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Foreword

SOME FIFTY YEARS AGO DR. R. B. H. GRADWOHL, WHO
had completed a thorough training in the best schools of
Germany in the subjects of legal medicine and pathology,
came to St. Louis and became a coroner’s autopsy phy=
sician.

At that time the field of legal medicine, particularly in
this country, was in its infancy. The coroner system was
more impregnated with politics than efficiency, and Dr.
Gradwohl, surveying the enormous responsibilities of his
office, recognized all too keenly the necessity for inaugu-
rating a program of long-term improvements and arousing
greater interest in the field of legal medicine.

As Dr. Gradwohl recently said to a friend, “I found my-
self in an almost impenetrable forest. It has been my
life’s work to fight my way through that forest into the
daylight of greater professional efficiency in the whole
field of medicolegal investigation.”

One of Dr. Gradwohl’s crowning achievements was his
work to help bring about the foundation of the American
Academy of Forensic Sciences, which has recently at-
tracted widespread attention.

Almost thirty years ago he started a laboratory in the
St. Louis Police Department, and after many difficulties
has brought it up to the very highest level. In fact, the
work of this laboratory ranks with the best anywhere in
the country. It consistently evaluates clues by the use of
techniques which unfortunately are available to only a
few of the best organized police laboratories in the coun-
try.
Dr. Gradwohl is not a young man, but he certainly is
a vigorous man. There is an impressive dynamic quality
about him. Not only is he possessed of the highest profes-
sional qualifications, but if he thinks a man is guilty he
shows the persistency of a bloodhound in tracking down
the scientific facts which will demonstrate that guilt.

On the other hand, in several instances where his opin-



ion has differed with that of the prosecutor, he has shown
himself equally vigorous in protecting the rights of a man
whom he felt was falsely accused of crime.

I mention these matters generally because readers will
find the name of Dr. Gradwohl mentioned in this book,
and I want them to know that he is not a fictional charac-
ter, nor is the startling work that has been attributed to
him along the lines of the particular point mentioned in
this book fictitious.

Some months ago Dr. Gradwohl confided to me that
he was engaged in research work which might have far
reaching repercussions in the legal field. I have been in
close touch with him while he has been pursuing his ex-
periments, and I now have in my possession photographic
reproductions of tests establishing theories which are des-
tined to have an important effect on medical testimony,
particularly in cases of homicide.

Dr. Gradwohl searches out the truth. His primary con-
cern is to establish truth both in and out of court. He
seeks to establish that truth by scientific proof rather than
inference, surmise, or conmjecture. Essentially he is a
scientist.

At times he is a blunt man. When it is a question of
pursuing truth, he doesn’t bother to be diplomatic. If it’s
black, it’s black. If it’s white, it’s white.

When Dr. Gradwohl communicated the results of his
most recent experiments to a member of the St. Louis po-
lice force, the police official digested the information in
wide-eyed wonder, and then said, “But, Doctor, isn’t this
apt to raise hell with your evidence?”

Dr. Gradwohl looked him straight in the eye and said,
“It isn’t going to affect my evidence in the least, sir, but
it may raise hell with your proof!”

I know of no anecdote which is more typical of the
man, or which could do more to give my readers a thumb-
nail sketch of the individual whose name is mentioned in
the pages of this book.

And so I dedicate this book to my friend:

R. B. H. GRADWOHL, M.D.

Erle Stanley Gardner.



AUTHOR'’S NOTE

Since this book was published in the earlier editions,
Dr. Gradwohl has passed on. His reputation and memory
not only survive, but also the laboratory which he loved
carries on his work, and with the passing years Dr. Grad-
wohl’s stature in the field of legal medicine increases day
by day.

E.S. G.
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AT 9:55 ON A MONDAY MORNING, PERRY MASON, CAR-
rying a brown paper package in his hand, scaled his hat
in the general direction of the bust of Blackstone which
adorned the top of a low sectional bookcase behind his
desk.

The hat made two lazy twists, then settled incongru-
ously at a rakish angle on the marble brow of the great
jurist.

] Della Street, Mason’s confidential secretary, who had
been at the desk opening mail, applauded.

“Getting to be good,” Mason admitted with boyish

ride.
¥ “Blackstone,” Della observed, “is probably turning over
in his grave.”

Mason grinned. “He’s accustomed to it by this time. For
the last fifty years lawyers have been scaling their hats
at Blackstone’s noble brow. It marks a period of transi-
tion, Della.”

“What does?”

“The hat-scaling.”

“I don’t get it.”

“A couple of generations ago,” Mason told her, “law-
yers were stuffy people. They thrust a hand inside their
coats while they declaimed oratorically. Busts of Black-
stone adorned their offices.

“Then came a new and more flippant generation.
Younger lawyers, who inherited the busts of Blackstone
with sets of law books and office furniture, resented the
stony-faced dignity of the old boy.”

“You should be psychoanalyzed,” Della Street said.
“Blackstone probably means something you’re fighting
against. What in the world is in the package?”

“Damned if I know,” Mason said. “I think I’'m fighting
stuffy conventionalities. I paid five dollars for it—the pack-
age, I mean.”
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Della Street’s voice was a combination of fond indul-
gence and official exasperation. “I certainly hope you
won’t try to charge it as an office expense.”

“But that’s what it is—general expense.”

“And you don’t know what’s in it?”

“No. I bought it sight unseen.”

“That’s a great way for me to try to get along with my
bookkeeping, making an entry of five dollars for a pack-
age that you don’t know . . . How in the world did it hap-
pen?”

“Well,” Perry Mason said, “it was hke this . . .” and
grinned.

“Go on,” Della Street told him, smiling in spite of her-
self.

“Do you remember Helen Cadmus? Does that mean
anything to you?”

“It’s an odd name,” she said. “It seems to me . . . Oh,
wasn’t she the girl who committed suicide by jumping
from some millionaire’s yacht?”

“That’s it. Benjamin Addicks, the eccentric millionaire,
was cruising on his yacht. Helen Cadmus, who was his
secretary, disappeared. The assumption was she had
jumped overboard. This package contains . . . well, now
let’s see what it’s marked.”

Mason turned it over and read, “ ‘Private personal be-
longings, matter of Estate of Helen Cadmus. Public Ad-
ministrator’s Office.””

Della Street sighed. “Having been your confidential
secretary for lo these many years, I sometimes think I
know you pretty well, and then something like this hap-
pens and I realize that I don’t know you at all. Where on
earth dld you get that, and why did you pay ﬁve dollars
for it?

“Every so often the public administrator sells at public
auction bits of personal property that have accumulated in
his office. ,

“As it happened, I was down in the vicinity of the
courthouse this morning when the auction was taking
place. There was quite a bit of lively bidding over pack-
ages which were supposed to contain jewelry, rare linens,
silverware, and things of that sort. Then they put this
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package up, and no one bid on it. Well, you know the
public administrator. He’s a friend of ours so I tipped him
the wink and started the bidding with five dollars, and the
next thing I knew I was stuck with a package and was
out five dollars.”

“Well, what’s in it?” Della Street asked.

“Let’s find out,” Mason said.

He opened his pocketknife, cut the string, undid the
wrappings, and said, “Well, well, well! We seem to have
an English grammar, a dictionary, a couple of books on
a shorthand system, some diaries, and a photograph al-
bum-”

“Five dollars!” Della Street said.

“Well, let’s look at the photograph album,” Mason said.
“Oh-oh, here’s a pin-up picture that’s worth five bucks
of anyone’s money.”

She came to look over his shoulder.

“If that’s a bathing suit,” she said, “I...”

“Apparently,” Mason said, “the suit consists of three
squares of cloth skillfully knotted about the curves of a
very nice figure—I wonder if that is Helen.”

“She wasn’t concealing much from the public,” Della
Street said.

“You can’t tell whether it was the public or just some
girl friend manipulating a camera and they did it for a
stunt.—Oh, here’s a whole mess of monkey pictures.”

“Now I get it,” Della Street said. “Remember, Addicks
was her boss. He has a collection of monkeys and apes.
He’s doing some psychological experiments.”

Mason nodded and continued to go through the photo-
graph album. He said, “Some pretty good pictures here.
Whoever did the photography knew what he was about.
They’re sharp as a tack.”

“What are they?” Della Street asked, opening the four
volumes of diary.

“Mostly bathing and yachting pictures,” Mason said.
“Helen seems to have taken quite a few pictures of mon-
keys and apes.”

“How do you tell the difference between a monkey and
an ape?” Della asked.

“One’s bigger than the other, I guess,” Mason said.
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“How should I know? Anyway, you can get a good ed-
ucation going through these photographs.”

Della Street said, “Listen to this in the diary, Chief.”

Mason said, “Go ahead, I'm listening,” but he turned
the photograph album to the light so that he could study
another pin-up picture of Helen Cadmus in a pose guar~
anteed to attract masculine attention.

Della Street jerked the book of photographs from his
hand and said, “You can look at that later. Listen to
thiS.”

She read from the diary:

« « . don’t know whether I can stand this much
longer. Poor Pete seems to realize that something is
being done to him and he keeps clinging to me for
protection. I don’t mind about the others so much,.
but I do worry about Pete. If they start trying to
break down Pete’s mind and undermine his nervous
system, I'm going to do something about it. That’s
definite. I've been saving up a little money and I am
going to try and buy Pete if Mr. Addicks will sell
him. I know that he won’t sell him if he has any idea
I'm trying to spare Pete from what the others have
gone through. I don’t know whether the S.P.C.A. will
do anything about this or not, but if I can’t buy Pete
I’'m certainly going to do something about it.

“Well,” Mason said, “that was evidently quite a
household. I wonder what’s going on out there now.”

“Let’s find out,” Della Street said.

Mason frowned thoughtfully. “When you come right
down to it,” he said, “no one knows whether that girl
committed suicide or not. As I remember it, her body was
never found. She was out on the yacht and they were in a
storm somewhere off Catalina Island. Addicks gave her
some dictation, which she promised to have typed and on
his desk by eight o’clock the next morning. The storm
kept getting worse and Addicks thought she might have
been indisposed. He went to her stateroom to see if she
was all right, and found that the bed hadn’t been slept in.
So they searched the yacht and she was missing. The as-
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sumption was that she’d either been swept overboard by
a wave or had committed suicide.

“Addicks put the hush-hush on the case. They called it
suicide.”

The phone rang.

Della Street picked up the receiver, said, “Hello,” then,
«Just a minute, Gertie. I’ll talk with them.”

Once more she said, “Hello. This is Della Street, Mr.
Mason’s confidential secretary. Can you tell me just what
it is you want? ... Who? ... Oh, I see....”

She listened for nearly a minute, then said, “Just a min-
ute. I'll try to get in touch with Mr. Mason. He’s in an im-
portant conference at the moment, but if youwll hang on
I'll try and get through to him.”

“What is it?” Mason asked.

Della Street cupped her hand over the mouthpiece. “The
Inquirer,” she said. “They want to send a photographer
and a reporter up and get some human interest pictures.”

“About what?”

“About you buying the Cadmus diaries. It seems that
the public administrator, or someone, tipped off one of
the courthouse reporters and they think they have an ex-
clusive on it. They want to run it as a human interest
story.”

“Tell them to come on up,” Mason said. “Sure, I'll
pose for them. That’ll give you a chance to explain it to
the income tax people, Della. You can tell them that it
was five dollars invested in publicity.”

She said, “They seem to think that you may have bought
the diaries for a purpose. There’s something about a law-
suit by a Mrs. Kempton against Addicks. Do you know
anything about it?”

“Never heard of it,” Mason said, “but don’t let them
know that. Be mysterious and enigmatic. That will
heighten public interest and give them a good story.”

Della Street said into the telephone, “Mr. Mason is in
conference at the moment and then has another appoint-
ment, but he can give you a few minutes in exactly thirty-
five minutes if you can arrange to be here then.”

She hung up the telephone. “I was hoping you’d get
some of this mail out of the way this morning.”
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Mason grinned. “Who knows? We might at that. Have
Jackson go up to the courthouse, Della, look through the
file of actions and find out what the devil the case of
Kempton versus Addicks is all about. He can telephone in
a report, After all, I don’t want to lead with my chin in
this interview, but I’d like the newspaper boys to have a
good story. They’re entitled to it, and one never knows
when he may need a friendly newspaper contact.”

Della nodded, walked over to the statue of Blackstone
and said, “Good morning, Mr. Blackstone. If you don’t
mind, I'll take off the hat which you’re wearing at such
a rakish angle. We’re expecting newspaper photographers
and we want the office to look dignified.”

2

ON TUESDAY MORNING MASON UNLOCKED THE DOOR OF
his private office, took off his hat and held it poised for a
moment as he stared speculatively at the bust of Black-~
stone.

“Have you seen the newspapers?” Della Street asked.

“Just took a look at the headlines. Why?” Mason
slowly lowered the hand holding his hat.

“You should see your photographs in the picture sec-
tion of the Inquirer; and you should see the three dollar
bill who’s sitting in the office, looking at his watch every
fifteen seconds, waiting for you to come in so he can talk
to you about the ‘package in the Helen Cadmus estate.””

“So?” Mason asked, crossing over to the coat closet, and
making a more conventional disposal of his hat. “What
about the three dollar bill?”

Della Street said, “I mean he’s as phony as a three dol-
lar bill.”

“In what way?”

“His name is Nathan Fallon. He is, and I quote, ‘as-
sociated’ with Mr. Benjamin Addicks, and he claims to
be a distant relative of Helen Cadmus. He was deeply
shocked that her memoirs had been sold at auction. He is
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unctuous, mealymouthed, refined, smirking, and he’s not
accustomed to that sort of an act. He’s more accustomed
to sticking out his chin at somebody and saying, ‘All
right, do this or else.” ”

“Well, well, well,” Mason said. “And Jackson’s report
on the case of Kempton versus Addicks?”

“Well, you had the general report he made over the
telephone yesterday that it was a suit for defamation of
character. We now have a copy of the complaint.”

She handed Mason a copy of a complaint which had
been filed in the clerk’s office, and Mason skimmed through
it, nodding his head and smiling as he read. “The plot
thickens,” he observed. “Apparently Mrs. Josephine
Kempton was discharged under circumstances which she
found highly unsatisfactory. She was unable to secure any
explanation from her employer, and, later on, when she
tried to get other jobs, she found out that in every instance
where the new employer had written Mr. Addicks for
reference, letters had been received from Addicks ac-
cusing her of theft.”

“What’s the law on that?” Della Street asked. “Is it a
privileged communication?”

“You mean Addicks’ letters?”

“Yes.”

Mason grinned. “My dear Della. You are presuming
upon the prerogatives of attorneys for the defendant in
the case of Kempton versus Addicks. As far as the law of
the case is concerned, let them fight it out; but as far as
the facts of the case are concerned, I find myself very
much interested. I am also interested in knowing why Mr.
Fallon should be so concerned about the diaries of Helen
Cadmus.” -

“Well, of course,” Della Street said, “he doesn’t admit
that he’s interested primarily in the diaries. He simply
wants any of the personal effects that were left by the,
and again I quote, ‘poor unfortunate girl.” ”

“Tut-tut-tut!” Mason said.

“Are you going to see Mr. Fallon,” she asked, “before
he wears out all of the carpet in the reception room pac-
ing the floor?”

“We’re going to see him,” Mason said, “but Mr. Fallon,
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who apparently is a stuffed shirt as well as a poor actor,
should see us as we really are, Della. He probably has
been accustomed to the dignified corporation attorneys
who handle Mr. Addicks’ affairs and advise him how he
can turn income into capital for a smaller tax.

“I think it is time Mr. Fallon realizes he is dealing with
an entirely different breed of cat.”

With which Mason crossed over to the coat closet, took
out his hat, carried it over to the bust of Blackstone, and
deliberately adjusted it at a rakish angle.

“And now, Della,” he said, “you may show in Mr.
Nathan Fallon.”

Della Street smiled at Mason’s whimsical gesture and
promptly went to the outer office to return with the man
she had described as a three dollar bill.

Nathan Fallon had a high, bulging forehead, a short
pug nose, thick-lensed rimless spectacles, a big smiling
mouth, and an over-all attitude of ingratiating good fel-
lowship.

There was a bald spot at the back of his head, and the
hair had grown thin above the high forehead, but he had
let the hair of the intermediate fringe grow as long as pos-
sible. By winding this hair around and around and
plastering it in position with hairdressing, he had managed
to take away much of the shine from the bald spot.

“Mr. Mason!” he said. “Mr. Perry Mason! I can’t begin
to tell you, sir, the pleasure that I have in meeting you
face to face. I have been an admirer of yours for a long
time. I have followed the accounts of your courtroom
triumphs in the press. I made up my mind early in the
game that if I should ever find myself in trouble I would
come to your office at once.”

“That’s fine,” Mason said, shaking hands and flashing
Della Street a quick wink. “I take it you're in trouble,
then?”

“No, no, no, not at all! No, no, my dear Mr. Mason!
Oh, please do not misunderstand me. No trouble.”

“Oh,” Mason said. “I did misunderstand you then. Sit
down.”

Mason seated himself behind the big desk. Della Street
moved up to her secretarial desk with notebook poised.
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“Oh, my dear Mr. Mason, I wouldn’t have conveyed
that impression for anything—and your so charming sec-
retary, Miss Street! It is indeed a pleasure to see her in
the flesh.”

“Your making her sound naked,” Mason said.

“Oh, no, no! My dear Mr. Mason, please! Please, I
beg of you.”

Della Street glanced mischievously up from her note-
book.

Fallon hurried on with his explanation. “I meant only
that I had read about her, that she had been an intangible.
Now she has become very, very definite, very tangible.”

“And,” Mason reminded Fallon, “is waiting to take
notes as to the nature of your business so she can make
out a proper file and keep the office records straight.”

“Yes, yes! You’'ll pardon me, Mr. Mason. I realize, of
course, the value of your time. I’'m a man who believes
in coming right to the point, Mr. Mason.”

“Go ahead.”

“I am an associate of Benjamin Addicks, and, strangely
enough, I am also related to Helen Cadmus.” ]

“Just what’s the nature of the relationship?” Mason
asked.

“Oh, rather a distant relative. She always called me
Uncle. I was instrumental in getting her her posmon with
Benny.”

“Benny?” Mason asked.

“I beg your pardon, Benjamin Addicks. We call him
Benny.”

“I see.”

“Poor dear Helen. I can’t imagine what possessed her
to do the terrible thing she did, and, above all, in the
manner in which she did it. If she had been determined
to end it all, an overdose of sleeping pills would have been
so much more simple, so—well, if I may express myself
frankly, Mr. Mason, so much more considerate.”

“I presume,” Mason said, “that when a girl finds the
problems of life too much for her and decides to take her
life, she is primarily concerned with her own adventure in-
to eternity.”

“Yes, yes, of course. I understand that. The poor thing,
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I can understand it personally, and yet, Mr. Mason, it
couldn’t have been planned so that it was more—well,
shall I say more inopportune.”

“In what way?”

“All of the newspaper notoriety, all of the inconve-
nience that it caused Benny—Benjamin Addicks, that is.
Mr. Addicks was very much attached to her. Just as an
employee, you understand, Mr. Mason, just as an em-
ployee. He would have done anything possible to alleviate
her suffering if he had only known. I think I am in a
position to assure you definitely, Mr. Mason, that if the
poor girl’s troubles were in any way financial, Mr. Ad-
dicks would have done almost anything, made almost any
concession . . .”

“What were her troubles?”” Mason asked.

Fallon threw out pudgy palms in a gesture. “Now there,
Mr. Mason, I'm up a tree. I can’t tell you. I simply don’t
know.”

“She didn’t confide in anyone?”

“Yes, Mr. Mason. Unfortunately she confided in me,
and I didn’t believe her. I felt it was only the sort of talk
that women sometimes indulge in during periods of des-
spondency. She told me that she felt many times that she
couldn’t continue to bear the great measure of responsi-
bilities that she found life was heaping on her and that
she was . . .”

“What sort of responsibilities?”

