupper 
to be. He was no more than five feet 
in height, weighed perhaps 140 in his 
clothes, and there was an untidy 
dribble of cigarette ash on his vest. 

"Yes(" he greeted them dubiously. 
"Just what do you want, please?" 

"I want my daughter!" announced 
Mis5 Withers firrnly. ''My little Lily!'' 

The Inspector thought that she was 
over-playing. "I am Oscar Piper, of 
Piper, Folsom, Hardy and Hardy," 
he hastily interposed. "This is Mrs. 
Wheeler, who has retained our firm 
in an effort to locate her missing 
daughter, who I am gh•en to under
stand, was last heard from while em
ployed in your household." 

Scblupper hesitated, swallowing. "I 
bdieve -" he said, and stopped. 
"Why, there was a girl of that name, 
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but she - she left us more than two 
years ago. I'm afraid I can tell you 
nothing more. They come - and they 
go." 

"Oh, do they?" cried Miss Withers. 
"Well, my Lily left here under a 
cloud, with her good name ruined. 
And where is she now, you - you 
wolf?" 

"I really -" Scblupper scowled, 
and then closed his mouth firmly. 
But he was beginning to blush, the 
Inspector noticed. 

"Forgive my client's natural anxi
ety," he put in. "But there is also 
the matter of an insurance policy." 

Schlupper's face cleared a little, 
and then he rose uneasily. "I really 
don't see how I can tell you anything 
that would be of the slightest help," 
he said doggedly. "But perhaps 
perhaps you could speak to my wife ?" 
He turned toward the door and raised 
his voice. "�? Dee, could you come 
here a moment?" 

As if that had been a cue, the door 
opened again and a woman entered. 
The Inspector caught his breath as he 
saw her, for she was that sort of 
woman. Tall, with a cream-white 
skin, brilliantly blue eyes, and hair so 
black that it seemed almost purple. 
"Now there is one well named for 
Erin's loveliest and most unhappy 
queen,'' he whispered to nobody in 
particular. Miss Withers scowled at 
him. Then she took the bull by the 
horns, and leaped into an explanation 
of thcir visit. Deirdre Schlupper lis
tened, and thencoollyshookher lovely 
head. "I'm sorry, Mrs. Wheeler, but 

I can't help you. It isn't likely that 
your daughter would have been in 
contact with us when not even her 
own mother knows her whereabouts." 

"That's as it may be," said Miss 
Withers stoutly. "Just one postcard 
I've got from her since she left home, 
and that from Mexico City. Why 
would a daughter of mine be going off 
to foreign places like that, I'd like to 
know?" The Inspector was watching 
Deirdre as his companion spoke, and 
he imagined that the beautiful white 
face blanched a little whiter still at the 
mention of the southern capital. But 
she did not speak. 

Miss Withers stood up, looking 
down her nose with such an air of 
spurious dignity that it was hard for 
the Inspector to realize that she was 
other than the frowzy beldame she 
portrayed. "Thank you, ma'am," she 
was saying. "Come, Mr. Piper. It's 
plain to see chat there's nothing more 
to be learned here. Sorry to have 
troubled you, Mrs. Schlupper. Good
night to you." 

But once the door had closed on 
them, and they were out in the cold 
and the rain again, the schoolteacher 
seemed to lose her haste to be on their 
way. She hesitated upon the path. 

"Very odd, Oscar. Very odd in
deed." 

"You're darned right. I can't fig
ure it out. Of course, the important 
point is the whereabouts of this round
heeled little maid. If she isn't down at 
Acapulco -" 

"Don't be ridiculous. Of all the 
places in this world, Acapulco is the 
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least likely haven for that missing 
young lady. As a matter of fact, her 
present address is really of no mo
ment. The problem which presents 
itself is that of -" 

"Of the location of the amethyst 
necklace?" 

Miss Withers looked at him, and 
then shook her head with discourage
ment. "Come, Oscar." She set off 
down the street. Since their taxi had 
departed without them, they were 
faced with a long and lonely walk 
back toward the heart of town. 

"You may as well know, Oscar," 
continued the schoolma'am, "that I 
do not care a fig about the where
abouts of the amethyst necklace or its 
remnants. Nor the present where
abouts of Lily Wheeler. I am in
terested only in murder." 

"Whoa there! Wait a minute! Are 
you telling me that we're investi
gating a murder two years old?" 

"Murder is murder, whether it hap
pens today or year before last or to
morrow. Nor is it covered by the 
statute of limitations. I grant you that 
from one point of view, it simply 
amounts to hastening one of the most 
natural and inevitable of all human 
changes. Yet homicide is rightly held 
to be one of the most abhorrent of 
crimes. Life is dear, even to the least 
of us." 

"Even to a hired girl like Lily 
Wheeler," Piper agreed, and was sur
prised by the look Miss Withers gave 
him. 

• ·t might call your attention to 
some features of the Schlupper house· 

hold," she continued, as they plodded 
along the winding boulevard. "The 
place is of considerable size, and obvi
ously expensive. Yet from the flour 
upon the apron of the maid who 
opened the door to us, she is the only 
servant. The place showed other defi
nite evidences of recent economy. 
Moreover, did you notice the periodi
cals on the table? There is someone in 
that house who never reads a book, 
but who has an avid interest in the do
ings of what is known as Society 
of what goes on at Bar Harbor, North
ampton, Aiken, and Santa Barbara." 

"But not Acapulco?" 
"Why -" Whatever Miss Withers 

was about to say was lost as she 
suddenly grabbed his arm. "Oscar, 
there comes a Western Union boy on a 
bicycle. I wonder -" She waved fran· 
tically. "Young man!" 

The gangling youth slowed, and 
then put one scrawny leg down on the 
curb for balance. "It's about time you 
were here," Miss Withers said sternly. 
"The mistress sent us down to meet 
you. Here, I'll take that telegram and 
save you the rest of the ride up the 
hill." 

He drew back. "Miz\Vheelermaybe 
fifty cents gives]'' protested the youth 
in what the Inspector realized must be 
the local version of Pennsylvania 
Dutch. He stared at them suspi
ciously, and then started pedalling up 
the hill for dear life. 

"A clean miss," observed the In
spector. 

She shrugged. "It was worth trying. 
But I think I can guess the contents 
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of the telegram that youth is bearing. 
But come along, we have a long haul 
before we find shelter at that horrible 
little hotel." 

An hour later they were sitting in 
her dank little room at the Plattville 
House, a plate of under-cooked ham 
and eggs between them. The school
teacher, much to Piper's relief and her 
own, had removed her bizarre make· 
up and otherwise changed back into 
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her coffee. 
"I wonder, Oscar, if you would be 

so kind as to see if there is a railway 
timetable downstairs? I'm interested 
in incoming trains." 

"Hub? Oh, all right. This is your 
party, I guess." The Inspector wearily 
rose and went out. Twenty minutes 
later he was back, out of breath and 
grinning. "Hildegarde, guess what?" 

"I don't want to play guessing 
games," she said severely. "Oscar, 
when is the next train from New 
York?" 

He stiffened, like a hurt small boy. 
"Well, if you must know, there's an 
express due at seven in the morning 
what they call the paper train. Then 
there's a local around eleven." 

The schoolteacher nodded. "We 
rise early, Oscar. It will be the seven 
o'clock, I think." 

"Oh, you do, do you?" 
"Unless -" Miss Withers stared at 

him and her eyes twinkled. "Unless 
our man has already arrived? Was 
that what you came bursting in to tell 
me?" 

Slightly deflated, the Inspector sank 
back into a chair. "Right as rain. A 
train arrived half an hour ago, and a 
man got off who answers to the de
scription of our friend Stanley. I 
traced him by the uniform. I was 
going to pick him up and work him 
over a little, and then I found that he 
had taken the bus to this hotel. So -" 

She caught his arm. "Oscar, don't 
tell me that you -" 

"Relax, Hildegarde. I didn't speak 
to him, nor let him see me. I got back 
while he was registering, and shad
owed him and the bellboy up the 
stairs. He's in the room at the end of 
the hall, by the way. I made sure of 
that and then went down and took a 
quick gander at the register. How do 
you suppose he signed himself?" 

"Addison Sims of Seattle?" 
"Practically. He is down as Lieut. 

Colonel Wilfred Parks." 
"You see, Oscar, we are not the 

only visitors to East Plattville who 
prefer to remain incognito. What this 
means is that we are closer to the cul
mination of this little adventure than 
I had realized. Come, come, don't 
take off your coat and light a cigar. 
We have to retrace our footsteps. If 
you will hurry and find a taxi, we may 
be in time to prevent a murder!" 

"Hold on to your hats, boys,'' mut· 
tered Oscar Piper. "Here we go .again." 

Miss Withers was waiting impa· 
tiently on the sidewalk when he finally 
appeared with the taxi. "You cer
tainly took long enough," she said 
tardy as she climbed inside. Then she 
paused as she saw that there was an-
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other man in the back seat, a large, 
patient-looking man wearing the uni
form and badge of a deputy sheriff. 

"� Withers." said the Inspector, 
"m�t Deputy Sheriff Bowen. I asked 
him to come along. It's customary, in 
� like this, to call on the local 
authorities. Hope you don't mind." 

''Not at all," said the schoolteacher. 
"And if I did, what good would it 
do?" 

"Not much," said Bowen easily. 
"Prom what the Inspector tells me, 
you haven't got much to go on. But I 
guess I better string along just to keep 
you outa trouble." 

"The usual way to combat a mur
derer,'' observed Miss Withers, "is to 
track him down q[ter he has com
mitted the deed. It 1s rare indeed for a 
detective, either in metropolitan New 
York or in small towns such as this, to 
have the opportunity of doing his 
work at the proper time, which is k
fcwe the crime has been perpetrated." 

Deputy Sheriff Bowen didn't say 
anything, but his eyes caught the 
Inspector's for a moment. They rode 
on in silence. 

As they turned into the winding 
boulevard which led up toward the 
Schlupper house, Miss Withers peered 
out and nodded. "All looks just as it 
should look at this late hour. See, the 
lights are going out all over the house. 
Bm nill -" 

"But still we are going to stick our 
noses into it, eh?" Piper shrugged. 
"Better leave the taxi down h� 
somewhere if you want to make a 
surprise attack." 

They approached the house warily, 
and this time did not ring the bell but 
went carefully across the brown wet 
grass of the lawn, through the tangled 
briars of a neglected rose garden, until 
at last they came to a flagged terrace 
and stood where they could see, 
through partiatly drawn curtains, into 
the interior of the living room. 

Twin lamps blazed on the desk, but 
there was nobody in view. They 
waited, while the chilly wind played 
with Miss Withers' ankles, for what 
seemed a very long time indeed. But 
at last there was a movement in the 
room. George Schlupper appeared, 
bearing an armful of what appeared 
to be account books and business pa
pers. He was but a scant four or five 
yards from them, close enough so 
that Miss Withers could see the lines 
of anxiety in his rabbit-like face. 

He plumped himself down at the 
table, and for a time busied himself 
with the accounts. "Don't look like he 
was fixing to murder anybody," ob
served Deputy Bowen in a hoarse 
whisper. "I guess -" 

"Miss Withw has been right be
fore," came back the Inspector. "And 
when she's wrong she is still worth 
watching. Stick around." 

The man inside now rubbed his 
forehead, as if failing to make head or 
tail of the papers. He started to cram 
them into an expensive briefcase, and 
then impulsively pushed them aside, 
allowing them to flutter to the floor. 
He rose, disappeared from view, and 
then returned bearing what Miss With
ers recognized with a start of horror 
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was a revolver. He stared at it a long 
time, and then, as if he had whipped 
his courage to the sticking point, he 
began to load it, with trembling fin. 
gers and a wild look in his eyes. 

"Maybe we better-" began the 
deputy in a newly serious voice. But 
Miss Withers caught his arm, and 
they moved closer to the window. 

Schlupper finished loading the pis· 
tol and then laid it down lx:fore him. 
He picked it up, then put it down 
again. He reached for the account 
books, opened one and then slammed 
it shut, and rubbed his forehead. 

''I wish he'd make up his mind," 
whispered the Inspector. "It's cold 
out here." 

Schlupper got up, walked around 
the table, and then sat down again. All 
of a sudden Miss Withers realized that 
he was crying. He blew his nose, and 
then his hand went automatically to 
the large cut·glass decanter which 
stood on the table nearby. "Going to 
brace himself with a little Dutch 
courage," whispered the Inspector. 
"Look at his hand tremble as be pours 
it . . . .  " 

"Quick, Oscar!" cried the school· 
teacher. "Shoot, before he drinks it!" 

But the two men only stared at her. 
Inside, Schlupper turned and raised 
the glass. 

Miss Withers took her umbrdla 
handle and smashed the window, cry· 
ing, "If you won't stop him I will!" 

The tumbler dropped from �rge 

��£J:��a
s��an!e�:. ;ro:o:�! 

turn� toward the intruders, almost 

nnseeing, as they burst into the room. 
They could hardly hear his whisper. 

"She's gone," said George Schlup· 
per, in mournful tones. "She's left me. 
I was going to end it all, but I didn't 
have the courage to pull the trigger." 

Miss Withers w:u: on her hands and 
knees, sniffing and then gingerly tast· 
ing the liquid which formed little 
pools amid the shards of glass and the 
crumpled papers on the floor. "Strych· 
nine, I should think," she decided. "I 
suggest, sheriff, that you collect enough 
of this to permit an official analysis 
by the police laboratories. You had 
also better keep an eye on Mr. Schlup
per here. The Inspector and I have 
other fish to fry." 

"Hey, wait!" Deputy Bowen cried, 
but Miss Withers was half dragging 
the Inspector back through the win· 
dow again. 

"We may still be in time," she was 
crying. "If �nly that taxi driver will 
hurry . . . •  

The driver hurried, after Oscar 
Piper had showed his badge and prom· 
i.sed to fix any possible ticket. It was 
only 2 few minutes more before they 
were rushing up the steps of the hotel 
and had burst into the door of the 
room at the end of the hall. 

There they found Deirdre, the 
lovely quttn of sorrows, in Colond 
StanJey's arms. A woman's travelling 
case, of expensive alligator, stood 
nearby, and his bags had been placed 
by the door as if all were ready for an 
impending exit. 

"Forgive the intrusion, Willie," 
said Miss Withers. "But we wanted to 
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bring Mrs. Schlupper news of her 
husband." 

Deirdre stared at them, unflinch· 
ingly. "I don't know who you are 
though this morning you pretended 
to be the mother of my former maid. 
But I can guess what you've come to 
tell me." She was looking at the In· 
spector, who gravely nodded. 

"George has killed himself, then!" 
the woman wcnt on. "l knewhe didn't 
have courage enough to go on after 
the collapse of his business. That's 
why I left him. I haven't courage 
enough for two. His suicide will sur
prise nobody who knew him." 

Stanley started to speak, but Miss 
Withers imperiously shushed him. 
"The suicide will certainly be no sur
prise to Mrs. Schlupper," continued 
the schoolteacher, "because she must 
have suggested the idea to him." 

There was an ugly silence. "I'm 
afraid," Deirdre said, "that you'll 
have difficulty in proving such an 
accusation." The cool blue eyes turned 
toward Stanley. "My dear, I seem to 
have involved you in my personal 
difficulties ."  

He shook his head, still bewildered. 
"But Miss Withers - I didn't think 
you and the Inspector • • • •  I mean, 
I thought -" 

"You thought that I was well on 
my way to Mexico, didn't you? So 
you sent Mrs. Schlupper a telegram 
saying that the coast was clear, and 
follow«! it down by the first train." 

"No, I didn't. She wired me to 
come at once, and I answered saying 
that I would • .  , but . , ," 

''You'll be lucky if you're not held :
a
�n 

.. 
accessory after the fact, young 

"An accessory after the fact of 
what, for God's sake? Is it  illegal to 
elope I" 

"As an accessory to the murder of 
George Schlupper," Miss Withers pro· 
nounced. The Inspector ope'\ed his 
mouth to speak, but felt her elbow 
jam him hard in the ribs. 

The only sound in the little hotel 
room was a heartfelt sigh, as Deirdre 
released her breath. Somehow she 
seemed relieved, in spite of the accusa· 
tion. Then she tensed again, turning 
toward the schoolteacher. 

"Miss Withers, I had hoped that 
you were helping me in this difficulty. 
But you do not know my husband as 
I do. Or else you'd see that, even in 
his last hour, he tried his best to 
blacken and ruin the woman who had 
been his unhappy wife. He must some· 
how have contrived so that his death 
would cast suspicion on me, and per· 
haps drag me back from the elopement 
which was to have been my last slim 
chance for happiness and a new life." 

"Stop the Hearts and Flowers mu· 
sic," said Miss Withers dryly. "I can 
understand that to you a life with a 
returned war hero, author of a future 
best seller and no doubt Hollywood 
success, looks more attractive than 
being buried in East Plattville. That is 
why, is it not, that you arranged to 
have me sent on a wild-goose chase? 
You hoped to murder your husband 
with only the local police to hood· 
wink, and you knew that being a 
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friend of Willie's I would interest 
myself in any suspicious death involv· 
ing him in any way. But you made 
one mistake, Mrs. Schlupper." 

"They all do," Piper said. 
"Your mistake was to fail to realize 

that no servant girl would choose 
as her hideout a fashionable resort 
town in Mexico, a place lately ri· 
valling Biarritz and Cannes with the 
smart set. Nor would such a girl con· 
ceive of mailing amethysts to her 
former employer. In fact, that detail 
trapped you - for you yourself ad
mitted having seen the supposed 
postmark." 

"But Lily Wheeler -" began Deir
dre breathlessly. 

"Was a maid actually in your hus
band's employ? I never doubted it, 
nor the fact that you objected to her 
flirtations with him. For that matter I 
have no doubt but that the amethyst 
necklace is in your travelling bag, hav· 
ing never been broken up at all." 

The woman did not answer, hue in 
spite of herself her eyes flicked toward 
the case. "That isn't true, Deirdre," 
put in Stanley quickly. "Open it and 
show them!" 

"I refuse! I won't be humili
ated-" 

"No matter," Miss Withers said. 
"You have made many mistakes in 
this affair. But your greatest mistake 
was to forget that if your husband had 
planned to take strychnine with sui
cidal intent, as the lawyers word it, he 
would have put the poison inth� glass 
- not in the d�canter!" 

The woman collapsed upon the bed, 
like a puppet whose strings had all 
come loose. Her hoarse, bitter sobbing 
filled the room. Stanley looked like a 
man who bad been reprieved from the 
scaffold in the nick of time. 

"Miss Withers - Inspector -" he 
blurted out. "I don't know what to 
say."" 

"You'd better say 'gcxxlbye' and 
right now," the Inspector told him 
dryly. "Because it  might not be so 
clear to the local authorities, as it is to 
us, that you were playing the innocent 
patsy in this mess. Thanks to Miss 
Withers here, the murder wasn't com
pleted. My advice to you -" 

"Willie, you listen to me," Miss 
Withers put in. "Go back to Australia 
and that job as operations officer. I've 
a hunch you have a girl there, 
too. " 

He looked bewildered. "I have. I 
mean - well, she's an Aussie nurse. 
Wonderful girl, too. Only -" 

"I figured that your gold lighter was 
a present no man would buy for him
self," Miss Withers said, as she pushed 
him bodily out of the door, bags and 
all. Thea she turned to the Inspector. 
"Oscar, I leave the rest of this un
happy business to you. And thank 
you for letting me for once play out a 
case my own way." 

He looked at her sheepishly. "I was 
just !erring you have rope enough to 
fall on your own face. I figured it  
would be a lesson to you." 

She bridled, and then smiled. "You 
get 100 for frankness, anyway." 



Your Editor is convinad that he will never publish a story by hoy
author james Yaffe without having something utterly amazing to say 
about it. Let me give you, for example, the history of Master Yajfo's 
fourth story about detective Paul Dawn ani his Depart�r�mt of 
Impossible Cri�s. 

The typewritten manuscript reached your Editor by mail, The manu
script was immt:diately itkntifiahle as having hem typed by Master 
Y offe himself - the characteristic heavy tnuch, the individual puoctua
tion, tlte recognizgh/e marg;ning, and so on. Your Editor read � story 
promptly - and a tkep furrow cracked his brow. After consitkrahk 
mulling we pickfd up the phone and called our favorite boy-author. 

''jimmy,'' we as�d, ''how much do you trust our editorial judgment?'' 
"Absoluuly," replied Jimmy. 
"Then I suggest that we do not publish your new story." 
"Is it that bad?" asked Jimmy. 
We proceeded to discuss the story in all its painful details. What an 

author-afur-�Editor's-heart young Jimmy is! He agrmi with every 
criticism your Editor catapulted into the phone. 

"Okay," he decided, "tear it up." 
But your Editor is one of those strange creatures who is not control 

to fire destructive criticism alone. Our editorial gun is double-barreled. 
We pressed the other tn'ggcr and fired a volley of constructive criticism. 
The basic pkJt device, we contended, was worth saving; now, if you do 
such-and-such, change this to that, m:olve the story around s(!-and· so -

Master Yajfo saw the new possibilities faster than he heard them. 
Yes, he would. do a complete overhauling. Your Editor had suggested 
the generalities - it was up to Jimmy to work out the specific detat1s 
and dovetail them into a brand-new plot. 

In a remarkably short timt!' a new manuscript am'ved by mail. Again 
it was readt1y identifiable as having been typed by Master Yaffe himself 
- the same YaffeantratkmarJr..s. Andthistimeyour Editor read the story 
and found it very good indeed. 

But what is so "Uiterly amazing" about all this? Nothing so far 
merely the history qf a perfect author-and-editor relationship. But your 
Editor has neglected to mention two points. 

One: At the time your Editor received the first draft, young jimmy 
was sick in bed, .flat on his back, and b�ing watched by a nurse. 

Two: At the time your Editor received the completely revised story, 
young jimmy was shll sick in bed, still .flat on his back, and still being 
watched by a nurse! 

How had Jimmy written a whole nffll story while hedn.dden and under 
the eyes of a nurse? We can understand how he planned the new 
story: he lay hock in his bed, eyes closed, and jigsawed each piece of 



Jhe n� plot into posz'tion. Tk nurs� would think he was sl��ing; 
evm if she suspuud he wam't, you can't stop a patient from thinking. 
But how did jimmy actuaily typ= th� nffl.l manrucrijlt? By what ruile 
or ingmuity did young jimmy p�suad� tlr.e nurse that typing a twenty
odd page manuscript was conducirJ� - nay, essen.tial - to his recovery? 
And what of the doctor? Was th� typewritn' slung under the bed � 
time the doctor's footsteps um-e heord ou:.,-itie the sick room? 

Remember how Paul Dawn described young Oscar Kunc in "Mr. 
Kiroshibu's .Ashei'? " What a lrjdl" That's our jimmy! 

C U L  D E  S A C  

by JAMES YAFFE 

Y�he:t:th:'bl=:�:::�:!?�; 
The Inspector looked at him with a 

great display of innocence. "Why, you 
talk as if you believed I was going to 
make an arrest or something." 

Paul Dawn leaned back in his chair 
and chuckled tolerantly. "Come off it, 
Fledge. This is old Paul you're calking 
to. I know that fiendish leer. I can re
member the days when you asked the 
Chief to let you handle only the cases 
with the mangled- bodies." 

Inspector Stanley Fledge of the 
New York Homicide Squad grunted, 
and his bald spot reddened slightly. 
"All right, you've hit the nail on the 

�ridi�:;n;��� t�;�� �:�� t;e�� 
little chance to do that sort of thing 
since they've stuck me behind a desk." 

"\Vho," asked Paul Dawn, "is the 
lucky prey?" 

A frown crossed Inspector Fledge's 
face, "A rat," he said in a voice that 
made quite dear his dislike of that 
species of animal life. "And the rotten 

thing about this rat is he's all dressed 
up in a fur-lined coat, a dozen diamond 
rings, a Sulka tie, a college degree, and 
just stinks with respectability." 

"I take it you look forward to 
snipping him in two with the scissors 
of the law?" 

"Very metaphorical That's right. 
I'm licking my chops over the chance 
to fry some ratmeat_ Give me a drink_" 

Paul Dawn sighed discomolately. 
"An unending nream of police officers 
keeps flowing in and out of this office 
ever since I made it known I kept &pit
its handy. Our New York blood
hounds must be descended from St. 
Bernards. You'll find the brew in the 
filing cabinet." As Fledge went over 
to it, "The Scotch is under 'A' - 'Ac
cessories', The small glasses are under 
'D' - 'Dead Letters' and the large 
glaSSC6 are under 'U' - 'Unfinished 
Business'. There's ice in the left-hand 
drawer of the desk." 

Paul Dawn took a long drag from 
his cigarette and allowed a graceful 
smoke ring to slither into the opea. 
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It was hard to believe that this gentle, 
rather vague young man, lover of 
crossword puzzles, addicted to fits of 
daydreaming, was the head of the 
D. I. C. - the Department of lmpos· 
siblc Crimes, an obscure office of the 
Homicide Squad - the foremost au
thority on murderers who disappeared 
as if by magic, corpses in impossible 
positions, and all the headaches that 
surround the "locked room." 

When Fledge was settled, grinning 
like a slightly bald Cheshire Cat, Paul 
puffed at his cigarette and demanded 
some more information about the 
Inspector's rat. 

"It's a routine problem, you know. 
Not up your alley at all." 

"You wrong me, lnspecwr. I'm 
touched by all human suffering." 

"Nothing touching about this speci· 
men. Among other things, he's a spy 
and a traitor." 

"Nazi?" 
"Too slick to come out in the open 

and admit it. This fellow is what they 
call a pillar of society. Member of the 
400. Member of the Stock Exchange. 
Member of the Elks, Masons, Rotari· 
ans, National Association of Manufac· 
turers, and a dozen charity organiza· 
tions, boards, and committees. It's 
through one of his committees that 
we suspect him of cooperating with 
Nazi spies." 

"Sounds like a pleasant character. 
Does he have a name?" 

"He has a lot of names. Robert Mat· 
thew Herbert Sinclair-Cummings." 
With a hyphen." 

"Why the hyphen?" 

Fledge said sourly, "You don't know 
Robert Matthew Sinclair-Cummings. 
He'd be naked without his hyphen." 

"I think I've seen the gentleman's 
picture in the paper. It  seems to me 
he's usually addressing women at 
flower shows." 

"Robert Matthew is a great flower 
fancier. He collects thousand-dollar 
gardenias." 

Paul Dawn dosed his eyes and said 
in a faraway voice, "What sort of ne· 
Carious activity is he engaged in? 
Does he taint his gardenias with ex· 
otic Oriental poisons? Or is he lectur· 
ing the D.A.R. on how to be -good 
Fascist hauifraus and support Peace 
Now?" 

"This is no joke, Paul. The man's 
dangerous. Luckily we think we can 
pull his sting within a short time
but jwt the same - well, you don't 
know about the C.C.O.J.D." 

"Is it a new slogan for a cigarette?" 
"It's the Citizen's Committee on 

Juvenile Delinquency. You must know 
- you couldn't help it unless you 
were a hermit holed up somewhere in 
the Eighth Avenue Subway - that 
the growth of robberies, assaults, even 
murders by kids from ten to sixt�n is 
alarming. We suspect that there are 
people behind it, with a definite plan 
of action. These people are Fascist agi
tators who would like nothing better 
than to stop war production and 
geneully throw things out of joint. 

"The police have been active about 
stopping this organized crime wave. 
Among olher things, there are plain 
clothesmen stationed in the sections 



of town wh�r� th� situation s��ms 
worse, scouting around to se� who's 
�gging the kids on. The Homicide 
Squad didn't com� into it until re
cently when an undercov�r cop in one 
of the worst sections of the West Side 
was murdered. Harrington was a good 
man who would never have given him· 
self away. Only the police knew who 
he was and what he was doing - only 
the police and the Citizen's Committee 
on Juvenile Delinquency. Harrington's 
name happened to slip out accidentally 
in one of my conferences with the 
Citizen's Committee. The members 
of the committee and Mr. Sinclair· 
Cummings promised never to mention 
Harrington again. The next day Har· 
rington was dead. w� couldn't put 
our finger immediately on the leak, 
but we've been investigating for the 
last month. We think the leak is Rob· 
crt Sinclair-Cummings.'' 

"And you're on your way to lay a 
trap for him." 

Fledge nodded happily. "I feel like 
a fisherman," he said, rubbing his 
hands togeth�r. "I'm going to fish for 
Cummings in my office in a few 
minutes. We're m�eting 'to discuss co· 
operation. between his committee and 
the Homicid� Squad.' And blah blah 
blah. In the course:= of the conversa· 
tion, I'm casually going to show him a 
paper on my desk and tell him it 
contains a list of the names and ad· 
dresses of our own undercover agents 
who are trying to get a line on Fascist 
agitators. This is what is known as 
feeding the fish the bait. If I know my 
Raben Matthew, he'll be interested. 

63 
At that moment, a buzz on the dicta· 
phone will inform me that I'm wanted 
in the outer office on a matter of im· 
portance that may take some time. 
'Pardon me, Mr. Cummings', I will 
say walking out with a careless air and 
leaving the list of names on the desk. 
This is what is known as giving him 
time to nibble." 

Paul smiled. "I'll wager you behave 
so awfully casual he smells it right off." 

"You think so? As it happens, I 
used to do plenty of acting when I 
was in high school. I played Romeo 
once. If you don't mind, I'll continue. 
When I leave Cummings alone in my 
office with that list of undercover 
police, I'll be watching to see what he 
does. Chances are he'll take out a 
pencil and paper and make a copy of 
the list then and there. Which is what 
is known as S\Vallowing the bait, hook, 
line, and sinker. Because then I land 
him. All I have to do is yank the string 
and pull him in. And we'll have his 
own copy of the list as evidence against 
him." 

"You're not timid about allowing 
important information to get into 
his hands? If he should elude your 
hook-" 

Fledge laughed loudly. "Timid! 
Elude our hook! That's excellent, Paul! 
Excellent! The list is a phoney, don't 
you see? The names are completely 
fictitious. We copied them out of an 
old novel in the police library. I tell 
you, this plan is foolproof.' '  

Paul Dawn shrugged and leaned 
back in his chair. "h's in your hands, 
Fledge. I remain blissfuHy uncon· 
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cerned. Only I hope the hyphenated 
Mr. Cummings hasn't read the same 
old novel." 

Plainclothesman Cassidy, dressed in 
a nondescript gray suit, crossed over 
to the doorway from his position 
behind a ported plant to join Plain
clothesman Berg, dressed in a nonde
script brown suit. These two nonde
script individuals spoke to each other 
with their backs turned, out of the 
sides of their mouths, their eyes full of 
innocence, studying different sections 
of the ceiling. 

Said Cassidy, "He's just got out of 
the elevator." 

Said Berg, "This is a cinch, but such 
a cinch." 

Said Cassidy, "He's stopped in the 
middle of the floor. He's took some
thing out of his breast pocket. A yel
low sheet ofpape.r. He's studying it." 

Said Berg, "It's the list he copied in 
the Inspector's office. Such a dope. He 
makes a cop's life easy. What's he 
doing?" 

"He's folded the yellow sheet of 
paper, putting it back in his breast 
pocket. The calm, collective type. He 
lives five blocks away. We follow him, 
see if he tries to give the yellow sheet 
to an accomplish. Pick them both 
up." 

"If not?" 
"We pick him up alone in front of 

his house. And we watch Careful to 
.stt he don't depose of the li.u along 
the way." 

"A cinch, strictly a cinch." 
The two nondescript individuals 

cut short their pleasant chat and 
strolled aimlessly in the direction of 
their own particular potted plants as 
a distinguished gentleman in his late 
thirties pai&Cd brisldy through the 
doorway of the Homicide Building. As 
he disappeared the rwo nondescript 
individuals gravitated together again, 
and both became strangely motivated 
by the idea of c.atching·a bit of fresh 
air. They too passed through the door� 
way, barely on the beds of the dis· 
tinguished gentleman, and as coinci� 
dence would have it, seemed to rake 
the same direction. 

Said Berg, "He's strolling along 
like he was walking a dog. It's over· 
confidence catches them every time." 

Said Ga$5idy, after a couple of 
minutes, "Two and a half blocks al· 
ready. He's gotta hurry up if him and 
his acCOiSOry are going to have a can
dlestick meeting." 

"Clandestine meeting, dope." 
Cwidy looked hurt. "I was speak

ing metamorphica1 English.''  
"You should keep your eyes on the 

suspect and leave the English to guys 
like William J. Shakespeare and Henry 
W. Longfellow and Edgar Anthony 
Guest." 

"He ain't tried to get rid of the 
yellow paper yet." 

Berg muttered somethin� about 
"A rat in a trap," and they moved on, 
this time more rapidly for the dis
tinguished gentleman, having cast a 
quick glance over his shoulder, had 
unaccountably quickened his stride. 

"Four blocks," said Cassidy in a 
solemn tone. 



"We should get ready, maybe, to 
pick him up." 

"Somerhing'll go wrong, I'm sure 
of it. My wife told me this moming it 
was my wllucky day." 

"K�p your eyes on the suspect. 
What's your wife got to do with it?" 

"It's her womanly intimidation," 
"Wait a second! Look at him!" 
"What's wrong!'" 
"He's not walking along the street 

no morel He's ducked into an alley 
betw�n those two five-storey ware
houses!" 

c:assidy's face turned colon and he 
began to run. "Come on! He's gone 
into that alley to get rid of the paper!" 

"Take it easy/" said the shorter, 
pudgier Berg who was puffing at his 
side. ''I know this block very weU. 
Those two five-storey warehouses on 
both sides of the alley are solid brick 
without any windows. And the alley 
is a dead-end/ He's surrounded by 
solid brick waiJs on tbro= sides - and 
us on the fourth side. There ain't no 
way he can pos5ibly get rid of that 
yellow paperl" 

They had reached the alley. Ir was 
dusk, and they could barely see down 
the fifty feet of the alley. 

"He's there," Berg said. 
"I can make out his shape," Cassidy 

addod. 
"Okay! Go in there and capture 

him!" 
Cassidy looked at him. "But maybe 

he's got a gun!" 
"So what? You're a cop - so  you 

got a gun, tool" 
While they were Gaston-and-Al-
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phonsing, a voice hailed them from 
the darknw;; a shape was moving to· 
wards them from the mysterious 
depth< o[ the alky. 

"No need to quarrel over who's 
going to dfect the c3.pture, gentle
men. I'm quite willing to come peace
ably. Except for entering an alley at 
early evening, I've committed no 
crime." 

Berg stared at him and then re
covered his official rrumner. "Robert 
Matthew Herbert Sinclair-with-a-hy
phen-Cummings," he intoned taking 
the culprit by the arm, "I arrest you 
for making a duplicate of an impor
tant and secret paper and for carrying 
this duplicate on your person in an 
effort to hinder the war effort." 

Cummings linened, and his eye
brow lifted. "But, gentlemen, there 
must be some mistake! I'm carrying 
no copy of anything. I'm not carrying 
any papers at all." 

"That's your story," said Berg. 
"We saw you examining a yellow 
sho=t of paper in the lobby of the 
Homicide Building; we saw you pm 
that yellow sh�t of paper in your 
breast pocket; we've been watching 
you ever since, and we saw that you 
didn't take that yellow paper out of 
your brea.st pocket. So unless you 
threw it away in that alley, which we 
intend to find out right away, that 
yellow· paper must still be on you." 

Cwnmicgs smiled a slow, conde.
sceadingsmile. "I appreciate your pre.
dicameot, gentlemen. You have a job 
to carry out, as do we all. I will not 
attempt, therefore, to dissuade you 
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from searching me to the skin and 
tearing up that alley all night. But I 
can assure you, gentlemen, before you 
stan, you will find no sheet of yellow 
paper anywhere in that alley, any· 
where in my clothes, or on my body. 
You kept your eyes on me every min· 
ute of the time; it \vas impossible for 
me to dispose of that paper - bul l 
dify you to find it!" 

It was a dismal group that gathered 
in Paul Dawn's office the morning 
after Plainclothesmen Cassidy and 
Berg had followed Robert Sinclair· 
Cummings and his yellow paper down 
an alley and into impossibility. The 
two plainclothesmen were the gloom
iest of all as they stood in a corner, 
nondescript hats in hand. Fledge was 
redder than usual. 

Berg and Cassidy alternated in tell· 
ing the story of their misfortunes. 
It was not, Paul contemplated, an un· 
usual affair. The Homicide Squad 
suffered, as they often had, from a 
slight case of too-much-cleverness. If 
Fledge had been content to arrest 
Cummings in his own office immedi
ately afler the suspect had made a 
copy of the incriminating list of names 
- But no! Fledge had to let the rat 
out of the trap, and right back into 
the ratholel It was the old story of 
over-ambition causing all the trouble. 
Fledge had let Cummings loose in the 
street; Berg and Cassidy had watched 
him so carefully he couldn't have got 
rid of a stray hair until he ducked into 
that alley. It was now up to him, Paul 
Dawn, to explain how a man who had 

been searched, X-rayed, practically 
torn apart organ by organ, could dis
pose of a yellow sheet of paper in an 
alley bounded by three windowless 
five-storey walls which bad been 
searched, X-rayed, practically torn 
apart brick by brick. 

Cummings had only been in the 
alley a fraction of a minute. What 
could the man have done in such a 
short time? What sort of weird ma
chinery had be set into motion, what 
sort of button had he pushed, what 
sort of wheels had he set buzzing to 
make a sheet of yellow paper vanish 
from the face of the earth? 

"Is Cummings hefty enough to 
throw a sheet of yellow paper five 
storeys high?" 

Fledge said wryly. "Have you ever 
tried to throw a sheet of paper five 
storeys? Don't solve an impossible 
crime with an impossible explanation." 

"Temper, temper. Just trying to 
eliminate the real impossibilities. What 
about cracks in the three walls?" 

"The walls are smooth. No cracks 
big enough to hide a sheet of paper. 
We went over them with a fine-tooth 
comb." 

"What exactly is a fine-tooth 
comb?" Paul demanded irritably. 
"Everybody is always examining ev
erything with a fine-tooth comb! No 
windows in the walls?" 

"No windows," Fledge growled. 
"No secret passageways, no hidden 
doors, no loose bricks, no sheet of yel
low paper, no nothing." 

''You searched the sidewalk, I trust." 
"We searched everywhere. That 



sheet of papt":r isn't in that alley!" 
Paul pursed his lips. "A talk with 

Robert Matthew Herbert Sinclair� 
hyphen-Cummings is strongly indi· 
cated." 

For a man who had spent the night 
in jail, Sinclair-Cummings seemed re· 
markably self-possessed. He sat in his 
cell talking to his lawyer, a nervous 
little gentleman named Shreeve, who 
kept bouncing up and down and 
squeaking, "You can't put anything 
over on Morton K. Shreeve! No, 
ma'am, you can't -" \Vhen Paul and 
the Inspector arrived, Cummings 
turned to greet them with the suavity 
and selhonfidence of a host enter
taining in his own home. 

h was his secret weapon, Paul de� 
cided, this complete self-possession. 
Cummings had disciplined himself 
to � cool and calm at all times, to dis· 
play nothing on the surface of the tur· 
moil that might be raging underneath. 
h was a question whether he was cool 
enough to try calmly to disprove the 
existence of a sheet of paper which the 
entire Homicide Squad proved to 
exist. Paul rather thought that this 
man would carry it off. 

"You can't put anything over on 
Morton K. Shreeve," the lawyer was 
saying. "And I'd like to state that this 
is an outrage -" 

Cummings cut him off. "The In· 
spector isn't interested in outrages, 
Monon. He's in a hole, and he's won· 
dering how he's going to crawl out of 
it. Sit down, gentlemen, Is this where 
I get the third degree?" 

"If they lay one single finger on 
you -I" Shreeve began. 

Fledge turned down the corners of 
his mouth. "Mighty sure of yourself, 
aren't you, Cummings?" 

"Mighty sUre of myself, Inspector," 
Cummings replied evenly. "Don't you 
wish you could say the same?" 

"I do say the same. We've got an 
expert working on your case. This is 
Paul Dawn, head of our Department 
of Impossible Crimes.'' 

"Mr. Dawn. How fortunate to meet 
you. But I fail to understand why the 
Homicide Squad employs your talents 
for this case, Mr. Dawn. No impossible 
crime has �en committed. Only a 
very possible one - and the Homi� 
cide Squad itself has �en the com· 
mitter. Committee. Is that the correct 
term?" 

"Until a better one comes along." 
"Thank you. Matters of grammar 

and vocabulary trouble me." 

.
"Yo�'re easily troubled, Mr. Cum

mmgs 
"Sinclair-Cummings. With a hy

phen. Not easily, Mr. Dawn. Only 
for a good reason. I am worried at this 
moment, for example, about my litde 
daughter." 

"Fledge didn't mention you had a 
child." 

"Oh, yes. A darling creature. Per
haps I can find a few photographs. 
Golden curls, blue eyes, a beautiful 
infant of five years. Is she fretting for 
me, Mr. Dawn? It's always �en my 
custom to bring her a small present 
a doll, a lollypop, a rubber ball, some 
small trifle - upon returning home 
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each night. Llst night, I stopped in at 
the toy shop as usual and purchased a 
lit de something on my way to thdn
spector's office. Unfortunately, I never 
returned home. I was - er - de
tained." 

"Seized !" the excited Shreeve 
squeaked violently. "Without che 
slightest legal -" 

Cummings turned to him coldly. 
"My dear Morton," he said with the 
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last night. Little Doris did not receive 
her usual present. Is she fretting? 
Morose? Her little eyes stained with 
tears? It troubles me deeply." 

"You take it too seriously." 
"You may be right. Still allow me 

to indulge this one little worry. After 
all, Mr. Dawn -" he looked up into 
the detective's eyes. "- I'm sure you 
will agree that this is the only wony 
I have in the world!" 

"Where to now, Paul?" 
"A quick look at the alley in which 

the alleged disappearance took place.'' 
"It's only a few blocks from hen:. 

We'll walk it." 
The two men started off in the di

rection of the scene of the crime. 
"Still think Cummings is as inno

cent as a lamb, Paul?" asked Fledge. 
"Or clever as a fax." 
"He's clever, all right," said Fledge 

gloomily. "Pleasant chat the two of 
you were having. Crime and domes
ticity. All very sweet and homey. 
Sometimes 1 can't make you out at an.·: 

"Character, my dear Inspector. 
You ask me to discover the character 
of the crime. Then permit me to look 
into the character of the criminal." 

"I hope you spent an informative 
half hour looking into Robert Matthew 
Herbert's character. I don't see what 
you accomplished." 

Paul was amused. "You would have 
preferred something gruelling, under 
a white light, with questions pounding 
from all sides." 

Fledge grumbled, "It might have 
produced some results." 

"When will you learn that you can't 
always produce results if you push a 
suspect into a corner? Your friends 
Cassidy and Berg pushed Cummings 
into a five-storey corner-a cui ck sac 
- and otll they received for their trou
ble were bruised reputations." 

Pledge was about to answer when 
they came to a bait in front of a nar
row alley. "The alley?'' Paul asked, 
and Flodge noddod. 

Ashe walked down the alley, bathed 
in shadows even in the middle of the 
day, he reflected on the disturbing 
finality of the two five-storey build· 
ings that loomed up on either side of 
him. He bad marched fifty fo=t or so 
when he nearly bumped up against 
a solid, impenetrable connection be
tw�n the two warehouses, which rose 
as high as the buildings themselves. 
A thin, rather anemic shaft of sun· 
light, which had somehow managed 
to squeeze its way into the alley, 
played along the sideWotlk. Paul gazed 
at it thoughtfully. 

He was trying to put himself in 



Cummings's place. Here he was, stand
ing at the end of the alley, an incrimi· 
nating sheet of yellow paper in his 
pocket; two detectives were ready to 
burst in at any moment and find that 
paper on his person. He had to get 
rid of it somehow] Could he hide it? 
No, the walls were solid, the pavement 
was solid. Could he tear it into pieces? 
The detectives would find the pieces. 
Could he burn it? The detectives 
would see the flame, find the ashes. 
Swallow it? The detectives would X
ray his stomach. That sheet of yellow 
paper was trapped within the confines 
of these three five-storey, impenetrable 
walls just as surely as he himself was 
and the detectives were coming closer! 
What could he do? 

At this point, Robert Sinclair
Cummings evidently had arrived at a 
solution. And a sudden idea came to 
Paul Dawn. He walked briskly out of 
the alley and joined the Inspector. 

"Fledge, I must have the answer to 
one question. It's vitally important." 

"Go ahead." 
"You yourself searched Cummings 

thoroughly right after the paper dis
appeared?" 

"I turned him inside out." 
"I want you to tell me a�nything 

you found in his pockets." 
"There wasn't much. Some small 

change. A wallet full of big bills, busi
ness cards, driver's license, so on. A 
handkerchief. A key ring, full. And a 
pencil with nothing in it but lead." 

Paul's eyes gleamed. "You're ab
solutely certain that was all you found 
in Cummings's pockets?" 
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"Positive. What's the matter, Paul?" 
"You didn't find anything t:/Jt:?" 
"Not a piece of lint. What've you 

got?" 
"The answer, Inspector. I know 

how that incriminating sheet of yellow 
paper disappeared into thin air!" 

"But how did he do it, Paul?" de
manded Fledge. "I searched that alley 
and I searched Cummings personally. l 
can swear that yellow paper wasn't 
hidden anywhere." 

"And you're correct. The paper was 
removed from the alley." Paul Dawn 
sighed expansively,and took a long puff 
on his cigarette. "One discrepancy," 
he said. "One discrepancy in Cum· 
mings's story told me what he had 
done and how he did it. Of course, it's 
a minor matter, and you may not see 
it at first. I'll explain. Cummings told 
us, you remember, that he invariably 
bought a small present for his daughter 
before going home each night." 

"I thought he was just making con
versation." 

"Highly significant conversation. 
He also said that he had purchased a 
'little something' for his daughter at 
the toy shop before coming to your 
office on the evening of the disappear
ance. The toy that he bought for his 
daughter was, therefore, in his posses
sion when he entered your office. It 

C:�;e :r�i�n
w��:t:�� 

sion when he left your office, with the 
sheet of ydlow paper in his pocket. 
It was in his possession as he strolled 
along the street, with Cassidy and Berg 
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following. It was in his  po�sion 
when he ducked into the alley to elude 
the detectives. But it was not in his 
possession when he was arrested. You 
gave me an inventory of everything 
you found in his pockets. There was no 
trau of any sort of ch;ltf' s toy!" 

The Inspector looked at him with a 
combination of wonder and disgust. 
"But, Paul, that doesn't clear any· 
thing up - it makes things worse. 
Now we've got two disappearances in· 
stead of one. The yellow paper disap· 
pears; then some sort of fool toy fol
lows suit. It's a double mystery !" 

"On the contrary, Inspector, the 
two mysteries cancel each other out. 
I asked myself the question: Why 
should Cummings have disposed of 
his daughter's toy, whatever it was? 
Very peculiar. He was forced to get rid 
of the paper because it would have in
criminated him as a traitor to his 
country. But why go through the same 
hocus-pocus for a child's toy? I repeat, 
why did the toy disappear along with 
the yellow paper? And the obvious an· 
swer occurred. The toy, Inspector 
Fledge, was the m�ans by which the 
yellow paper was disposed of! The toy 
was someho«� u�d to mal(e the paper 
disa�ar." 

Fledge snorted. "It's crazy! Screwyl 
What sort of a toy could be used to 
get rid of a sheet of paper in a narrow 
alley surrounded by five--storeys of 
solid brick wall?" 