“She didn’t say, Mr. Mason. I'm sorry to admit that T
didn’t encourage the girl. I—but then that’s neither here
nor there. The matter is all over and disposed of, and I
know how busy you are, Mr. Mason. I was surprised to
read in the press this morning that you had purchased
Helen’s intimate personal belongings. I had no idea that
she had left behind any personal possessions of that nature.
As her nearest relative . . .”

“I thought you said you were a distant relative?”

“Relatively distant, Mr. Mason. Ha-ha-ha! I don’t
mean a pun. I mean that I am a distant relative, but be-
-cause there are no nearer relatives I sometimes refer to
myself as a near relative. That sounds a big ambiguous,
but I’m quite certain you’ll understand.”
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“I don’t share your optimism,” Mason said. “Now just
what do you want?”

“Why, naturally, Mr. Mason, I want the personal be-
longings, the mementos of poor dear Helen. I understand
that you made a bid largely for the purpose of accom-
modating your friend, the public administrator, and pur-
chased articles that have no real intrinsic value. The bid,
I believe, was five dollars.”

Mr. Fallon jumped to his feet, extracted a crisp five dol-
lar note from his pocket, and held it tentatively toward
Mason. When the lawyer made no move to accept it, he
turned somewhat dubiously to Della Street and said, “I
suppose you're the one who has charge of financial transac-
tions, Miss Street.”

Della Street looked up at Mason questioningly.

The lawyer imperceptibly shook his head.

Fallon stood holding the five dollar bill, looking from
one to the other, his face showing his perplexity at being
rebuffed.

“But I don’t understand,” he said. “Am I perhaps fail-
ing to make myself clear?”

Mason said, “I bought the package. It contains some
diaries, a photograph album and some other personal be-
longings. I think I have my five dollars’ worth.”

“Diaries, Mr. Mason?”

“Exactly,” Mason said, his eyes holding those of his
visitor. “They are rather complete diaries.”

“But my dear Mr. Mason, they certainly can’t be of
any interest to you, and, if you’ll, pardon the expression,
I know you don’t want to pry into the secrets of a dead
girl.”

“Why not?” Mason asked.

“Why not?” Fallon exclaimed, shocked. “Why, good
heavens, Mr. Mason, why . . . surely you must be joking!”

“Certainly I'm not joking,” Mason said. “I make my
living by knowing something about law and something
about human nature. I stand up in front of juries. I cross-
examine witnesses. I have to know a lot more about hu-
man nature than the average man.”

“Yes, yes, yes. I understand, Mr. Mason. That part, of
course, is quite clear.”
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“You don’t get to understand human nature,” Mason
said, “by listening to what people tell you when they’re
talking to you.”

“You don’t?” Fallon asked, surprised.

Mason shook ‘his head. “That’s when you see them with
their make-up on, with their best foot forward. You learn
about human nature by watching people when they don’t
know they’re being watched, by listening to conversations
that they don’t know are being overheard, by prying into
their thoughts whenever you can find what their true
thoughts are. You learn about people when you see their
souls stripped naked by suffering.”

“Really, Mr. Mason, you amaze me.”

“For instance, in your case,” Mason said, “one doesn’t
find out all about you, about your motivations, about your
ideas and about what you really want by listening to what
you say.”

“I—Mr. Mason, are you accusing me of hypocrisy?”

“T'll ask you,” Mason said. “Are you telling me the
entire truth?”

“Why, certainly! Yes, of course, of course!”

“And you want these diaries only for sentimental rea-
sons?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Then,” Mason said, “T’ll tell you I want them for a
business reason. They help me to understand human na-
ture. So that will terminate the interview, Mr. Fallon, and
there’re no hard feelings on either side.”

“But I don’t understand, Mr. Mason.”

“T’ve tried to tell you.”

“Do you perchance mean that these things have a sub-
stantial monetary value to you?”

“That’s right.”

“Oh,” Fallon said, beaming, “in that case, Mr. Mason,
I am fully prepared to meet you on your own ground. I
had assumed, as one gentleman to another, the five dollar
reimbursement would be all that was required, but it it’s a
matter of financial bargaining . . .”

“It isn’t,” Mason said. “I simply happen to desire to
retain the property which I purchased.”

“Qh, but on a purely financial basis, on a concrete ba-
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sis, Mr. Mason, I am prepared to approach the subject
from an entirely different viewpoint.”

“Go ahead and approach it then.”

“Well, Mr. Mason, on a basis of money, on a basis of
a transaction which means something to you from a mon-
etary standpoint—Iet me put it this way, you paid five dol-
lars for this property and you expect to receive at least five
dollars’ worth of benefit from it. Is that right?”

“That’s right.”

“I may say more than five dollars.”

“That’s right, a great deal more.”

The ingratiating smile abruptly left Fallon’s face. He
plunged his stubby hand into his inside coat pocket, pulled
out a pigskin wallet, opened it, counted out five one-hun-
dred dollar bills and tossed them on Mason’s desk.

“All right, Mason,” he said, “let’s understand each
other. There’s a profit.”

Mason shook his head.

Fallon raised his eyebrows in surprise.

“I’m sorry,” Mason said. “That isn’t the sort of compen-
sation I’'m looking for.”

Fallon’s stubby fingers moved once more into the pig-
skin billfold. He tossed out five more one-hundred dollar
bills.

“All right, Mason,” he said coldly, “there’s a thousand.
Now let’s end this damned farce.”

There was no hint of geniality in the man’s face now.
He was like a poker player pushing chips into the center
of the table, watching his antagonist across the table, try-
ing to determine what he was going to do, what cards he
held in his hand.

“The diaries are not for sale,” Mason said.

“But, Mr. Mason, this is an absurd situation.”

“It doesn’t seem absurd to me,” Mason said. “I bought
something because I wanted it. I continue to want it.”

“Mr. Mason,” Fallon said, “let’s understand each other.
Let’s be definite. I am not prepared to go higher than one
thousand dollars. That is, my instructions were to stop
there. I feel, however, that—Mr. Mason, would you care
to talk with Benjamin Addicks?”

“What about?”
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“About the documents that you have.”

Mason shook his head. “There’s nothing to talk about.”

“I think there is, Mr. Mason. I think that if you would
see Mr. Addicks personally you’d realize—well, after all,
Mr. Mason, let’s quit sparring around and get down to
cold, hard business.”

“It’s your party,” Mason told him. “Go ahead and serve
the refreshments. I thought you wanted to get the pack-
age merely for sentimental reasons and because you were
a relative of Helen Cadmus.”

“Did you really think that?”

“That’s what you told me.”

“Good heavens, Mr. Mason, I had to tell you some-
thing! You’re a lawyer. Surely you recognize an approach
that would enable us both to save face?”

“I’m not certain my face is worth saving,” Mason said.

“No, no, please don’t joke, Mr. Mason! Let’s be frank
with each other.” '

“I’ve been frank with you.”

“All right, I'll be frank with you. The disappearance of
Helen Cadmus caused a lot of conjecture. Newspaper
writers, who make their living from catering to the de-
mands of an audience which is hungry for sensational
slop, fairly eat that stuff up. It was necessary for Mr.
Addicks to go into seclusion, to take elaborate precautions
from being hounded to death by these sensation-mongers.

“Now then, it appears that Helen kept a diary. I don’t
know how it happened that the investigative officers didn’t
find out about that.”

“The report is,” Mason said, “that Addicks used
every bit of political influence at his command to see that
the investigation consisted of nothing more than a big coat
of whitewash hastily applied with a big brush. There was
no investigation worthy of the name.”

“Oh, I’'m sure you can’t say that, Mr. Mason. You can’t
really believe that. Mr. Addicks tried to save himself
personal inconvenience but that’s all.”

Mason grinned.

“All right,” Fallon said, “let’s be frank. Those diaries
turn un. Good Lord, we had no idea they existed at all.
Evidently they were found in some box or something that
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no one knew anythmg about. The current diary, of
course, was .

“Yes?” Mason asked.

Fallon coughed. “I shouldn’t have used that expression.
It was unfortunate.”

“What happened to the current diary?” Mason asked.

Fallon met Mason’s eyes. His own eyes were cold, hard,
and hostile. “There was none,” he said. “She evidently
stopped keeping a diary with the last volume that you now
have in your possession.”

“How much is Addicks willing to pay?” Mason asked.

“I don’t know,” Fallon said. “He told me to go up to a
thousand dollars. We had no idea on earth but what we
could probably get them as a matter of courtesy by merely
reimbursing you for the cost you had incurred, or, if you
had an idea of making a profit, that two or three hundred
dollars would represent all that we needed to pay. It is a
measure of the impression that you have made on me
that when I saw you weren’t being fooled by my sentiment
act, I went right away to the extreme limit that I was
authorized to offer.”

“All right,” Mason said, “so what do you do now?”

Fallon pushed the hundred dollar bills back into his
pigskin billfold, carefully folded the five dollar bill, put
that in his pocket, smiled at Mason and said, “I go back
for further instructions. Thank you. Good morning!”

He turned abruptly on his heel and marched out of the
office.

Mason glanced at Della Street in an unspoken ques-
tion.

“Well,” Della Street said, “I presume that means the
end of all office work for today.”

“It means the end of all office work for the day. I'll
take one of the volumes, you take one, give one to Jack-
son, give one to Gertie. We read through those diaries.
We read every single word. Make notes of anything that’s
significant and tie the notes in with the page references.
Let’s find out what’s bothering Mr. Benjamin Addicks,
preferably before we hear from Mr. Addicks again. What’s
the last entry in the last volume, Della?”

“P’ve already checked on that, Chief,” she sa1d “It’s
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about two weeks before the date of her disappearance.”

“Gosh, how I wish we had volume number five,” Ma-
son said, “but from the inadvertent slip made by Three-
Dollar-Bill Fallon, I am certain that Addicks, Fallon, and
Company found that diary, put it in a sack, tied a weight
on it and dropped it overboard in the deepest part of the
channel. All right, Della, let’s find out what we have. Can-
cel all appointments for today, throw that mail off the
desk, and let’s go to work.”

3

LATE TUESDAY AFTERNOON, AFTER ALL OF THE REST OF
the office force had gone home, Perry Mason and Della
Street sat in Mason’s private office correlating information
that had been received from Helen Cadmus’ diary.

“Hang it,” Mason said, “I’m not excluding the possibil-
ity of murder.”

Della Street said, “Well, 'm almost at the point of ex~
cluding the possibility of accident and suicide.”

“We haven’t any evidence,” Mason told her, “that is,
nothing tangible.”

“It’s tangible enough to suit me,” Della Street said with
feeling. “You read through that diary, Chief, and you get
the picture of a darned nice, normal, young girl with a
beautiful body, who has ambitions to get into the movies
—which I suppose nearly all girls with beautiful bodies
have—and a keenly sympathetic, understanding mentality.

“She was fascinated by the force of Benjamin Addicks’
character. She resented his treatment of the gorillas and
monkeys. She felt that there was some great mystery in
connection with his life. The first volume shows a fierce
curiosity to find out what that secret is, and then all of a
sudden there’s no further reference to it.

“Now here’s something else, the girl was in love.”

“How do you know, Della?”

“Her attitude, the way she wrote in her diary. She had
leisure time and she spent it thinking romantic thoughts.”
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“But she didn’t confide those romantic thoughts to her
diary,” Mason pointed out.

“Not in so many words,” Della Street agreed, “but it’s
all there in between the lines. For some reason she
avoided really confiding to her diary, but she unmistak-
ably disclosed her moods. People who are in love talk
about the beautiful things of nature, beauty in the spring
of the year and in the spring of the heart.”

“Della, you’re getting poeticl”

“I'm being logical.”

“Do you keep a diary yourself?”

Her face flushed furiously. “And, another thing,” shé
went on quickly, “she hated Nathan Fallon.”

“Who doesn’t?” Mason asked.

“Nathan Fallon.”

Mason threw back his head and laughed.

Della smiled and said, “She loved animals and she was
strongly attached to this one monkey named Pete. She
resented the experiments Benjamin Addicks was conduct-
ing with animals.”

Mason’s eyes narrowed. “Addicks was experimenting
along modern lines, trying to make animals neurotic. And
he had some peculiar ideas about hypnotism. Apparently
he felt that a man could not be put into such a deep hyp-
notic trance that he would do something that would out-
rage his higher moral sense, but he felt that gorillas were
so closely related to man that they could be hypnotized,
and taught to commit a homicide.

“I'm damned if I know what point Addicks was trying
to prove. I have a feeling there’s something in his past.
He may have been in serious trouble, may have committed
a crime and felt that he did it under the hypnotic influ-
ence of some person.”

“It’s a nightmarish background for a secretarial job,”
Della Street said. “Addicks is wealthy, but that doesn’t
give him any excuse to torture animals.”

Mason nodded. “Apparently Helen Cadmus felt the
same way at first. Then she seems to have changed. She
certainly referred to Addicks with great respect and
seemed to feel there was something important back of his
experiments.”
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“And then she was murdered,” Della Street said.

“Don’t say that, Della. There’s no proof.”

“Well, I have an intuitive feeling, a very definite feeling
she didn’t commit suicide.”

Mason said, “There’s another interesting angle in the
volume of the diary that I read. It interests me very much,
Della.”

“What?”

“This monkey, Pete, that she was so fond of, developed
a habit of making off with her little knickknacks, any-
thing that he saw her admiring. Her compact, her lipstick,
her earrings—he’d take them and hide them. Apparently
his favorite hiding place was a Grecian urn in the recep-
tion hall—Della, I have a hunch. Who’s the attorney
representing Mrs. Josephine Kempton in that suit against
Addicks?”

“I’ll look it up,” Della Street said. “It’s in the outer of-
fice.” ;

She was gone for about three minutes. When she came
back she handed a typed slip of paper to Mason on which
had been written, “James Etna, of the firm of Etna, Etna
and Douglas.”

As Mason consulted the memo, she said, “I’'m afraid
I led with my chin, Chief.”

“What do you mean?”

“When I went out in the outer office the board was clat-
tering away at a great rate, so I plugged in to explain that
it was after office hours, that there was no one here to an-
swer the phone, and . . . well, I found myself talking with
Mortimer Hershey, the business manager of Benjamin Ad-
dicks. He wanted very much to arrange a conference be-
tween you and Mr. Addicks.”

“What did you tell him?” Mason asked.

“I told him that I would have to get in touch with you
and consult your appointment book. Then he explained
to me that Mr. Addick’s couldn’t come to your office be-
cause he’d been injured.”

“Injured?”’

“That’s what he said.”

“Any more details?”

“That was all. He said that Mr. Addicks was injured
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and couldn’t come to your office, but that he felt it would
be very much to your advantage to see Mr. Addicks. I
told him that I’d have to try to get in touch with you and
call him back.”

Mason said, “Just a chance, Della, put through a call
to Etna, Etna and Douglas.”

“There won’t be anyone there at this hour.”

“One of the partners might be working late. After all,
Della, you know we work late.”

“Darned if we don’t,” she said. She picked up the tele-
phone, dialed a number, then after a moment said, “May
I ask who this is talking? . . . This is Mr. Mason’s office,
Mr. Perry Mason. . . . That’s right, the attorney. . .. Oh,
it is? . . . Well, 'm sorry to be bothering you at this
hour but Mr. Mason was anxious to get in touch with Mr.
James Etna. Just hang on please.”

Della Street motioned toward Mason and switched over
the connection on her desk telephone. “Another night
owl,” she said. “He’s working late on a case.”

Mason picked up the telephone, said, “Hello. This is
Perry Mason speaking. Is this James Etna?”

“That’s right.”

“You're attorney for Mrs. Josephine Kempton in a suit
against Benjamin Addicks?”

“Yes, sir. That’s right.”

“I find myself taking an interest in that case,” Mason
said.

“Whom are you representing?”” Etna asked in a coldly
cautious tone of voice.

“No one. I'm simply interested in it.”

“Well, ’m interested in it myself. Personally I think it’s
a damned outrage. In fact, it’s keeping me from a dinner
engagement tonight. The case is scheduled to go to trial
day after tomorrow, and I'm trying to dig up a little law
on it.”
© “Would you mind telling me the background of the
case?”

“I think it’s disclosed by the pleadings,” Etna said cau-
tiously.

“I’d like a little more than that.”

“Why?”
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“Just curiosity, we might say.”

“I’'m afraid, Mr. Mason, that I can only refer you to
the pleadings. Of course, when the case comes to
court.. «.”

“There’s just a chance,” Mason said, “that I might be
able to give you a little help.”

“In what way?”

“I can’t tell at the moment, but if you want to tell me
anything . . . I wouldn’t want you to disclose any confi-
dential communications, but . . .”

“Oh, all right,” Etna said. “I can tell you generally
what the case is all about. Mrs. Kempton was perempto-
rily dismissed. She had been in Mr. Addicks’ employ for
about two and a half years. Addicks gave no reason for
dismissing her. Mrs. Kempton was angry when she left.
She didn’t ask for any letter of recommendation. She was
discharged without notice.”

“Doesn’t she know what the trouble was about?” Ma-
son asked.

“As far as she’s concerned there wasn’t any trouble.”

“Go ahead. What happened after that?”

“Well, she secured employment. Naturally the people
wanted to know for whom she’d been working, and Mrs.
Kempton told them. She worked for about two weeks.
Apparently her services were entirely satisfactory, and
then out of a clear sky she was discharged without notice.
She couldn’t understand it. However, she’s a good cook
and housekeeper and she got another position right away.
Naturally there, too, people wanted to know where she
had been working, so she told them and settled down on
the job and everything was fine. The people expressed
themselves as being very well pleased and then abruptly
let her go without a word.”

“Go ahead,” Mason said.

Etna hesitated.

“Well?” Mason prompted.

“This thing,” he said, “is not generally known. I—oh,
I guess it’s all right to tell you.”

“Don’t tell me if it isn’t all right,” Mason said. “I'm
not asking for anything confidential.”

“Qh, it’s going to come out in court,” Etna said. “Mrs.
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Kempton had had some other dealings with our office
over an insurance matter. She became suspicious. She
came to me and told me what had happened, so I had one
of my friends write to Benjamin Addicks stating that a
Mrs. Josephine Kempton was in his employ, that he under-
stood one of her last positions had been with Mr. Addicks
for something over two years, and asked Mr, Addicks if
he could give any information about Mrs. Kempton’s
character.”

“And what happened?” Mason asked.

“Within a week a letter was received from Benjamin
Addicks stating curtly that Mrs. Kempton had been dis-
charged on account of dishonesty, that a very valuable
diamond ring, to which Mr. Addicks was very much at-
tached, and which was worth in the neighborhood of five
thousand dollars, had disappeared; that a platinum watch,
which was worth seventeen hundred and fifty dollars, had
also disappeared; that the theft had not been brought
home to Mrs. Kempton with sufficient evidence so that she
could be prosecuted, but that there had been sufficient evi-
dence so that Addicks had summarily discharged her.”

“That’s a devil of a letter to write,” Mason said.

“Isn’t it?”

“And what did you do?”

“Well, just to make assurance doubly sure, I had Mrs.
Kempton get a job with friends of mine, people whom I
could trust, and where the letter would possibly have more
legal significance. The fact that the other letter had been
written by someone who hadn’t actually employed Mrs.
Kempton, you understand, might make a difference in
the legal situation.”

“I understand.”

“So Mrs. Kempton secured a position at two hundred
and fifty dollars a month with board and room, a very
nice position. The people wrote to Mr. Addicks and re-
ceived the same type of letter as the other, which, of
course, they have retained in their possession, and which
they’re ready to identify in court.”

“And the case comes up day after tomorrow?”

“That’s right. I’'ve been trying my damnedest to rush
the thing through to trial because it makes a considerable
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difference to my client. Addicks can clip coupons. My
client has to work.”

“You’ve asked Addicks to retract?”

“I did everything I could to bring pressure to bear on
Addicks. I don’t know whether you know him.”

“I don’t.”

“Well, he’s a very obstinate individual. He told me he
had evidence that would convince anyone that Mrs.
Kempton had made away with the diamond ring and the
watch; that he hadn’t been sufficiently nasty about it to re-
sort to criminal proceedings, but that if I dragged him into
court he’d blast Mrs. Kempton’s name forever. He said
that if she wanted to get a job without giving him as a ref-
erence, it would be all right with him. All she had to do
was to lie about where she’d been working, but that
when anyone wrote to him and asked him for his opinion
about Mrs. Kempton, he was going to give it.”

“I suppose,” Mason said, “you’ve looked up the law
in regard to privileged communications?”

“That’s what I'm digging around in now,” Etna said.
“There’s a question of privileged communications. Also
the question of malice, the question of reasonable grounds
for writing such a letter, and all of that stuff. The law isn’t
too clear.”

“Now I want to ask you one question,” Mason said.
“Do you remember reading in the paper about the disap-
pearance of Addicks’ secretary, a girl by the name of
Helen Cadmus?”

“I don’t remember too much about the newspaper ac-
counts, no,” Etna said.

“But you do know something of her disappearance?”

“I know a few things that Mrs. Kempton has told me,”
Etna said cautiously.

“Now,” Mason said, “you’re getting close to what I
want. What did Mrs. Kempton tell you?”

“Why do you want to know?”’

“I’'m not at liberty at the moment to disclose that infor-
mation.”

“Then I'm not at liberty at the moment to give you
any.”

“All right, can you tell me about when Mrs. Kempton
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was discharged with reference to the disappearance of
Helen Cadmus?” :

Etna said, “Helen Cadmus is supposed to have com-
mitted suicide about two days before Mrs. Kempton was
discharged. It is our considered opinion that if—now un-
derstand, Mr. Mason, I’'m not making any charges—that if
anything had been feloniously taken from the Addicks
residence, there is much more reason to believe that Hel-
en Cadmus was responsible than Mrs. Kempton. Now I'll
elaborate that to this extent. The ring and the watch were
left in Mr. Addicks’ bedroom. That bedroom was kept
locked. Two people had a key to it. One was Mrs. Kemp-
ton, and the other was Helen Cadmus. Mrs. Kempton had
to go in in connection with her duties as housekeeper,
and Helen Cadmus had to go into the room in connection
with her secretarial duties. It was actually a suite of
rooms. A bedroom, office, bath, and den. Now that much
I can tell you, Mr. Mason, and that’s all I can tell you at
the moment.”

“Can you give me a number where I can reach you
later on tonight?”’

“I’ll be here for an hour or two. My home number is
West 9-7211.”

Mason said, “Thanks a lot. You may hear from me
later on.”

Mason hung up. Della Street raised inquiring eye-
brows.

“I presume,” he said, “your unspoken question is a
desire to know what Mr. James Etna told me.”

“My unspoken questions,” she said, “is a desire to know
when we eat.”

Mason laughed. “We eat right now, Della, and after
we have eaten we’re going to drive out and call on Mr.
Benjamin Addicks, and see what he has to say, and if
perchance—understand now, Della, this is just a shot in
the dark, a one chance in a thousand—but if we should
find a five thousand dollar ring and a seventeen hundred
and fifty dollar platinum watch in the Grecian urn in the
reception room, we’re going to make a very arrogant and
perhaps a sadistic millionaire crawl in a hole and pull the
hole in after him.”
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“That’s fine,” Della Street said, “but I take it that is
not to be done on an empty stomach.”

“Definitely not. Where would you like to eat?”

“Where I can get a thick steak with butter and chopped
parsley, and if we’re going to call on a millionaire I think
we should enjoy the luxury of eating some French bread,
toasted to a delicious brown, and dusted with shredded
garlic.”

“By all means,” Mason said gravely. “One owes it to
one’s profesion to enjoy the opportunities of the moment.
Now if we were making a will for Mr. Addicks, or, if we
had been called to consult with him on a business matter,
we would naturally have to forego the garlic, Della.”

“Oh, naturally,” she agreed, her eyes twinkling, “but
under the circumstances, and since I have now labored
far into the night, you might also buy me a bottle of red
Tipo Chianti to go with the steak and garlic bread.”

“Well, before you go,” Mason said, “you might call up
Mr. Mortimer Hershey, and tell him that we will call on
Mr. Addicks this evening at nine-thirty.”

“Shall I tell him that if he hasn’t dined yet, he’d better
try a little garlic bread, because under those circum-
stances he might enjoy our company more?”

“No,” Mason told her, “we don’t know him that well

et

“But we will?” she asked.

“Oh, definitely,” Mason promised, smiling. “We will,
but he wouldn’t enjoy our company anyway.”

4

PERRY MASON SWUNG HIS CAR TO A POINT WHERE
two square pillars furnished supports for wrought iron
gates which barred a wide graveled driveway.

A watchman, a big deputy sheriff’s star pinned on his
chest, a five-cell flashlight in his hand, a revolver holstered
in a well-fitted cartridge belt, stood just behind the gates.
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The beam of the flashlight pilloried the occupants of
the car.

Mason rolled down the window.

“What do you want?” the watchman asked.

“The first thing I want,” Mason said, “is for you to
take the beam of that flashlight out of my eyes.”

The flashlight wavered, then went off.

Mason said, “the next thing I want is to see Benjamin
Addicks.”

“What I want to know,” the watchman said, “is
whether Benjamin Addicks wants to see you.”

“He said he did.”

“What’s the name?”

“Perry Mason.”

“Wait right there,” the watchman said. “Now don’t
get out of the car. Just wait right there until I telephone
the house.”

He crossed over to a boxed-in telephone which was re-
cessed in one of the square columns of masonry which sup-
ported the gates.

“Nice friendly people, aren’t they?” Mason said to
Della Street.

“Well, perhaps he has to be. This is rather an isolated
spot out here, Chief, and, after all, the man’s supposed
to be wealthy. I presume he could be pestered with
prowlers.”

The watchman hung up the telephone, and pressed a
switch which started the ponderous gates swinging slow=
ly back on well-oiled hinges.

.dThe watchman came up to stand by the car on Mason’s
side.

“All right,” he said, “he’s expecting you. Now you fol-
low this gravel driveway all the way. When you come to
the stone porch on the house with the big pillars, you
drive right up to the stone steps and stop the car. There’ll
be somebody there to meet you. Leave the car right
there. Don’t stop before you get there, and don’t get off
the graveled driveway. Understand?”

. “I understand,” Mason said, “but I'm not particularly
Impressed with the cordiality of your welcome. What hap-
pens if we should get off the graveled driveway?”
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“Plenty would happen.”

“Such as what?”

“Well, for one thing you’d find that you’d crossed
beams of invisible light, and when you cross one of those
beams all hell breaks loose. Sirens scream, floodlights turn
on, and the doors of the kennels automatically -open.
That releases the police dogs. Don’t say I didn’t warn
you. If you want to experiment, go ahead and find out.”

‘The watchman turned away.

Mason said to Della Street, “I guess Mr. Addicks has
arranged for ample protection. Anything that he lacks in
hospitality he seems to make up in efficiency.”

He eased the car into gear and slid through the gates,
the tires crunching the gravel on the wide, sweeping drive-
way, which curved through landscaped grounds, which,
to the uninitiated eyes, might seem to furnish plenty of
opportunities for concealment.

After a few moments the big house loomed in front of
them, a solid masonry affair that had its lines softened
here and there by bits of ivy clinging to the stone.

Mason said, “All the soft, pleasing architecture of a
state prison.”

He slid the car to a stop by the steps on the front
porch.

A porch light came on to flood the place with brilliance.
Somewhere in the back dogs were barking with savage
insistence.

Mason switched off the motor and his headlights,
opened the car door, and walked around to assist Della
from the car. She opened the door and without waiting
jumped to the steps leading to the porch and ran lightly up
the stairs.

The big front door swung open and Nathan Fallon
came out to greet them.

“Welcome to Stonehenge,” he said.

“Stonehenge?” Della Street exclaimed.

Fallon said, “That’s the name of the place. Rather a
huge mansion, Miss Street. It has plenty of room for all
of Mr. Addicks’ requirements. Room for entertaining,
room for working, and room for his animal experimenta-
tion.”
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“Can you tell me just what is the purpose of this animal
experimentation that you refer to?” Mason asked.

Nathan Fallon didn’t bother any longer to keep up
the front of smiling affability. He looked at Mason through
his thick-lensed glasses in silent appraisal.

“No,” he said.

For a moment there was silence, then Nathan Fallon
stepped back to indicate the door. “Won’t you come in?”
he invited.

They entered a reception hall, which, with its ponder-
ous, powerful architecture, still seemed to carry out the
motif of a state prison.

Curtains parted from a doorway on the right, and a tall,
slender individual stood there surveying them.

His eyes were slate gray, utterly without expression,
and were so large that when he closed his eyelids the proc-
ess seemed deliberately exaggerated as though one might
have been looking at the eyes of an owl. The slow closing
of the lids disclosed a distinct convexity of the big eyes,
then the lids opened again like the shutters of twin studio
cameras perpetuating a photographic image on film.

“Good evening,” the man said in a voice that somehow
made the simple greeting a matter of slow, deliberate
formality.

“This is Mortimer Hershey,” Nathan Fallon said, “Mr.
Addicks’ business manager.”

“I take it,” Hershey said, “the young lady is Miss
Street, and I have the honor to address Mr. Perry Mason.”

“That’s right.”

“Won’t you step in here, please.”

He ushered them into a room which was a cross be-
tween a library and a huge office.

There was a massive table fully fifteen feet long. Com-
fortable leather directors’ chairs were arranged along one
side of this table.

Huge as was the table, the very size of the room kept
it from dominating the surroundings. Low bookcases ran
around three sides of the room. Over these bookcases
were oil paintings depicting knights engaged in battle.

Some of these pictures showed armored knights- on
horseback, leaning forward, lances set, charging each
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other. Others portrayed individual knights engaged in
hand to hand conflict. Still others showed bodies of ar-
mored knights charging against footmen; bowmen drawn
up in battle array, releasing arrows from their longbows,
arrows which arched heavily in flight, indicating their
weight and momentum as they sped toward a group of ar-
mored knights; horses screaming in agony or dying among
corpses of foot soldiers piled one on the other and ar-
mored knights holding shields and swords that were crim-
son with blood.

Elsewhere around the room were big leather chairs in
which a person could settle down into luxurious comfort.
There were footstools in front of each of these chairs, and
beside each chair was a shaded reading light. The room
itself was illuminated by an indirect lighting system.

“Won’t you be seated?” Hershey invited, and led the
way toward the table, pulling out chairs so that Mason
and Della Street could sit on one side, Nathan Fallon and
Hershey on the other.

“Now then,” Hershey said, smiling with slow delibera-
tion, “I wish to apologize to you, Mr. Mason, on behalf
of Mr. Addicks.”

“Why?” Mason asked.

“Because you were underestimated.”

“You mean Mr. Addicks underestimated me?”

“Fallon did,” Hershey said, and turned to look deliber-
ately at Fallon. He raised his lids, lowered them, and
raised them again.

There was something in the slow, winking appraisal
which seemed deliberately scornful, but Hershey’s lips re-
mained in a fixed smile.

He turned back to Mason.

“All right,” Mason said, “I’ve been underestimated, and
T’ve been apologized to. The apology wasn’t at all neces-
sary.,ﬁ
“Certainly not.”

Mortimer Hershey opened a drawer in the desk. He
took out a sheaf of bank notes and slowly, deliberately
counted them until he had thirty new, crisp, one hundred
dollar bills before him.

“What’s that for?” Mason asked.
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“The diaries and the photographs,” Hershey said.

“And why do you make that offer?”

“Because Mr. Addicks wants them. Of course, Mr.
Mason, you understand that Mr. Addicks would never
admit that he paid any such sum for the documents, and
you would be under no necessity to make any such ad-
mission.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean this,” Hershey said. “The books of Mr. Ad-
dicks would not show that you had been paid three thou-
sand dollars. The books of Mr. Addicks would show that
you were reimbursed the amount of five dollars which you
paid for the books. The other three thousand dollars
would be in the nature of a gift which Mr. Addicks would
make you. As such, it would not be subject to income tax.
Do I make myself clear?”

“Oh quite,” Mason said. “The only thing I don’t un-
derstand is why Mr. Addicks is so anxious to get hold of
the photographs and the diaries.”

“There are reasons.”

“I think,” Mason said, “that I would prefer to discuss
the matter with Mr. Addicks. I thought that I was going
to see him. That’s why I came out here.”

“Mr. Addicks begs to be excused. He is indisposed.”

Mason shook his head. “I came out here to see Ben-
jamin Addicks. You told me he was indisposed and
couldn’t come to see me. I told you I'd come out to see
him. I want to talk with him.”

“If you insist,” Hershey said, “I am quite certain that
Mr. Addicks would be willing to see you, but, after all,
Mr. Mason, I can assure you that this offer is complete
and final. Mr. Addicks won’t raise it not so much as a red
cent. You can either accept it or reject it.”

“All right,” Mason said promptly. “It’s rejected.”

“You reject offers rather abruptly,” Hershey said.

“Well, if you’d prefer more diplomacy,” Mason told
him, smiling, “I’ll state that in view of the fact that I find
the diaries most interesting, and in view of the fact I think
:ll;ey offer a very distinct clue, I do not care to part with

em.”

“Clue?” Hershey said in cold solemnity.
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“A clue,” Mason said.

“To what, may I ask?”

“Certainly you may ask,” Mason said, “and I won’t
answer. The answer to that question will be reserved for
Mr. Addicks himself.”

“You understand, Mr. Mason, that this is going to cause
Mr. Addicks some inconvenience, but I'll be very glad
to convey your message to him, and I'm quite certain
he’ll be willing to see you. If you’ll wait just a moment,
please.”

Hershey turned and looked at Fallon.

Nathan Fallon jumped up from the chair as though he
had suddenly received an electric shock, and, walking
with his distinctive, energetic strides, crossed the room
and went through the curtained doorway.

Hershey looked at the three thousand dollars in hun-
dred dollar bills, picked up the money, stacked the bills
together in an inviting pile and made a gesture of extend-
ing them toward Mason. Mason shook his head.

Hershey opened the drawer in the table, dropped the
money back into the drawer, then closed it, put his hands
in front of him on the table, interlaced long fingers, and
sat silent and motionless.

A moment later the heavy draperies at the far end of
the room parted, and a barrel-chested man, leaning heav-
ily on a cane, came hobbling into the room. His face was
partially covered by a bandage, and his eyes were con-
cealed behind dark glasses. Nearly all of the right side of
the face, and part of the left side, was covered by the
bandage. The left side had a bit of gauze held in place
by adhesive tape, which failed to conceal evidence of a
blue-black beard under the clean-shaven skin.

It was hard to judge the face beneath the bandage, but
the jaw seemed heavy, and the low forehead was sur-
mounted by a shock of black hair, cut short.

“Mr. Benjamin Addicks,” Hershey announced.

Addicks nodded, said, “How do you do? How do you
do? Sorry that I'm indisposed.”

Followed by Nathan Fallon, he hobbled across the room
and extended his hand.

“Mr. Perry Mason,” Hershey said.
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“Glad to meet you, Mr. Mason. Heard a lot about you.
Followed a few of your cases in the newspapers.”

“And Miss Street, Mr. Mason’s secretary,” Hershey
went on.

“Good evening, Miss Street. I'm very pleased to meet
you. Sorry I'm a little bit banged up. I do animal exper-
imenting, you know, and it’s not always conducive to
good health.”

The bandaged face contorted into a twisted grin.

“One of those damn gorillas,” Addicks went on to ex-
plain, speaking slowly through the bandage, “caught me a
little too close to his cage, grabbed my coat, and before
I could slip out of it, jerked me around so he got hold of
my arm, and pulled me toward the cage. I flung back and
and tried to kick loose. He caught my foot and made a
grab; caused some pretty deep scratches and bruises on
my-face. I'll be all right, but 'm not very presentable.”

He pulled out a chair and eased himself into it in the
manner of a man who is sore and stiff.

“The gorilla,” Nathan Fallon explained, “was trying
to grab Mr. Addicks’ throat. If he’d ever caught it in his
powerful fingers he’d have torn the throat right out.”

“Now wait a minute,” Addicks said impatiently.
“You’re always jumping at conclusions from insufficient
data, Nathan. You’re a damned old woman that way. I
don’t think the gorilla was making a grab for my throat.
I'm not too satisfied but what he was just after my neck-
tie.”

He turned to Mason and said, “Gorillas are like that.
They’re eager to get hold of some article of wearing ap-
parel, particularly something that’s loose. If you wear a
necktie around ’em they’re very apt to reach through the
cage and grab you by it—and, of course, if he’s developed
vicious tendencies, he’s a very dangerous animal.”

“You deliberately encourage this type of danger?”
Mason asked.

“I'm conducting scientific research,” Addicks said. “I
want to know how deeply the homicidal instincts have
been implanted in the minds of the higher primates.”

“It would seem,” Mason said, “that you were very
close to finding out.”
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“I jerked back instinctively,” Addicks said. “Hang it,
I thought for a minute he was trying to grab my throat,
but thinking back on it I can’t exclude the possibility that
he was merely grabbing for my necktie. They do that, you
know, and this one was particularly tricky. They’re big
animals, but they’re quick as a flash, Mason, just as quick
as a flash.”

“I saw it all,” Fallon said, “and there is absolutely no
doubt in my mind that he was grabbing for your throat,
Benny.”

“Well, he certainly gave me a rough time,” Addicks
admitted. “I sort of surprised him by bringing up my foot
and kicking, and bracing against the bars. Then Nathan
yelled at him and picked up a club.”

Mason said, “It would seem that your experiments are
destined to be inconclusive until they reach a point where
a gorilla has very definitely killed someone.”

Addicks regarded him with cold, watchful eyes, then
shrugged his shoulders. “I think you misunderstand what
I'm trying to do, Mr. Mason, and frankly, I see no reason
to explain. I’'m more interested in learning something
about the real explanation of hypnotism than anything
else. Some people don’t approve. I don’t give a damn
whether they do or don’t. They’re my gorillas. I buy
’em, and they’re mine.”

“I doubt it,” Mason said.

“What do you mean by that?”

“You may be able to get physical possession of the go-
rillas,” Mason said, “but morally I don’t think a man can
really own any living thing. The animal has a right to his
own development through the phenomena of life.”

“You’re a lawyer. I have a legal title. You’ll have to
admit that.”

“I was discussing moral ownership, moral responsibil-
ities.”

“Give me physical possession of something that’s locked
behind iron bars in a cage, and give me a bill of sale to
it, and you can have all your moral responsibilities. I'll
take legal title as far as I'm concerned.”

“You wanted to see me about something?” Mason
asked.
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“I did, but I don’t now.”

“What changed your mind?”

“You did. You were offered three thousand dollars for
those diaries. You turned the offer down. Okay, if that’s
the way you want it, that’s the way we’ll play. The offer
is withdrawn, The price has gone back to five dollars. Is
that clear?”

“That’s clear,” Mason said. “The money is yours, the
diaries are mine.”

“Let’s understand each other, Mason. You’re a smart
lawyer. 'm a mean fighter. You give those diaries to the
press and start stirring up things about Helen’s death, and
I'll break you.”

Mason got to his feet. “Talk big if you like to impress
your employees,” he said. “It doesn’t tell me anything
except that you’re scared. Come on, Della. Let’s go.”
They left the room, followed by the three men.

In the hallway, Mason said to Della, “Can you give me
a hand for a moment, Della?”

“What do you want now?” Addicks said.

“I want to see what’s in that stone urn.”

“What makes you think anything’s in it?” Addicks
asked.

Mason smiled coldly. “The diaries. My diaries.”

“Nathan, you and Mort lift that urn down. Turn it up.
Show Mason there’s nothing in it.”

They lifted down the big stone urn, deposited it gently
on the floor.

Nathan Fallon turned a pocket flashlight down into the
dark interior. Immediately it seemed as though the in-
terior of the urn had been illuminated with a thousand
scintillating reflections.

“Good heavens!” Fallon said. “That’s a big diamond in
there, Benny.”

“Get it out,” Addicks said curtly.

Fallon reached down into the urn, but his arm wouldn’t
quite get to the bottom. “I'll have to take off my coat,”
?; said, “and I don’t know whether I can reach it even

en.

“We can turn the urn upside down,” Addicks said. “Get
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hold of it, you fellows. Turn it up. Let’s see what the dev-
il’s in there.”