"If you'll think about it, Fledge, 
you'll see that the nature of the alley 
IS a dead giveaway to the nature of the 
toy. There was only one opening in 

that alley by which the paper might 
have left. To the right? A solid wall. 
To the left? A solid wall. Behind? A 
solid wall. In front? Two policemen. 
Below? A solid sidewalk. Above? 
Above, my dear Fledge, only God's 
good free air and sunshine. If that 
paper left the alley, it must have 
traveled up. Cummings couldn't have 
thrown it into the air, but the paper 
could hav� thrown itself into the air. 

"Listen carefully. There is a certain 
kind of child's toy to which Cummings 
could have attached the yellow sheet 
of paper' by string, and which, when 
released, would have lifted the paper 
high into the air!" 

"A balloon!" Fledge cried. 
"A balloon," Paul repeated with a 

deep sigh. "Cummings purchased a 
toy balloon for his daughter on the 
afternoon of the crime. That toy hal· 
loon was in his pocket when he ducked 
into the alley that evening. In that 
alley he was faced with the problem of 
causing a yellow sheet of paper to 
vanish. The balloon was his inspira· 
tionl He simply inflated the toy hal· 
loon, tied a string toone end of it, tied 
the other end of the string to the yel· 
low sheet of paper, and - let go! At· 
mospheric pressure did the rest. The 
balloon obeyed its natural instincts. 
Up into the air went balloon, string, 
and yellow sheet of paper, wafted into 
space and doubtless finding a final 
resting place many hours later and 
many blocks away. 

"The evidence against Robert 
Sinclair-cummings actually and liter� 
ally disappeared into thin air!" 
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and sleek ydlow hair. His lank form 
is fastidiously clothed and he wears 
enormous horn-rimmed spectacles. 
His pale blue eyes look guileless and 
the habitual expression on his face is 
one of vaguely contented idiocy. He 
speaks in a well-bred, precise, but 
slightly high-pitched voice and chat· 
ters happily but inanely on incense· 
quential matters. 

This is a definite picture of a man, 
yet it is one of vagueness, too, for 
there are no outstanding character
istics that seize upon the imagination. 
Unless, of course, we consider that an 
expression of idiocy is a rather startling 
attribute for a detective! 

On the surface he is very much an 
ordinary sort of fdlow with th� nor· 
mal lik�s and dislikes of his kind. But 
th� vacuity of his �xpression and his 
aiml�ss chatt�r cloak a k��nness of 
perc�ption and a d�pth of �motional 
und�rstanding that all too oft�n give 
him moments of great unhappin�ss. 
His judgment is frequently crippled 
by the fett�rs of his own personality 
- fetters created by the conflict l:Je. 
tween his hatred of crime and his 
loyalty to fri�nds who may be suspect. 
That h� somehow carries through, 
however, is the basic quality of his 
character. Ess�ntially h� is a very ,. 

extraordinary person despite the �x· 
tr�mdy ordinary characteristics with 
which he is clothed. 

w� have his progenitor's word and 
a round dou:n volumes of his ex· 
plaits to prov� that h� is ind��d one of 
the most cdebrated amateur crim
inologists of mOOern fiction. His clos
est fri�nd is on� of th� biggies of Scot· 
land Yard and, needless to say, th� 
latter has b�nefited handsomely from 
the association. 

H� himself denies any allegations 
of being an intellectual sleuth, claim· 
ing that his mind cannot absorb facts 
with the facility of an adding machin�. 
Rather he lik�ns himself to "the 
bloke with the sack and th� spiked 
stick," collecting odds and ends as he 
goes along and "turning out the bag 
at the lunch hour." This, in effect, 
is a moclest admission that he is in 
the d�t�ctive business, although, wh�n 
press�d for d�tails, he likes to think 
of himself as a sort of universal unci�. 
one who is r�ady to tak� on ot!l�r 
people's adv�ntures on either a f�e or 
friendship basis. 

His school days, when a little boy, 
were spent at Rodolph's Abbey and as 
a young man he went to Cambridge. 
The interim that followed and that 
preceded his appearanc� as a succ�ssful 
sleuth JS part of the shadowy back· 
ground that is nonethd�ss an �ssen· 
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tial part of  him. Of a distinguished man" - a large lugubrious person 
family, but disassociated from it, whose pale waste of fuce is relieved by 
claiming to have been "practically an immense pair of black mustaches. 
chucked out" because of his detectival He is an ex-burglar, has been in his 
proclivities, he lives a life apart under present service going on twenty years, 
an assumed name and in obscure and is given to addressing his employer 
quarters. as "Hi, cock" and referring to him ti 

These quarters are to be found in a "a bloke!' 
little cul-de-sac off Piccadilly at 17a Is your guessing apparatus in good 
Bottle St., W. 1. They consist of a order? Have you solved this man's 
small suite of rooms on the third identity by now? If not, there is but 
floor above a police station (identified little more to be offered that will be 
by a blue lamp) and not too easily of help. He has been in and out of 
reached by climbing two flights of love many times, is now in his early 
uncarpeted stairway. A heavy oak forties and, as his man says, is still 
door, bearing a very fine Florentine sticking his nose into every bit of 
knocker and a brass plate inscribed blood there is about and "getting 
"Mr. --, The Goods Dept.," talked of." In his earlier days he drove 
opens on a narrow hall which leads to a Bentley but now is partial to a 
a small but comfortable and curiously Lagonda. He is a bandy man to have 
furnished living room. Of all the odd about when there is a spot of trouble, 
appointments the chif d'ot:u� con- for despite his innocuous appearance 
sists of a knuckle duster and a large he can give a good account of himself 
key of singular pattern surmounted in a rough-and-tumble and is quite 
by an affectionately autographed as ready as the other fellow to for
Rogues' Gallery portrait of a well- swear the rules of Queensberry. Now 
known character which graces the and again he dabbles with conjuring 
center of the mantel. tricks. 

The custodian of these quarters And that's the lot/ Can you GUESS 
is our detective's "gentleman's gentle- WHO? 

(Solution on page 91) 
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(as recorded by James BoswcJJ, August, 1773) 
by LIWAN DE LA TORRE 

Sr��ecS:�in��ia!i���:�t ·��� c:�� 
plain if he becomes the object of 
publick curiosity." 

I laughed, but made no comment. 
"IfLordMonboddo," continued my 

learned friend severely, "avers that 
the ourang-outang is the cousin-ger
man of man, lie must expect the mob 
to believe that he peoples h.is estate 
with apes. If he speculates upon chym� 
istry, he must put up with a rumour 
tlu.t he has found the philosopher's 
stone and changes base metal to gold." 

My illustrious friend's strictures 
upon this original Scottish philosopher 

lxx:l.ed ill for the events of the next 
twenty-four hours, for as he spoke 
every revolution of our chaise wheels 
was carrying us ne2rer to Monboddo. 
Journeying northward from Edinburgh 
in late August of the year 1 773, bound 
for the Highlands of Scotland, I was 
unwilling that Dr. Johnson should 
pass by Monboddo when by a short 
drive we might see the estate and its 
ingenious owner, James Burnet, a 
Lord Session under the title of Lord 
Monboddo, It was so concerted be
tween us, for although Dr. Johnson 
deprecated the ir:fidclity of Mon
boddo's speculations on the nature 
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of man, there were several JX>ints of 
similarity between them: learning, 
clearness of head, precision of speech; 
and a love of research on many sub
jects which people in general do not 
investigate. 

Our road led through rolling moors 
devoid of any tree. The ragged gray 
douds hung low. Nevertheless we 
drove along at a good pace, preceded 
by our out-rider and only attendant, 
my servant Joseph Ritter, a Bohe
mian, a fine stately fellow above six 
feet high, mounted on a sturdy gray; 
whom we presently dispatched before 
to apprise Lord Monlxxldo of our 
coming. 

Though the day was lowering and 
the landscape barren, the rapid mo
tion of the chaise imparted to Dr. 
Johnson that peculiar pleasure which 
he took in the mere state of rapid 
motion; and he answered with indul· 
gence and good-humour when I ven· 
tured to dispute his proposition. 

"Nay, sir," said I, "how can the 
foolish inventions of rumour discom· 
mode so learned a philosopher as 
Monboddo?" 

"You are wrong," returned my 
learned friend, "to think that the 
ill-conceived opinions of men may 
do no harm to him upon whom they 
are laid. You see here these two men 
who carry a bucking-basket between 
them-" 

I observed the pair with interest 
as the chaise came up to them. They 
were an ill-assorted pair, plodding 
along ahead of us supporting between 
them by means of poles a very Falstaff 

of a pannier. The man behind was a 
red-faced, pig-eyed, burly clod dressed 
like a countryman in dirty leather 
breeches and a short-skirted frieze 
coat. The man in the lead was a very 
different son. His light eyes were 
half-dosed in a pasty, bony, coffin· 
shaped face, set off by a large cocked 
hat and a dirty trickle of torn lace 
at throat and wrist. They never raised 
their heads as the chaise passed them 
in a rolling cloud of white dust. 

"I see them," I replied, still staring 
over my shoulder. "What then?" 

"Why, sir," said Dr. Johnson, "let 
us say that I conceive the unfounded 
notion that these ruffians have ab
ducted the heiress of Lothian, and are 
bearing her bound hand and foot 
in yonder pannier to Aberdeen, where 
in a mock marriage the thick lout 
will wed her to the thin one." 

"Then," cried I, laughing heartily, 
''I should much commend your inven· 
tion, and set you on to commence 
playwright; but the honest lads would 
plod on with their burden no whit 
discommoded by our fantastick no· 
tions." 

"This is true," replied Dr. Johnson, 
"only so long as I hold my tongue. 
But when once I set the story going, 
'twill not be long before your honest 
lads are laid by the heels and brought 
before the Aberdeen magistrate to 
answer the question, 'Where is the 
heiress of Lothian?' - which being 
unable to answer, they'll be much dis
commoded before word can be brought 
that the lady is living peacefully at 
home." 
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"And when their pannier is turned 
out," I added, still laughing, " 'tis 
ten to one 'twill be found to contain 
Lord Elibank's plate that they've 
stolen from Edinburgh, for if ever 
I saw a hanging countenance 'tis 
yon white face with the dirt-coloured 
ruffles. So I conceive that by your 
foolish tale they might be discom· 
moded by the hangman in the end." "Quod erat dm:onstrandum," said 
my learned friend in high good hu· 
mour. 

"Why that yonder pair of gal· 
lows-birds won't bear investigation is 
dear," I protested in serious vein, 
"but sure one of the Lords of Session 
stands too high to be harmed by the 
fantastick gabble of the vulgar. No 
sensible man believes that Lord Mon· 
boddo has in train to wed his daughter 
to the Lithuanian Wild Boy." 

"Nor," added Dr. Johnson, "that 
he sits at Monboddo making gold as 
a cook makes pyes, and piling the 
ingots in the cow-shed. But that it is so 
believed in the streets of Edinburgh 
is a sharp-edged fact upon which 
Lord Monboddo may one day cut 
himself." 

"Surely," said I "Lord Monboddo 
is not to be blamed for what the un· 
leuered may believe." 

"Not so," returned Dr. Johnson, 
"for he makes people stare when the 
Court of Session rises and he walks 
home in the rain, followed by his wig 
riding in state in a sedan-chair; and 
the truth of this eccentrick behaviour 
lends colour to every fantastick tale 
about him. He who eats and drinks 

and bathes with singularity, may be 
believed to be singular in the chymis
try and natural philosophy of his life 
as wdl." 

Chatting thus, we reached the gates 
of our philosophical friend's domain in 
good time. It had begun to rain, and 
the treeless moorland looked dreary. 
We were met by a spry little man in a 
rustic suit and a round hat. This was 
our host himself who with old-Cash· 
ioned courtesy had come down to his 
gate to greet us. 

We saw a thin man of low stature, 
with a sharp nut-cracker face of sar· 
donie cast. The lift of his short upper 
lip gave him a countenance forever 
upon the verge of risibility; but his 
sharp lower jaw, with strongly hooked 
nose bent down w meet it, and his 
sharp litde eyes under grizzled tufts 
of brow, depicted the shrewd observer 
upon the multifarious activities of 
mankind. He was then in his fifty· 
ninth year, in full vigour of mind and 
body. 

I could not forbear contrasting the 
little philosopher with my companion, 
the learned lexicographer, as they 
greeted one another complaisantly. 
Or. Johnson was the Scotchman's 
elder by some five years; in figure he 
towered over him, being tall and 
strongly made. His thick figure was 
attired in a decent brown stuff suit 
of urban cut, with black worsted 
stockings and buckled shoes; on his 
bushy grizzled wig he had firmly 
planted a plain cocked hat. His heavy 
face was marred by the scars of scrof
ula; but there was bcoevolence in his 
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glance, and an expression of philo
sophical common sense about his broad 
firm chin. He spoke in a loud voice 
with slow ddiberate utterance. 

"Sir," said he courteously to Mon· 
boddo, "you are most obliging. Pray, 
sir, will you not step into the chaise 
and ride with us to your door? You 
must be wetted to the marrow." 

"No sir," replied Lord Monboddo 
uncompromisingly, "I willnotstepinto 
your chaise. I do not ride in chaises. 
I hold that man was born to ride on 
a horse's back, not to be dragged at 
his tail in a box." 

I looked for a stern rebuke at this 
new instance of our host's affectation 
of singularity, but Dr. Johnson was 
complaisant. 

"Then, sir," he replied instantly, 
"we will descend and walk with you." 

Lord Monboddo was delighted. 
" 'Tis but a step," he said eagerly, 

"and on the way I will show you my 
new plantations of turnips, which I 
have but newly introduced into Scot· 
land." 

The turnip plantings were devoid 
of interest, being bare and streaming 
with rain; but it was indeed not far 
from the gate to the house. Monboddo 
is a wretched place, wild and naked, 
with a poor old house; though there 
are two turrets which mark an old 
baron's residence. Lord Monboddo 
pointed to the Douglas arms upon 
his house, saying that.bis great-grand
mother was of that family. 

"In such houses," said he in his 
reedy tenor, ''our ancestors lived, who 
were better men than we." 

This was too much for Dr. Johnson. 
"No, no, my lord," he cried loudly, 

"we are as strong as they, and a great 
deal wiser." 

We passed through the low door
way into a lofty, draughty old hall; 
but Lord Monboddo led us directly 
to the great kitchen, where a deep 
fire burned on the open hearth. There 
we dried our steaming clothes, and 
debate on the primitive state of man
kind was deferred. 

That done, Lord Monboddo set 
us down to a rustic feast of mutton 
and boiled turnips, quoting from Hor
ace: 

"Lucullus, whom frugality could 
charm, 

Ate roa�.
ted turnips at the Sabine 

farm. 
In true Attic style the table was 

strewn with late roses, and roses gar
landed the flagons filled with mul· 
sum, a kind of sweetened wine. Assist· 
ing us to more turnips, the ingenious 
philosopher set forth his theory of 
alimentation. 

"I hold," he declared, "that man 
is benefitted by a nice balance of 
animal and vegetable nourishment. 
Another turnip, Mr. Boswell? We 
are told, that man in a state of na
ture subsists upon vegetable sub
stances such as roots and berries; and 
'tis very clear that man in a state of 
nature is man at his happiest. Another 
turnip, Dr. Johnson?" 

"No, sir," replied Dr. Johnson, 
"I will not have another turnip. I 
will have another cut off the joint. 
Man in a state of nature is not so 
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happy nor so wi� as I am; and to my 
happy and wise state I hold roast 
meat to be a great contributor." 

"Why, sir," protested Monboddo, 
" 'Tis allowed, that Peter the Wild 
Boy was never so happy and healthy 
as when subsisting on the fruits of the 
earth, gathered by his own unin· 
structed endeavours, in the forests of 
Hannover. So also said Memmie Le 
Blanc, the Wild Girl, whom I saw in 
Paris through the good offices of 
M. Condamine, 'tis now eight years 
gone." 

"Then," replied Dr. Johnson, "the 
girl Le Blanc perceived what you 
would be at, and framed her answers 
accordingly. I'll offer the girl Le Blanc 
a good cut off the joint, and you'll 
offer her a turnip or a dish of berries, 
and we shall soon see which she will 
take." 

"Would it  were possible," said 
Monboddo wistfully, "I offered what I 
could to bring Memmie Le Blanc into 
England, but 'twould not do. I would 
have brought her up at Monboddo, 
and taught her to speak." 

"Had she a tail?" I enquired, know
ing Monboddo's weakness. 

"I will not say," replied Monboddo, 
"that she had not the vestige of a 
bump upon her rump; but indeed, 
though primirive man had a tail, we 
have lost it by the attrition of long 
sitting on it." 

Dr. Johnson jerked his head rest· 
lessly, and swallowed a mouthful of 
mutton. I was glad when the entrance 
of a serving-man created a diversion. 

" 'Tis a pair of bumpkins, my lord," 

said he, "has brought a specimen to 
show your lordship." 

"Admit them," said Monboddo in
stantly. The servant stood aside, and 
into the room stepped the lout in the 
leather breeches and his companion 
in the cocked hat, which he did not 

:&::e; �hdie li:tf;��k:ih�r�own 

"What have you brought me?" 
demanded Monboddo eagerly. 

" 'Tis an ape, like," mumbled he of 
the leather breet:hes. 

"My man," said Dr. John, "the 
ape is not indigenous to Scotland." 

'"Tis not e:xactly an ape neither," 
said the bumpkin, "though we caught 
it in a tree. You may say 'tis an ape 
boy." 

''An ape boy!" cried Monboddo, 
"Let me see it at once!" 

The lout made as if to unfasten 
the pannier, but the white-faced man 
laid a finger on his arm. 

"Now, sir," iaid the bumpkin hast
ily, " 'Twas mortal hard to catch, and 
we ha' carried it for miles. Sure 
you'll not be stingy with us. What's 
a guinea to you, my lord? Ay, or five, 
or ten?" 

"So," said the Lord of Session, 
"well, I'll buy it of you, my lads, if a 
guinea apiet:e will do it." 

The weatherbeaten face fell. 
"Make it two apiece, my lord," 

be whined. 
"I'll not buy an ape boy in a poke," 

said Monboddosharply. "Turn it out; 
if 'tis to my liking, I'll bargain with 
you.·· 

The ruddy man shook his head, 
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muttering "Two guineas apiece"; but  "Never a word. He's a real wild 
again the coffin-faced manlaid a finger ape boy, my lord, and they said :at 
on his arm. He oversee the. basket and Lawrencekirk you'd pay us well for 
unfastened the catch. Out crawled him." 
on hands and feet, dirty and touselled "A guinea apiece," said Monbocldo 
and emaciated, naked as the day he firmly. 
was born, an undeniable wild boy. The lout began to whine, but he 

Lord Monboddo was delighted. With· took the guinea the Scotchman handed 
out ceremony he laid hands upon the him and backed off. The whey-fuced 
frightened creature, and proceeded to man pocketed a guinea in his turn, 
investigate his small posterior for :a and between them they maneuvered 
tail. T11ere was none. the pannier out at the door and were 

"Sure, sir," remarked Dr. Johnson, gone. 
"you are a logician indeed, for I see ' "What a fortunate thing!" exclaimed 
you reason by the method." Lord Monboddo. "I will communicate 

"How so?" I enquired. with M. Condamine at once. I will 
"The learned advocate," replied write a report for the Select Club. A 

Johnson, "is seen to reason a posteriori." real wild boy ! - Here, sir, what are 
The bony-faced man greeted this you about?" 

sally with a suppressed snort, but his With his own hands my revered 
weatherbeaten companion ignored all friend \\'as shovelling turnips onto a 
save the matter in hand. plate. 

"Will he do, my lord?" he enquired "Why, my lord," replied Dr. John· 
impatiently. son coolly, dexterously slicing a large 

"You must say how you came by em off the joint and laying it on a 
him," replied the little philosopher. second plate, "why my lord, 'tis not 

The wild boy squatted on his barns every night a man has it in his power 
and watched with bright eyes from to test Lord Monboddo's theories by 
beneath his tangled mat of hair. He actual experimentation. Here, boy." 
was small and wiry, perhaps as much He laid both plates on the floor 
as ten years old. There were fresh where the wild boy still squatted 
scratches on his skinny arms, and a warily. Unhesitatingly the scrawny 
bruise on his dark cheek. He watched half-starved creature chose the rout
Lord Monboddo without blinking. ton. He did not grovel into it with 

"Caught him in a tree," replied the his snout like a pig, but took it up in 
man, adding as an afterthought, "eat· both hands like a squirrel with a nut, 
ing nuts." tearing at it ravenously. When it was 

"Where?" gone, he curled himself up into a ball 
"This side of Montrose." under the table, and instantly feU into 
"Can he speak ?" enquired Dr. slumber; nor could Lord Monboddo's 

Johnson. impatience awaken him again. 
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"Let the lad sleep," said Dr. John· 
son, "We shall get nothing funher 
from him till he is rested. Pray, my 
lord, will you not let us enjoy the 
sight of your chymical experimenta· 
tions?" 

"Gladly," replied Lord Monlxx:ldo, 
"Pray step this way." 

He led the way down a passage 
toward one of the ancient turrets, 
and unlocked a massive door with a 
large brass key which he took from 
his pocket. We entered a lofty vaulted 
room furnished with every device 
for chymical experimentation. A kiln 
stood on one side, supported by a 
very St. Dunstan's battery of pokers, 
tongs, shovels, and besoms. Vessels of 
clay in tortured shapes were crowded 
on the walls. Over a brick oven a 
closed copper bubbled monotonously 
through a long spiral of glass. 

Lord Monlxx:ldo took from his 
pocket a second brass key, and un· 
locked the heavy chest which stood 
by the door. 

"I hold, sir," said he, "that every 
metal is composed of infinitesimal 
particles, smaller than any yet ren· 
dered out; I do not despair of so reduc· 
ing them; and when I have done so, 
what shall hinder me to build these 
atomies again into new combinations? 
l· 'may thus produce one metal from 
another; or I may produce by reduc· 
tion and combination metals wholly 
new, stronger and more useful than 
any yet known." 

"Why, sir," said I, "then you may 
turn lead into gold if you will." 

"You will have the philosopher's 

stone," concurred Dr. Johnson, 
" 'Tis my view," said the eccentrick 

Lord of Session, "that only that has 
value which is useful. I would rather 
turn gold into iron. I have gold." 

He laid in my hand a yellow ingot 
of about the bigness of my little finger. 

"This is gold," said he, "I will re
duce it, and turn it to iron or tin, if I 
can." 

I surveyed the rows of ingots in 
the brass-bound chest. 

"Is it all gold?" I gasped. 
"Not so," replied Lord Monlxx:ldo, 

"for I will as gladly turn iron into 
tin, or tin into iron, if  it may be so. 
This is tin." 

He handed me a duller, lighter 
finger of metal. 

"This is lead - this is iron - this 
is silver -" 

My learned friend and I observed 
the metals with interest. 

"How will you go about to reduce 
- I should say to transmute - these 
metals?" enquired Dr. Johnson, 

"Sir," replied Monboddo, "lique
fuction has failed. I design to use 
pressure, when once I can devise some 
means of producing a pressure suffi· 
ciently great." 

"Well, sir," said Dr. Johnson, "lock 
up your treasure chest, for all men 
are not such philosophers as we, to 
despise a bar of gold if it may be 
easily come by." 

Lord Monboddo wielded the pon· 
derous brass key and pocketed it. 
He then walked to the narrow win· 
dows and dropped the bars of the 
heavy shutters. 
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"You do well," approved Dr. John
son, "to make this room impregnable, 
for gold is a strong temptation." 

"Nay, Dr. Johnson," replied Lord 
Monboddo, "I trust my people. I 
lock and bar behind me, only because 
the slightest meddling, though well
intentioned, might bring to naught 
a chymical investigation on which I 
had spent weeks of labour." 

He locked the oaken door bdtind 
us as we left, and the second key 
joined the first. The wild boy, awak
ened from his cat-nap, was fri�king 
in the corridor. As we stood by the 
door in a contest of courtesy as to 
who should be first down the passage, 
he loped swiftly toward us, and before 
we could move he had scaled Mon
boddo like a tree. 