They grasped the upper edge and bottom of the urn,
tilted it over to its side, then slowly lifted. The first thing
that came rolling out was a huge diamond ring.

“My solitaire!” Addicks exclaimed.

A platinum watch came slithering down the smooth side
of the urn.

Fallon grabbed it.

“Tilt it up a little more,” Mason said.

A whole collection of jewelry, coins, a wallet, a card
case, a girl’s compact, rolled out to the floor.

“Well, I’ll be damned!” Addicks said. :

Mason said dryly, “The diary indicated that the mon-
key, Pete, was rather mischievous at times and had devel-
oped a tendency to pick up objects, particularly objects
which he thought Helen Cadmus prized, and conceal
them in this Grecian urn.”

“So that explains it!” Addicks said.

Mason looked him squarely in the eye. “I believe there
is a trial coming up day after tomorrow, the case of Jose-
phine Kempton, who is suing you for defamation of char-
acter.”

“Oh, that!” Addicks said.

“Ah-hah!” Fallon exclaimed. "Now the thing becomes
apparent. Now we see why the great Perry Mason inter-
ested himself in the dairies of Helen Cadmus. Now we
begin to get the whole picture, Benny.”

Addicks looked at him for a moment, then said, “Shut
up.”

He turned to Perry Mason. “You’re clever. I like clever
men. What’s your position?”

“I haven’t any,” Mason said.

. Nathan Fallon said, “Don’t you get it Benny?”

Addicks picked up the watch, turned it over and over
in his hand. “No, I don’t get it, and I doubt like hell if
you do.”

“This is the thing that Mason has been planning all
along. He set an elaborate trap for us,” Fallon went on.

“Keep talking,” Mason said. “You’re doing fine, Fallon.
Just watch what you say.”
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“I don’t have to watch what I say,” Fallon said angrily.
“When you went through this hall the first time you
tossed those objects into the stone urn, then you made up
a story about a monkey having hidden them.”

“I didn’t go near the stone urn,” Mason said.

“You walked right by it.”

“You were standing right here with me at the time.”

“I had my back turned. I was leading the way into the
other room.”

Mason said, “Fallon, I want you to look at me, look me
right in the eyes.”

Fallon looked at him.

“You’re a damn liar,” Mason said.

Fallon doubled up his fist, then thought better of it.

“Now wait a minute,” Addicks said. “This thing is
moving pretty fast. I want to get some more information
about this business. Hershey, I have confidence in you.
Were you standing where you could see Mason when he
walked past this urn?”

“He didn’t go near the urn,” Hershey said. “He looked
at it, but he didn’t go near it, and he couldn’t have tossed
anything in it. You can see for yourself there’s dust all
over these things. They’ve been there a long time.”

“That’s the trouble with you, Fallon,” Addicks said.
“You're always putting two and two together and making
six, and then trying to sell me on the idea that that’s the
answer. Dammit, you’re going to get us all into trouble.
Now sit down and shut up.”

The telephone in the entrance hallway rang sharply.

“Now what the devil?” Addicks said, and then to Fal-
lon, “Answer it.”

Fallon picked up the telephone, said, “Hello, this is
Nathan Fallon. . . . Who is it? . . . Well, Mr. Addicks
wasn’t expecting him. . . . Just a moment.

“Here’s something,” Nathan said to Addicks. “Yout
lawyer, Sidney Hardwick, is out there.”

“I can’t see him,” Addicks said. “I’m definitely not go-
ing to subject myself to any further nerve strain or have
any further visitors tonight. To hell with him. I didn’t ask
him to come out.”

“Well, he says it’s important,” Fallon said. “What are
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we going to do? We can’t very well turn him away from
the gate.”

Addicks turned. “Who are you to tell me what I can
do and what I can’t do, Fallon? I picked you up out of
the gutter. Some day I’ll toss you back. I told you I
wouldn’t see Hardwick and I meant it. I don’t care how
important it is.”

Addicks hobbled from the room, then came back to
stand for a moment in the doorway. “You played your
cards damned cleverly, Mason,” he said. “Good night.”

Mortimer Hershey gave Fallon a meaning look.
“You're going to have to take care of Hardwick, Nathan.”

Fallon said into the telephone, “Open the gates. Sidney
Hardwick can come in any time.”

He hung up the phone and said, “I'm going to have to
ask you to wait right here a minute, Mr. Mason. I'm sor-
ry I shot my face off the way I did. I'm sorry. I was trying
to protect Benny’s interests. You see how much thanks I
got for it.”

Mason, bending over the assortment of objects which
had spilled from the urn, said to Della Street, “Make a list
of every object that was in this urn, Della.”

“Don’t touch anything,” Fallon warned. “Don’t touch a
thing there. I'm warning you.”

“I'm not touching anything,” Mason told him. “I'm
looking. Is there any objection to looking?” :

Fallon hesitated a moment, then said, “I’'ve said
enough. Hardwick will answer all questions now.”

He opened the front door. “Well, well, well, Mr. Hard-
wick. Come on in. Come right on in!”

Hardwick, a tall, bony-faced individual in the middle
sixties, with a long nose, sharp chin, bushy eyebrows, keen
gray eyes, paused in the doorway to shake hand with Fal-
lon.

He wore glasses from which dangled ostentatiously a
black ribbon. There was a hearing aid in his right ear. He
said, “How do you do, Nathan? How’s Benny this eve-
ning?7)

“Benny isn’t at all well,” Nathan said. “He can’t see
you.”

“What?” Hardwick exclaimed in surprise. “Can’t see
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me? It’s important. I’ve told him about the complications
that have necessitated that his will be . . .”

“A lot of other things are important,” Fallon said mean-
ingly, jerking his thumb over to where Perry Mason and
Della Street were standing. “We’re in a little trouble.”

“What do you mean?” Hardwick asked, seeing Mason
and Della Street for the first time.

“We’re having legal troubles,” Nathan Fallon said.
“This is Perry Mason.”

“Well, bless my soul, so it is,” Hardwick said. His face
lit up in a smile. He came over and extended a strong bony
hand, which gripped Mason’s cordially.

“Miss Della Street, my secretary,” Mason said.

Hardwick bowed. “So pleased to meet you, Miss Street.
Well, well, Mason, what brings you here?”

“I came here,” Mason said, “at the request of Mr. Ad-
dicks, and on an entirely different matter. As Mr. Fallon
will explain to you, we have just uncovered evidence indi-
cating that the alleged thefts claimed to have been com-
mitted by Mrs. Josephine Kempton, a housekeeper, were
actually committed by a monkey.”

Hardwick’s face instantly lost its smile and became
fixed in a look of professional gravity. He turned to Fal-
lon. “How did it happen, Nathan?” he asked. -

“Mr. Mason came here to see Hershey and me about
another matter., We offered him some financial adjust-
ment.”

“What matter?” Hardwick asked, his voice cracking like
a whip.

“Those diaries of Helen Cadmus.”

“I saw Mason’s picture in the paper in connection with
those,” Hardwick said. “That’s another thing I want to see
Addicks about.”

“We offered him money for them.”

“How much?”

“Three thousand.”

“What happened?”’

“He turned it down.”

Hardwick frowned, turned to Mason. “Really, Coun-
selor, I would have anticipated you’d have been glad to
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turn those diaries over in return for what you paid for
them.”

“If they’d acted halfway decent, I’d have given them
the diaries,” Mason said. “But they were scared stiff. I
thought I’d see what it was that was frightening them.”

“Just the thought of publicity,” Hershey said.

Mason’s smile was coldly skeptical, a silent contradic-
tion of Hershey’s words.

Hershey closed his eyes.

“Go ahead,” Hardwick said.

Nathan Fallon supplied the information. “From read-
ing those diaries, Mason got the idea of looking in the
stone urn here in the reception hallway. You can see for
yourself what we found in it. There it is on the floor.
Benny has the diamond ring, but there’s the platinum
watch, a girl’s compact, some other jewelry, a billfold
that probably is pretty well filled with cash. In fact, I
think that’s my billfold.”

Hardwick walked over to look down at the assortment
of stuff on the floor.

“I can tell you in a minute about the billfold,” Fallon
said.

He stooped over, picked up the billfold, opened it,
smiled and showed Hardwick the identification card in the
front of the billfold.

“Well,” he said, “that’s it. I've been missing it for some
time.”

“How much money is in it?” Hardwick asked.

“Thirty-two dollars when I lost it,” Fallon said. He un-
folded the leather so that he could peer inside of the bill-
fold, said, “That’s right,” and hurriedly dropped it into
his pocket.

“Better count it and see if there’s any missing,” Mason
suggested.

Fallon looked at him coldly. “It’s all there.”

Hardwick said, “This complicates the situation. Mason,
what’s your interest in this?”

“I’m interested.”

“I understand, but in what way? Who has retained
you?”

“No one,” Mason said and then added, “as yet.”
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“Well, now,” Hardwick said, “that poses, of course, an
interesting question. Under the circumstances I would sug-
gest that Mr. Addicks retain you to assist me in handling
this case which is coming up the day after tomorrow, a
case in which, of course, it may be possible—however, I
think I'll discuss the legal aspects with you after you have
been retained.”

“I'm sorry,” Mason said, “but I'm not open to a re-
tainer from Mr. Addicks.”

“Are you giving me to understand then that you’re re-
tained by Mrs. Kempton?”

“Not exactly,” Mason said. “I do happen to know some-
thing about the suit, and I have discussed it with her at-
torney.”

“All right,” Hardwick said, “let’s be fair about this, Mr.
Mason. Don’t tell Mrs. Kempton or her lawyer anything
about this until we have had a chance to effect a settle~
ment.”

Mason smiled and shook his head.

“You mean you’re going to them with the informa-
tion?”

“I mean I’'m going to tell James Etna of Etna, Etna and
Douglas, about the entry in the diary, and I'm going to
tell him about what we found.”

“It won’t do a particle of good,” Hardwick said. “It may
do harm.”

Mason shrugged his shoulders.

“Let’s look at the thing from a cold, legal standpoint,”
Harwick went on. “There are two instances in which one
person may accuse another person of crime with no liabil-
ity on the part of the person making the accusation. One
of them is in the event the person actually is guilty of the
crime. The law of slander and libel in this country is dif-
ferent from what it is in many countries. Here the truth
is always a defense to a statement with might otherwise
be libelous or slanderous.”

“Thank you for telling me the law,” Mason said.

Hardwick smiled. “I'm not felling you the law. I'm
pointing out a legal situation. The second class of case,
Mr. Mason, is a privileged communication.

“Now let’s suppose Mr. Addicks accused Josephine
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Kempton of crime. He has two defenses. In the event she
was guilty of crime, he can plead the truth, and that’s a
complete defense. In the event she wasn’t guilty of crime
but he said she was, all he needs to do is to show that the
communication was privileged. In other words, that he
was acting in good faith in giving information to a person
who had a legitimate interest in the matter. That complete-
ly disposes of any question of defamation.”

Mason stretched his arms, yawned, and said, “I never
like to argue legal points unless I'm paid for it. So far no
one has retained me, and somehow I don’t think anyone
is going to.”

Hardwick said, “Of course, Mr. Mason, circumstances
have put you in rather a peculiar position. Am I to under-
stand that you first suspected the articles in question
might have been concealed in this stone urn because of
entries in the diary of Helen Cadmus?”

“That’s right.”

“Those entries were in her handwriting?”

“Frankly, Counselor, I don’t know.”

“Of course, such entries wouldn’t be evidence of any-
thing,” Hardwick said. “They couldn’t be introduced in
court. It’s merely something that Helen Cadmus has writ-
ten. They could have been self-serving declaration.”

“In what way?”’Mason asked.

“She could have taken these things herself and con-
cealed them in the urn and then gone to the trouble of
making this entry in the diary so that in the event she was
ever involved in any way, she could refer to the entry as
supporting her statement that the monkey had been con-
cealing things here. Surely, Mason, you don’t need to
have me point out to you that this would be a self-serving
declaration?”

Mason said, “I don’t think I need to have you point out
anything to me.”

Hardwick turned to Nathan Fallon. “I think we had
better go into conference with Mr. Addicks at once.”

“He told me to tell you he wouldn’t see you,” Fallon
said obstinately. “He’s been hurt. Yesterday he was al-
most killed by a gorilla that he’d been training. I saw the
whole thing.”
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Hardwick frowned. “Well, Nathan, I think we won’t
need to detain Mr. Mason and Miss Street any longer. I
take it they were just leaving.”

“That’s right.”

“Good night,” Hardwick said abruptly, shaking hands
with Mason and bowing once more to Della Street.

Fallon said, “I’ll telephone the gateman so that he’ll let
you out, Mr. Mason. I think it’s only fair to warn you to
keep driving at a steady pace right on down the driveway
and through the gate. Don’t stop and, above all, don’t get
out of the car. Good night.”

“Good night,” Mason said.

5

PERRY MASON EASED HIS CAR THROUGH THE BIG IRON
gates. The watchman stood suspiciously alert. The
moment the car had passed through the stone portals,
the heavy, wrought iron gates swung ponderously on their
hinges, clanged shut, and an iron bar dropped into place.

Mason stepped on the throttle.

“Well, that’s that,” Della Street said.

“Quite a bit of action for one evening,” Mason said.

“What do we do now?”

“We do several things,” Mason told her. “One of the
things is that we try to get hold of James Etna. Let’s
hope he’s still up. There’s a drugstore with a phone booth
down here about half a mile, as I remember.”

Mason put the car into speed.

“Did you notice the peculiar, musty odor in that
house?” Della Street asked. “It was something that . . . I
can’t place it, and yet it gave me the creeps.”

“The odor of a zoo,” Mason said, “Animals are con-
fined in cages.”

“It makes goose pimples,” she said, laughing.

“It’s a creepy place,” Mason told her. “I'd like to know
a lot more about Benjamin Addicks, but, after all, it’s no
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skin off our nose, Della. We’ll do James Etna a good
turn and let it go at that.”

He drove to the drugstore. Della Street called James Et-
na’s residence, talked for a minute, then nodded to Ma-
son and said, “It’s all right, they haven’t gone to bed
yet. I've talked with his wife. He just got in from the of-
fice.?

She said into the transmitter, “This is Mr. Mason’s sec-
retary, Mr. Etna. Just hold on a moment, please.”

She got up from the stool. Mason slid into position in
the telephone booth, and said, “I’'m sorry to bother you at
this hour of the night, Etna, but there were some rather
peculiar developments. As a matter of fact, Addicks’ at-
torneys are going to be in touch with you trying to effect
a compromise, and I thought that in view of your courte-
sies extended earlier in the evening I should let you know
what happened.”

“Addicks won’t compromise,” Etna said, his voice
weary from the strain of his long night session at the office.
“He’s one of those obstinate chaps who will fight just as
long as he has anything to fight with, and that’s going to be
a long time. He swears he has never paid out a nickel by
way of compromising lawsuits yet, and he doesn’t intend
to.?

“He’ll pay out a nickel now,” Mason told him. “As a
matter of fact, Sidney Hardwick is probably going to call
you within the next few minutes, or at least as soon as
you open the office in the morning, and start talking com-
promise.”

“What happened?”

“They found the platinum watch and the big diamond
solitaire which Addicks thought Mrs. Kempton had sto-
len.”

“The devil they did!” Etna exclaimed jubilantly over the
telephone.

“That’s right.”

“Where were they and how did they happen to find
them?”

“As a matter of fact,” Mason said, “I found them.”

“You did?”

“That’s right. I was running through these Helen Cad-
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mus diaries, and I noticed that she referred to a hiding
place where one of the more mischievous monkeys had a
habit of putting trinkets, particularly trinkets in which he
thought Helen Cadmus was interested. So I went out to
see Addicks at his suggestion, and told him I thought it
would be a good plan to look in this hiding place.”

“Where was it?”

“A stone urn in the hallway.”

“Well, well, well!” Etna exclaimed. “That certainly puts
a new face on the situation. As a matter of fact, Mason,
that was what bothered me about the case. I couldn’t be
absolutely certain of my client. I thought she was honest,
but, after all, the evidence in the case, that is, the evi-
dence indicating that she might have taken the articles
in question, was entirely in the control of the opposite
side. You know how that is. They might have introduced
any amount of circumstantial evidence which would
have shown that Addicks had at least a reasonable
ground for believing that she had taken the objects. Then
I'd have been on the defensive all through the case.”

“Of course,” Mason pointed out, “there’s another legal
hurdle. As Hardwick tried to tell me, the situation is not
exactly changed in its legal implication. The fact that the
articles have been found doesn’t affect his defense that it’s
a privileged communication, and . . .”

Etna laughed gleefully. “Let him try to pull all those
technicalities,” he said. “If I’'m not on the defensive, I
can smash through their defensive. I’ll reduce the case to
its simplest form, Mason. A hard-working woman does
her best to give satisfaction to a millionaire. The million-
aire discharges her abruptly and without any reason.
Thereafter he accuses her of dishonesty and blackens her
reputation and prevents her from obtaining a livelihood
because he claims she stole a very valuable diamond ring
and a platinum watch. Then he finds the platinum watch
and the diamond ring right there in his own house, where
they had been all the time. My client is without funds,
and hasn’t been able to get work, and Addicks is a multi-
millionaire. Now you figure how that’s going to look to a
jury. I don’t give a damn how many technicalities they
raise now. They’re hooked, and hooked good.”

55



“Well, I thought I’d let you know,” Mason said.

“Look here, Mason, that’s mighty fine of you. Now, of
course, I assume that you want to be associated in the
case. I haven’t as yet made definite arrangements in re-
gard to a fee, but, of course, this information that you
have givenis...”

“Wait a minute,” Mason told him, “don’t get me wrong.
I don’t want to be associated in the case. I'm simply giv-
ing you this information as a matter of friendly accommo-
dation.”

“Well—well, what do you want?”

“Nothing,” Mason said, “except that after the settle-
ment has been completed I’d like to have Mrs. Josephine
Kempton drop in at my office for a visit.”

“A visit?” i

“That’s right,” Mason said. “I'm interested in the
strange death of Helen Cadmus, and the circumstances
under which it happened. I'd like to know just a little
something about the setup there.”

“Mrs. Kempton will be in your office at any time you
say,” Etna told him.

“How about ten o’clock tomorrow morning?”

“She’ll be there, and I’ll be there with her. I want to
shake hands and tel you how much I appreciate the in-
formation you've given me, Mr. Mason. Good night.”

“Good night,” Mason said.

DELLA STREET SAID, “OUR TEN O’CLOCK APPOINTMENT
is here, Chief.”

Mason looked up from the papers on his desk. “Mrs.
Kempton?”

“That’s right. Mrs. Josephine Kempton, and her attor-
ney, James Etna.”

“How do they look to you, Della?”

“Mrs. Kempton is something of an enigma. She’s spare,
somewhere around fifty, and rather poker-faced I would
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say. You gather that life hasn’t been kind to her, and she’s
had to adjust herself to take things philosophically.”

“And Etna?”

“He’s just a good, active, young lawyer. He’s an ad-
mirer of yours and makes no secrets of the fact that the
chance to meet you is one of the big thrills of his life.”

“Well, let’s get them in,” Mason said, “and see what
they have to say.’

Della Street went into the outer office and returned with
the visitors.

James Etna, a man in the middle thirties, came rushing
forward -to grasp Mason’s hand. “Mr. Mason, I can’t be-
gin to tell you how much this means to me. I want to tell
you that I think what you did last night was one of the
most splendid things, one of the finest things—I have
found out a lot about it since I talked with you.”

“Well, I’'m glad I was able to be of some help,” Mason
said. “And I take it this is Mrs. Kempton.”

Mrs. Kempton smiled, a tired, patient smile, extended
her hand and said, “How do you do, Mr. Mason?”

“Do you know what happened?” Etna went on, bub-
bling with enthusiasm. “You hadn’t any more than hung
up your phone when Hardwick telephoned. He told me
that he wanted to apologize for putting through a call at
that hour, but that he was going to be busy in the morn-
ing and he felt that the information he had was important
enough so that it would be of interest to me.’

“Indeed,” Mason said.

“That’s right, and the he offered me ﬁve thousand dol-
lars to settle the case—five thousand dollars.”

“Did you take it?”” Mason asked tonelessly, conscious
of the presence of Etna’s client.

“Do I look silly?” Etna said. “Yesterday afternoon I’d
have settled the case if he’d promised not to write any
more letters accusing my client of dishonesty, but last
night, knowing what I knew, I wouldn’t have accepted the
first offer they made if it had been five hundred thou-
sand dollars.”

“Good boy,” Mason said. “What happened after that?”

“Well, then there was a lot of hemming and hawing
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over the telephone, and he increased his offer to seventy-
five hundred dollars.”

“What did you do?”

“I refused.”

“Then what?”

“Then he asked me point blank if I had heard from
you.”

“What did you tell him?”

“Told him the truth. I told him, yes, I’d heard from Mr.
Mason, that Mr. Mason had promised me that if he found
out anything that would be of interest in the case he’d let
me know, that he had certainly found out something of
interest and that he had let me know.”

“So then what?”

“Then Hardwick said, ‘Very well. I don’t think Mr.
Mason had any right interfering in this case. I think it was
a matter that, to put it plainly, was none of his damn
business, but in view of the circumstances and since he al-
ready has made this interference, and since my client de-
sires to be fair, I am offering you twenty thousand dollars.
That’s our top limit, and that’s all there is to it. Other-
wise we'll sit tight on the fact that the communication was
a privileged communication made in good faith.””

“And what did you do?” Mason asked.

“I sank my teeth into that offer,” Etna said. “I told him
that we’d take it.”

“Good boy,” Mason said. “I have an idea that Hard-
wick was probably telling you the truth and that was
their final offer.”

“That’s the way I figured it. Of course, there’s a lot of
law involved. There’s the question of good faith, absence
or presence of malice, a privileged communication, and
all of that.”

“But, as you pointed out last night, when you come
right down to a showdown,” Mason said, “when a multi-
millionaire, who is rolling in money and is able to indulge
in all of his hobbies, proceeds to take it upon himself to
persecute a working woman who is trying to make her way
in the world—well, you know how a jury would have
looked at it.”

“I sure do, and what’s more, so did Hardwick. I think
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I could have secured a bigger verdict out of a jury, but it
might have been set aside and a new trial granted, and—
well, we’re satisfied with twenty thousand dollars, aren’t
we, Josephine?”

Mrs. Kempton smiled her patient, tired smile, but she
was looking at Perry Mason rather than her lawyer.
“Very, very much satisfied,” she said.

“I thought I'd let you know,” Etna said, “that I have
charged Josephine five thousand dollars and she is keep-
ing the fifteen thousand.”

“That’s fine,” Mason said.

“And I want to pay you some of that fifteen thousand,”
Mrs. Kempton said. “I feel that I should. If it hadn’t been
for you, Mr. Mason . . .”

Mason shook his head.

“But you did a lot of work in the case. You dug through
those diaries and worked out a theory, and . . .”

“No, please sit down,” Mason told her. “Let’s get in-
formal and friendly right away. I don’t want a dime from
either one of you. I’'m glad that you were able to make a
good settlement. I think your lawyer made a very fine
settlement. I agree with Mr. Etna that while you might
have recovered more from a jury, that once Addicks had
been brought into court he’d have fought the thing all the
way through to the highest court in the land. After all,
the thing that bothered him more than anything else was
being ridiculed in the press and placed in the position of
a wealthy man who had tried to make it impossible for a
working woman to make a living.”

“That’s the way I felt about it,” Etna said.

“Now,” Mason said, “you can do something for me,
Mrs. Kempton.”

“Anything in the world.”

“I want to know something about Helen Cadmus.”
¢ :‘Well, she was a little—I don’t know how to describe
it.? !

“Go ahead, do the best you can. Do I gather that she
was peculiar?”

% “She’d had some terrific heartbreak in her life, T know

a .”

“How long did you work out there with her?”
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“Somewhere around two years I guess it was.”

“And your employment was terminated very shortly
after she disappeared?”

“Two days later.”

“Was there anything in the termination of your employ-
ment that had anything to do with Helen Cadmus or her
disappearance?”’

Mrs. Kempton shook her head. “He fired me for steal-
mg.’!

“Think back,” Mason said. “Let’s try and get this thing
straightened out. After all, it’s rather a coincidence
that.. ...”2

“No,” she said. “Mr. Addicks was terribly upset about
Helen. I think he was fond of Helen, and I think that . . .”

“Now wait a minute,” Mason said, “you say he was fond
of Helen. Do you think that there was anything . . . ?”

“Well—I don’t know. There was the relationship of em-
ployer and employee, and then a friendship on top of
that. I don’t think—Benjamin Addicks isn’t an emotional
type.”

“Well, let’s talk about Helen first.”

“Helen was very decorative and she knew it. She was
very, very proud of her figure. She liked to be photo-
graphed and she liked to look at herself in the mirror. I
know. There was a full-length mirror in her room, and
several times I’ve noticed that she—well, she was proud of
her figure.”

“What about the mirror?” Mason said.

“She stood in front of it and looked at herself quite fre-
quently.”

“How do you know?” '

“I’d open the door and come in and she’d be there.”

“You mean that she was fond of clothes, that she was
looking at herself in the mirror and the way she wore
clothes?”

Mrs. Kempton smiled. “All the clothes she had on you
could have covered with a postage stamp.”

“Nude?” Mason asked.

“Not nude. Those bathing suits. She loved to take two
or three squares of material and knot them around so that
they’d make a cute, clever bathing suit. Of course, it
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wouldn’t have stood any swimming, and it wouldn’t have
stood any great amount of wear and tear.”

“Did she wear those on the yacht?”

“QOccasionally.”

“When there were mixed gatherings?”

“Well, people she knew. She wasn’t—I’ll put it this
way, there wasn’t anything modest about Helen. She was
a frank sort of a girl, and I know that she loved to be out
in the sunlight. She had a body that was one of the most
beautiful bronzed bodies you've ever seen. She’d tanned
herself until she was just, well, just a beautiful bronze.”

“Except, of course, where the bathing suit came?” Ma-
son asked.

“That was the thing that annoyed her more than any-
thing else, having white streaks on her body. No, Mr. Ma-
son, she had a sunbathing place on the roof, and she
would sunbathe in the nude. She wanted her body to have
a uniform tan. I think she was even more proud of her tan
than she was of her—well, of her curves. And her curves
were all right and were all in the right places.”

“Wouldn’t it be unusual for a girl like that to have
committed suicide?”

“Very unusual.”

“Where were you when the suicide took place?”

“I was on the yacht.”

“On that cruise?”

“Yes.5’

“I’d like to know something about that. What can you
tell me?”

“I’ll tell you all I can. Mr. Addicks wanted to go over
to Catalina. He nearly always took Helen with him on his
trips, and very often he took me.”

“Who took care of the house while you were gone?”

“We had quite a staff of servants that came in by the
day. I had over-all charge and supervision. I also had
supervision of keeping things up on the yacht, and, believe
me, that’s a job, Mr. Mason. You can have all the sailors
in the world to keep the thing shipshape outside, but the
_thmgs on the inside, the staterooms and the—well, clean-
Ing up, cleaning out the ash trays, getting rid of all the
mess that they’d have in the big room after they’d been
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out on a cruise. Cigars and cigarette stubs, glasses, empty
whisky bottles, all of that. It was quite a chore.”

“Did anyone help you?”

“No. I handled that by myself. Of course, you under-
stand that even a big yacht is more or less crowded, and
there isn’t room to carry a large staff of servants, particu-
larly women servants. The men can bunk together up in
the front of the boat, but with the women it’s different. We
had to have rooms of our own.”

“All right, let’s get back to what happened that day.”

“Mr. Addicks wanted to go to Catalina. He telephoned
down and had the yacht all ready. He expected that we’d
take off about two o’clock in the afternoon, but he was
delayed with some important business matters that came
up, and didn’t get down there until about five o’clock. By
that time one of those sudden, terrific windstorms had
come up. There was a storm warning out for small craft,
but Mr. Addicks went out anyway.”

“And then what happened?”

“Well, it was quite a storm. We finally had to heave to
and just take it. We didn’t get into Catalina until the next
morning.”

“Now how did you go down to the yacht? In automo-
biles?” '

“Yes.7’

“You went down with Mr. Addicks?”

‘6Yes.’,

“And Helen went down with him?”

“No, she left about—oh, I don’t know, about an hour
before. She drove the sport convertible down and went
aboard. She had some typing to do. That was what had
caused the delay in the first place. Some business matter
had come up, and Mr. Addicks dictated a lot of stuff to
her. I believe there were some agreements and some con-
fidential letters that went with them.”

“Go on.”

“Well, she went down to the yacht. Mr. Addicks stayed
behind to gather up some more stuff, then he and I went
down together.”

“Were there any guests?”

“No. There were some people we were going to pick
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up in Catalina, but there was only the crew, Helen and
me"’

“When did you last see Helen?”

“That afternoon—now wait a minute, I didn’t see her.
On the way down Mr. Addicks decided there were some
corrections he wanted to make in the letter or agreement,
or whatever it was he’d given her, so as soon as we went
aboard he went directly to her stateroom. He was dictating
in there for—oh, I don’t know, I guess a half an hour.”

“How do you know he was dictating?”

“Oh, I could hear him. Helen’s stateroom was next to
mine. We shared a bath between the rooms. I remember I
went to the bathroom to wash up, and I heard Mr. Addicks
dictating, and evidently he wasn’t relying on shorthand
but was dictating directly to the typewriter because I'd
hear him dictating and could hear Helen pounding away
on the typewriter.” .

“Then what happened?”

“There’s an inner and an outer harbor. We started out,
but it was terribly rough outside, so Mr. Addicks put in
at the outer harbor, and we waited for the wind and sea to
go down. They didn’t go down.

“Mr. Addicks telephoned his friends in Catalina. Their
time over there was limited. Mr. Addicks’ yacht was a big
seagoing affair that could sail around the world, so he de-
cided to put out and go over at half speed.”

“How long did he dictate?”

“I guess until it got too rough for Helen to type. It was
terrible.”

“You heard him dictating after you put out?”

“Oh yes.”

“For how long?”

“I can’t tell. I'm a poor sailor. I went to sleep.”

“To sleep?” Mason gsked.

“Yes. I have some stuff that I take when it’s going to
be rough, and it works pretty well, but it makes me ter-
ribly sleepy. I...”

“You didn’t have any dinner that night?”

“Dinner? Heavens, no! I began to feel miserable and-
then the medicine took hold and I went to sleep and I
don’t think I woke up until around midnight. It was pretty
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bad then. I took some more medicine, and went to sleep,
and about, oh, I don’t know, about seven or eight o’clock
in the morning I woke up and found it was calm. We were
coming into the island then.”

“And then what happened?”

“Well, it was shortly after that that we discovered Hel-
en was missing. Mr. Addicks went down to her stateroom
and—well, I guess you know the rest. The bed hadn’t
been slept in.” 5

“She could have accidentally washed overboard?” Ma-
son asked.

“‘She could have, yes.”

“She could perhaps have been standing out on deck?”

“She could have, but it was rough and we were making
heavy weather of it until we hove to. I was down in my
room myself, but I talked with some of the sailors after-
wards. I guess we were taking a bit of water over the
decks. It can get terribly rough out there in the channel.”

“All right,” Mason said, “Helen kept a diary. You
knew that?”

“Yes.”

“Now then,” Mason said, “I have four volumes of that
diary. Volume number five is missing. Volume number
five would have started in about two weeks prior to Hel-
en’s disappearance. That is, volume four ends exactly two
weeks before her death. Do you think she gave up keeping
her diary?”

“No, I'm sure she didn’t. She had a brief case. She
used to carry that diary with her all the time. I remember
that I remonstrated with her a couple of times.”

“Why? What was wrong with keeping a diary?”

“It’s all right if a body just puts in a few things about
where they are and what they’re doing and things of that
sort, but Helen just pored over her diary, she put in hours
on it. Hours when she should have been out with other
people.”

“That’s the point,” Mason said, “that’s what I want to
know about. What friends did she have?”

“Mr. Mason, I don’t think she had any.”

“Then what was the idea of keeping herself so beauti-
ful, and getting that beautiful sun tan?”
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“She was ambitious. She wanted to go to Hollywood
and become an actress, and she thought that sooner or
later there would be an opportunity through some of the
connections she would make through Mr. Addicks.”

“Was Addicks friendly with the Hollywood crowd?”

“No, that’s the trouble. He wasn’t. He was in a position
where he could have been, but Mr. Addicks—I don’t like
to talk about a former employer, Mr. Mason, but Mr. Ad-
dicks is very, very unsocial. I think his life became domi-
nated by—well, I suppose you know about his brother.”

“What about him?”

“He committed a murder.”

“Where?”

“In some foreign country. I think it was Australia.”

“And was executed?”

“I presume he was. All I know is that he committed
murder and that Mr. Addicks was very, very much at-
tached to his brother, and apparently Mr. Addicks has. ..
well, if you ask me, I think Mr. Addicks is afraid.”

“Afraid of what?”

“Afraid of himself. Afraid that there’s some sort of a
curse in the family, some kind of a homicidal complex that
he has—the same thing that his brother had. I think he’s
trying to find out something about that.”

“And so he experiments with monkeys and apes.”

“Mostly gorillas. He says gorillas are the closest to man
in their psychological reasoning; that chimpanzees are
friendly and all of that, but he is interested in the low-
land gorilla.”

“And they’re kept in cages?”

“That’s right. Of course, you have to have very strong
cages for them because . . .”

“And there’s a trainer?”

h“There are several trainers, and one psychologist
who...”

“Where do all those people live?” Mason asked. “Who
does their housekeeping? Who cooks for them?”

“They live in their homes. They work in a completely
separate house that faces the back street. They come and
g0 as they please. They’re not permitted to have the run
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of the grounds at all. They can come to the main house
through a corridor, but only if they’re sent for.”

“Who takes care of the gorillas at night?”

“No one. They’re caged in strong, heavily barred cages.”

“What would happen if there’d be a fire at night?”

“That’d be just too bad. If you want to bring that up,
what would happen if there was a fire in the daytime?
You can’t just open the cage of a gorilla and say, ‘Come
on out.””

Mason thought that over.

“Those gorillas are mean?”

“I guess so. I only petted one of the smaller ones. He
loves me. Some like people, some don’t. Some of the ex-
periments were for the purpose of confusing them. They’d
be trained to take food from a box when a bell rang. At
other times they’d get an electric shock when they tried
it. Then the trainers would change the signals all around
—something about a confused orientation they called it. I
didn’t like it. Neither did Helen.”

“Well,” Mason said, “I couldn’t help but be interested
on account of the diary. Thanks a lot.”

Mrs. Kempton said, “Helen kept herself to herself, Mr.
Mason. She had a consuming, driving ambition. She was
willing to sacrifice everything to that, and, of course, some-
where in the back of her life there was an unfortunate love
affair.”

“Did she tell you about that?”

“Good heavens, no. She didn’t need to. You could see
as plain as day what she was doing.”

“What was she doing?”

“She’d evidently been jilted by someone who—well,
sometimes I had the idea it was someone who fancied that
he was a little bit above her in life, a little bit superior to
her. Helen seemed to have dedicated her whole life to
showing him that she could make a success, and the only
thing that she had that she could make an outstanding
success of was—well, something like pictures. She was
really beautiful.”

“So I gather,” Mason said. “I have some photographs
of her. Who took them, do you know?”

“Mr. Addicks, I suppose. He was always snapping peo-
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ple with a camera, and on the whole he took some pretty
good pictures.”

“He had a camera on the yacht?”

“He had cameras on the yacht, he had cameras in the
house, he had cameras everywhere. He had a whole bunch
of cameras of different sorts.”

“All this about Helen’s love affair, how did you get this
information?”

“By putting two and two together. She was a good look=
ing, normal girl, but she didn’t seem eager to go out. She
worked, she wrote in her diary, she took sunbaths. She
even had a quartz light for the cloudy, rainy days.”

“That was her whole life?”

“That and her work. Of course, she had no real office
hours. She was on call whenever anything turned up, and
she went with Mr. Addicks, of course, whenever he went
anywhere.”

“Was that frequent?”

“Oh yes. He had lots of irons in the fire. There’d be a
phone call on some mining deal or other and he’d be run-
ning around, throwing things into a car, and then he’d be
off—sometimes with Hershey, sometimes with Fallon,
sometimes just by himself—with Helen, of course. She
went on all of his trips.”

“There’s one more question before you go. Do you feel
that there was anything really strange about Helen’s
death?”

“Of course there was.”

“I mean, do you feel that she didn’t commit suicide?”

“That she could have been washed overboard acciden-
tally?”

“I'm asking you,” Mason said.

She said, “Mr. Mason, I'm never going to say anything
that would make it difficult for anyone. I know all too well
how rumors can get started and how much they can do to
ruin a person’s whole career, but—well, if I'd been the
police I wouldn’t have quit that easy.”

“And why not?”

“Because—well, I know, I just absolutely know Helen
didn’t commit suicide, and I know that somebody took her
diary and threw it overboard.”
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“How do you know that?”

“Because her diary was missing, and I know that she
would have kept it with her.”

“How do you know it was missing?”

“I had the job of going through Helen’s room afterwards
and tidying it up and getting the things together for the
public administrator. He went in there with me and we
went through everything. He put all of her clothes and
personal things in one box, and all of her books in an-
other.”

“She left no relatives?”

“No one could find out a thing in the World about her,
where she came from or anything.”

“Nathan Fallon claims that he’s a distant relative,” Ma-
son said.

“Nathan Fallon does?” she asked in incredulous sur-
prise.

Mason nodded.

“She hated the ground he walked on. He was no more
related to her than—than he was to those apes out in the
cages.”

“You don’t think she had perhaps known him before
she got the position and . . . ?”

“You mean that she owed her position to him?”

“In a way, yes.”

“Good heavens, no. She hated Nathan Fallon.”

“How do you feel about him?”

“I don’t like to hate people.”

“But you don’t like him?”

“Definitely not.”

“Did Fallon try to be attentive to . . . 77

“Try to be attentive to her? Of course he did. He
couldn’t keep his hands off of her at first—and then she
slapped him into his place. He’s one of those men who
go around pawing and slapping and nudging, and letting
his hand rest on your arm, then on your shoulder, and then
he’ll start patting you on the knee, When he has a chance
he’ll slip an arm around you, but it’s never still. He’s—
the man is just unclean somehow. You want to spit in his
face.”

“Well, I think that gives me all the information I
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wanted,” Mason said. “I was primarily interested in find-
ing out about the missing diary.”

“Well, I—I've done a lot of wondering about that my-
self. She could have taken it with her when she went over-
board.”

“Anything else you’ve been wondering about?”

“Y‘es.”

“Such as what?”

“Well,” she said, “that important document that she was
doing for Mr. Addicks. I've often wondered about that,
and about what happened to it.”

“What do you mean?”’

“Jt wasn’t in her stateroom, and I don’t think Addicks
took it with him when he left her stateroom. Of course he
could have, but I doubt it. I think she was supposed to
have finished the typing the next morning. They called off
work when the storm got bad.”

“Well, let’s suppose her death wasn’t suicidal, and let’s
suppose it wasn’t accidental,” Mason said.

She looked at him steadily. “That leaves murder.”

“That leaves murder.”

Her face remained absolutely expressionless. Her lips
were clamped together.

“You’re not saymg anything,” Mason told her.

“And I'm not going to say anything.”

Mason got to his feet and shook hands with her. “Well,
T'm glad to have been of some service, and I'm glad you
made your compromise, Mrs. Kempton.”

James Etna grabbed Mason’s hand and pumped his arm
up and down. “I can’t ever thank you enough both on be-
half of my client and for myself. I—well, I just can’t be-
gin to tell you how much it has meant to both of us.”

“Quite all right,” Mason said. “I was glad to do it for
you.”

“Well, you’ve certainly been nice.”

“By the way,” Mrs. Kempton said, “I missed some
things out there myself. Would you mind telling me what
was found in that collection of stuff in the urn, if you
know? Was there a pearl earring that matches this?”

She held out an earring and Della Street nodded em-
phatically.
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“There was the mate to that earring,” she said. “I re-
member noticing it particularly, and noticing the way the
pearls were put together in a little cluster.”