"God bless my soul!" cried the 
wiry little Scotchman. 

For a moment the wild boy clung 
about our astonished friend's neck, 
mopping and mowing; then with a 
leap he ascended into the ornamental 
cornice over the door and squatted 
there on hands and haunches. 

"Come down!" cried Monboddo 
in alarm . .  "Alas, he'll do himself a 
mischief." 

"He who can climb up," said Dr. 
Johnson calmly, "canclimbdown.Let 
us leave him here. He is like a p1,lppy; 
you shall see, he will follow fust 
enough." 

We walked away slowly. I watched 
out of the tail of my eye. The bright 
eyes of the wild boy followed us to the 
turn of the passage. Then with a leap 
be was down and running after us as 

fast as his hands and feet would carry 
him. 

"He is indeed like a puppy," mused 
Monboddo as he sat by the kitchen 
fire. The wild boy, squatting at  his 
feet, nuzzled the Scotchman's thin 
hand, and was rewarded by a pat on 
the bead. 

"I'll teach him to speak," says Man· 
bocldo in a happy waking dream, "I'll 
teach him to wear clothes and write." 

"And to subsist on a vegetable 
diet?" enquired Dr. Johnson slyly. 

"Yes, sir," replied Monlxxido in
nocently. " 'Twill be a great vindica
tion of my theories. He shall be 
tended and instructed; I'll make him a 
lawyer. He shall learn to be grateful 
for the day when I bought him from 
yonder rough lout." 

The wild boy chewed softly on his 
finger. 

"See," saysMonboddo happily, "he 
caresses me. This is a great argument 
that gratitude is innate in the human 
species." 

"If that be indeed gratitude." re· 
sponded Dr. Johnson, " 'Tis a great 
argument that knowledge of the Eng
lish language is innate in the human 
species. tfow otherwise could he ap
prehend the benefits you inrent him?" 

"By instinct," said Monboddo, 
"the wild thing knows by instinct 
who is his friend." He softly scratched 
the wild boy's towelled head. 

"It may be," said Dr. Johnson. 
"None the les&, I advi5e you against 
putti�g your finger in his mouth." 

"Gentlemen," said I, creating a 
diversion, "the hour grows late. Let 
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us retire. Pray, Lord Monboddo, what 
is to be your ape boy's pLace of rest? 
Must we put him in a trer.:?" 

"He shall have a pile of clouts by 
the fire," responded the benevolent 
little philosopher. "He shall have bet
ter when I have taught him cleanly 
habits." 

The ape boy took kindly to the 
warm nest by the fire. We left him 
burrowed into it, and took leave till 
morning. 

Dr. Johnson and I lay in one com
modious chamber together. Retiring 
first, I jotted down, as is my custom, 
the interesting events of the day, and 
the wise comments made thereon by 
my philosophical friend. When I had 
finished, and still Dr. Johnson lin
gered, I ventured to take the candle 
and sally forth in search of him. 

I found him, to my unutterable 
amazement, painfully clambering down 
from the cornice above the cbymistry 
room door; I gaped at him. 

"What do you here, Bozzy?" de
manded he in a subdued voice burst
ing with annoyance. 

"Nay, sir, what do you?" I de
manded in my torn, suiting my tone 
to his. 

He dusted off his decent brown 
small-clothes, and suddenly he grinned 
at me. 

"I had a fancy to see if the wild 
boy had left any nuts in this tree." 

::¢�� �;�. :r�· 6:t:r:':t�:vo. 
Write it in your note-book, Bozzy: 
where the wild boy can climb, there 
can climb the old scribbler from 

London." 
"With the aid of a stool," I re

marked, indicating the bench my 
friend had used to make the ascent. 

"Take up the stool, then," said 
Dr. Johnson, ''It belongs at the bend 
of the passage.'' 

We were awakened betimes by 
blood-curdling screams from without, 
which continued as we hastened be
low. 

"In Heaven's name," cried Dr. 
Johnson to a passing domestic, "what 
is the meaning of this horrible out
cry?" 

The man laughed. 
'"Tis only the wild boy," said he. 

"You must know, Lord Monboddo 
thinks t0 do himself good by going 
nude in the morning air in his cham
ber, and mighty pleased he is that his 
wild boy exposes himself from morn
ing till night without any respect for 
Chris.tians. Well, sir, when my lord 
has aired himself thoroughly, be goes 
next, for his health's sake, to bathe in 
a stream of living water which he has 
led through a commodious little bath
ing-house hard by. Now, sir, as the 
wild boy is well aired too, Lord Mon
boddo must needs carry him along 
to bathe for his health's sake; but 
the little animal, I take it, will have 
none of it, for he's screaming bloody 
murder down there. Look, here he 
comes." 

The wild boy came streaking across 
the door-yard and clambered breath
lessly up to the roof of the lean-to, 
where he clung wild-eyed and panting. 
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He was as dirty and black as ever; 
clearly Lord Monboddo's bathing reg
imen was less than attractive to his 
primitive mind. 

"This is cruelty," cried Dr. John
son, who never loved cold water. 
"Come, come down, boy." 

The wild boy eyed him with dumb 
distrust. Dr. Johnson signalled him 
with his great hand. The wild boy 
shook his head stubbornly. 

"Here, Bozzy, fetch the joint. He'll 
understand that." 

He understood it indeed. He came 
down at once. It was a sight to see the 
learned philosopher standing in the 
misty morning feeding gobbt:ts of 
mutton to a dirty, hairy, naked wild 
boy. 

His a/ fresco breakfast over, the 
little animal ran in and quickly fell 
asleep by the fire, just as Lord Mon
boddo came trotting back from his 
bath, looking chopped and red and 
feeling self-righteous. 

Dr. Johnson cut shon his disquisi· 
tion. 

"I've .lived sixty years without cold 
water, and I'll not take to it now. Let 
us hear no more of this." 

It came on to rain, and Dr. Johnson 
ckclined as firmly to join our host in 
a circumambulation of his borders. 
Lord Monboddo made us free of his 
library, and with profuse apologies 
left us to inspect the progress of some 
sort of rain-trenching in his turnip 
fields. 

I settled down by the fue with 
Dodd's sermons, and I may have 
nodded a little. As I jerked up my 

head I saw out of the tail of my eye 
the bare-footed ape boy flitting like 
a shadow out at the door. I followed 
softly, A chronicler must neglect no 
means of observation that may enrich 
his record. 

The bare feet pattered lightly down 
the long passage to the chymical 
room. The door was ajar. He slipped 
inside, and so did I after him. 

Behind me the door swung to with 
a click, and the key grated in the lock. 

"Mr. Boswell," said Dr. Johnson 
quietly, "This is a lucky chance. I 
have a mind to try a little transmuta
tion of my own, and. you shall be my 
assistant." 

"I know nothing of chymistry," 
I replied doubtfully, though willing 
to bt: of help. I recalled the Doctor's 
chymical experimentations at Strearham, 
mostly explosive in nature, and shud
dered slightly. 

" 'Tis not a chymical transmuta· 
tion," replied my friend, "but a hu
man one. I have a mind to teach Mon
boddo's wild boy how to speak." 

"This is the task of years," I pro
tested, "and Lord Monboddo will 
scarce thank you if you begin at the 
wrong end, and set his theories at 
naught." 

"Lord Monlxx:ldo will thank me 
indeed," said Dr. Johnson gently, 
"if he comes home and finds that I 
have taught his wild boy to speak 
between breakfast and dinner." 

"How is this to be accomplished?" 
I enquired. 

"Very simply, sir," replied my 
learned friend, "as you would teach 
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a jack-daw to speak. We'll takeout the 
fold of his tongue as a huntsman 
worms a whelp, and then we'll split 
the tongue to the root, but carefully, 
for I would not slit his throat; and 
you shall see, be will speak to us like 
any Christian.'' 

I regarded my old friend with hor
ror. He proposed this hideous surgery 
upon his friend's wild boy in easy 
and gentle tones, a slight smile of 
benevolence playing about his lips. 

"Come, Bozzy," said he, "don't 
be squeamish. Our proceedings will 
be of inestimable benefit to know!· 
edge. 'Twill pain the subject, I grant; 
but his screams will go unheard behind 
these thick walls, and Monboddo will 
thank us in the end." 

I found no words to reply. 
"You may take the tongs," pursued 

Dr. Johnson. "I fancy the carving
knife will serve my turn. But first we 
must secure our subject. Do not move, 
Bozzy, he must not be alarmed. I'll 
just approach him gently -" 

As he spoke these words in an even, 
gentle tone, Dr. Johnson was already 
moving toward the unsuspecting wild 
boy. But as he came within arm's 
reach, his victim suddenly gave an 
uncontrollable scream of terrour, and 
bolted toward the locked door. He 
seemed to understand that it was 
locked, for he wasted no time wrench
ing at the handle, but scaled the door
frame in an ecstasy of fear, and clung 
trembling above the lintel. Dr. John
son smiled grimly. 

"Come down," he said, "come 
down. What's your name, eh? Dick? 

Tom? Come down, I'll not hurt you." 
St!Il the wild boy clung to the 

cormce. 
"I know you understand me," said 

Dr. Johnson sternly. "Speak but two 
words, and I promise I will protect 
you." 

The wild boy gazed down with 
stiffened lips. 

"Come, sirrah," said Dr. Johnson, 
"What is to be the word? There is a 
word?" 

"Witcher and ridge," whispered 
the trembling boy. 

"And the time?'' 
"Midnight." 
"Tonight?" 
The wild boy nodded. 
"Come down, then, boy," said Dr. 

Johnson. "I will be your friend," 
The skinny frame slid lightly to the 

floor. The bright eyes searched my 
friend's face, and then the child burst 
into a passion of weeping. 

"Here, boy, don't do that," said 
my benevolent friend anxiously. 
"Come, I'll get you something to eat." 
He took the grimy hand in his. "But 
remember, don't ever eat turnips." 

But though this strange exchange 
cemented a stranger friendship be
tween my friend and the dirty, naked 
child, so that they spent the rainy 
day in one another's company; and 
though the wild boy had indeed spoken 
two words; nothing of this was said 
to Lord Monboddo when he came 
home in the gloaming. The wild boy 
again sat under the table and ate 
generously off the joint, wilhout tur-
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nips, eating eagerly from his thin 
fingers. Again we sat by the kitchen 
fire, and the wild boy sat against 
Monbcx:ldo's kntt. Again we retired 
betimes to our commoclious chamber, 
and the wild boy lay among his clouts 
by the fire. 

'Twas hard on midnight when Dr. 
Johnson rose and huddled himself into 
his great-coat. He slipped a pistol 
into my hand. 

"Come," he said, "but lightly, for 
Monbcx:ldo is a poor sleeper." 

We passed quietly, without a light, 
to the door of the chymistry room, 
which Johnson opened with the key. 
A shadow came down the passage 
toward us. 

" 'Tis Ritter," Johnson breathed in 
my ear. 

My man-servant took his stand 
beside me. He was armed with a 
cudgel. With infinite quiet Dr. John
son set the door dose. 

We stood so for interminable min
utes, hearing the old house creak and 
whisper around us, and the fire in the 
brick oven sigh and crack. Then I 
heard the click of a drawn bolt, and 
in a moment I was aware of movement 
in the passage, guarded and almost 
soundless. Another second, and the 
door swung silently inward. 

"Stand," cried Dr. Johnson, thrust· 
ing his pistol against a dark shape. I 
found the second man's ribs with the 
muzzle of mine. 

"Bing avast!" cried a thick voice. 
"The young Abram cove has betwattled 
us!" 

. 

"Stubble your whids," drawled a 

second voice. "We yield, sir." 
"Secure the child," cried Dr. John

son. "Ritter, strike a light." 
It was not clear to me how Ritter 

was to bold the slippery child and 
strike a light at the time; but he con
trived it, for when the candle's rays 
strengthened and revealed the strange 
scene, they fell first on the terrified 
face of Monboddo's wild boy, held 
fast by the tangled hair. 

They fell, too, on the pale coffin· 
shaped physiognomy of the man of 
the pannier, and on his burly com
panion. 

"Ruffin ely th�. Jem," muttered 
the latter between his teeth, "hast 
whiddled the whole scrap, eh?" 

"Shut your bone-box," said the 
pale-faced man, "I'll take care of 
Jem." He smiled dangerously. He 
spoke negligently well, like a Mohock. 
The skinny boy shrank back against 
his captor. 

"Make them secure,'� said Dr. John
son to Ritter. My servant produced a 
quantity of rope. He bound the false 
wild boy with a prodigious number of 
loops, and laid him on the bench. 

The heavy-set man showed fight 
when his turn came, but Ritter tapped 
him under the ear, and he gave no 
more trouble. He too was bound and 
stowed away. The second man cursed 
us with quiet dignity. He too was 
made secure. 

"What's to be done with these 
gentry?" I enquired. 

"We'll carry them to Aberdeen in 
the morning," replied Dr. Johnson. 

"And ask them for the heiress of 
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Lothian ?" I suggested. glistening with cleanliness and washed 
"Why, you read them aright after away the dark stain which his ac

all," acknowledged Dr. Johnson. "But complices had app�ied. His dark hair 
we cannot leave them here. I'll carry had been unskillfully shortened, and 
the fine gentleman with the foul stood up in wet spikes all over his 
tongue to the lean-to, and do you small bead. A plate before him was 
and Ritter transport his accomplice piled with viands, and he was plying 
to the bathing-shed. 'Tis damp, but knife and fork, though not elegantly, 
sturdy, and will keep him close tiU yet with assurance. 
time to depart." My learned friend sat beside him, 

So it was done. I returned to our eating oat cakes, and drinking tea. 
chamber bursting with curiosity to Opposite him the little Scot.;:h phi
question my astute friend about the losopher was neglecting his chocolate 
events of the night. What was my to watch fascinated his small guest's 
disappointment, then, to find him gastronomic feats. Somewhere Dr. 
already asleep in his bed, and beside Johnson had found the remains of 
him, shorn and washed, albeit some- last night's mutton; he was plying 
what sketchily, and attired in a ruf- his small friend with collops as fast 
fled shirt much too large for him, as he could eat them. The radicivorous 
Monboddo's erstwhile wild boy. I Lord of Session was mute with dis
was forced to blow out my candle approval. 
and retire unsatisfied. I took my place and opened my 

When I awoke the morning sun 
was streaming through the casement. 
I looked across at the bed opposite. 
It was empty. Dr. Johnson had arisen, 
and to my surprise very betimes, for 
the sun was only just above the hori
zon; and he had taken the now 
civilized wild boy with him. 

I made haste to rise in my turn, 
and followed him down. As I entered 
the kitchen, what a sight met my 
eyes! There sat the wild boy at the 
breakfast table on a sturdy chair, 
supported for the increase of altitude 
by a heavy copy of Foxe's Martyrs. 
He was still swathed in the amplitude 
of my learned friend's ruffled shirt. 
A session at the' pump had left him 

mouth to give expression to the ques
tions which were thronging there; 
but Dr. Johnson imperiously signed 
for silence, and bestowed another 
gobbet on the DOW civilized wild boy, 

At last the boy heaved a sigh of 
pure repletion, and pushed back Foxe's 
Martyrs. Dr. Johnson set down his 
fifth cup of tea (for it is slander to 
allege, as did Mrs. Blacklock in Edin
burgh, that the great man was accus
tomed to consume twenty-two cups 
to his breakfast). 

"Now, my dear sir," cried Lord 
MonbOOdo, "pray lay aside this air 
of mystery and reveal to me how you 
have achieved the civilization of this 
young savage in the space of twenty
four hours. Thi-s is certainly a notable 
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achievement, and o n e  which I am 
eager to communicate to my friend 
M. Condamine." 

"Sir," replied Dr. Johnoon gr�wdy, 
"you owe it to the address of this 
young savage, as you call him, that the 
danger is passed that your hoard of 
gold may be rifled -" 

"Pshaw, a trifle," ejaculated Moo· 
bod do. 

"And your chymical researches 
brought to naught." 

"Howl" cried Monboddo. "Who 
are these miscreants? They shall be 
punished!" 

"They shall indeed," promised Dr. 
Johnson. "With the help of Mr. Bos· 
well and the man Ritter we have laid 
them by the heels, and I propose to 
transport them to Aberdeen with 
the luggage in our chaise; for they 
are clearly London cullies, and none 
of your home-grown product." 

"Sir," cried the little philosopher, 
"I  am indebted to you. Pray disclose 
how you came to uncover the plot 
against me." 

"My lord," replied my friend, 
" 'twas this worthy boy who disclosed 
the plot to me; he has served you 
well, and I recommend him to your 
protection." 

"He shall be protected," promised 
Lord Monboddo. ''I'll educate him 
myself; I'll make him a lawyer." 

The wild boy slipped down from 
Foxe's Martyrs, and leaned shyly 
against Monboddo's chair. The ben· 
cvolent little Scotchman patted the 
thin shoulder. 

"There's a good boy," he said, 

"Pray, Dr. Johnson, does he under· 
stand me?" 

"Perfectly, my lord; if you do not 
address him in too philosophical a 
strain." 

"I marvel how you attained such a 
result, sir." 

"You must understand, my lord, 
that your wild boy is a creature 
uniquely wild, not at all to be com· 
pared to Peter or to Memmie Le 
Blanc, being wilder than either and 
yet sharper. By little and little as he 
gains confidence he will speak to you; 
but you are by no means to question 
him about whence he came, but rather 
erase it from his memory. I adjure you 
to feed him well, and not confine his 
diet to the vegetable kind, for you 
have seen that out of instinct he 
chose the joint." 

"He shall be carnivorous, Dr. John· 
son." 

"Then, sir," said Dr. Johnson, "as 
I perceive our chaise is at the door 
with the luggage on top and the brave 
Ritter in attendance, we will take 
our leave." 

"Sir," replied Lord Monboddo, ''I'm 
like the Romans, 'happy to come, 
happy to depart'." 

We parted with great kindness. 
Stowed out of sight, the pale-faced 
man could be heard cursing steadily 
in his well-modulated, cultivated voice; 
but his words were muffied. As we sat 
in the chaise ready to depart, the 
former wild boy leaped from Moo· 
boddo's side, swarmed up the side of 
the chaise, and dung about Dr. John· 
son's neck, whispering farewelli in 
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his ear. 
"Have no fear," said Dr. Johnson 

to him kindly, "obey good Lord 
Monboddo in all things, and all will 
be well." 

The boy nodded his touselled head, 
and ran back to cling to the skirts of 
the little Scotchman's coat, as the 
chaise rolled out of the door-yard. 

As we rolled swiftly along on the 
highway to Aberdeen, the cursing of 
the white-faced man died away to 
sulky silence; which Dr. Johnson sud
denly broke with a great shout of 
laughter, giving himself up to it, 
rolling his great frame from side to 
side as he bellowed out his mirth. 

"Ho, ho, Bozzy," cried he, "did 
you mark the face on the little phi· 
losopher when his wild boy chose the 
good roast mutton? I'll warrant you 
that will stop his cant about alimen
tary balance. Ho, ho, the brave wild 
boy!" 

"Sir," said I severely, "in my judge· 
ment Lord Monboddo has been 
abused. Trust me, you knew when 
you tried him with the mutton and 
turnips that the boy was no wild 
boy." 

Dr. Johnson stopped laughing and 
looked at me. 

"That is so," he said, "but how did 
you know?" 

" 'Tis clear," I replied, "that you 
proJXlSed Torquemada's trick on the 
wild boy only to learn from his be
havior whether he understood what 
you said or no. He betrayed himself, 
and subsequently you were able to 
force from him a confession of his 

part in the plot." 
"Bravo, Bozzy," cried Dr. Johnson. 

"But, indeed, the lad had no stomach 
for the scheme, and played his part 
only out of fear. ! had only to promise 
him protection, and he was quite 
ready to admit the robbers into the 
trap in which we took them." 

BoswELL: "How could he admit 
them into a house so closely locked 
and barred?" 
JoHNSON: "With the keys." 
BoswELL: "Surely he could not hope 
that Lord Monbcxido would let him 
come at the keys." 
JoHNSON: "He had not been an hour 
in the house when he adroitly slipped 
them from our friend's pocket before 
our eyes." 
BoswELL: "Yet though he came by 
them, how could he keep them? 
He could hardly conceal them about 
him." 

"Why," said my learned friend, 
laughing, "you saw him conceal them." 

"I did?" 
"And you saw me recover them; 

though your haste to think me gone 
quite mad prevented you from ask· 
ing what I meant by the nuts in this 
tree." 

"Over the door!" I cried in a burst 
of enlightenment. 

"Just so," replied Dr. Johnson, nod
ding vigourously. "I recovered them, 
and frustrated any attempt that night. 
When the next day 1 found the lad 
ready to fall in with my scheme to 
entrap the miscreants, I restored the 
front door key long enougll for him 
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to use it." 
"What foreign tongue," I enquired 

curiously, "docs the boy speak?" 
"That is no foreign tongue," replied 

my widely-learned friend, "but 
thieves' cant, very common in London 
and the country over. Nor docs the 
boy speak any more than he has picked 
up from his criminal companions in 
this adventure." 

"I marvel where they found a boy 
so agile and apt for the part," said I. 

"Nothing is easier," replied Dr. 
Johnson, "I will go into Edinburgh 
and buy you twenty such." 

"Twenty wild boys?" I demanded 
incredulously. 

"Twenty chimney-sweeps," replied 
Dr. Johnson. 

"What will Monboddo do with a 
chimney-sweep?" mused I. 

"Educate him," replied Dr. John· 
son. " 'Tis a sharp lad, and will do well 
at the law. I would have sent him 
back to Edinburgh, but the lad had 
taken a prodigious fancy to Mon· 
boddo. 'Twill amuse the little philoso
pher; and sure an Edinburgh street 
urchin is wild enough boy for any· 
body, and will vastly interest M. 
Condamine." 

"I cannot think," I confessed, "how 
you smoaked the imposture in the 
first place." 

"Why, sir," replied Dr. Johnson, 
"yonder lout who did the talking 
had no sooner opened his mouth than 
he was out with a whopping great lie. 
We caught him, says he, in a tree 
eating nuts - nuts in August! And 
as to catching him in a tree, pray who
ever heard tell of a tree in Scotland?" 



"The Mt.trder of Lady Twidr,inham" Is an nctrpt from 1M guest 
aptuaratJ« of Ed Gardner on 1M Chase & Sanborn radio show starring 
Gracie Fields, as bro•dcast by NBC on Sunday, june 18, 1944· 

Ed Gardner is the mast famous Mr. Malaprop of radio - Archie, 
the "gay illiterau" of Duffy's Tavern which is currrnJly to be heard o� 
the NBC nawork every Friday. (Su your local paper for time and 
station.) 

In this minhful murder-miniature Archie telfs Gracie a story of 
hilarious lwmicitk. A double murdu is involved- the murder of Lady 
Twick,inham and the murdu of the King's English. But "Perish forbid'' 
that we reveal another word/ Uave us not be prematernal. Leave us not 
�ep Archie from telling the story in his own words! 

T H E  M U R D E R  O F  L A D Y  T W I C K I N H A M  

by ED GARDNER 

(Archie of Duffy's Tavern) 
GRACIE: Archie, is Duffy's Tavern 

staying open this summer? 
ARCHIE: No, Duffy and his wife 

decided to close the place for the 
summer for altercations. 

GRAcrE: Archie, you mean altern· 
tions - an altercation is a fight. 

ARCHIE: You don't know Mr. and 
Mrs. Duffy. They're leaving soon 
on their second honeymoon. 

GRACIE: Really? 
ARCHIE: Yeh. Duffy didn't like the 

first one. He wants a return match. 
Howsomever . . .  (telephone rings) 

ARcHIE: That may � for me. Hello, 
Duffy . . .  I'm here trying to 
wrangle a job for the summer . . • •  
With Fields . . .  _ .  No, Duffy, not 
that Fields. This one is standing up. 
Mnurun. The one with the white 
nose. Gracie Fields. She's a racon· 
teur . . •  I can say that on the 

air, there's nothin' dirty . • • •  A 
raconteur is a singer . . . .  Yeah, 
like Bing Crosby . . .  Huh? Who 
knows how many children she's 
got? Yeah - well anyway, I'm try· 
ing to get a job writing her radio 
program . . . .  Yeah, with me writ· 
ing her stuff she'll be a big name. 
What? Duffy, not that kind of a 
name! I'll call you back. (Hangs 
up) 

GRACIE: Archie, what's wrong with 
my radio program as it is now? 