“Oh, thank you,” Mrs. Kempton said. “I'm so glad! My
mother had those earrings and—well, I felt terrible when
one of them was missing. I...”

“Did you report that it was missing?” Mason asked.

“No.”

“Why?”

“Well, I thought—I don’t know. Live and let live is my
motto, and I didn’t want to do anything that was going
to upset things.”

“You thought you had lost it?”

“I knew I hadn’t lost it, because they had both of them
been in my jewel case, and when I went to put them on
just one of them was left.”

“So you thought someone had taken it?”

“Well, I—I didn’t know.”

“And you didn’t say anything?”

“No.”

“Well,” Mason said, “it was in the bunch of stuff that
was there in the urn. I remember seeing a pearl earring,
and Miss Street seems quite positive it’s the mate to that
one.”

“I am positive,” Della said.

“Thank you so much,” Mrs. Kempton said, and gave
them the benefit of her patient, quite smile.

James Etna looked as though he wanted to shake
hands all over again. “This is one of the most interesting
experiences I've ever had, Mr. Mason. I’'ve been looking
forward to meeting you, and to think that you would help
me out on a case of this sort—it means a lot, Mr. Mason. I
appreciate it.”

“Glad to do whatever I could,” Mason said.

They left the office. Della Street looked at Perry Mason.

“Well?” she asked.

“This little playmate of ours,” Mason told her.

“You mean Fate?”

Mason nodded.

“What’s Fate doing now?”
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“I think,” he said, “that there was some reason why I
was attracted to those diaries of Helen Cadmus.”

“All right,” she said, “Fate wanted you to do Mrs.
Josephine Kempton a good turn, and you’ve done it. If
you ask me, I'll bet that five thousand dollar fee meant
a lot to that young lawyer.”

“Probably so,” Mason said, “but I still don’t think we
have the answer.”

“I don’t see why not. You’ve cleared everything up
and—oh, I see, you’re thinking about the disappearance
of Helen Cadmus?”

“I'm thinking about the disappearance of Helen Cad-
mus.”

“You don’t think it was suicide?”

Mason said, “I can’t get over a feeling in the back of
my mind that it could have been murder.”

“Good heavens, Chief, there’s only one person who
could have murdered her, and that was Benjamin Ad-
dicks.”

“Or her friend Nathan Fallon,” Mason said. “Don’t for-
get him.”

“And,” Della Street said, and paused.

“Yes,” Mason said, smiling, “go ahead.”

Della Street shook her head.

Mason’s smile broadened.

“Oh, all right,” she said. “I hate myself for even enter=
taining the thought, but if you’re starting to figure out a
murder case—well, you can’t overlook the woman who
had the adjoining stateroom, who had an opportunity to
enter Helen’s stateroom at any time by going through the
bathroom, who said she had taken medicine that had
drugged her all night—good Lord, Chief, what a horrid,
nasty mind I’'m getting, working for a cynical lawyer!”

“What a fine, logical mind you’re getting,” Mason cor-
rected. :

“Chief! You don’t suspect her?”

“In a murder case,” Mason said, “one suspects every=
one.”

“But you don’t know it’s a murder case.”

“No,” Mason said, “and sometimes I wonder if I wasn’t
supposed to find out. I wonder somehow if people don’t
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leave behind them a sort of telepathic thought that can
attach itself to someone’s mind.”

“Or if you’re a spiritist,” Della Street said, “you can
think that perhaps Helen Cadmus, knowing your ability
to ferret out the truth in a case, had been giving you a
subconscious urge, perhaps . . .”

“Quit it,” Mason said, grinning, “or I'll be going to see
a medium.”

“Well,” Della Street said seriously, “under the circum-
stances, it would be interesting to see what a medium
would say.”

“I think a good deal of that is mental telepathy,” Ma-
son said. “She might read my mind and confuse the is-
sues.”

“She couldn’t confuse them any more than you’ve con-
fused me,” Della Street said. “You’ve given me the
creeps. There’s something about that . . . well, I don’t
know, now that you mention it, there’s something about
that woman.”

“You mean Mrs. Kempton?”

“Yes.”

“Rather a peculiar type,” Mason said, “but not an un-
usual type. You see them quite frequently, particularly
persons who are housekeepers. Those are the people who
because of death, divorce or some other reason, have lost
their own homes and yet are interested in making a home.
So they hire out to make a home for someone else, and in
doing it . . . well, naturally they have to repress a lot of
their own feelings, so you get that general atmosphere of
repression and . . .” X

Della Street shivered. “I wish I hadn’t thought of it. ’'m
getting a prickly, cold feeling all the way up my spine.”

“All right, let’s quit thinking of it,” Mason said, “and
go to work.”
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MASON AND DELLA STREET, WORKING LATE IN THE OF-
fice that night, were interrupted by the constant buzzing
of the switchboard in the outer office.

“I thought we’d shut that off,” Mason said.

“Tt still buzzes,” she said. “You can hear it.”

“Someone certainly is optimistic,” Mason said. “That
board’s been buzzing away at intervals for the last five
minutes. Go see who it is, Della.”

“I don’t know who could possibly think you’d be at the
office this time of night.”

“Well, you remember what happened with James Etna.
We took a chance and—see who it is, Della.”

Della plugged into the switchboard, said, “Hello,”
frowned, said, “Yes ... Who ... ? Oh yes, Mrs. Kemp-
ton.”

She motioned to catch the attention of Perry Mason and
pointed to the telephone.

Mason gently picked up the receiver from his telephone
so he could listen in on the conversation.

Mrs. Kempton’s voice, coming over the line, sounded
almost hysterical. “I can’t get Mr. Etna. I'm in a terrible
situation! I don’t know what to do. I have to see someone
I want—oh, I want Mr. Mason so desperately! I've tried
and tried and someone must help me. I don’t know what’s
happening here. I'm in an awful predicament.”

“Where are you?” Della Street asked.

“Im out at Stonehenge. Out at Benjamin Addicks’
place, and something terrible has happened.”

“You’re where?”

“At Stonehenge. At Mr. Addicks’ place.”

Mason cut in on the conversation.

“This is Perry Mason, Mrs. Kempton. Now can you
tell me what the trouble 1s?”

“Not over the telephone, Mr. Mason. It’s terrible. I
need help.”
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“I suggest you call the police, Mrs. Kempton.”

“No, no, no, not the police. Not until I’'ve seen a law-
yer. I simply have to see a lawyer. I tried to get Mr. Etna
so that he could get you. You're the one I want. Mr. Ma-
son, I have money to pay you with, thanks to you. I sim-
ply must see you.”

“You can’t leave there?”

“I don’t want—there’s something here that—that’s what
I want to see you about. I need your advice.”

“How did you happen to go out there?”

“Mr. Mason, please! I can’t explain over the telephone.
Oh, if you could only come out here. Please come out,
Mr. Mason. I can assure you it’s the most important thing
I ever asked of anybody in my whole life. I'm going ab-
solutely crazy.”

“All right,” Mason said. “I'll come out. Now where’s
Mr. Addicks?”

“Mr. Mason,” she said, ignoring the question, “please
do exactly as I say. The front entrance of the house is on
Olive Street. There’s a barred gate and a watchman there,
but there’s a back entrance on Rose Street that is used by
the people who work with the animals. That entrance
doesn’t have a watchman. There’s a locked door. I'm go-
ing to try to be at that door. It'll take you about fifteen
minutes to get out here, Mr. Mason. Please hurry just as
fast as you can. Can you start now?”

“T’ll start now,” Mason said. “You meet me at the back
door. That’s on Rose Street, as I understand.”

“On Rose Street, exactly opposite the place on Olive
Street where the big iron gates are located. It’s just a
plain looking structure like a garage. The door has the
number 546 on it. That’s all there is. Just that door with
the number 546, and it’s on Rose Street. You go there
and turn the knob of the door. I'll be there, waiting—if I
can make it and if you hurry.”

“Is there any reason why you might not be able to make
it?” Mason asked.

“Yes,” she said, and abruptly hung up.

Mason clicked the receiver a couple of times; then
glanced at Della Street, who had left the other telephone
to come and stand beside him.
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“Think she was cut off, Della?”

“I think she hung up, Chief.”

“Well,” Mason said, “evidently the situation out there
has come to a head.” :

“But, Chief, what in the world would she be doing out
there? She’s made a settlement with Addicks.”

“She may have been trying to blackmail him for the
murder of Helen Cadmus,” Mason said. “You know, she’s
rather a peculiar individual. She certainly was listening
intently to everything we said about Helen Cadmus and
her diaries.”

“Well,” Della Street said, “let’s go. We can talk it over
on the road and . . .”

“Where do you get that ‘we’ stuff?” Mason asked.
“This may be a little rugged, Della.”

“Don’t think you’re going to leave me behind now,” she
said. “I'm a rugged girl. Come on, let’s go.”

She flew around the office, switching out lights, grabbed
her hat, thrust it on her head, handed Mason his hat, and
jerked open the exit door.

“T’ll run down the hall and get the elevator up here,”
she said, and flashed past Mason to run on tiptoes down
the long, echoing corridor of the building.

By the time Perry Mason had arrived at the elevator,
Della Street had the cage waiting at the floor.

“Good girl,” Mason said.

The night janitor, on duty at the elevator, said, “You
folks look as though you’re going some place in a hurry.”

“We are,” Mason told him.

The janitor dropped the cage to the ground floor while
Mason was scrawling his signature in the book, showing
the time of departure from his office.

They ran over to the parking place, jumped into Ma-
son’s car, and Mason gunned the motor into life, waved at
the parking attendant, and tore out through the back of
of the parking lot into the alley so fast the tires sent up a
squeal of protest.

Mason slowed the car just enough to keep it under con-
trol as he came to the end of the alley, made an abrupt
right turn into the street and pressed the accelerator almost
to the floor board.
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He slipped through the first intersection on an amber
light, just skimmed a red signal at the next.

“If we should have to stop and do a lot of explaining
to a traffic officer,” Della Street said, “it’s going to delay
us",

“I know,” Mason told her, “but I have a hunch this is
really urgent.”

“And,” Della Street pointed out, “if we don’t get there
in one piece, we might as well not have started.”

“That also is true,” Mason said dryly.

“Chief, are you going to go at this thing blind?”

“What do you mean?”

“Just take her as a client in case she’s—well, you know
what I mean?”

“In case we find a body out there?”* Mason said.

(‘Yes.!)

“I don’t know,” Mason told her. “There’s something
peculiar about Josephine Kempton. I don’t know what it
is. You have the impression all the time you’re talking with
her that she’s very much interested in finding out what
you’re thinking, but that she has no intention of letting you
know what she’s thinking. It’s like playing stud poker.
You have the feeling that she has a pretty good idea of
what your hole card is, but you don’t know anything
about hers, and somehow you have the uneasy feeling that
it may be an ace.”

“She could get you into trouble in case you became im-
pulsive.”

“I know,” Mason admitted. “That’s why I want to size
up the situation before I decide what to do. There’s some-
thing about this case, Della, the whole thing, that has
aroused my curiosity.”

“For your information.” she told him dryly, “that was
a boulevard stop back there.”

“I know,” Mason said, “but I didn’t see any cars com-
ing, and I saw no reason to comply with an empty legal
formality.”

Della Street settled back in the cushions of the car,
placed a nearly shod foot against the dash so as to brace
herself against sudden stops, and said, “I think probably
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that last remark is a very complete index to your charac-
ter.”

As they approached Stonehenge Mason said, “I'm just
going to take a quick swing around the front of the house,
Della.”

“The watchman will see you.”

“I’m not going to stop in the parking place. I'm just
going to drive by long enough to give it a once-over and
see what the front of the house looks like.”

“You can’t see it from the road, can you?”

“I think we can get a glimpse of it.”

The lawyer drove his car down Olive Street, slowed
slightly as he came to the parking place by the side of the
road and the two massive square stone columns.

The heavy iron gates were closed.

“I don’t see anything of the watchman,” Della Street
said.

“If I stopped the car I have an idea he’d pop into sight,”
Mason said, driving rapidly to the intersection and turning
to the right.

Halfway down the side street there was a place where
it was possible to get an unobstructed view of the entire
north gable of the house.

“The place is lit up like a church,” Della Street said.

Mason slowed the car to a stop.

“A ten foot, heavy-meshed fence all around the place,”
he said. “It breaks into a Y at the top, with barbed wire
on both sides of the Y. That means there’s an overhang
s0 you can’t climb in or climb out. Mr. Addicks certain-
ly does value his privacy.”

“Doesn’t he—Chief, look! Look up there!”

“Where?”

“That upper window in the gable. See the man—he’s
pushing his way out of the window and . . .”

“That’s not a man,” Mason said. “That’s a gorilla.”

They sat in spellbound silence while the oblong of light
framed the massive body of the huge gorilla. The animal
stretched forth a long, groping arm, then made a leap for
the branches of a shade tree. A moment later he was
slithering down the shade tree, and, within a matter of
seconds after that, floodlights blazed on all over the yard,
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sirens began to scream a warning, and the barking dogs
reached a crescendo of excitement.

“Now what?” Della Street asked.

“Evidently our gorilla slid down to the ground,” Mason
said, “and crossed a beam of invisible light. He’s set in
motion an electrical apparatus which turns on floodlights
all over the place, starts sirens going and releases the po-
lice dogs. Now we’ll see what’s going to happen.”

He sat watching for a second or two, then suddenly put
the car into gear.

Della looked at him in surprise. “Chief, you’re not go-
ing to try to get to the house now?”

He nodded.

“Hadn’t we better wait and see what developments are?”

“Perhaps we’d better get there before some of these de-
velopments take place,” Mason said.

He spun the car into Rose Street.

The high, wire fence, with the barbed-wire Y at the top,
angled back from the road, leaving a cemented parking
place in front of a row of garages. A two-story building
sat back some twenty feet from the road, leaving ample
space for parking and turning automobiles.

On the door of this two-story building the numbers 546
were plainly legible.

Mason stopped the car in front of the door, jumped out
and pushed his finger against a bell button.

He could hear the sound of an electric bell in the in-
terior, but waited in vain for any indication that anyone
had heard the summons.

“Chief,” Della Street said apprehensively, “she said
she’d meet us here. If she doesn’t—well that’s all there is
to it. We can call the police, or .

Mason shook his head and pressed the bell button again.
“Something’s happened,” he said, “something that upset
her plans. At least one of those big gorillas is loose.”

“Chief, they could tear you in two. The way that big
animal loomed against the oblong of light and then
jumped out into space to grab the tree limb . . .”

She broke off, shuddering.

“I know,” Mason said. “It gives you the creeps, but
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there’s something definitely wrong here. Mrs. Kempton
had real panic in her voice.”

“Well, apparently no one’s going to answer the bell,
She must have gone somewhere.”

Mason tried the door.

“It’s unlocked,” he said.

“Chief, don’t.”

“You wait in the car,” Mason told her. “If I’'m not back
here in five minutes, drive to the nearest telephone and
notify the police.”

“No, no. I'm going with you. I...”

“You wait in the car,” Mason told her. “You have five
minutes . . .”

“Chief, I'm going in there with you.”

“You can’t help any. You can’t do a thing.” -

“Perhaps not, but it would be a lot better than sitting
out here in the car wait . . .”

“No,” Mason interrupted. “You’re going to wait in the
car. At the end of five minutes call the police. If I'm not
out in five minutes don’t wait for me, don’t hesitate. Just
drive that car to the nearest telephone and get the police.”

“If you’re not back in five minutes it wouldn’t do any
good to call the Army,” she said. “You know it and I
know it.”

“You wait in the car,” Mason told her.

“You’re just trying to keep me out of danger,” she pro-
tested.

“That’s an order,” Mason told her, and, opening the
door, he went inside, slamming it shut behind him. There
was a bolt on the inside of the door and he slid it into
place, just in case Della Street should decide to ignore his
instructions and try to follow him.

Here the peculiar, fetid smell of animal occupancy was
accentuated. It was as though he had stepped into a zoo.

He walked down a short corridor toward an open door
and entered an office equipped with desks, filing cabinets
and typewriters. There were a dozen or so graphs on the
wall.

Mason crossed this office, opened a door and found him-
self in a long, concrete corridor, on one side of which
was a long row of cages.
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In these cages were gorillas, chimpanzees, monkeys, all
apparently in a state of great excitement.

Every light in the place seemed to be on and the whole
corridor was flooded with brilliance.

Far down at the end of the corridor he saw that two of
the big iron gates were swung open.

Hesitating for a long instant, he then walked down the
corridor, keeping his steps as uniform as possible, his eyes
straight ahead, trying above all else not to show any fear,

Monkeys chattered at him in shrill excitement. A go-
rilla clapped his hands as the lawyer walked by. The ex-
plosive sound was like that of a machine gun ripping in-
to action.

With effort, Mason continued to walk steadily, control-
ling every outward manifestation of his nerves.

He was directly abreast of a big cage with heavy iron
bars across the door, when, with a demoniacal cry, a huge
gorilla that had been at the far corner of the cage sprang
toward him, hurling against the bars of the cage with an
impact which made even the floor shake. A moment later
a long, hairy arm came snaking through the bars, trying
to grab the lawyer.

He jumped back. The stubby fingers of the huge go-
rilla scraped down his coat, tried for a hold and failed.

He flattened against the wall. The huge animal glared
at him ferociously, and the, suddenly dropping from the
bars of the cage, bared his fangs and began to bear a tat-
too on his chest.

Pressing against the wall, Mason edged his way on past.

The big gorilla made another grab. This time his hand
was inches short of reaching Mason’s garment.

Then apparently the gorilla started laughing. Mason
stared in fascination at the black body, the black face, the
sardonic eyes, and the huge red mouth that opened up,
baring fangs in a great engulfing grin.

Mason said, “Old boy, I don’t know whether you’re
playing games with me and tried to frighten me, or
whether you wanted to grab me and tear me into my com-
ponent parts, but I’m just not taking any chances.”

The gorilla continued to beat his chest.

Beyond this cage was a cage containing an animal
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which Mason took to be a chimpanzee, then a cage of mon-
keys, and then the two empty cages with swinging doors
that were wide open.

He had the uneasy feeling that it had been only a few
moments earlier that the huge animals had made their es-
cape, and in all probability had entered the main house
through the door which Mason could see swinging ajar
at the end of the corridor.

He looked at his watch. It had been but a little over a
minute since he had left Della Street at the door.

Mason pushed back the door. As he had surmised, this
door led directly into the main house, with its rich deep
carpets on the floor, a crystal chandelier hanging from the
ceiling, a flight of winding stairs leading up to a second
floor.

Mason hesitated, debated whether to turn back.

“Hello!” he called.

Even to his own ears his voice seemed to lack assur-
ance. ‘

Suddenly from the second floor came a terrific pound-
ing, a series of blows struck with indescribable rapidity, a
pounding that seemed to shake the entire house.

Mason called out, “Mrs. Kempton, are you all right?”

The pounding ceased.

“Mrs. Kempton!” he called. “Oh, Mrs. Kempton!”

Again the pounding was renewed, this time seeming to
be closer, nearer to the head of the stairs.

He ran up the stairs two at a time.

The stairs led to an upper corridor. Looking down this
corridor, Mason learned the cause of the noise. A big go-
rilla was hanging onto the top edge of an open door, his
long left arm extended. His two feet and the other hand
were beating violent tattoo on the floor of the hallway.

As he saw Mason, the gorilla released his hold on the
door, ceased pounding and came running toward the law-
yer with a peculiar shambling gait.

Mason stood stock-still.

The gorilla continued to advance.

Mason looked apprehensively back over his shoulder,
realized that before he could get halfway down the stair-
case the gorilla would overtake him.,
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Mason stretched forth his arm, holding up his hand
with the palm outward.

The gorilla came to a stop, stood upright, beat his chest
rapidly with both hands until the whole hallway rever-
berated with hollow, drumlike sounds.

Mason took a slow step backwards, groping behind him
with his hand for the edge of the iron balustrade.

The gorilla abruptly ceased to beat his chest, watched
Mason as a cat might watch a mouse.

The lawyer’s groping hand encountered not the iron
balustrade but the knob of a door. He twisted the knob.
The door, which was unlocked, opened inward. He
slipped through the door, abruptly closed it, and, search-
ing frantically for a lock, found a heavy bolt which he
shot into place.

There was complete, utter silence from the hallway.

Mason found that he was in a big room equipped as a
combined bedroom and office. Behind a screen he could
see the foot of a bed and on the bed he was able to glimpse
a man’s foot.

There was a big desk, a couple of filing cases, a round
cannon ball safe, shelves containing books, paintings on
the walls, some framed photographs, and a half a dozen
large chairs.

Mason started around the big desk, and as he did so
stopped short as he saw the body of a woman crumpled on
the floor, lying slightly on one side, her head bent back-
wards, her left hand clenched, her right hand on the car-
pet with the fingers extended.

Light shining down on the woman’s face left no doubt
of her identity. It was Mrs. Kempton.

Mason ran around the screen to the bed.

A man lay face down on the bed, sprawled out.

The handle of a big carving knife protruded from his
back. The knife had been driven in to the hilt, and blood
had spread out over the bedspread, blood had spurted up
onto the wall, and, as Mason lookd closer, he saw another
jagged wound on the side of the man’s neck.

There was no need to take the man’s pulse. He was ob-
viously dead.
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Mason turned back toward the place where Mrs. Kemp-
ton was lying.

As he did so the whole room rocked under the impact
of a terrific weight which was hurled against the door.

Then, for a moment, there was silence. A framed paint-
ing on the corridor wall, which had been pushed out by
the impact, thudded back into place.

There was a half-second of silence, and then suddenly
the impact against the door was renewed. This time the
door crashed from its hinges and exploded inward into the
room.

Standing in the doorway, glowering at Mason was the
big gorilla the lawyer had seen at the end of the corridor.

Mason tried using his voice. “Just a minute, boy,” he

said. “Steady. Take it easy now.’

The gorilla stood perfectly motionless, looking dlrectly
at Mason. The bulk of the big desk prevented the animal
from seeing Mrs. Kempton sprawled on the floor, just as
it had prevented Mason from seeing her.

It was a tense moment. Mason could hear the pounding
of his own heart, could see the gorilla watching him with
keen eyes that took in every move, every detail of Ma-
son’s appearance.

“Take it easy, boy,” Mason said.

The gorilla moved forward, putting one of its feet on
the smashed, splintered doorway, then abruptly withdraw-
ing it as though thinking better of it. The animal’s long
arms were thrust forward, the knuckles of the left fore-
arm resting lightly on the splintered doorway, the right
arm clinging to the wrecked doorjam.

Mason tried to hold the animal with his eyes.

For a long moment neither moved.

Mason started talking, striving to keep his voice natural.
“I don’t know what the devil to say to you under the cir-
cumstances,” Mason said, addressing the gorilla. “I don’t
know what I'm supposed to do. I have an idea that if I
advance I'm going to get killed, and if I retreat I'm sure
I'll get killed. If I stand here without doing anything, I'm
simply building up a tension and . . .”

Abruptly Mason became conscious of Mrs. Kempton’s
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voice from the floor, a voice that was weak but edged with
urgency.

“Don’t look at him, Mr. Mason,” she warned. “Crouch
down on the floor and start doing something, anything.
Take some coins from your pocket, a knife, a watch, any-
thing that glitters. Start arranging them in patterns.”

Mason, with his eyes still on the gorilla, said over his
shoulder, “Are you all right? I was afraid you...”

“Never mind about me, do as I say. Hurry!”

Mason heard Mrs. Kempton stir behind him, struggling
to a sitting position.

Mason had some loose coins in his right-hand trouser
pocket. He pulled them out and started arranging them in
a haphazard design on the floor, bending over the coins
in complete concentration.

After a moment Mason was conscious that the gorilla
had moved another step forward, sensed that the animal
was peering down at the coins Mason was arranging with
such careful precision.

Mrs. Kempton managed to get to a sitting position, then
to her knees. “Haven’t you something else?” she asked.
“A gold pencil, a watch? Anything.”

Mason unbuckled his wrist watch, placed in on the floor
in the center of the circle of coins, noticing as he did so
that it was now exactly five and one half minutes since
he had left Della Street at the doorway. If she followed in-
structions she should now be headed for a telephone, call-
ing the police.

“Now then,” Mrs. Kempton said, “back away slowly,
keeping your eyes on the coins. Don’t look at the gorilla.
Back away. Back away slowly. When you do that hell
come forward and try to find out what you were doing.
He’ll be curious. He’ll start playing with the objects you’ve
left on the floor—I hope.”

Mason straightened to his feet.

“Don’t look at the gorilla,” she warned.

Mason continued to stare down at the assortment of
coins and the wrist watch on the floor.

“Keep backing away,” she said. “Back away slowly over
toward me.”

Mason followed instructions.
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He felt her hand on his arm, felt her weight for a mo-
ment as she used his arm as support to pull herself to her
feet.

The gorilla, his eyes fastened on the assortment of ob-
jects on the floor, moved forward and bent down over the
coins just as Mason had done.

“Quick,” she said, “but don’t run. Walk quietly, firmly,
and with a great deal of assurance. Leave him there with
that problem to puzzle over. Come quickly.”

Mason said, “What’s happened? What . . . ?”

“I don’t know. Let’s get out of here first. Our lives are
in danger. That gorilla is dangerous. If he ever thinks we’re
afraid of him, if he ever thinks we’re running away from
him—oh, please, come!”

“There’s a dead man on the bed,” Mason said.

“I know,” she told him. “Benjamin Addicks. He’s been
stabbed.”

“Who stabbed him?”

“Don’t talk now. Just follow me, please.”

She led the way around the bed to a bathroom. “In here,
quick.”

She closed and locked that door, opened a door at the
other end of the bathroom which opened on a communi-
cating bedroom.

“Hurry,” she said.

She was running now, leading the way.

Mason kept pace with her.

“Will that gorilla . . . ?”

“Heaven knows what that gorilla will do,” she said.
“You can’t tell what’s going to happen. Gorillas are un-
predictable anyway, and these animals have been sub-
jected to psychiatric experiments. They’re nervously un-
stable.”

“What in the world are you doing here?”

“I'll tell you later on.”

She had crossed the room now and stood listening at a
door. She opened this door, put her head out, glanced
quickly from side to side, said in a whisper, “I think the
coast is clear. We’re going to have to cross this corridor
and go down the stairs to the front reception room—I
think you’d better take off your shoes.”
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Mason slipped his shoes off and was aware that Mrs.
Kempton also had removed her shoes while she was talk-
ing.

“We’ll run,” she said, “but we don’t want them to know
we’re running. If they hear the sound of runming feet, if
there’s any sign of panic—it’s going to be too bad.”

She stepped out into the corridor. Mason was at her
side. Together they reached the winding staircase which
led down to the reception hallway where Mason had been
given his first glimpse of the interior of the house.

Abruptly Mason realized that for some time now he
had been conscious of a background of noise, which now
resolved itself into the steady wailing of sirens, an almost
hysterical barking of police dogs. Suddenly the barking
rose to a crescendo, and then abruptly ceased in a chorus
of yelps, the sound being similar to that made by a dog
that has been hit a glancing blow by an automobile.

“What’s that?” Mason asked.

“I tell you I don’t know,” she said. “We’ve got to get
out of here! We’ve got to get out of herel”

She led the way down the stairs, across the reception
corridor. Mason moved toward the front door.

“No, no, not that way,” she said.

She crossed through another room, through a dining
room, a serving pantry, a kitchen, said, “we’ve got to take
a chance on this. This is a doorway that leads to the zoo.
Heaven knows whether any of those animals are back.”

She opened the door.

Mason stepped past her into the corridor, saw that the
doors on the vacant cages were still swung open. Appar-
ently no animals were loose in the corridor.

“Come on,” Mason said, and led the way at a run.

“Watch out for that gorilla,” she warned.

They paused to put on their shoes. Mason veered over
so that he was brushing against the wall.

Once more, as he passed the cage, the gorilla flung him-
self in a savage leap that was arrested by the bars of the
cage.

Even the walls of the corridor shook at the impact of
that body as it hurtled against the door.

86



Mason looked back over his shoulder to see that Mrs.
Kempton was keeping against the wall.

The gorilla’s long, hairy arms shot through the bars in
the cage, groped in savage fury, missed them by a matter
of inches.

Out in the yard the dogs began barking as though they
had something treed. The sirens were sounding a continual
scream of noise.

Mason opened the door, looked out, said, “Let’s make
a run for it.”

They emerged on Rose Street. The night air seemed
pure and sweet in their nostrils in contrast to the animal
odors of the corridor with its closely packed cages.

Behind them was the blaze of light from the battery
of floodlights which now illuminated every inch of the
grounds. One of the dogs yelped in pain, then there was
another round of excited barking.

Mason surveyed the street. Since he had left his wrist
watch for the gorilla to play with he had no means of
knowing how long it had been since Della had gone for
the police.

“We may run into someone,” he said, “so let’s try to act
like passers-by who have been attracted by the commo-
tion. We’ll walk rapidly, but try not to run.

“Now, tell me what happened.”

“Well,” she said, “it’s a long story. There’s one matter
on which I need the help of a lawyer at once, and . . .”

“Who killed Addicks?” Mason interrupted impatiently.

She quickened her pace.

“Hold it,” Mason ordered. “Who killed . . . ?”

He broke off as a police car swung around the corner,
two red spotlights throwing blood-red beams ahead of the
car.

The headlights etched Mason and Mrs. Kempton into
brilliance, then a huge searchlight pilloried them in a
glare.

A siren screamed at them.

Mrs. Kempton looked at Mason in dismay.

“Stand still,” Mason said.

A voice from the police car shouted, “Get ’em up!”

Mason elevated his hands.
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The police car slowed almost to a stop, drew up along-
side. Mason could see the reflection of lights from the
blued steel of weapons.

“What the devil’s coming off here?” a voice asked.

“I wish I knew,” Mason told them.

“Well, you should know. You were legging it away
from the house just as fast as you could make it.”

Mason said, “Any time you are sufficiently satisfied that
I am unarmed, I’ll reach into my pocket, bring out my
billfold and show you that I am an attorney at law, and
that I am the one who summoned the police.”

“By gosh, it’s Perry Mason!” another voice in the po-
lice car said. “You’ve been in that house, Mason?”

“I have been in that house,” Mason said. “I wish to re-
port a dead man lying on a bed in a bedroom on the sec-
ond floor. He has quite evidently been stabbed, and from
the position of the wounds and the manner in which the
handle of the knife is sticking from his back, I would say
definitely that it was not suicide. Now then, I’ve made my
report.”

The searchlight was clicked off. One of the officers said,
“Who’s that with you?”

“Her name is Josephine Kempton,” Mason said. “She’s
a client of mine, and I'll do the talking.”

“Let’s not start that angle.”

“It’s started,” Mason told him.

“What has she got to conceal?”

“As far as I know, nothing.”

“Why doesn’t she tell her story then?”

“Because,” Mason said, “she happens to have certain
rights. I want an opportunity to talk with her privately and
in detail before I know what she should say and what she
shouldn’t say. I might further point out that if I were the
only one involved I would endeavor to ascertain the facts
in the situation and make a statement which would clarify
her position. However, as it happens, I am only one of
two counsel.”

“Who’s the other one?”

“James Etna of Etna, Etna and Douglas.”

“Where’s he?” .
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“That,” Mason said, “is something we don’t know,
something we’ve been trying to find out.”

“All right, get in the back of this car,” the officer said.
“There’ll be another car here in a minute. If this woman
isn’t going to talk, she’s going to be held as a material wit-
ness. You know that.”

“That’s quite all right,” Mason said. “You know your
business, and I know mine. Hold her as a witness if
you want to. She’ll talk when I tell her to. I'll tell her to
when I know what she has to say.”

One of the officers opened the back door of the auto-
mobile. “Get in there in the back seat,” he ordered. “How
the devil do you get into this house? The front gate seems
to be barred, and . . .”

“You get in by driving along this street to a door bear-
ing the number 546. You want to be pretty careful when
you go in because there are some gorillas loose in the
place and they look as though they might be belliger-
ent.”

“Isn’t this the devil of an assignment,” one officer com=
plained to the other. “Where’s car nineteen?”

“Here it comes.”

Another police car swung in at the opposite entrance
of Rose Street, and came toward them. Its siren, which
had been screaming in a crescendo, was now lowering to
a grumbling wail.

“All right,” the driver said. “I guess I go in with nine-
teen. You stay here and keep an eye on these people.
You’d better hand me that machine gun. This gorilla hunt-
ing is something I don’t like.”

Mason turned to Mrs. J osephme Kempton. “You hea.rd
what I said?” He inquired in a low voice.

“Yes.”

“Do you understand you’re not to talk to anybody until
you have talked to me, until I have had a chance to get
your wh(’)le story? You understand that?”

“Yes:?

“Can you follow those instructions? Can you keep from
making any statement?”

“Cettainly-”
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POLICE CARS CONTINUED TO CONVERGE ON THE PLACE.
Officers made reports through two-way radio telephones,
and a couple of squad cars came screaming to the scene.

Della Street parked Mason’s car on a side street, and
came running frantically down the alley.

Mason started to get out of the police car.

“Sit right still, buddy,” the man who had been left in
charge warned him.

“That’s my secretary,” Mason said. “I instructed her to
call the police. Get her attention.”

The officer seemed dubious for a moment, then manip-
ulated a switch which flashed the red spotlight on and off.

Mason, thrusting his head out of the car window,
shouted, “Della, here we are, over here! Della! It’s all
right!”

Della Street turned her head for a moment trying to get
the direction of the voice, then seeing and correctly in-
terpreting the flashing spotlight once more broke into a
run and came up calling, “Chief, Chief, where are you?”

“Here, Della. It’s all right.”

“You this man’s secretary?” the officer asked.

“Yes.”

“She called the police,” Mason said. “She’s the one who
put in the call.”

“That right?” the officer asked.

“That’s right,” Della said. “Who’s that in there with
you? Oh, Mrs. Kempton. Good heavens, Chief, whatever
happened? I was never so frightened in my life. I waited
there for the five minutes, just as you told me to, but, be-
lieve me, I was watching the second hand on my watch,
and I had the motor running, and the very second the five
minutes were up I was on my way. It seemed as though
I’d never get to a telephone.”

Mason said, “Don’t worry, Della. There seems to have
been quite a bit of trouble inside the house. I don’t really
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know all that did happen. The doors of some of the cages
were opened. Apparently some gorillas made their escape
and were prowling through the house. I tried to get back
to tell you what was going on, but one of the gorillas didn’t
seem to want to be too friendly—or perhaps I should say
he wanted to be more friendly.”

“But what caused all of the commotion? What caused
all this...?”

“Apparently, Mason said, “there are burglar alarms
and .

“You’d better get in and sit down, ma’am,” the officer
interposed. “If you’re the one who called the police, we’ll
want to get a statement from you. You’d better wait right
here.”

“My car’s parked down on the side street,” Della said.
“I jumped out in such a hurry I didn’t take the key out
of the lock. 'm afraid I left the motor running.”

“Let it run,” the officer told her.

“I could go down and shut it off and . . .”

“And again you could stay right here,” the officer said.

Mason said, “Apparently, Della, Mr. Benjamin Ad-
dicks has been murdered. The police naturally want to
find out all they can about the circumstances surrounding
his death.”

“Oh-oh!” Della Street said.

Mason opened the car door. “Get in and sit down.”

“Good evening, Miss Street,” Mrs. Kempton said.

“Good evening. What are you ... ?”

She broke off as Mason’s knee nudged her leg.

“Go on,” the officer said. “What were you going to
say?”

Della Street said demurely, “I was just going to ask her
what she was doing about transportation back to town. I
was going to tell her that I was driving Mr. Mason’s car,
and that we’d take her back to town.”

“You don’t need to worry a bit about that,” the officer
said. “Her transportation back to town is all taken care
of. So’s Mr. Mason’s transportation, and so’s yours.”

The loud-speaker said, “Calling car seven, car seven.”

The officer leaned forward, pushed a switch and said,
“Car seven reporting. Go ahead.”
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“You reported a homicide at the Addicks place?”

“That’s right. I got it from two people we picked up
who were just leaving the house. One of them’s Perry Ma-
son, the lawyer. He says Benjamin Addicks has been mur-
dered.

“Now then, there’s a woman with him, Josephine Kemp-
ton, and just now Mr. Mason’s secretary showed up. Mr.
Mason claims that she telephoned the police. What do I
do?”

The officer leaned over and pressed a button.

“Car seven, in response to your inquiry, as soon as
you have been rejoined by your fellow officer drive the car
with Mr. Mason, Mrs. Kempton and Mr. Mason’s secre-
tary to headquarters. Under no circumstances let them
leave the car. Don’t let them communicate with anyone
else. Don’t let them hide anything. We are giving instruc-
tions to your fellow officer to join you at once. That is all.”

The officer flipped a switch, turned his head back to
Mason and said, “Okay, you heard those instructions.”

“I certainly feel,” Mason said, “that I should be given
an opportunity to drive my own car to headquarters so
that it will be there. I’ll follow you or go directly ahead of
you along any streets you . . .”

“You’ll sit right there,” the officer said. “There’s some-
thing funny about this business. You know damn well
what caused those instructions from headquarters.”

“What?” Mason asked innocently.

“Somebody made a telephone call from inside that
house and reported something. Whatever it was, it was
something that made . . . here comes my partner.”

The door leading to the zoo opened and a uniformed
officer came running toward the car.

The officer who was guarding the three people in the
back seat pressed the starter button and brought the mo-
tor to life, moved over to the side.

The other officer jerked open the car door and jumped
in behind the steering wheel.

“Headquarters came on with instructions for us,
and i 5.7
“I know,” the driver said, slamming the car into gear.
“They want these people up at headquarters just as quick
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as we can get them there Start the siren, Mike, and keep
her going.’

“I left Mr. Mason’s car parked with the motor running,”
Della Street said.

No one paid the slightest attention to her.

The police car swept down Rose Street, turned to the
right, and Della Street, looking back through the rear
window of the car, said, “Oh dear, I've left the headlights
on too.”

The man at the wheel concentrated on driving. The
other officer started watching the side streets. The needle
on the speedometer passed forty, went past fifty, up to
sixty, then settled down at around seventy miles an hour
as they hit a through boulevard.

Mason settled back and said, “Relax. Relax and enjoy
it

“Relax!” Josephine Kempton said through clenched
teeth. “In the name of heaven, why?”

“You,” Mason told her, “should be more familiar with
Chinese proverbs.”

9

PERRY MASON SAT IN A SMALL WITNESS ROOM AT PO-
lice headquarters. Half a dozen battered chairs lined the
wall. There was a scarred oak table in the center of the
room, bearing the traces of cigarette burns along the
edges. A water cooler, with a container of paper cups, was
at one end of the room. Aside from the chairs, the table,
the water container, a wastebasket and two battered spit-
toons, the room was entirely bare.

Mason shifted his position in one of the uncomfortable
chairs, stretched out his long legs, crossed the ankles, and
glanced significantly at the place where his wrist watch
should have been, then hastily lowered his bare wrist.

The uniformed officer who sat there, stolidly puffing
away at a cigar, said, “It won’t be long now. Take it
easy.”

93



Mason said angrily, “I don’t like being treated this
way.”

“I suppose you don’t.”

“You’d think we had committed the murder.”

“You could have, couldn’t you? There wasn’t anyone
else in the house.”

“Oh, bunk!” Mason said.

There was silence for several seconds.

“This business of putting my secretary in one room, me
in another, my client in a third, holding us all where we
can’t get in touch with each other—that’s cheap theatrical
stuff as far as I'm concerned.”

“Well,” the officer said, puffing away at the cigar, “it’s
orders as far as I'm concerned. What do you think of the
Giants?”

“Doing all right,” Mason said.

“Uh-huh. The Dodgers is quite a team.”

“Uh-huh,” Mason said.

The officer smoked with that air of complete detach-
ment which indicated that the only hour on the clock
which meant anything to him was the time at which he
would be off duty. Aside from that he took things as they
came. He had been instructed to sit in this room with Per-
ry Mason and keep him from communicating with anyone,
and he was making himself as comfortable as possible
while he was carrying out his orders.