ARCHIE: Frankly, it's t(:rriblel 
GRAcm: Now just a second! 
ARcHIE: It is! Otherwise what would 

a bum like me be doing on it? 
GRACIE: I suppose you have a remedy? 
ARCHIE: Yep, and you don't have to 

spell it backwards either. Miss 
Fidds - to put it blunt, I have 
a radio serial here which I have 
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wrote for you. 
GRACIE: Which you have wrote? 
ARCHlE: Forgive the subjunctive 

tense. Anyhow, I figure with you 
as a great entertainer and me as a 
great writer we could be of great 
mutual detriment to each other. 

GRACIE: You mean that in no time 
we could both be independently 
destitute. 

ARCHIE: Correct. We'll be on Greasy 
Street . . .  and believe me, Gracie, 
if mine ain't the greatest radio 
serial ever written I'm a monkey's 
uncle. 

GRACIE: Let's keep your family out 
of this. What's this radio serial 
about? 

ARcHIE: Well, it takes place in me 
home town - England. 

GRACIE: Are you English? 
ARCHIE: Ain't it obvious? Of course. 

I was born in Great British. Ahl 
How I love that good old Piccalillyl 

GRACIE: You relish it, huh? What's 
the name of this radio serial? 

ARCHIE: I call it - "My Gal Sal 
• . .  Tally-Ho". 

GRACIE: What do I play - Tally or 
Ho? 

ARCHIE: Leave us not be facetious. 
You play Lady Twickinham -the 
wife of the famous lawyer and 
bannister - Sir John Twickinham. 
You and Sir John has been married 
for twenty years and youse get 
along great - riding on the hounds 
together - shooting greese in Scot
land - going out on the moors 
banging away at peasants. But sud
denly you begin to notice certain 

suspicious things about Sir John. 
Powder on his lapels . • . blonde 
hairs on his waistket . . • lipstick 
on his ascap tie . . . .  So you natu
rally say to yourself- "Can John 
be getting tired of my Hot Fudge?" 
Then one night he comes home 
drunk and beats you over the head 
with a cricket wicket. 

GRACIE: A cricket wicket? 
ARcHIE: Yeah - a Louisville Slugger 

with a monocle. Anyways, he ema
ciates you over the head - he 
throws you down the stairs - he 
pours hot water over you. So a few 
days of that and your feelings start 
to get hurt. 

GRACIE: I'm sensitive, huh? 
ARCHIE: Yeah, and before long Sir 

John is running around with every 
tomato he sees. So you decide 
you'll go out with other men. So 
you go see this plastered surgeon. 
The surgeon gives you a whole 
new face and you're beautiful • . .  
like a caterpillar coming out of a 
raccoon. Then one day you're walk
ing down Piccalilly, with this new 
kisser, and low and get hold, your 
own husband whistles at you. Well, 
you ain't changed too much, so 
you whistle back - and it's big
amy at first sight. 

GRACIE: You mean I marry him 
again? 

ARCHtE: Yep - it becomes an inter
nal rectangle. You are now not 
only Sir John's first wife but you 
are John's Other Wife, too. Then 
suddenly one day he looks into 
your mouth to see how old you 



are and he recognizes the same 
gold teeth, so he realizes he's been 
dooped - so that night after dinner 
he slips you a maggum of cyanide. 

GRACIE: A maggum? 
ARcHIE: Yeh - a  quart boule. He 

knows you're a heavy drinker. Well, 
anyways, you drink the quart of 
cyanide and you die - fatally. So 
two days later Sir John is caught at 
the drugstore when he tries to get 
the deposit back on the bottle. 
How do you like it, Gracie? Do 
you think you'll hire me? 

GRACIE: I might . . .  , Would you 
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be willing to clean out a sink? 
ARCHIE: Clean out a sink? I might 

if it ain't menial work. Well, any� 
way, in the last scene we find Sir 
John just as they are about to 
string him up. He's on his way to 
the gallows, calmly puffing a ciga· 
reue and whispering L.S.M.F.T. 

GRACIE: That's the end of the story? 
ARCHIE: No, the end is beautiful. Sir 

John is on the gallows swinging gaily 
on the end of a rope while the band 
plays "Holiday For Strings." Well, 
what do you think, Gracie? 

GRACIE: Hmml (d cd"a) 

Solution to " Guess Who? "  

Albert (christened Rudolph) Campion i s  the criminologist 
par �xcellence with the shadowy background. Created by 
Margery Allingham and the hero of many tales from her 
gifted pen, Albert Campion has contributed generously to 
the advancement of deductive fiction. The next issue of 
EQMM (May 1945, on sale late in March) will contain a 
Campion story never before published in the United States. 
Watch for i t - it is called The Meaning of th� Act. 



Nicholas Blake is the pen-name of Cecil Day Lewis, one of the best 
known, along with W. H. Auden and �tephen Spender, of the younger 
British poets. No less an authority than Edgar Allan Poe once divined 
the inextricable relationship between poetry and literary ratiocination . . . 

Of Nicholas Blake's detective-story writing, fohn Strachey has said: 
''He writes even better when he is, presumably, pot-boiling as Nicholas 
Blake than when he is 'giving himself to literature' as Day Lewis." 
Howard Haycraft considers him ''a major figure and force in-the modern 
detective story," and rates his book, THE BEAST MUST DIE, one of the 
outstanding detective novels of the past decade. 

With this introduction, can you resist plunging into Mr. Blake's 
"The Assassins' Club?" - especially when your Editor adds that, to the 
best of his �(pow/edge, " The Assassins' Club" is the first short story 
about detective Nigel Strangeways ever to be published in the United 
States/ 

T H E  A S SA S S I N S '  C L U B  
by NICHOLAS BLAKE 

N
o," thought Nigel Strangeways, 

looking round the table, "no 
one would ever guess." 

Ever since, quarter of an hour ago, 
they had assembled in the anteroom 
for sherry, Nigel had been feeling 
more and more nervous - a nervous- · 

ness greater than the prospect of hav
ing to make an after-dinner speech 
seemed to warrant. It was true that, 
as the guest of honor, something more 
than the usual postprandial convivial
ities would be expected of him. And 
of course the company present would, 
from its nature, be especially critical. 
But still, he had done this sort of thing 
often enough before; he knew he was 
pretty good at it. Why the acute 
state of jitters, then? After it was all 
over, Nigel was tempted to substitute 
"foreboding" for "j itters" ; to wonder 
whether he oughtn't to have pro-

claimed · these very curious feelings, 
like Cassandra, from the house-top 
- even at the risk of spoiling what 
looked like being a real peach of a 
dinner party. After all, the dinner 
party did get spoiled, anyway, and 
soon enough, too. But, taking all 
things into consideration, it probably 
wouldn't have made any difference. 

It  was in an attempt to dispel this 
cloud of uneasiness that Nigel began 
to play with himself the old game of 
identity--guessing. There was a curious 
u�formity among the faces of the 
majority of the twenty-odd diners. 
The women there were only three 
of them looked homely, humorous, 
dowdy ... and-be-damned-to-it. The men, 
Nigel finally decided, resembled in the 

• • • 

mass sanitary Inspectors or very mtnor 
Civil Servants. They \vere most of 
them rather undersized, and ran to 
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drooping moustaches, gold-rimmed 
spectacles and a general air of.mild in
effectualness. There were exceptions, 
of course. 1bat elderly man in the 
middle of the table, with the face of 
a dyspeptic and superannuated blood
hound - it was not difficult to place 
him; even without the top-hat or the 
wig with which the public normally 
associated him, Lord Justice Pot· 
ringer could easily be: recognized 
the most celebrated criminal judge 
of his generation. Then that leonine, 
mobile face on his left; it had been as 
much photographed as any society 
beauty's; and well it might, for Sir 
Eldred Travers' golden tongue had 
- it was whispered - saved as many 
murderers as Justice Pottinger had 
hanged. There were one or two other 
exceptions, such as the dark-haired, 
poetic-looking young man sitting on 
Nigel's right and rolling bread-pellets. 

"No," said Nigel, aloud this time, 
"no one would possibly guess." 

"Guess what?" inquired the young 
man. 

''The bloodthirsty character of this 
assembly.'' He took up the menu-card, 
at the top of which was printed in red 
letters 

TilE ASSASSINS 
Dinner, December :zotb. 

"No," laughed the young man, 
"we don't look like murderers, I must 
admit - not evm murderers by proxy." 

"Good Iordi are you in the trade, 
too?" 

"Yes. Ought to have introduced 
myself. Name of Herbert Dale." 

Nigel looked at the young man with 
increased interest. Dale had published 
only two crime-novels, but he was 
already accepted as one of the eli� 
of detective writers; he could not 
otherwise have been a member of 
that most exclusive of clubs, the 
Assassins; for, apart from a represen· 
tative of the Bench, the Bar, and Scot· 
land Yard, this club was composed 
solely of the princes of detective 
fiction. 

It was at this point that Nigel ob
served two things - that the hand 
which incessantly rolled bread-pellets 
was shaking, and that, on the glossy 
surface of the menu-card Dale had 
just laid down, there was a moist 
finger-mark. 

"Are you making a !peecb, too?" 
Nigel said. 

"Me? Good lord, no. Why?" 
"I thought you looked nervous," 

said Nigel, in his direct way. 
The young man laughed, a little 

too loudly. And, as though that was 
some kind of signal, one of those un· 
rehearsed total silences fell upon the 
company. Even in the street outside, 
the noises seemed to be damped, as 
though an enormous soft pedal bad 
been pressed down on everything. 
Nigel realized that it must have been 
snowing since he came in. A disagree
able sensation of eeriness crept over 
him. Annoyed with this sensation 
a detective has no right to feel psychic, 
he reflected angrily, not even a private 
detective so celebrated as Nigel 
Strangeways - he forced hitnsdf to 
look round the brilliantly lighted 
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room, the animated yet oddly neutral
looking faces of the diners, the maitre 
d'hOte/ in his white gloves - bland 
and uncreased as his own face, the 
impassive waiters. Everything was 
perfectly normal; and yet . . .  Some 
motive he was never after able satis· 
factorily to explain forced him to let 
drop into the yawning silence: 

"What a marvellous setting this 
would be for a murder." 

If Nigel had been looking in the 
right direction at that moment, things 
might have happened very differently, 
As it was, he didn't even notice the 
way Dale's wineglass suddenly tilted 
and spilt a few drops of sherry. 

At once the whole table buzzed 
again with conversation. A man three 
places away on Nigel's right raised 
his head, which had been almost 
buried in his soup plate, and said: 

"T chahi This is the one place where 
a murder would never happen. My 
respected colleagues are men of peace. 
I doubt if any of them has the guts 
to say boo to a goose. Oh, yes, they'd 
like to be men of action, tough guys. 
But, I ask you, just look at them! 
That's why they became detective
story writers. Wish-fulfilment, the 
psychoanalysts call it - though I 
don't give much for that gang, either. 
But it's quite safe, spilling blood, as 
long as you only do it on paper." 

The man turned his thick lips and 
small, arrogant eyes towards Nigel. 
"The uouble with you amateur in· 
vestigators is that you're so romantic. 
That's why the police beat you to it 
every time." 

A thick-set, swarthy man opposite 
him exclaimed: "You're wrong there, 
Mr. Carruthers. We don't seem to 
have beaten Mr. Strangeways to it in 
the past every time," 

"So our aggressive friend is the 
David Carruthers. Well, well," whis
pered Nigel to Dale. 

"Yes," said Dale, not modifying 
his tone at all. "A squalid fellow, isn't 
he? But he gets the public all right. 
We have sold our thousands, but 
David has sold his tens of thousands. 
Got a yellow streak though, I'll bet, 
in spite of his bluster. Pity somebody 
doesn't bwnp him off at this dinner, 
just to show him he's not the Mr. 
Infallible he sets up to be." 

Carruthers shot a vicious glance at 
Dale. "Why not try it yourself? Get 
you a bit of notoriety, anyway; might 
even sell your books. Though," he 
continued, clapping on the shoulder 
a nondescript little man who was 
sitting between him and Dale, "I 
think little Crippen here would be my 
first bet. You'd like to have my blood, 
Crippen, wouldn't you?" 

The little man said stiffly: "Don't 
make yourself ridiculous, Carruthers. 
You must be drunk already. And I'd 
thank you to remember that my name 
is Cripps." 

At this point the president inter
posed with a convulsive change of 
subject, and the dinner reswned its 
even tenor. While they were disposing 
of some very tolerable troll[, a waiter 
informed Dale that he was wanted on 
the telephone. The young man went 
out. Nigel was trying at the same 
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time to listen to a highly involved 
story of the president's and decipher 
the very curious expression on Cripps' 
face, when all the lights went out 

There were a few seconds of as· 
tonished silence. Then a torrent of 
talk broke out - the kind of forced 
jocularity with which man still com· 
forts himself in the face of sudden 
darkness. Nigel could hear movement 
all around him, the pushing back of 
chairs, quick, muffled treads on the 
carpet - waiters, no doubt. Someone 
at the end of the table, rather ridicu
lously, struck a match; it did nothing 
but emphasize the pitch-blackness. 

"Stevens, can't someone light the 
candles?" exclaimed the president it'" 
ritably. 

"Excuse me, sir," came the voice 
of the maitre a'Mtel, "there are no 
candles. Harry, run along to the fuse· 
box and find out what's gone wrong." 

The door banged behind the waiter. 
Less than a minute later the lights all 
blazed on again. Blinking, like swim· 
mers come up from a deep dive, the 
diners looked at each other. Nigel 
observed that Carruther's face was 
even nearer his food than usual. Curi· 
ous, to go on eating all the time 
Hut no, his head was right on top of 
the food - lying in the plate like 
John the Baptist's. And from between 
his shoulder-blades there stood out a 
big white handle; the handle - good 
God [ it couldn't be; this was too 
macabre altogether - but it was 
the handle of a fish-slice. 

A kind of gobbling noise came out 
of Justice Pottinger's mouth. All eyes 
turned to where his shaking hand 
pointed, grew wide with horror, and 
then turned ludicrously back to him, 
as though he was about to direct the 
jury. 

"God bless my soul!" was all the 
Judge could say. 

But someone had sized up the whole 
situation. The thick-set man who 
bad been sitting opposite Carruthers 
was already standing with his back 
to the door. His voice snapped: 

"Stay where you are, everyone. 
I'm afraid there's no doubt about this, 
I must take charge of this case at 
once. Mr. Strangeways, will you go 
and ring up Scotland Yard - police 
surgeon, fingerprint men, photogra
phers - the whole bag of tricks; you 
know what we want." 

Nigel sprang up. His gaze, roving 
around the room, had registered some
thing different, some detail missing; 
but his mind couldn't identify it. 
Well, perhaps it would come to him 
later. He moved towards the door. 
And j ust then the door opened 
brusquely, pushing the thick-set man 
away from it. There was a general 
gasp, as though everyone expected 
to see something walk in with blood 
on its hands. It was only young Dale., 
a little white in the face, but grinning 
amiably. 

"What on earth - jl" he began. 
Then he, too, saw • • •  

An hour later, Nigel and the thick· 
set man, Superintendent Daleman, 
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were alone in the anteroom. The 
princes of detective fiction were hud
dled together in another room, talk
ing in shocked whis�rs. 

"Don't like the real thing, do they, 
sir?" the Su�rintendent had com
mented sardonically; "do 'em good to 
be up against a flesh-and-blood prob
lem for once. I wish 'em luck with it.'' 

"Well," he was saying now. "Doesn't 
seem like much of a loss to the world, 
this Carruthers. None of 'em got a 
good word for him. Too much food, 
too much drink, too many women. 
But that doesn't give us a motive. 
Now this Cripps. Carruthers said 
Cripps would like to have his blood. 
Why was that, d'you suppose?" 

"You can search me. Cripps wasn't 
giving anything away when we inter
viewed him." 

"He had enough opportunity. All 
he had to do when the lights went out 
was to step over to the buffet, take up 
the first knife he laid hands on 
probably thought the fish-slice was 
a carving· knife - stab him, and sit 
down and twiddle his fingers." 

''Yes, he could have wrapped his 
handkerchief round the handle. That 
would account for there being no 
fingerprints. And there's no one to 
swear he moved from his seal; Dale 
was out of the room - and it's a bit 
late now to ask Carruthers, who was 
on his other side. But, if be did do 
it, everything hap�ned very luckily 
for him." 

"Then there's young Dale himself," 
said Bateman, biting the side of his 
thumb. ''Talked a lot of bot air about 

bumping Carruthers off before it hap
�ned. Might be a double bluff. You 
see, Mr. Strangeways, there's no doubt 
about that waiter's evidence. The 
main switch was thrown over. Now, 
what about this? Dale arranged to be 
called up during dinner; answers call; 
then goes and turns off the main 
switch - in gloves, I suppose, because 
there's only the waiter's fingerprints 
on it - comes back under cover of 
darkness, stabs his man, and goes out 
again." 

"Mm," ruminated Nigel, "but the 
motive? And where are the gloves? 
And why, if it was premeditated, 
such an outlandish weapon?" 

"If he's hidden the gloves, we'll find 
'em soon enough. And-" the Su�r
intendent was interrupied by the 
tinkle of the telephone at his elbow. 
A brief dialogue ensued. Then he 
turned to Nigel. 

"Man· I sent round to interview 
Morton - bloke who rang Dale up 
at dinner. Swears he was talking to 
Dale for three to five minutes. That 
seems to let Dale out, unless it was 
collusion." 

That moment a plainclothes man 
entered, a grin of ill-concealed triumph 
on his face. He handed a rolled-up 
pair of black kid gloves to Bateman. 
"Tucked away behind the pi�s in 
the lavatories, sir." 

Bateman unrolled them. There 
were stains on the fingers. He glanced 
inside the wrists, then passed the 
glove$ to Nigel, pointing at some 
initials stamped there. 

.. Well, well," said Nigel. "H. D. 
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Let's have him in again. Looks as if 
that telephone call was collusion." 

"Yes, we've got him noW." 
But when the young man entered 

and saw the gloves lying on the table 
his reactions were very different from 
what the Superintendent had ex· 
pected. An expression of relief, in· 
stead of the spasm of guilt, passed 
over his face. 

"Stupid of me," he said, "I lost 
my head for a few minutes, after 
But I'd better start at the beginning. 
Carruthers was always bragging about 
his nerve and the tight corners he's 
been in and so on. A poisonous speci· 
men. So Morton and I decided to play 
a practical joke on him. He was to 
phone me up; I was to go out and 
throw the 012.in switc� then come 
back and pretend to strangle Car· 
ruthers from behind - just give him 
a thorough shaking-up - and leave 
a bloodcurdling message on his plate 
to the effect that this was just a warn· 
ing, and next time the Unknown 
would do the thing properly. We 
reckoned he'd be gibbering with fright 
when I turned up the lights again! 
Well, everything went all right till 
I came up behind him; but then 
then I happened to touch that knife, 
and I knew somebody had been there 
before me, in earnest. Afraid, I lost 
my nerve then, especially when I 
found I'd got some of his blood on my 
gloves. So I hid them, and burnt the 
spoof message. Damn silly of me. The 
whole idea was damn silly, I can see 
that now." 

"Why gloves at all?" asked Nigd. 

"Well, they say it's your hands and 
your shirt-front that are likely to 
show in the dark; so I put on black 
gloves and pinned my coat over my 
shirt-front. And, I say ,:• he added in 
a deprecating way, "I don't want to 
teach you fellows your business, but if 
I had really meant to kill him, would 
I have worn gloves with my initials 
on them?" 

"That is as may be," said Bateman 
coldly, "but I must warn you that you 
are in -" 

· "Just a minute," Nigel interrupted. 
"Why should Cripps have wanted 
Carruthers's blood?" 

"Oh, you'd better ask Cripps. If be 
won't tell you, I don't think I �ught 
to -" 

"Don't be a fool. You're in a 
damned tight place, and you can't 
afford to be chivalrous." 

"Very well. Little Cripps may be 
dim, but he's a good sort. He told me 
once, in confidence, that Carruthers 
had pirated an idea of his for a plot 
and made a best-seller out of it. A 
rotten thing to do. But - dash it -
no one would commit murder just 
because -" 

"You must leave that for us to 
decide, Mr. Dale," said the Superin
tendent. 

When the young man had gone 
out, under the dose surveillance of a 
constable, Bateman turned wearily 
to Nigel. 

"Well," he said, "it may be him; 
and it may be Cripps. But with all 
these crime-authors about, it might 
be any of 'em." 
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Nigel leapt up from his seat. "Yes," 
he exclaimed, "and that's why we've 
not thought of anyone else. And" 
his eyes lit up - "by Jove! now I've 
remembered it - the missing detail. 
Quick! Are all those waiters and chaps 
still there?" 

"Yes; we've kept 'em in the din
ing-room. But what the -?" 

Nigel ran into the dining-room, 
Bateman at his heels. He looked out 
of one of the windows, open at the 
top. 

"What's down below there?" he 
asked the mattre d' hOtel. 

"A yard, sir; the kitchen windows 
look out on it." 

"And now, where was Sir Eldred 
Travers sitting?" 

The man pointed to the place 
without hesitation, his imperturbable 
face betraying not the least sur· 
prise. 

"Right; will you go and ask him 
to step this way for a minute. Oh, by 
the way," he added, as the mattre 
d'Mtd reached the door, "where are 
your gloves?" 

The man's eyes flickered. "My 
gloves, sir?" 

"Yes; before the lights went out 
you were wearing white gloves; after 
they went up again, I remembered 
it just now, you were not wearing 
them. Are they in the yard by any 
chance?" 

The man shot a desperate glance 
around him; then the bland com· 
posure of his face broke up. He col· 
lapsed, sobbing, into a chair. 

"My daughter - he ruined her 
she killed herself. When the lights 
went out, it was too much for me 
the opportunity. He deserved it. I'm 
not sorry." 

"Yes," said Nigel, ten minutes later, 
"it was too much for him. He picked 
up the first weapon at hand. After· 
wards, knowing everyone would be 
searched, he had to throw the gloves 
out of the window. There would be 
blood on them. With luck we mightn't 
have looked in the yard before he 
could get out to remove them. And, 
unless one was looking, one wouldn't 
� them against the snow. They 
were white." 

"What was that about Sir Eldred 
Travers?" asked the Superintendent. 

"Oh, I wanted to put him off his 
guard, and to get him away from the 
window. He might have tried to fol· 
low his gloves." 

"Well, that fish-slice might have 
been a slice of bad luck for young 
Dale if you hadn't been here," said 
the Superintendent, venturing on a 
wiuicism. "What are you grinning 
away to yourself about?" 

"I was just thinking, this must be 
the first time a Judge has been present 
at a murder." 

·o· 
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the mendicant story·tdler, thumped 
his tambour louder and louder, ex
claiming: "A marvelous tale, 0 Com
pany of the Faithful! A marvelous 
tale! Hearken! A tale such as bas never 
yet been told in all Hodeidah - no, 
not in all Yemen! 'A Prince Who Was 
a Thief.' For a score of anna - yea, 
the fourth part of a rupee - I begin. 
As jasmine, it  is fragrant; as khat, 
soothing. A marvelous tale!" 

"Ay-ee, but how is one to know 
that,'' observed Ahmed, the carpet· 
weaver, to Chudi, the tailor, with 
whom he had drawn near. "There are 
many who promise excellent tales 
but how few who tell them." 

" 

"It is even as thou sayst, 0 Ahmed. 
Often have I hearkened and given 
anna in plenty, yet few there are 
whose tales are worth the hearing." 

"Why not begin thy tale, 0 Ko
wasji?" inquired Soudi, the carrier. 
"Then if, as thou sayst, it is so excel
lent, will not anna enough be thine? 
There are tellers of tales, and tellers 
of tales -" 

"Yea, and that I would," replied 
the mendicant artfully, "were all as 
honest as thou lookest and as kind. 
Yet have I traveled far without food, 
and I know not where I may rest this 
night . . . .  A tale of the great caliph 
and the Princess Yance and the noble 
Y ussuf, stolen and found again. And 
the great treasury scaled and guarded, 
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yet entered and robbed by one who Prince Hussein should be  stolen and 
was not found. Anna - but a score disposed of in some way so that he 
of anna, and I begin! What? Are all in should never return. and claim the 
Hodcidah so poor that a tale of love throne. One day, when the prince 
and pleasure and danger and great wasooly fouryears ofage,the summer 
palaces and great princes and caliphs p;dace was attacked and the princeling 
and thieves can remain untold for the captured. From thence he was carried 
want of a few anna - for so many as over great wastes of sand to Baghdad, 
ten dropped into my tambour? A where he was duly sold as a slave to a 
marvelous tale! A marvelous tale!" man who was looking for such, for 

"Begin then," said Azad Bakht, he was a great and successful thief, 
the barber. ''Here is an anna for thee," one who trained thieves from their 
and he tossed a coin in the tambour. infancy up so that they should never 

"And here is another for thee," know what virtue was." 
observed Haifa, the tobacco vendor, . "Ay-ee, there are such," inter
fishing in his purse. "I do not mind rupted Ahmed, the carpet-weaver, 
risking it." loudly, for his place had only recently 

Gazzar then crouched upon his been robbed. 
rags, lifted his hand for silence, and "Once the Prince Hussein was in 
began: the hands of this thief, he was at 

"Know then, 0 excellent citizens once housed with those who stole, 
of Hodeidah, that once, many years who in turn taught him. One of the 
since, there lived in this very Yemen tricks which Y ussuf, the master thief, 
where now is Taif, then a much more employed was to take each of his 
resplendent city, a sultan by the name neophytes in turn at the age of seven, 
of Kar-Shem, whohadgreat citiesand dress him in a yarn jacket, lower him 
palaces and an army, and was beloved into a dry cistern from which there 
of all over whom he ruled. When he - was no means of escape, place a large 
wilt thou be seated, 0 friend? And ring-cake upon a beam across the top 
silence ! - when he was but newly and tell him to obtain the cake or 
married and ruling happily, a son was starve. Many starved for days and 
OOrn to him, Hussein, an infant of so were eventually dismissed as un
great charm and beauty that he de- worthy of his skill. But when the 
cided he should be carefully reared young Prince Hussein was lowered 
and wisely trained and so made into he meditated upon his state. At last 
a fit ruler for so great a country. But, he unraveled a part of his yarn jacket, 
as it chanced, there was a rival or tied a pebble to it and threw it so that 
claimant to this same throne by an- it fell through the hole of the cake, 
other line, a branch long since deposed and thus he was able to pull it down. 
by the anceston: of this same king, At this Yussuf was so pleased that he 
and he it was, Bab-el-Bar by name, had him drawn up and given a rare 
who was determined that the young meal. 



"One day Yussuf, hearing good re· 
ports from those who were training 
Hussein in thieving, took him to the 
top of a hill traversed by a road, 
where, seeing a peasant carrying a 
sheep on his back approaching, Yussuf 
Ben Ali asked of Hussein, now re· 
named Abou so that he might not be 
found: 'How shall we get the sheep 
without the peasant learning that we 
have taken it?' Trained by fear of 
punishment to use his wits, Abou, 
after some thought replied: 'When 
thou seest the sheep alone, take it!'  
Stealing from the thicket, he placed 
one of his shoes in the road and then 
hid. The peasant came and saw the 
shoe, but left it lying there because 
there was but one. Abou ran out and 
picked up the shoe, reappearing from 
the wood far ahead of the peasant 
where he put down the mate to the 
first shoe and then hid again. The 
peasant came and examined the shoe, 
then tied his sheep to a stake and ran 
back for the first one. Yussuf, seeing 
the sheep alone, now came out and 
hurried off with it, while Abou fol· 
lowed, picking up the last shoe. The 
peasant coming back to where he had 
seen the first shoe, and not finding it, 
was dazed and ran back to his sheep, 
to find that that and the second shoe 
were gone. Yussuf was much pleased 
and when they returned to the city 
Yussuf decided to adopt Abou as his 
son." Gazzar now paused upon sedng 
the interest of his hearers and held out 
his tambour. "Anna, 0 fri�ds. annal 
Is not the teller of ules, the sweetener 
of weariness, worthy of his hire? I 
have less than a score of anna, and 

ten will buy no more than a bowl of 
curds or a cup of kishr, and the road 
I have traveled has been long. So 
much as the right to sleep in a stall 
with the camels is held at ten anna, 
and I am no longer young." He moved 
the tambour about appealingly. 

"Dog!" growled Saudi. "Must thy 
tambour be filled before we hear 
more?" 

"Bismillah! This is no story-teller 
but a robber," declared Parfi. 

Some three of the listeners who had 
not yet contributed anything dropped 
each an anna into his tambour. 

"Now," continued Gazzar some· 
what gloomily, seeing how small were 
his earnings for all his art, "aside from 
stealing and plundering caravans upon 
the great desert, and the murdering 
of men for their treasure, the great 
Yussuf conducted a rug bazaar as a 
blind for more thievery and murder. 
Once he had adopted Abou as his 
son, Yussuf dressed him in silks and 
took him to his false rug market, 
where he intrOOuced him with a great 
flourish as one who would continue 
his affairs after he, Yussuf, was no 
more. He called his slaves and said: 
'Behold thy master after myself. When 
I am not here, or by chance am no 
more - praise be to Allah, the good, 
the great! - see that thou obey him, 
for I have found him very wise.' 

"Soon Yussuf disguised himself as a 
dervish and departed upon a new ven· 
ture; and soon after there happened 
to Abou a great thing. For it should 
be known that at this time there ruled 
in Baghdad the great and wise Yianko 
1., Caliph of the Faithful in the valleys 
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of the Euphrates and the  Tigris and 
master of provinces and principalities, 
and the possessor of an enormous treas· 
ury of gold, which was in a great build
ing of stone. Also he possessed a palace 
of such beauty that travelers came 
from many parts and far countries to 
see. It was here, with his many wives 
and concubines and slaves and cour· 
tiers, and many wise men come from 
far parts of the world to advise with 
him and bring him wisdom, that he 
ruled and was beloved and admired. 

"Now by his favorite wife, Atrisha, 
there had been born to him some thir· 
teen years before the beautiful and 
tender and delicate and loving and 
much-beloved Yanee, the sweetest 
and fairest of all his daughters, whom 
from the very first he designed should 
be the wife of some great prince. Her 
hair was as spun gold, her teeth as 
pearls of the greatest price, lustrous 
and delicate; her skin as the bright 
moon when it rises in the east, and 
her hands and feet as petals in full 
bloom. Her lips were as the pomegran
ate when it is newly cut, and her eyes 
as those deep pools into which the 
moon looks when it is night." 

"Yea, I have heard of such, in fairy· 
tales,'' sighed Chudi, the baker, whose 
wife was as parchment that has cracked 
with age. 

"Now at the time that Abou was 
in charge of the dark bazaar it chanced 
that the caliph, who annually arranged 
for the departure of his daughter for 
the mountains which are beyond Azol 
in Bactria, where he maintained a 
summer palace, sent forth a vast com
pany mounted upon elephants and 

camels out ofUllar and Cerf and horses 
of the rarest bloOO from Taif. This 
company was caparisoned and swathed 
in silks and thin wool and the braided 
and spun cloth of Esher and Bar with 
their knitted threads of gold. And it 
made a glorious spectacle indeed, and 
all paused to behold. But it also 
chanced that as this cavalcade passed 
through the streets of Baghdad, Abou, 
hearing a great tumult and the cries 
of the multitude and the drivers and 
the tramp of the horses' feet and the 
pad of the camels', came to the door 
of his bazaar, his robes of silk about 
him, a turban of rare doth knitted 
with silver threads upon his head. He 
had now grown to be a youth of eight· 
een summers. His hair was as black 
as the wing of the uck, his eyes large 
and dark and sad from many thoughts 
as is the pool into which the moon 
falls. His face and hands were tinted 
as with henna when it is spread very 
thin, and his manners were graceful 
and languorous. As he paused within 
his doorway he looked wonderingly 
at the great company as it moved and 
disappeared about the curves of the 
longstreet. 

"Yet, even as he gazed, so strange 
are the ways of Allah, there passed a 
camel, its houdah heavy with rich 
silks, and ornaments of the rarest 
within, but without disguised as bum· 
hie, so that none might guess. And 
within was the beaU[iful Princess 
Yanee, hidden darkly behind folds 
of fluttering silk, her face and fore· 
head coverro to her starry eyes, as is 
prescribed, and even these veiled. 
Yet so strange are the ways of life 



and of Allah that, being young and 
full of wonder, she was at this very 
moment engaged in peeping out from 
behind her veils, the while the bright 
panorama of the world was passing. 
And as she looked, behold, there was 
Abou, gazing upon her fine accoutre
ments. So lithe was his form and so 
deep his eyes and so fair his face that, 
transfixed as by a beam, her heart 
melted and without thought she threw 
back her veil and parted the curtains 
of the houdah the better to see, and 
the better that he might see. And 
Abou, seeing the curtains put to one 
side and the vision of eyes that were 
as pools and the cheeks as the leaf of 
the rose shine upon him, was trans· 
fixed and could no longer move or 
think. 

"Then bethinking himself that he 
might never more see her, he awoke 
and ran after, throwing one citizen 
and another to the right and the left. 
When at last he came up to the camel 
of his fair one, guarded by eunuchs 
and slaves, he drew one aside and said 
softly: 'Friend, be not wrathful and I 
wiU give thee a hundred dinars in 
gold do thou, within such time as 
thou canst, report to me at the bazaar 
of Yussuf, the rug-merchant, who it 
is that rides within this houdah. Ask 
thou only for Abou. No more will I 
ask.' The slave, noting his fine robes 
and the green·and·silver turban, 
thought him to be no less than a 
noble, and replied: 'Young master, 
be not overcurious. Remember the 
vengeance of the caliph. . . . 'Yet 
dinars have I to give.' . . .  'I will 
yet come to thee' 
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"Abou was enraptured by even so 
little as this, and yet dejected also 
by the swift approach and departure 
of joy. 'For what am I now?' he asked 
himself. 'But a moment since, I was 
whole and one who could find delight 
in all things that were given me to do; 
but now I am as one who is lost and 
knows not his way.' 

"Thereafter, for a \I of a moon, Abou 
was as one in a dream, wandering here 
and there drearily, bethinking him 
how he was ever to know more of the 
face that had appeared to him through 
the curtains of the houdah. And 
whether the driver of the camel would 
ever return. As day after day passed 
and there was no word, he grew thin 
and began to despair and to grow 
weary of life. At last there came to 
his shop an aged man, long of beard 
and dusty of garb, who inquired for 
Abou. And being shown him said: 
'I would speak with thee alone.' And 
when Abou drew him aside he said: 
'Dost thou recall the procession of the 
caliph's daughter to Ish-Pari in the 
mountains beyond Azol?' And Abou 
answered, 'Ay, by Allah !' 'And dost 
thou recaU one of whom thou madest 
inquiry?' 'Aye,' replied Abou, vaslly 
stirred. 'I asked who it was that was 
being borne aloft in state.' 'And what 
was the price for that knowledge?' 
'A hundred dinars.' 'Keep thy dinars 
- or, better yet, give them to me that 
I may give them to the poor, for 
I bring thee news. She who was in the 
houdah \\'aS none other than the Prin· 
cess Yanee, daughter of the caliph and 
heir to all his realm. But keep thou 
thy counsel and all thought of this 
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visit and let no one know of thy 
inquiry. There are many who watch, 
and death may yet be thy portion 
and mine. Yet, since thou art as thou 
art, young and without knowledge 
of life, here is a spray of the myrtles 
of Ish·Pari - but thou art to think 
no further on anything thou hast seen 
or heard. And thou dost not - death!' 
He made the sign of three fingers to 
the forehead and the neck and gave 
Abou the spray, receiving in return 
the gold. 

"Knowing that the myrtle was from 
the princ�, and that henceforth he 
might seek but durst not even so much 
as breathe of what he thought or 
knew, Abou sighed and returned to his 
place in the bazaar. 

"But now, Yussuf, returning not 
long after from a far journey, came to 
Abou with a bold thought. For it 
related to no other thing than the 
great treasury of the caliph, which 
stood in the heart of the city before 
the public markc=t, and was sealed 
and guarded and built of stone= and 
carried the wealth of an hundred 
provinces. Besides, it was now the 
time of the taking of tithes throughout 
the caliphate, as Yussuf knew, and 
the great treasury was filled to the 
roof, or so it was said, with golden 
dinars. It was a four-square building 
of heavy stone, with lesser squares 
superimposed one above the other 
after the fashion of pyramids. On 
each level was a parapet, and upon 
each side of every parapet as welJ as 
on the ground below there walked 
two guards, each first away from the 
centre of their side to the end and 

then back, meeting at the centre to 
reverse and return. And on each side 
and on each level were two other 
guards. No two of these, of any level 
or side, were permitted to arrive at 
the centre or the ends of their parapet 
at the same time as those of the para· 
pets above or below, lest any portion 
of the treasury be left unguarded. 
There was but one entrance, which 
was upon the ground and facing the 
market. And through this no one save 
the caliph or the caliph's treasurer 
or his delegated aides might enter. 
The guards ascended and descended 
via a guarded stair. Anna, 0 friends," 
pleaded Gazzar once more, "for now 
comes the �vonder of the robbing of 
the great treasury - the wit and 
subtlety of Abou - and craft and yet 
confusion of the treasurer and the 
caliph - annal - A few miserable 
annal'' 

"Jacka!J" shouted Azad Bakht, get
ting up. "Thou robbest worse than 
any robber! Hast thou a treasury of 
thine own that thou hopest to fill?" 

"Be not unkind, 0 friends," 
pleaded Gazzar soothingly. "As thou 
seest, I have but twenty annas 
not the price of a meal, let alone of a 
bed. But ten - but - five - and I 
proceed." 

"Come, then, here they are," cried 
AI Hadjaz, casting down four; and 
Z2d·d·Din and Haifa and Chudi 
each likewise added one, and Gazzar 
swiftly gathered them up and con
tinued: 

"Yussuf, who had long contem
plated this wondrous storehouse, had 
also long racked his wits as to how it 



might be entered and a portion of the 
gold taken. Also he had counseled with 
many of his pupils, but in vain. No 
one had solved the riddle for him. 
Yet one d:�y as he and Abou passed 
the treasury on their way to the 
mosque for the look of honor, Yussuf 
said to Abou: 'Bethink thee, my son; 
here is a marvelous building, carefully 
constructed and guarded. How wouldst 
thou come to the store of gold within?' 
Abou, whose thoughts were not upon 
the building but upon Yanee, be
trayed no look of surprise at the re
quest, so accustomed was he to having 
difficult and fearsome matters put 

:{�� ���· ;:ure�;�� }�oS: 
now? Hast thou a plan?' 'Never have 
I given it a thought, 0 Yussuf,' 
replied Abou; 'but if it is thy wish, 
let us go and look more closely.' 

"Accordingly, through the crowds 
of merchants and strangers and don
keys and the veiled daughters of the 
harem and the idlers generally, they 
approached and surveyed it. At once 
Abou observed the movement of the 
guards, saw that as the guards of one 
tier were walking away from each 
other those of the tiers above or below 
were walking tow:�rd each other. And 
although the one entrance to the 
treasury was well guarded still there 
was a vulnerable spot, which was the 
crowning cupola, also four-square and 
flat, where none walked or looked. 
'It is difficult,' he said after a time, 
'but it can be done. Let me think.' 

"Accordingly, after due meditation 
and without consulting Yussuf, he 
�;rnH:r.....l J.: ....,,.,.Jf �r .., �;r.�nr•• ,..,{ 
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fodder for camels, secured a rope of 
silk, four bags and an iron hook. 
Returning to his home he caused the 
hook to be covered with soft cloth 
so that its fall would make no sound, 
then fastened it to one end of the 
silken cord and said to Y USiuf: 'Come 
now and let us try this.' Yussuf, 
curious as to what Abou could mean, 
went with him and together they 
tried their weight upon it to see if it 
would hold. Then Abou, learning by 
observation the hour at night wherein 
the guards were changed, and choos
ing a night without moon or stars, 
disguised himself and Y ussuf as watch
men of the city and went to the treas
ury. Though it was as well guarded 
as ever they stationed themselves in 
an alley nearby. And Abou, seeing 
a muleteer approaching and wishing 
to test his disguise, ordered him away 
and he went. Then Abou, watching 
the guards who were upon the ground 
meet and turn, and seeing those upon 
the first tier still in the distance but 
pacing toward the centre, gave a word 
to Y ussuf and they ran fonvard, threw 
the hook over the rim of the first tier 
and then drew themselves up quickly, 
hanging there above the lower guards 
until those of the first tier met and 
turned. Then they climbed over the 
wall and repeated this trick upon the 
guards of the second tier, the third 
and fourth, until at last they were 
upon the roof of the cupola where 
they lay Bat. Then Abou, who was 
prepared, unscrewed one of the plates 
of the dome, booked the cord over 
the side and whispered: 'Now, master, 
.,.J,;,.J,'' V,, .. ,,f """� ,...,,,�;..,,,r ; n _j.,;.,_ 
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life, replied: 'Go thou and report.' 
"Slipping down the rope, Ab(m at 

last came upon a great store of gold 
and loose jewels piled in heaps, from 
which he filled the bags he had brought. 
These he fastened to the rope and 
ascended. Y ussuf, astounded by the 
sight of so much wealth, was for mak
ing many trips, but Ahem, detecling 
a rift where shone a star, urged that 
they cease for the night. Accordingly, 
after having fastened these at their 
waists and the plate to the roof as it 
had been, they descended as they had 
come." 

"A rare trick," commented Zad-el
Din. 

"Thus for three nights," continued 
Gazzar, "they succeeded in robbing 
the treasury, taking from it many 
thousands of dinars and jewels. On 
the fourth night, however, a guard 
saw them hurrying away and gave the 
alarm. At that, Abou and Yussuf 
turned here and there in strange ways, 
Y ussuf betaking himself to his home, 
while Abou fled to his master's shop. 
Once there he threw off the disguise 
of a guard and reappeared as an 
aged vendor of rugs and was asked by 
the pursuing guards if he had seen 
anybody enter his shop. Abou mo
tioned them to the rear of the shop, 
where they were bound and removed 
by Yussufs robber slaves. Others of 
the guards, however, had betaken 
themselves to their captain and re
ported, who immediately informed 
the treasurer. Torches were brought 
and a search made, and then he re· 
pair«! to the caliph. The latter, much 
�Honished that no trace of the en· 

trance or departure of the thieves 
could be found, sent for a master 
thief recently taken in crime and 
sentenced to be gibbetOO, and said to 
him: 

" 'Wouldst thou have thy life?' 
" 'Aye, if thy grace will yield it.' 
" 'Look you,' said the caliph. 'Our 

treasury has but now been robbed and 
there is no trace. Solve me this mys· 
tery within the moon, and thy life, 
though not thy freedom, is thine.' 

" '0 Protector of the Faithful,' 
said the thief, 'do thou but let me see 
within the treasury.' 

"And so, chained and in care of the 
treasurer himself and the caliph, he 
was taken to the treasury. Looking 
about him he at length saw a faint 
ray penetrating through the plate 
that had been loosed in the dome. 

" '0 Guardian of the Faithful,' 
said the thief wisely and hopefully, 
'do thou place a cauldron of hot pitch 
under this dome and then see if the 
thief is not taken.' 

"Thereupon the caliph did as ad
vised, the while the treasury was re
scaled and fresh guards set to watch 
and daily the pitch was renewed, only 
Abou and Yussuf came not. Yet in 
due time, the avarice of Yussuf grow
ing, they chose another night in the 
dark of the second moon and repairOO 
once more to the treasury, where, so 
lax already had become the watch, 
they mounted to the dome. Abou, 
upon removing the plate, at once 
detected the odor of pitch and ad· 
vised Yussuf not to descend, but be 
would none of this. The thought of 
the o:old �nd iewels into which on 
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previous nights h e  had dipped urged 
him, and he descended. However, 
when he neared the gold he reached 
for it, but instead of gold he seized 
the scalding pitch, which when it 
burned, caused him to loose his hold 
and fall. He cried to Abou: 'I burn in 
hot pitch. Help me!' Abou descended 
and took the hand but felt it waver 
and grow slack. Knowing that death 
was at hand and that should Yussufs 
body be found not only himself but 
Yussufs wife and slaves would all 
suffer, he drew his scimitar, which 
was ever at his belt, and struck off the 
head. Fastening this to his belt, he 
re-ascended the rope, replaced the 
plate and carefully made his way from 
the treasury. He then went to the 
house of Yussuf and gave the head to 
Yussufs wife, cautioning her to se
crecy. 

"But the caliph, coming now every 
day with his treasurer to look at the 
treasury, was amazed to find it  sealed 
and yet the headless body within. 
Knowing not how to solve the mys
tery of this body, he ordered the 
thief before him, who advised him 
to hang the body in the market
place and set guards to watch any 
who might come to mourn or spy. 
Accordingly, the headless body was 
gibbeted and set up in the market
place where Abou, passing afar, rec
ognized it. Fearing that Mirza, the 
wife of Yussuf, who was of the tribe 
of the Veddi, upon whom it is oblig
atory that they mourn in the pres
ence of the dead, should come to 
mourn here, he hastened to caution 
her. 'Go thou not thither,' he said; 

'or, if thou must, fill two bowls with 
milk and go as a seller of it. If thou 
must weep drop one of the bowls as 
if by accident and make as if thou 
wept over that.' Mirza accordingly 
filled two bowls and passing near the 
gibbet in the public square dropped 
one and thereupon began weeping as 
her faith demanded. The guards, not
ing her, thought nothing - 'for here 
is one,' said they, 'so poor that she 
cries because of her misfortune.' But 
the caliph, calling for the guards at 
the end of the day to report to him
self and the master thief, inquired as 
to what they had seen. 'We saw none,' 
said the chief of the guard, 'save an 
old woman so poor that she wept for 
the breaking of a bowll' 'Dolts!' cried 
the master thief. 'Pigs! Did I not say 
take any who came to mourn? She is 
the widow of the thief. Try again. 
Scatter gold pieces under the gibbet 
and take any that touch them.' 

"The guards scattered gold, as was 
commanded, and took their positions. 
Abou, pleased that the widow bad 
been able to mourn and yet not be 
taken, came now to see what mor(': 
might be done by the caliph. Sedng 
th(': gold he said: 'It is with that he 
wish(':S to t(':mpt.' At once his pride 
in his skill was aroused and h(': d(':
tcrmined to take som(': of the gold 
and yet not be taken. To this end h(': 
disguised himself as a ragged young 
beggar and one weak of wit, and with 
the aid of an urchin younger than 
himself and as wretched h(': began to 
play about th(': square, running h(':f(': 
and th(':r(': as if in som(': gam(':. But be
for(': doing this he bad fast(':ned to th(': 
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sole of his shoes a thick gum so that 
the gold might stick. The guards, 
deceived by the seeming youth and 
foolishness of Abou and his friend, 
said: 'These are but a child and a fool. 
They take no gold.' But by night, 
coming to count the gold, there were 
many pieces missing and they were 
sore afraid. When they reported to 
the caliph that night he had them 
flogged and new guards placed in their 
stead. Yet again he consulted with 
the master thief, who advised him to 
load a camel with enticing riches and 
have it led through the streets of the 
city by seeming strangers who were 
the worse for wine. 'This thief who 
eludes thee will be tempted by these 
riches and seek to rob them.' 

"Soon after it was Abou, who, 
prowling about the market-place, no· 
ticed this camel laden with great 
wealth and led by seeming strangers. 
But because it was led to no particular 
markt:t he thought that it must be of 
the caliph. He decided to take this 
also, for there was in his blood that 
which sought contest, and by now he 
wished the caliph, because of Yanee, 
to fix his thought upon him. He filled 
a skin with the best of wine, into 
which he placed a drug of the dead 
Y ussufs devising, and dressing himself 
as a shabby vendor, set forth. When 
he came to the street in which was the 
camel and saw how the drivers idled 
and gaped, he began to cry, 'Wine for 
a para! A drink of wine for a para 1' 
The drivers drank and found it good, 
following Ahem as he walked, drink· 
ing and chaffering with him and 
laughing at his dumbness, until they 

were within a door of the bouse of 
Mirza, the wife of the dead Y ussuf, 
where was a gate giving into a secret 
court. Pausing before this until the 
wine should take effect, he suddenly 
began to gaze upward and then to 
point. The drivers looked but saw 
nothing. And the drug taking effect 
they fell down; whereupon Abou 
quickly led the camel into the court 
and dosed the gate. When he returned 
and found the drivers still asleep he 
shaved off half the hair of their heads 
and their beards, then disappeared 
and changed his dress and joined 
those who were now laughing at the 
strangers in their plight, for they had 
awakened and were running here and 
there in search of a camel and its 
load and unaware of their grotesque 
appearance. Mirza, in order to remove 
all traces, had the camel killed and the 
goods dinributed. A careful woman 
and housewifely, she had caused all 
the fat to be boiled from the meat and 
preserved in jars, it having a medicinal 
value. The caliph, having learned how 
it had gone with his camel, now med· 
itated anew on how this great thief, 
who mocked him and who was of great 
wit, might be taken. Calling the 
master thief and others in council 
he recited the entire tale and asked 
how this prince of thieves might be 
caught. 'Try but one more ruse, 0 
master,' said the master thief, who 
was now greatly shaken and feared 
for his life. 'Do thou send an old 
woman from house to house asking 
for camel's grease. Let her plead that 
it is for one who is ill. It may be that, 
fearing detection, the camel has been 



slain and the fat preserved. If any is 
found, mark the door of that house 
with grease and take all within.' 

"Accordingly an old woman was 
sent forth chaffering of pain. In due 
time she came to the howe of Mirza, 
who pve her of the grease, and when 
she left she made a cross upon the 
door. When she returned to the caliph 
he called his officers and guards and 
all proceeded toward the marked 
door. In the meantime Abou, having 
returned and s�n the mark, inquired 
of Mirza as to what it meant. When 
told of the old woman's visit be called 
for a bowl of the camel's grease ·and 
marked the doors in all the nearest 
streets. The caliph, coming into the 
street and seeing the marks, was both 
enraged and filled with awe and ad
miration for of such wisdom he had 
never known. 'I give thee thy life,' 
he said to the master thief, 'for now 
I see that thou art as nothing to this 
one. He is shrewd beyond the wisdom 
of caliphs and thieves. Let us return,' 
and he retraced his steps to the palace, 
curious as to the natu.re and soul of 
this one who could so easily outwit 
him. 

"Time went on and the caliph one 
day said to his vizier: 'I have �n 
thinking of the one who robbed the 
treamry and my camel and the gold 
from under the gibbet. Such an one 
is wise above his day and generation 
and worthy of a better task. What 
think you? Shall I offer him a full 
pardon so that he may appear and be 
taken - or think you he will appear?' 
'Do but try it, 0 Commander of the 
Faithful,' said the vizier. A prodama-

cion was prepared and given to the 
criers, who announced that it was 
commanded by the caliph that, should 
the great thief appear on the market
place at a given hour and yield him
self up, a pardon full and free would 
be granted him and gifts of rare 
value heaped upon him. Yet it was 
not thus that the caliph intended to 
do. 

"Now, Abou, hearing of this and 
being despondent over his life and 
the loss of Yan� and the death of 
Y ussuf and wishing to advantage him· 
self in some way other than by thiev· 
ery, bethought him how he might 
accept this offer of the caliph and 
declare himself and yet, supposing it 
were a trap to seize him, escape. 
Accordingly he awaited the time pre
scribed, and when the public square 
was filled with guards instructed to 
seize him if he appeared he donned 
the costume of a guard and appeared 
among the soldiers dressed as all the 
others. The caliph was present to wit· 
ness the taking, and when the criers 
surrounding him begged the thief 
to appear and be pardoned, Abou 
called out from the thick of the 
throng: 'Here I am, 0 Caliph! Am· 
nestyl' Whereupon the caliph, think· 
ing that now surely he would be 
taken, cried: 'Seize him! Seize him!' 
But Abou, mingling with the others, 
also cried: 'Seize him! Seize him!' 
and looked here and there as did the 
others. The guards, thinking him a 
guard, allowed him to escape, and the 
caliph, once more enraged and cha· 
grined, retired. Once within his cham· 
hers he called to him his chief ad· 
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visers and had prepared the  following 
proclamation: 

" 'BE IT KNOWN TO ALL 
" 'Since within the boundaries of 

our realm there exists one so wise that 
despite our commands and best efforts 
he is still able to work his will against 
ours and to dude our eviry effort 
to detect him, be it known that from 
having been amazed and disturbed we 
are now pleased and gratified that 
one so skilful of wit and resourceful 
should exist in our realm. To make 
plain that our appreciation is now 
sincere and our anger allayed it is 
hereby covenant with him and with 
all our people to whom he may appeal 
if we fail in our word, that if he will 
now present himself in person and 
recount to one whom we shall appoint 
his various adventures, it will be our 
pleasure to signally distinguish him 
above others. 

" 'YIANKO 1.' 

"This was signed by the caliph and 
cried in the public places. Abou heard 
all but because of the previous trcach· 
cry of the caliph he was now unwilling 
to believe that this was true. At the 
same time he was pleased to know that 
he was now held in great consideration, 
either for good or ill, by the caliph 
and his advisers, and bethought him 
that if it were for ill perhaps by con· 
tinuing to outwit the caliph he might 
still succeed in winning his favor and 
so to a further knowledge of Yanee. 
To this end he prepared a reply which �e posted in the public square, read· 
mg· 

'"PROCLAMATION BY THE 
ONE WHOM THE 

CALIPH SEEKS 
" 'Know, 0 Commander of the 

Faithful, that rheone whom the caliph 
seeks is here among his people free 
from harm. He respects the will of the 
caliph and his good intentions, but is 
restrained by fear. He therefore re· 
quests that instead of being com· 
manded to reveal himself the caliph 
devise a way and appoint a time 
where in darkness and without danger 
to himself he may behold the face of 
the one to whom he is to reveal him· 
self. It must be that none are present 
to seize him. 

" 'THE ONE 'VHOM 

THE CALIPH SEEKS.' 

''Notice of this reply being brought 
to the caliph he forthwith took coun· 
sel with his advisers and decided that 
since it was plain the thief might not 
otherwise be taken, recourse must be 
had to a device that might be de· 
pended upon to lure him. Behind a 
certain window in the palace wall 
known as 'The Whispering Window,' 
and constantly used by all who were 
in distress or had suffered a wrong 
which owing to the craft of others 
there was no hope of righting, sat at 
stated times and always at night, the 
caliph's own daughter Yanee, whose 
tender heart and unseeking soul were 
counted upon to see to it that the 
saddest of stories came to the ears of 
the caliph. It was by this means that 
the caliph now hoped to capture the 
thief. To insure that the thief should 
come it was publicly announced that 
should anv one that came be able to 



tell how the treasury had been entered 
and the gold pieces taken from under 
the gibbet or the camel stolen and 
killed, he was to be handed a bag of 
many dinars and a pardon in writing; 
later, should he present himself, he 
would be made a councillor of state. 

"Struck by this new proclamation 
and the possibility of once more be
holding the princess, Abou decided 
to match his skill against that of the 
caliph. He disguised himself as a vendor 
of tobacco and approached the win
dow, peered through the lattice which 
screened it and said: '0 daughter of 
the great caliph, behold one who is 
in distress. I am he whom the caliph 
seeks, either to honor or slay, I know 
not which. Also I am he who, on one 
of thy journeys to the mountain of 
Azol and thy palace at Ish-Pari thou 
beheldest while passing the door of 
my father's rug-market, for thou didst 
lift the curtains of thy houdah and 
also thy veil and didst deign to smile 
at me. And I have here,' and he 
touched his heart, 'a faded spray of 
the myrtles of Ish-Pari, or so it has 
been told me, over which I weep.' 

"Yanee, shocked that she should 
be confronted with the great thief 
whom her father sought and that he 
should claim to be the beautiful 
youth she so well remembered, and 
yet fearing this to be some new device 
of the viz.ier or of the women of the 
harem, who might have heard of her 
strange love and who ever prayed 
evil against all who were younger or 
more beautiful than they, she was at a 
loss bow to proceed. Feeling the need 
of wisdom and charity, she said: 'How 

sayst thou? Thou are the great thief 
whom my father seeks and yet the 
son of a rug-merchant on whom I 
smiled? Had I ever smiled on a thief, 
which Allah forbid, would I not 
remember it and thee? Therefore, if it 
be as thou sayst, permit it that I 
should have a light brought that I may 
behold thee.' 'Readily enough, 0 
Princess,' replied AbclU, 'only if I am 
thus to reveal myself to thee must I 
not know first that thou art the 
maiden whom I saw? For she was 
kind as she was fair and would do no 
man an ill. Therefore if thou wilt lower 
thy veil, as thou didst on the day of 
thy departure, so that I may see, I 
will lift my hood so that thou mayst 
know that I lie not.' 

"The princess replied: 'So will I, 
but upon one condition: should it be 
that thou art he upon whom thou 
sayst I looked with favor and yet he 
who also has committed these great 
crimes in my father's kingdom, know 
that thou mayst take thy pardon and 
thy gold and depart; but only upon 
the condition that never more wilt 
thou trouble either me or my father.' 

"At this Abou shrank inwardly 
and a great sorrow fell upon him; for 
now, as at the death of Yussuf, he saw 
again the horror of his way. Sadly 
punished for his deeds, AOOu promised, 
and when the torch was brought the 
princess lifted her veil. Then it was 
that Ahem again saw the face upon 
which his soul had dwelt and which 
had caused him so much unrest. He 
was now so moved that be could not 
speak. He drew from his face its dis
guise and confronted her. And Yaocc, 
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seeing for the second time the face of 
the youth upon whom her mem
ory had dwelt these many days, her 
heart misgave her and she dared not 
speak. Instead she lowered her veil 
and sat in silence, the while Abou 
recounted the history of his troubled 
life and early youth; how he had been 
trained in evil ways; ofhow he came to 
rob the treasury, and how the deeds 
since of which the caliph complained 
had been in part due to his wish to 
defeat the slcill of the caliph. At last 
the princess said: 'Go, and come no 
more, for I dare not look upon thee, 
and the caliph wishes thee only ill. Yet 
let me tell my father that thou wilt 
trouble him no more,' to which Abou 
replied: 'Know, 0 Princess, thus will 
I do.' Then opening the lattice, Yanee 
handed him the false pardon and the 
gold, which Abou would not take. 
Instead he seized and kissed her hand 
tenderly and then departed. 

"Yanee returned to her father and 
recounted to him the story of the 
robbery of the treasury and all that 
followed, but added that she had not 
been able to obtain his band in order 
to have him seized becawe he refused 
to reach for the gold. The caliph, 
once more chagrined by Abou's clev
erness in obtaining his written pardon 
without being take.n, now meditated 
anew on how he might be trapped. 
His daughter having described Abou 
as both young and handsome, the 
caliph thought that perhaps the bait 
of his daughter might win him to 
capture and now prepared the fol
lowing and last pronunciamento, to 
wit: 

" 'TO THE PEOPLE OF 
BAGHDAD 

" 'Having been defeated in all our 
contests with The On� Whom the 
Caliph s��ks, and yet having extended 
to him a full pardon signed by our 
own hand and to which has been 
affixed the caliphate seal, we now 
deign to declare that if this wisest 
of lawbreakers will now present him
self in person before us and accept 
of us our homage and good will, we 
will, assuming him to be young and 
of agreeable manners, accept him as 
the affiant of our daughter. To this 
end we have ordered that the third 
day of the seventh moon be observed 
as a holiday, that a public feast be 
prepared and that our people assemble 
before us in our great court. Should 
this wisest of fugitives appear and 
declare himself we will there publicly 
reaffirm and do as is here written and 
accept him into our life and con
fidence. I have said it. 

" 'YIANKO 1.' 

"The caliph showed this to his 
daughter and she sighed, for full well 
she knew that the caliph's plan would 
prove vain - for had not Abou said 
that he would return no more? But 
the caliph prO«"eded, thinking this 
would surdy bring about Ahem's cap
ture. 

"In the tMantime in the land of 
Yemen, of which Ahcm was the right
ful heir, many things had tnmspired. 
His father, Ka:r-Shem, having died 
and the wretched pretender, Bab-el
Bar, having failed after a revolution 
to attain to Kar·Shem's seat, con-



fessed to the adherents of Kar-Shem 
the story of the Prince Hussein's ab
duction and sale into slavery to a 
rug-merchant in Baghdad. In conse
quence, heralds and a royal party were 
at once sent forth to discover Hus
sein. They came to Baghdad and found 
the widow of Yussuf, who told them 
of the many slaves Y ussuf bad owned, 
among them a child named Hussein 
to whom they had given the name of 
Abou. 

"And so, upon Abou's return from 
'The Whispering Window,' there were 
awaiting him at the house of Mirza 
the representatives of his own king
dom, who, finding him young and 
handsome and talented, and being 
convinced by close questioning that 
he was really Hussein, he was apprised 
of his dignity and worth and honored 
as the successor of Kar-Shem in the 
name of the people of Yemen. 

"And now Hussein (once Abou), 
finding himself thus ennobled, be
thought him of the beautiful Yanee 
and her love for him and his undying 
love for her. Also he felt a desire to 
outwit the caliph in one more contest. 
To this end he ordered his present 
entourage to address the caliph as an 
embassy fresh from Yemen, saying 
that having long been in search of 
their prince they had now found him, 
and to request of him the courtesy 
of his go:x:l-will and present considera
tion for their lord. The caliph, who 
wished always to be at peace with all 
people, and especially those of Yemen, 
who were great and powerful, was 
most pleased at this and sent a com
pany of courtiers to Hussein, who 

"3 

now dwelt with his entourage at one 
of the great caravanseries of the city, 
requesting that he come forthwith 
to the palace that he might be suit
ably entertained. And now Abcm, 
visiting the caliph in his true figure, 
was received by him in great state, 
and many and long were the public 
celebrations ordered in his honor. 

"Among these was the holiday pro
claimed by Yianko in order to entrap 
Abou. And Yianko, wishing to amuse 
and entertain his guest, told him the 
full history of the great thief and of 
his bootless efforts thus far to take 
him. He admitted to Hussein his 
profound admiration for Abou's skill 
and ended by saying that should any 
one know how Abou might be taken 
he would be willing to give to that 
one a place in his council, or, supposing 
he were young and noble, the hand of 
his daughter. At this Hussein, enticed 
by the thought of so winning Yanee, 
declared that he himself would at
tempt to solve the mystery and now 
prepared to appear as a fierce robber, 
the while he ordered one of his fol
lowers to impersonate himself as prince 
for that day. 

"The great day of the feast hav
ing arrived and criers having· gone 
through the streets of the city an
nouncing the feast and the offer of 
the caliph to Abou, there was much 
rejoicing. Long tables were set in 
the public square, and flags and ban
ners were strung. The beautiful Yanee 
was told of her father's vow to Hus
sein, but she trusted in Abou and his 
word and his skill and so feared 
naught. At last, the multitude having 
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gathered and the caliph and his cour
tiers and the false Hussein having 
taken their places at the head of the 
feast, the caliph raised his hand for 
silence. The treasurer taking his place 
upon one of the steps leading to the 
royal board, reread the proclamation 
and called upon Abou to appear and 
before all the multitude receive the 
favor of the caliph or be forever 
banned. Abou, or Hussein, who in the 
guise of a fierce mountain outlaw had 
mingled with the crowd, now came 
forward and holding aloft the pardon 
of the caliph announced that he was 
indeed the thief and could prove it. 
Also, that as written he would exact 
of the caliph his daughter's hand. 
The caliph, astounded that one so 
uncouth and fierce·seeming should 
be so wise as the thief had proved or 
should ask of him his daughter's hand, 
was puzzled and anxious for a pretext 
on which he might be restrained. Yet 
with all the multitude before him 
and his word given, he scarce knew 
how to proceed or what to say. Then 
it was that Yanee, concealed behind 
a lattice, sent word to her father that 
this fierce soul was not the one who 
had come to her but an impostor. 
The caliph, now suspecting treachery 
and more mischief, ordered this seem· 
ing false Abou seized and bound, 
whereupon the fictitious Hussein, mas
querading in Hussein's clothes, came 
forward and asked for the bandit's 
release for the reason that he was not 
a true bandit at all but the true prince, 
whom they had sought far and wide. 

"Then the true Hussein, tiring of 
the jest and laying aside his bandit 
garb, took his place at the foot of the 
throne and proceeded to relate to 
Yianko the story of his life. At this 
the caliph, remembering his word and 
seeing in Abou, now that he was the 
Prince of Yemen, an entirely satis
factory husband for Yanee, had her 
brought forward. Whereupon the ca
liph declared that he would gladly 
accept so wise a prince, not only as 
his son by marriage but as his heir, and 
that at his death both he and Yanee 
were jointly to rule over his kingdom 
and their own. There followed scenes 
of great rejoicing among the people, 
and Hussein and Yanee rode together 
before them. 

"And now, 0 my hearers," con· 
tinued Gazzar most artfully, although 
his talc was done, "ye have heard how 
it was with Abou the unfortunate, 
who came through cleverness to noth· 
ing but good - a beautiful love, honor 
and wealth and the rule of two realms 
- whereas I, poor wanderer that I 
am �" 

But the company, judging that he 
was about to plead for more anna, 
and feeling, and rightly, that for so 
thin a tale he had been paid enough 
and to spare, arose and as one man 
walked away. Gazzar counted his 
small store of anna and tucking his 
tambour into his rags, turned his 
steps wearily toward the mosque, 
where before eating it was, as the 
Koran commanded, that he must 
pray. 
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T H E  C U R I O U S  I N C I D E N T  O F  

T H E  D O G  

by RALPH NORMAN WEBER 

(.'VRENS screamed as the police cars 
0 came hurtling down Market 
Street with yellow fog lights gleaming 
through the early morning San Fran
cisco fog. The cars pulled up in front 
of the Commander Hotd. Policemen 
hurried through a small alley to guard 
the side and rear entrances. 

Inspector Brownell, a tall bronzed 
man who had a reputation for solving 
murder cases with lightning speed, got 
out of his car and across the sidewalk 

"' 

like a quick shadow across the 5ilver 
fog. Beside one of the big Chinese urns 
on either side of the door, he tripped 
over the harness of a Seeing Eye dog, 
obviously waiting for his master. The 
Inspector apologized; the dog blinked 
grave acceptance. 

A small blond man came from be
hind the desk. "I'm the manager. My 
name's Hilton." 

"Inspector Brownell. \Vhere's your 
house detective?" 
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"With the marines somewhere, In
spector. And what with the war . . " 

"Yes, of course. Anything you can 
add to what you told me about Mrs. 
Winterton on the phone?" 

"We-ell, I don't think I mentioned 
the safe in her room. She insisted on 
having one installed. Very eccentric." 

"Unfortunate, perhaps," said the 
Inspector. "I'll go on up. The tenth 
floor, you said?" 

"Yes. But I'm very sorry to tell you, 
Inspector, you'll either have to wait 
or walk up. The elevator's stuck." 

"Anyone in it?" 
"Yes, indeed. Three guests - Mr. 

Flynn, Mr. Crane and Mr. Hayden." 
"I'll walk up. Will you phone me in 

her room when the repair man comes?'' 
''Unainly.'' 
Violence just past was evident in 

Mrs. Winterton's apartmmt. A steamer 
trunk was open, its contents scattered. 
Books and papers littered the floor. 

The victim was lying face down, her 
gray hair set trimly in a silver net. 
Blood stained her white linen gown. 

"Must have been a small knife or 
dagger," the Inspector judged, ex
amining the wound in her back. 

Sergeant Riley came in to assist 
him. They turned to the open safe. 

"But, Inspector," Riley exclaimed, 
"a lot of dough's still in there !"  

"Yes. The kitler wasn't after the 
money. He got the Winterton emerald. 
Quite a story about it - the last stone 
of a fabulous collection. She could 
have lived like a queen if she'd have 
been willing to sell it." 

They searched for the weapon but 

found none. They checked for finger
prints but found only Mrs. Winter
ton's and the maid's. They examined 
letters and papers. At nine-thirty the 
Inspector looked at his watch. 

"Haven't found a thing to work on 
here," he said. "\Ve'd better get on." 

They staned down the long walk to 
the street floor. As they reached the 
second-floor landing, they heard the 
whirr of the elevator, and as they 
were running down the last flight, the 
clang of metal doors opening. 

Mr. Hilton stood in their way at 
the bottom of the stairs. 

"Too bad you started down too 
soon. I phoned but . " 

Riley pushed him aside, while the 
Inspector sped after the guests who 
were running through the lobby. 

"Oh, Inspector," Hilton called af
ter him, "I'll vouch for them - de
fense workers, late for their bus." 

Just outside, the Inspector found 
the front-door guard, Simpson, sprawl
ing against the doorway, his head cut 
by the Chinese urn. 

"The one in the tan coat knocked 
me over," Simpson offered feebly. 

"That's him, going around the cor· 
ner," Riley said. 

"Take care of Simpson, Riley. I'll 
handle Mr. Tan-Coat." 

The Inspector was around the corner 
like a cat, but again he stopped short. 

The Seeing Eye dog was there. In
spector Brownell sidestepped it and 
looked down at the dog's master. 
The blind man was lying on the walk 
in front of him, a crumpled old man 
in a black coat, his white dim-out cane 
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with its red rubber tip clenched in his "Why, that's Mr. Flynn!" exclaimed 
hand. The Inspector heard Riley's Hilton. 
boots thundering close, so he [Urned "He's checking out," Riley said. 
to him. "Where's the emerald, Inspector?" 

"Did you see that cab pull away "Here, I believe." The Inspector 
from the curb down the strttt there, was removing the tip of the cane. 
as I came around the corner?" Riley "Blind men don't ordinarily use canes 
asked. "He must've got away in that.'' with rubber tips - they like metal 

"Take care of the blind man, or wcxxl tips that they can hear." 
Riley," the Inspector said resignedly. He found the emerald inside, 
''I'll radio Central Station after I wrapped in a soft cloth. Then he 
check the time detail on that cab." unscrewed the handle and it proved 

The blind man wasn't badly hurt. to be a dagger that fitted neatly into 
"A crazy man running in this fog," he the rest of the cane. 
complained, "knocked me down." "You must've had something to 

The Inspector looked at his watch, work on," Riley said; "what was 
then ran full speed to where the cab it?" 
had been half a block away. He noted "I trij>ped over the Seeing Eye 
the elapsed time. Then he stcxxl there, dog when I first came in. Then when 
watching the blind man and his dog I saw him again, around the corner, 
start off, reach the corner, and stop. I knew he must have followed his 

It was quiet in the silvery fog - no master from the hotel door. It struck 
sign of traffic. Suddenly, like a spurt of me as curious when I realized that 
flame through gray embers, the solu� whoever knocked the blind man down 
tion to the case flashed through the hadn't had enough time to get to the 
Inspector's mind. cab and escape in it. But the real 

He strode grimly to the corner due hit me when I saw the supposed 
and tapped Riley's arm. blind man stop for a red light before 

"Grab that blind man, Riley! Bring crossing the strttt." 
him into the hotel - he's our man." "Seeing Eye dogs are trained to 

Inside Hilton's office, Inspector stop for red lights," the captured 
Brownell stripped the blind man of his man argued. 
coat. It  was a black�and·tan reversible. "That's where you're wrong," said 
He showed them the loop under the Inspector Brownell. "All dogs are 
armhole where the cane had hung. color blind. Seeing Eye dogs are 

"He merely turned the coat inside� trained by sound. They listen to the 
out and threw himself down after he traffic and cross the street when traffic 
cleared that corner," the Inspector stops. The street was dear when you 
said. "Then the dog caught up with and the dog stcxxl waiting at the 
him." He brushed off the man's hat corner. The dog didn't know there 
and dark glasses. was a red light - therefore you did !" 
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S O M E T H I N G  T O  D O  W I T H  F I G U R E S  

by MIRIAM ALLEN tkFORD 

OU:ht:C� bu� i:hJid��!o;�etS:.:�� 
to the little inside room where Wed� 
derburn sat and thought - thought 
harder than ever before in his life. 

His career for thirty years had �n 
tied up with numbers, figures, arith� 
metical formulae. For twenty-seven 
of those years he had been bookkeeper 
- for thirteen years, head book� 
keeper - in a wholesale drygoods 
house. He had never married. A little, 
thin, greying man with spectacles, he 
seemed the last person in the world 
to be intimately concerned with mur· 
der. And yet for a year past, most of 
his waking hours had been dedicated 
to solving the twisted story of Eric 
Scholl, of Lorina Brackett, and of her 
brother Willard. 

Here he was, placed by fate or by 
accident, in a position where he alone 
of all human beings was certain that 
Lorina Bracken had been murdered, 
not by her brother who had been 
convicted and sentenced, but by young 
Eric Scholl, her next door neighbor 
in the Wyndham Hotel. Wedderburn "' 

himself had lived at the Wyndham 
for years; he knew everybody con· 
cerned. He was morally certain of 
Scholl's motive, his opportunity, and 
he could make a shrewd guess at the 
method and weapon. But to prove it 
to the satisfaction of the police, to 
exonerate Willard in the face of the 
seemingly incontrovertible evidence, 
to take Willard out of the death 
chamber and put Scholl into it 
that had been a very different matter, 
and one in which Wedderburn, strain
ing every nerve, had been unable to 
succeed. 

"It has something to do with figures 
- I  always get back to that," he had 
muttered to himself a thousand times. 
Perhaps it was natural that a man's 
mind should work that way when 
figures had made up most of his life. 
Figures meant time, for one thing, 
and time was of vital importance in 
the Brackett case. Lorina Brackett 
had come home to her room, No. 
6 1 1 ,  at about three o'clock on that 
fatal day. To her left was No. 6ro, 
her brother's room, with the common 



bathroom between. To her right, the 
last room at the end of the hall, was 
Scholl's, No. 612. Originally all the 
rooms had formed a suite, and 6 1 1  
and 6 1 2  still communicated b y  a door 
which led to Scholl's bathroom, and 
which was padlocked. 

Scholl himself had been at home all 
afternoon, as usual; he was a shipyard 
worker on the graveyard shift, 4-F in 
the draft, but outwardly quite hale 
and sound. Willard had got home at 
precisely s : t8 ;  his office was only four 
blocks away, which was the principal 
reason he had been a resident in a 
downtown hotel for so long. When 
his sister Lorina became a widow, 
she gave up her house and managed 
to get the room adjoining his, where 
she had lived ever since. Her brother 
could think of no valid objection, 
though he was not pleased. They had 
never been very good friends, and 
their constant quarrels, usually in 
shouted objurgations from one room 
to the other, through the two open 
bathroom doors between, were the 
common property of all the per
manent guests on the sixth floor. 
Willard was not, perhaps, an admir
able character; he was a fussy, per
snickety man with fixed ways and a 
mean temper; nevertheless, Wedder
burn thought, that was no reason he 
should be condemned to death for a 
murder he had not committed. Un
fortunately, Wedderburn seemed to 
be the only person - except, pre
sumably, Eric Scholl - who really 
believed in Willard's innocence; even 
his lawyer had given the impression 

"9 
of making the best of a bad case. 

"I think he did it and I think it was 
a good job," seemed to be the con· 
sensus of opinion around the Wynd
ham. For if her brother had been 
considered a grouchy eccentric, Mrs. 
Brackett had been heartily disliked 
by everybody. She was, to be sure, 
fair, fat and forty. But her fairness 
was obviously synthetic; her fat was 
grotesque - she weighed over 200 
pounds; and she seemed to have ac
cumulated more bad manners, queru
lousness, curiosity, and selfishness than 
most people could have managed to 
collect in twice forty years. It was 
universally felt that the late Mr. 
Brackett had been most fortunate in 
having died to escape her, and the 
only wonder was how she had ever 
corralled a husband at all. 

Eric Scholl had not been one of the 
many to complain to the manager 
from time to time of the noise from 
610 and 6 I I ,  chiefly for the reason 
that in the daytime, when he had to 
sleep, the rooms were empty, and 
usually he was out in the evening, 
before he was due at the shipyard at 
midnight. However, he had growled 
more than once about Mrs. Brackett's 
habit of keeping her door ajar when
ever she was at home - "snooping on 
when everybody in the wing comes 
and goes" was Scholl's description 
and whenever he was in his bathroom 
he could hear distinctly, through the 
� of the locked door, every move
ment of Mrs. Brackett's heavy body 
and every word she exchanged with 
her brother or anyone else. On the 
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afternoon of the  day she was mur
dered, he had wakened earlier than 
usual, and about four o'clock he had 
come down to the lobby and hung 
around, having nothing better to do, 
reading a newspaper and chatting 
occasionally with the desk clerk, the 
girl at the cigar stand, and occasional 
guests who were doing the same thing. 
The Wyndham was that kind of hotel. 

When Willard came in, at exactly 
s:t8,  he and Scholl exchanged the 
curtest of greetings. Scholl JXlintedly 
let him go up in the elevator, and 
then as soon as Harry, the operator, 
came down again, Scholl got in to 
return to his own room; it was quite 
apparent that he desired none of 
Willard's company even for the time 
it takes an elevator to go up six 
stories. 

About five minutes later, the desk 
got a phone call from Scholl's room. 
He sounded excited. 

"Say, listen," he said, "you'd better 
send somelxxfy up here. There's some
thing going on in 6 1 1 .  The old lady's 
been screaming fit to bust your ears." 

"Aw, she's just having her regular 
fight with her brother," answered the 
clerk. 

"No, honest, I haven't heard a peep 
out of him, and she was screaming 
bloody murder. You'd better see 
what's wrong, Johnson." 

"Harry, take a run up to 6r 1 and 
see what's eating Mrs. Brackett," the 
clerk ordered the elevator operator, 
who doubled as bell-boy. "If a bat's 
flown in her room or something, she'll 
be raising the roof." 

The door of 6t I was not ajar when 
Harry got there. It was closed, and 
when he knocked there was no answer. 
He tried knocking at 6ro, Willard's 
room, but there was no answer there, 
either. He went back to 6 1 1  and 
knocked again. The door of 612 
opened, and Scholl came out. 

"Gee, Harry," he said in a worried 
tone, "I really think something's 

happened in there. Mrs. Brackett was 
yelling her head off, and then all at 
once she stopped cold. And I haven't 
heard a word from Brother Willard. 
Better open up with your pass-key." 

Harry looked dubious, but another 
knock and a call brought only silence. 
He reached for the key. Scholl was 
right on his heels as he entered the 
room. 

Larina Brackett was lying in the 
middle of the floor, her shapeless bulk 
bulging grotesquely. She was face 
down, and all around her, from her 
chin to her vast bosom, was a thick, 
da<k pool of blood. 

And standing over her, looking 
white and dazed and paralyzed, was 
her brother. His right hand was 
bloody. Clutched in it was the short, 
sharp, heavy knife he used for his 
hobby of wood-carving. 

Wdl, that was the set·up. The 
police found it easy to reconstruct 
the crime. Willard had gone into his 
room, taken off his hat and overcoat, 
perhaps settled down to finish a 
wooden waste-basket on which he had 
been working, before it  was time to 
go out to dinner. His sister had heard 
him come in - the two doors to their 



bathroom were open - and doubtless 
had started at once to renew the 
bitter quarrel (the subject had been 
the disposition of their father's estate) 
which had been raging all the evening 
before, causing several annoyed calls 
to the desk from the sixth floor. Eric 
Scholl was not able to confirm this, 
since he had not been in his own 
bathroom but had been changing into 
his work clothes. The screams, how· 
ever, he insisted, had come to him 
even through his dosed bathrOOm 
door. 

By the time Willard had recovered 
from his shock, he was in custody. 
The thing had gone through like 
clockwork. It was a pleasure to the 
police to get such an open·and·shut 
case. To his lawyer, when he got one, 
Willard had had nothing to offer in his 
own defense except to reiterate, in 
the irritated tone of one who does not 
like being contradicted: "I certainly 
didn't do it. I came home, and just 
as they say, I sat down for a spot of 
wood-carving before I went out again. 
I didn't hear Larina moving about, 
and I thought that was funny, because 
she's practically always home when I 
get there. We were going to have 
dinner together, if she'd got over her 
mad from the night before. I hadn't 
seen her since; I suppose she was still 
asleep when I left in the morning. 

"After a while I decided to find out 
if she was there. I guess it was only a 
minute or two at that; I know I'd just 
started to work on my carving. I got 
up, with the knife still in my hand, 
and went through the bathroom -

no, the doors were closed till I 
opened them - and I remember that 
I called out, 'Are you there, Larina?' 

''The minute I stepped into her 
room, I saw her. For a second I 
couldn't move - I felt sick. My 
heart's not too good lately, anyway; 
I had to bold on to the door-frame. 
Thef\ I went and stood over her. 

"She looked just the way she did 
when the others found her. I began 
to shake all over, and the knife 
dropped from my hand, right into 
that - right into the blood. 

"I don't know why I stooped and 
picked it up - just automatic, I guess. 
Anyway, I did; and right then that 
knocking began. I couldn't talk, I 
couldn't even think. When Harry 
opened the door, all I could do was 
just stand there. But I swear to God, 
Mr. Ellsworth," and Willard would 
turn to his skeptical lawyer and his 
voice would shake with his earnest· 
ness, "when I found her there wasn't 
a sign of a knife or whatever her throat 
had been cut with. Sure, there were 
no fingerprints except mine on my 
knife - I'm the only person who ever 
handled it. But that knife didn't kill 
her. I don't know what did, but 
whatever it was I didn't use it. She 
was dead when I found her." 

The lethal weapon, wood-carving 
knife or not, had cut Larina Brackett's 
jugular vein. It was venous blood that 
had been clotted in a pool around her. 

"And she didn't scream - not while 
I was there," her brother would add, 
in all the long conferences he held 
with Ellsworth, the lawyer, in the 
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visitors' room of  the city jail. "That's 
why I suspect Scholl - one reason. 
He made that up so he could get 
them up there to discover me behind 
two locked doors with Larina's body. 
It was just a piece of luck for him that 
I was holding the knife, and double 
luck that it had dropped in - that it 
had dropped down there and I had 
picked it up again. I believe he 
deliberately waited down in the lobby 
till I got home and then followed me 
up so as to give me just enough time 
to have been able to - to do it. 

"Just as a matter of common sense, 
Mr. Ellsworth, would any jury in the 
world think it was logical for a man to 
come home from the office, go to his 
room, and then march right in and 
cut his sister's throat? Do people do 
things like that - people who aren't 
crazy? And I'm not crazy, am I?" 

"Of course not. But we've got to 
look at this from the outside, so to 
speak. You take the average man or 
woman on a jury. Of course they 
wouldn't think that any unpremedi· 
tated murder could take place that 
way. But they might think, a smart 
prosecutor could get them to think, 
that with this quarrel between you 
and all, you'd plann�d to do it just that 
way." 

"Then why didn't I beat it - get 
out before anybody discovered it 
make a getaway? If I'd planned it, 
wouldn't I have my things all packed 
to get going the:: minute it was over?" 

"They'd be told - I'm afraid I 
might as well put it that they will be 
told - that when it came to the 

point the excitement, with your bad 
heart and all, was too much for you; 
that you were caught before you 
could finish your plan." 

"But look, Mr. Ellsworth, however 
he worked it, I'm sure it was Scholl 
who committed that murder. I don't 
know how he did it, though I can 
work it out. But I know why." 

"Why, then?" 
"Larina told me herself. You know, 

I kind of hate to say things like this 
about the dead, and about my own 
sister too. If I weren't in this fix I'd 
have kept it to myself forever. Larina 
and I weren't ever fond of each other, 
even when we were kids, and we 
fought a lot over some fool ideas she 
had about how I'd handled the money 
our dad left us, but I'm ashamed to 
tell some of the things she wasn't 
ashamed to tell me about herself. 

"Sure we quarreled lots, but not 
all the time. There were times 
when I didn't oppose her or answer 
her back - when we were friendly 
enough. And it was about a week 
before all this happened that she told 
me about it. She was proud of her
self- she said she was just being 
patriotic. Being a sneak-thief and a 
snooper was what I'd call it. 

"You know the door between her 
. room and Scholl's was supposed to be 

permanently padlocked. Larina dis� 
covered she could open it and lock it 
again and he'd be none the wiser. She 
had too much time on her hands and 
too much curiosity, the way I look at 
it. Anyway, she told me whenever I 
was away and she knew that Scholl 
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was out - she used to keep her door 
ajar, you know, and watch when 
everybody went by - she'd let her· 
self into his room and snoop around. 

"I don't mean she'd ever take 
money, or anything like that. Even 
Larina wasn't that low. What ailed 
her was her curiosity. She'd read the 
man's private letters, for example; I 
guess it gave her a feeling of power 
to know, for instance, that be was 
having a hot affair with some girl 
when he didn't dream she had ever 
heard of it. 

"Well, one evening she was rummag
ing around in his bureau drawers and 
she came across this bottle of pills and 
this letter. He's 4-F, you know - says 
he has something wrong with his 
insides, bad enough to keep him from 
fighting but not from welding. 

"Maybe you've read about this 
fellow they picked up, who was selling 
draft inductees some stuff that was 
supposed to give them palpitations 
and affect their sight and I don't 
know what all, so they couldn't pass 
their physical examinations. Well, 
what Lorina found was evidently some 
of this medicine and a letter - it 
wasn't signed - telling how to take 
it and what the results would be. I 
don't know why he kept the letter, 
unless he couldn't remember without 
it what dose to take, and when, and 
thought he might be called again 
some time and need it. 

"Anyway, Lorina fished it and the 
bottle out from under his socks or 
something and took them away with 
her. She told me all about it, and she 

said she was going to turn Scholl in 
and use them for evidence. 

''I'd have been for it - I have no 
more use than anyone else for a draft 
dodger - except that how could she 
go about it without confessing the way 
she'd got them? And then I wasn't 
any too sure she couldn't be had up 
for burglary; and I wasn't keen to 
have a scandal like that involving my 
own sister. I'd probably have lost my 
good job, for one thing. 

on'�far1 !:r�.
���J�a:ar�e�te���r

h�f 
it. The next was, she was going to send 
the stuff to the proper authorities with 
an anonymous letter. Since she'd al
ready done what she had, that seemed 
to me to be the best solution. At first 
the idea pleased her-she'd get Scholl 
into trouble, and have the conscious· 
ness that she'd been the one who did 
it, but nobody could accuse her of it. 

"But when I asked her a few days 
later if she'd done it, she said no. She 
said she had another idea. And aOOut 
then she started harping on dad's 
money again, and

. 
th� other subject 

never came up agam 
"Then what do you think hap

pened ?'' Ellswonh asked. 
"The way I figure it out is this. 

Lorina was awfully close with money. 
I think she worked out a scheme to 
blackmail Scholl." 

"There's no evidence of that." 
"No, because I don't think she'd 

got to the point yet. I think she was 
holding those things while she per· 
fected the details of it. Mr. Ellsworth, 
I wasn't there, but I'm morally cer-
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tain that this is what actually oc
curred. I think Scholl woke up early 
that afternoon, and for some reason 
happened ro think of the bottle and 
the letter. He looked where he'd hid
den them and they were gone. 

"Or maybe it happened another 
way. Maybe Larina hadn't rdocked 
that door properly the last time she'd 
been in his room, and maybe he was 
in the bathroom and noticed it. He 
disliked Larina anyway, you know, 
and if he saw something funny about 
that lock he'd guess right away who 
had done it, and why. Then he'd 
naturally begin looking over his things 
to see if anything was missing or dis
arranged, and of course the first thing 
he'd think of would be the things, he 
ought to have had sense enough to 
destroy. When he found they were 
gone, he'd be crazy mad and scared 
at the same time. His impulse would 
be to confront Lorina at once. If the 
door betw�n their rooms was un
locked, he'd go in that way - she 
was practically always there in the 
afternoon. If it wasn't, then her door 
was always ajar, and he could lock it 
afterwards and go back by opening 
the bathroom door the way she did. 

"Suppose he was shaving, getting 
ready to go out, when he noticed the 
lock. Nothing more natural than that 
he'd start hunting around to s� if 
anything was wrong, while he still 
held the razor in his hand � look at 
the way I went in, myself, still hold
ing the knife I'd �n working with. 

"Then, if I know Larina, she might 
have been startled for a second, but 

she'd face him down. She'd say, yes, 
she'd taken the things and that she 
meant to turn him in, and how about 
it? She might even think that was 
an auspicious minute to try to sell the 
things back to him. 

"Wdl, the rest is easy. She'd refuse 
to give him back his things, or suggest 
that if he wanted them badly enough 
he could pay for them - and Scholl 
would lose his head. He'd draw back 
to strike her, and then he'd realize 
he had a razor in his hand. Lorina'd 
throw back her head to scream � 
that's probably where he got that 
idea from - about her screaming. 
You give a hard edgewise blow at the 
right place with a sharp safety razor, 
and that's that. 

"Mr. Ellsworth, that's what must 
have happened. Eric Scholl ought to 
be here, not me. You tell them what 
I've told you, and get me out of 
here." 

Ellsworth tried, of course, but he 
was not convinced. His private belief 
was that Willard had murdered his 
sister, and that as his only way of
extricating himself he had made up 
the rest. If Scholl had discovered his 
loss, if he had had a razor, things 
might very well have happened in 
j ust  that way : only, Ellsworth 
thought, Larina Brackett's brother 
had got there fust, with a wood
carving knife. 

However, Scholl was thoroughly 
investigated and questioned. There 
were points that confirmed the broth· 
er's story. The door between the 
rooms had been tampered with. The 



bottle and the letter were not found. So Larina Brackett might have 
If Willard was right, Scholl, after the been dead only two minutes when 
murder, could have locked the door found, or she might have been dead 
and hunted until he found them, and , for two hours. Ellsworth had hoped 
then destroyed them. Then he could that the uncertainty of so many 
have returned to his own room, points, and the fact that all the evi
washed his hands and the razor, dence against his client was circum
dressed, 2nd gone down to the lobby stantial, might at least gain for him 
until Willard arrived, betw�n 5 : 1 5  a manslaughter verdict. But there is 
and 5 :20, as always. Scholl, naturally, no accouming for juries. Willard bad 
denied the whole story. His draft been indicted on a first-degree murder 
records were looked up, and it was charge, and it was of first-degree 
true that he had �n rejected be- murder that he was convicted, with 
cause of an eye condition, but when no recommendation for mercy. The 
he was re-examined by the police judge had no alternative but to sen
doctor his eyes were found still to be tence him to death. An appeal for a 
bad. He might perhaps have secured new trial was denied, and the date of 
some of tb2t medicine somehow, but his execution was set. Twice he was 
there was no way of proving it. reprieved by the governor, on Ells-

That was the trouble with the worth's representation that new evi
whole situation. Nothing could be dence was about to be revealed, but 
proved, and without proof Willard whenthenew evidence didnot appear, 
had no 2dequate defense. Scholl was further reprieve was denied. 
not held, the case came to trial, and It was at this point that Wedder
though Ellsworth tried conscien- burn began to be haunted by the 
tiously, he had nothing to offer except thought that somehow Willard could 
Willard's flat deniaL He made as much be saved if only some point not ob
as he could of the time factor, but vious or hitherto brought out could 
unfortunately he could get nowhere. be revealed - that some such JX>int 
The body had still �n warm when existed which would clear the con
Harry and Scholl burst in; but Larina demned man and by implication in
Brackett had been a very heavy valve Eric Scholl. Somewhere back 
woman, and fat corpses stay warm in his subconscious mind the thought 
longer than thin ones. The blood had persisted, "It has something to do 
coagulated, but blood begins to coagu- with figures." 
late as soon as shed, and blood from And now suddenly, as he sat ab
the veins, which Bows out instead of sorbed in the ramifications of the case, 
jetting like arterial blood, probably a spring was released. Something he 
coagulates that much faster. It was had read or heard long ago jumped to 
Mrs. Brackett's jugular vein which the surface ofhis mind. It was the key 
had been cut. to the whole thing, the solution he 
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had sought so long. 
The "figure" which had haunted 

him was not a number, not a matter 
of time elapsed, or any. phase of the 
arithmetic which was his second being. 
Suddenly he saw in his mind's eye the 
body of Lorina Brackett, lying on 
the floor of her hotel room � as 
numerous awed and horrified residents 
of the sixth floor of the Wyndham 
had seen it fleetingly through the 
open door before the police arrived. 
He saw the grotesque bulges, the 
spreading obesity - in a word, the 
"figure" of the dead woman lying, 
fat arms thrust out, fat legs collapsed 
from her fall, her hair sticky from the 
pool of blood around her throat. 

He recalled that she had lain face 
downward on the floor. 

And now he recalled that odd, out· 
of-the-way fact. If a man dies suddenly 
from loss of blood he is nearly always 
found on his back. If a man bleeds to 
death gradually h� wi�l almost in
variably be found With htsfacetowards 
the floor. 

Lorina Bracken lay face down· 

ward - so she had bled to death 
gradually. If her brother, who had 
gone upstairs only a few minutes bifore, 
had killed her, she would - 999·999 
chances out of a million - have been 
found on her back. If Eric Scholl had 
killed her, between three and four 
o'clock, she would normally have been 
discovered just as she was discovered 
- face down. 

In that one point, neglected and 
forgotten by everybody until \Vedder· 
burn suddenly stumbled upon it, 
lay the one chance for holding up 
Willard's execution and making an· 
other attempt to fasten the crime on 
Scholl. 

But it was too late. Even as Wed
derburn started at the sudden revela· 
tion, the cyanide tablets were being 
dropped into the pail of water. Almost 
instantly the poisonous gas spread 
through the death chamber, a·nd the 
man within it strained against the 
straps which held him to his chair. 

Fourteen minutes later the prison 
physician pronounced Willard Wed· 
derburn dead. 

Editor's Note: If you anticipatd Miss d�Ford's surprise mding, chalk up a large 
point for your sik. Your Editor ronf�sscs that h� was romp/rudy takfn ahacJr.. by 
thr rrtl(lation in thr last scnt�nu - in th� full name: that immdiatdy pracdes 
thr final word of thr story. If yotl UKrr fookd as "Matly and U"M.fjJ«trdly as your 
Editor was, don't hlam� it on "unfairnrss to thr rradrr." At no stag� did Min 
deFord �iolate tht canon of fair play. As rarly as thr first srntrnce of th� third para
graph, the author m·ralrd thr whok ''trick" of thr story - go hack and rrrrod that 
sentence in the light of what you know now. True, Miu deFord has drlibcratrly 
and with malice aforethought trird to mislrad you. But all'sfah- in law, war, and 
drt«tivr stori�s, and if you rtad thr story �tgain, you'Jl.find that strictly sprak· 
ing, Miss drForJ always told the truJh, thr whok truth, and nothing but thr truth. 

Brava to Miss drFordfor a remarf(abk performat�u in literary kgrrdemainl 
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