“Who’s the mastermind that gave these orders?” Ma-
son asked.

The officer hesitated a moment, turned the cigar in his
mouth, inspected the end of it to make certain it was draw-
ing evenly, and said, “Sergeant Holcomb.”

“Well,” Mason said, “my time’s valuable. My automo-
bile is out there with the motor running and the lights on.”

“No, it isn’t.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s right downstairs. You don’t need to tell anybody
I told you, but you can quit worrying about your automo-
bile.”

“That’s fine,” Mason said. “I’ll drive it home then.”

The officer grinned.
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“Good Lord!” Mason said. “You don’t mean they’re go-
ing to impound that for evidence too.”

“The boys are going over it,” the officer told him. “May-
be they’ll be done by the time you get out of here. Maybe
they won’t.”

Mason said angrily, “That’s what I get for instructing
my secretary to call the police.”

“No,” the officer said, “that’s what you get for finding
so damn many bodies. You get around too much. Accord-
ing to the way the Sarge thinks about it, you should stay
in your office and let people come to you. You always get
out on the firing line some place, and seem to have a
knack for being around about the time somebody gets
bumped off.

“You know, when it comes to pennant winning I like a
team that has the old power house. You get fellows that
can bunch their hits and that’s what counts. Funny the
way some teams are like that. Some just scatter their hits
all through the game; and then you can take a power
house gang that’s playing along just ordinary baseball, and
all of a sudden somebody sparks a play, and the next
thing you know the whole team is going crazy, batting
pitchers out of the box, slamming balls all over the dia-
mond. They bring in a fistfull of runs and then they settle
down. They can afford to. They’ve got the game won.”

Mason said wearily, “Runs are what win a ball game.”

“You said it, buddy. Now you take the Giants. Ever
since Durocher got in there the team is like a unit. You
can figure everything is teamwork. They’ll play machine-
precision baseball until something happens to give them a
break, and then they pounce on that break like nobody’s
business. They . ..”

The door opened.

A tall, affable, good-looking man in plain clothes, stood
on the threshold smiling at Perry Mason.

Mason got up out of his chair and said, “Well, well,
Lieutenant Tragg himself. This is a pleasure. I thought I
was going to have a session with Sergeant Holcomb’s bull-
necked stupidity.”

Lieutenant Tragg shook hands. “You shouldn’t run
down one officer to a brother officer, Mason,” he said.
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“Sergeant Holcomb is busy interviewing—others.”

“I hope he isn’t using his tact and diplomacy on Della
Street,” Mason said.

Lieutenant Tragg walked over to the table and sat
down.

“All right, Mason,” he said, “what’s the story?”

The door opened. A plain-clothes man with a shorthand
notebook came in, sat down at the table, opened the
notebook, took a fountain pen from his pocket, unscrewed
the cap, shifted his position in the chair as though trying to
get his hips and elbows in just the right place, then
nodded to Lieutenant Tragg.

“You can begin at the beginning,” Lientenant Tragg
said to Mason.

“In the beginning,” Mason said. “Della Street and I
were in my office. The switchboard kept clattering away.
It’s rather annoying. Ordinarily we wouldn’t answer calls
at night, and ordinarily we wouldn’t have any calls. But
we took the call. Somebody asked us to go out to Benja-
min Addicks’ place.”

“Someone?” Tragg said.

“That’s right.”

“Who was someone?”

“I didn’t recognize the voice myself,” Mason said, “not
well enough to swear to it.”

“Well, you’ve got your opinion, haven’t you?”

“I thought you wanted evidence.”

“Are you going to be difficult, Mason?”

“No, just cautious.”

“All right, I'll put it to you straight. Was it Mrs. Kemp-
ton on the line?”

“I don’t know.”

“Did the voice say it was Mrs. Kempton?”

“I can’t tell you.”

“What do you mean, you can’t tell me? Don’t you
know what the voice said?”

“Yes, but I haven’t had a chance to talk with my client.”

“How long has she been your client?”

“There again,” Mason said, “we get into a matter which
I would like to talk over with my client before I discuss it
with the police. If you’ll give me an opportunity for a five
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or ten minute private talk with my client, I can save us
both a lot of time.”

“We might surprise you by doing just that,” Tragg said
casually, as though conceding a minor point. “So you
went out to the Addicks’ place. What did you find when
you got out there, Mason?”

“A door.”

“Good heavens, you astound me! And what did you do
when you found the door?”

“I rang the bell. Nobody answered. I tried the door. It
was open. I looked inside. I didn’t like what I...”

“Yes. Go on,” Tragg said as Mason hesitated.

“I didn’t like the setup,” Mason said.

“So what?”

“So I told Della Street that if T wasn’t back in five min-
utes to call the police. I didn’t get back in five minutes,
and she called the police.”

“Why didn’t you get back?”

“I was busy.”

“Doing what?”

“Playing tag with a bunch of gorillas who seemed to
want to play a little rough, and finding bodies.”

“Where was the body when you found it?”

“I presume exactly where it was when you found it. Ly-
ing face down on a bed.”

“Face down?”

“Well, the body was lying on its stomach, but the head
had been turned slightly to one side so you could see the
man’s profile. There was a wound in the neck, and a
knife was sticking out of the back, pretty nearly between
the shoulders, just a little to the left side of the backbone,
I would say.”

“And where was Mrs. Kempton when you found her?”

“Lying on the floor.”

“Doing what?”

“Breathing, and that’s all.”

“Then what?”

“Then we left the house and the police picked us up.”

“I’d like a little more,” Tragg said.

Mason shrugged his shoulders. ;

Tragg pushed back the chair, grinned at the officer,
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said, “Take Mr. Mason into the room where Mrs. Kemp-
ton is being held. Tell the officer in charge that I want
them left alone. I want them given an opportunity to have
a ten minute conversation that is absolutely private. Then
Mason can come back.”

“Thank you,” Mason said.

“Not at all. It’s a pleasure,” Tragg told him.

The officer escorted Mason across a corridor, into an-
other room where Mrs. Kempton was seated in a chair
with an officer on guard.

Mason said rapidly, “Lieutenant Tragg has arranged
that we are to have a ten or fifteen minute conversation in
private, Mrs. Kempton.”

“Oh, I'm so glad.”

Mason looked at the officer.

“In private.”

The officer in the room received a nod by way of signal,
got up and walked out through the door.

As soon as the door closed Mason whipped a fountain
pen from his pocket, pulled out a notebook and said,
“Now, Mrs. Kempton, just try to relax and tell me exactly
what happened.”

He put the notebook down on the table and wrote,
“There’s undoubtedly a microphone in this room. Tell me
that you’re too nervous to talk.”

Mrs. Kempton said, “Oh, I couldn’t—I couldn’t tell
you much now, Mr. Mason. I'm too terribly nervous.”

“You’ve talked with the police?”” Mason asked.

“No-”

“Well, you must have told them something.”

“I told them you were my lawyer.”

“What else?”

“I told them if they wanted any statement from me they
could get it from my lawyer.”

“Well, that’s fine,” Mason said. “However, we can dis-
cuss matters now and then I’ll know what to tell the po-
lice. Although perhaps—well, if you’re nervous we’ll try
and go at it gradually.”

Mason wrote on the notebook. “Tell me that you don’t
want to make any statement until James Etna is here with
me.”
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Mrs. Kempton cleared her throat and said, “Well, I
would like to tell you exactly what happened—as far as I
know, Mr. Mason.”

“That’s right,” Mason said. “Of course you can only
tell what you know, and only as much as you know.”

“But, after all, I have another lawyer, James Etna. I
don’t know why we couldn’t get him. I wouldn’t want to
tell you and then tell him all over again. I think I'd better
wait, Mr. Mason, until I can get Mr. Etna and then I can
tell both of you everything that I know, which isn’t much
—and, of course, I’m terribly nervous now.”

“Well,” Mason said, putting the notebook and foun-
tain pen in his pocket, “if that’s the way you feel, Mrs.
Kempton, I'm not going to try to urge you. I would only
suggest that you regain your composure as soon as possi-
ble. I want you to tell us what happened so that we can
make a statement to the police and to the press. I think
the police are entitled to a statement at the earliest possi-
ble moment, and, of course, it’s always a bad thing when
you adopt the position with the press that you won’t make
any statement at all.”

“They haven’t let me see the press yet—or, rather, they
haven’t let the press see me.”

“They probably will,” Mason said affably, stretching
and yawning. “However, you can tell them that as soon as
we’ve had a joint conference with James Etna, we’ll re-
lease a statement of some sort to the press.”

“Thank you.”

They were silent for a few seconds.

Abruptly the door opened, and the officer said to Ma-
son, “Come on back. Lieutenant Tragg wants to see you.”

Mason said, “I haven’t been here more than three min-
utes. I was to have a ten or fifteen minute conference.”

“That’s all right. The Lieutenant wants to see you.”

The officer who had been guarding Mrs. Kempton, and
who was standing in the corridor, entered the room and
sat down.

Mason made a reassuring gesture to Mrs. Kempton, fol-
lowed the other officer back to the room where Lieutenant
Tragg was waiting.
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“You take anything out of that house?” Lieutenant
Tragg asked.

“What house?”

“That Addicks house, Stonehenge.”

Mason shook his head.

“Well,” Tragg said, “we’ve got to make sure. It’s just
a formality. You don’t have any objections, do you?”

“Certainly I have objections.”

Tragg said, “Don’t be difficult, Mason. You know as
well as I do that if you make objections to being searched
we’ll simply book you as a material witness, and when we
book you we’ll take all your things away from you and
put them in an envelope, and put you in a nice quiet cell
and .2

“Okay,” Mason said. “Go ahead.”

Tragg ran his fingers quickly over Mason’s clothes and
said, “Take everything out of your pockets and put them
in a pile on the table, Mason.”

Mason said, “Ordinarily I'd tell you to go to hell, Lieu-
tenant, but because I've got a lot of work to do tonight,
and want to get this over with, I'll be agreeable.”

“That’s fine,” Tragg said.

“And,” Mason went on, “because I have nothing to
hide.”

Mason took the notebook from his pocket.

Tragg grabbed it.

Mason tried to retrieve it, but it was too late.

Tragg grinned and said, “This is what I wanted, Ma-
son.”

“You have no right reading my personal notes,” Mason
said.

Tragg riffled through the notebook, came to the page on
which Mason had written his instructions to Mrs. Kemp-
ton, tore that page out of the book, said, “Hell, I knew
you wouldn’t walk into anything like that, but this will es-
tablish my point with the guy who thought it was a swell
idea.”

Mason said, “You have no right to take that page out
of my notebook.”

“I know, I know,” Tragg said. “Go into court and get
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an order and we’ll give it back. Why are you so afraid to
let your client talk?”

“Because I don’t know what she’s going to say.”

“All right,” Tragg said. “Now I'm going to tell you
something, Mason, something for your own good.”

“What?” Mason asked.

“There’s some evidence against Mrs. Kempton. She’s
going to be kept here all night and perhaps tomorrow.”

“On what charge?”

Tragg grinned.

“You put a charge against her,” Mason said, “or I'll
slam a writ of habeas corpus on you.”

Tragg said, “Go ahead, and slam the writ of habeas
corpus on us, Mason, then we may charge her and we may
turn her loose. Until you get a writ she’s going to be right
with us. And I’'m going to warn you not to get tied up

“ with her too much and too deep until you know what her
story is. Actually, Mason, she and Benjamin Addicks were
the only two people in that house. One of those persons
was stabbed to death. Now where does that leave your
client?”

Mason said, “If you’d give me a chance to hear her
storyI’'d . ..”

“I gave you your chance,” Tragg said. “You wouldn’t
let her talk.” -

“Sure,” Mason told him. “With a microphone righ
back of that table and seventeen detectives sitting there lis-
tening at the other end of the wire.”

“Well, what did you expect?” Tragg asked.

“Just that,” Mason said.

“Then you weren’t disappointed. I have some other
news for you. Your car’s ready. Della Street’s waiting
there for you. Go on back to your office. If you want, get
out a writ of habeas corpus. You may have trouble
finding a judge at night and it’ll be tomorrow morning be-
fore you can get a writ and have it served. Give me a ring
tomorrow morning and I may save you the trouble.”

“And in the meantime?” Mason asked.

“In the meantime Mrs. Kempton stays with us.”
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MASON WALKED OVER TO THE PLACE WHERE HIS CAR
was parked in the police garage. Della Street, who was sit-
ting in the driver’s seat, waved her hand at him, and
started the motor.

Mason moved over to the right-hand side of the car,
opened the door and slid in beside her.

Della Street eased the car into motion, driving out of
the police garage and into traffic on the cross street with
all of the sure competency of the skilled driver.

She kept her attention on the traffic while she said to
Perry Mason over her shoulder, “Did they try any funny
stuff?”

“All they could think of,” Mason said. “What did they
do with you?”

She said, “I talked. I told them my story and they knew
it was right because they checked up on the time of the
telephone call, and the place. They went over the car look-
ing for fingerprints and trying to find bloodstains. Then
they let me go. But I knew they were going to try some-
thing with you and Mrs. Kempton. Did she talk?”

“No. She sat tight. They put us together in a room that
was all bugged up.”

Della merely nodded, jockeyed the car into position at
a stop light, and held herself in readiness to beat the line
of traffic to the crossing.

Mason studied her with an affectionate smile. “It isn’t
going to hurt anything if one of those cars gets ahead of
us, Della.”

“Ill hurt my feelings,” she said. “That fellow in the
gray sedan has been trying to push me over and hog the
traffic for the last block.”

She shifted her position slightly, her skirt up over her
knees so as to give her freedom of leg action, her left
foot on the brake, her right on the throttle.

The signal changed.
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Della Street’s reactions were instantaneous. The car
leaped forward and shot across the intersection. The gray
sedan tried to keep up, failed, and, sullenly dropped be-
hind.

“Where t0?” Della Street asked. “The office?”

Mason said, “The nearest telephone, and then we eat.
There’s a drugstore with two phone booths around the
corner here.”

Della Street whipped the car around the corner.

Mason shook his head sadly. “And you object to my
driving.”

“It seems different when I'm doing it,” she admitted
sheepishly.

“It is different,” Mason told her.

She parked the car, joined Mason in the phone booth.

“First James Etna and then Paul Drake, Della,” Mason
told her.

Della Street’s swiftly competent fingers dialed the num-
ber, and a moment later she said, “Just a moment, Mr.
Etna, Mr. Mason wants to talk with you.”

She passed the telephone across to Mason, and Mason
said, “Hello, Etna. Mrs. Kempton has been trying to get
you. There have been complications in . . .”

“I heard about it,” Etna said. “There was a bulletin on
the radio. I was at a friend’s house. My wife and I came
home at once and I've been trying everywhere I could
think of to locate you.”

“You didn’t call the right place,” Mason said.

“Where?”

“Police headquarters.”

“Oh-oh!” Etna said.

“Our client, Mrs. Josephine Kempton, is being held at
headquarters tonight.”

“What charge?”

“No charge.”

“Do you want to get a writ of abeas corpuis?”

“I don’t think it would do any good. They’ll turn her
loose tomorrow anyway, unless she tells them something
tonight, and I don’t think she will.”

Etna said, “I may be able to find out something about
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what the score is, Mason. Can you tell me just briefly
about it?”

“She rang me,” Mason said, “and told me she couldn’t
get you, that she needed a lawyer at once. She was out at
Stonehenge. So my secretary and I drove out there. She
agreed to have the door on the back street opened for us.
The door was open, but she was lying unconscious on the
floor of an upper bedroom, and the body of Benjamin Ad-
dicks was lying face down on the bed. He’d been stabbed
several times, and the handle of a big carving knife was
protruding from his back.”

“I understand the animals were loose and that the
place had been wrecked,” Etna said.

“I wouldn’t say it had been wrecked, but there’s a lot
of commotion going on out there.”

“What do you think about letting her tell her story?”

Mason said, “I never let a client tell a story to the po-
lice unless I know what that story is.”

“You’re the doctor,” Etna told him.

“I’m not the doctor,” Mason said. “I’m associate coun=
sel.”

“No you’re not. You’re in charge of the whole thing—
in case there is anything. I don’t feel competent to handle
a case of that kind. Frankly, I'm quite certain there’s
something in connection with the case that we don’t know
anything about, and it may be something that’s rather dis-
quieting. What was Mrs. Kempton doing out at Stone-
henge?” -

“That’s what the police want to know.”

“She didn’t tell you?”

“No. Actually she didn’t have the opportunity.”

“I have some contacts with newspapermen, and I think
I can find out something of what’s going on. Suppose I get
in touch with you, at say nine o’clock in the morning.”

“That’s fine,” Mason said.

“All right, I’ll be at your office at nine o’clock. I think
T’ll have some information.”

“And,” Mason said, “if they haven’t turned Mrs. Kemp-
ton loose by that time we’ll get a writ of habeas corpus.”

Mason hung up the phone, waited a moment, then dialed
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the private, unlisted number of Paul Drake, head of the
Drake Detective Agency.

When he had Paul Drake on the line, Mason said, “Paul,
I have a job for you, an emergency job.”

“Why the devil is it your cases always break at mght?”
Drake asked irritably.

“They don’t, always,” Mason told him.

“Well, I can always count on a sleepless night when-
ever I get a phone call from you. Just what am I supposed
to do?”

Mason said, “You’re supposed to find out everything
about the late Benjamin Addicks.”

“The late Benjamin Addicks?”

“That’s right. Somebody pushed a carving knife down
between his shoulder blades some time this evening, and
the police are holding a client of mine, a Josephine Kemp-
ton, for questioning.”

“What do you want to know about Addicks?”

“Everything.”

“What do you want to know about the murder?”

“Everything.”

Drake said sarcastically, “I suppose you want me to
have it all ready by nine o’clock tomorrow morning.”

“You’re wrong,” Mason told him. “I want it by eight-
thirty,” and hung up.

11

PROMPTLY AT 8:30 MASON STOPPED BY THE DRAKE
Detective Agency, which had offices on the same floor as
Mason’s law offices.

“Paul in?” he asked the girl at the switchboard.

“He’s in,” she said, “and waiting for you, Mr. Mason.”

“Okay,” Mason said, “tell him to come on down to
my office. I have an appointment at nine, and Della Street
said she was going to be there at eight-thirty.”

Mason went on down to his office and found Della -
Street waiting.
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“Hello, Della. Been here long?”

“About ten minutes.”

“You had a pretty hard day yesterday.”

“I had? You’re the one who had a hard day, playing
tag with gorillas. Did you have nightmares?”

Mason grinned. “I didn’t have nightmares, but I had the
devil of a time gettin® to sleep. There’s something about
those gorillas—they give you something to think of when
they start looking at you and beating themselves on the
chest.”

“I’ll say. Is Paul Drake coming in?”

“Uh-huh. I stopped in and left word. See if you can get
Homicide on the line for me, Della. We’ll put it up to Lieu-
tenant Tragg and find out what he wants to do.”

Della Street rang police headquarters and found that
Lieutenant Tragg was not in his office.

“Try Sergeant Holcomb,” Mason said.

“You know how he hates you,” Della Street warned.

“That’s all right,” Mason told her. “We’ll see what Hol-
comb has to say. I want information.”

A moment later Della Street nodded. Mason picked up
the telephone.

“Hello,” Mason said, “I wanted to get some mformatxon
about a client of mine, Sergeant.”

“What do you want?”

Mason said, “I want to know whether I'm going to have
to get a writ of habeas corpus on Josephine Kempton, or
whether you’re going to turn her loose.”

“She’s loose.”

“She is? I haven’t heard anything of it.”

“Well, you will. She was released about half an hour
ago. I tried your office and got no answer. You don’t have
your residence telephone listed in the book. You’re ex-
clusive. Mrs. Kempton didn’t know where it was, and I
didn’t know where it was. Her other attorney, James Etna,
had a phone listed. I telephoned him. He said he wanted
to come by and pick her up.”

“So you released her,” Mason said.

“That’s right.”

“Then she’s no longer under suspicion?”

“Who said she ever was under suspicion?”
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“All right,” Mason said wearily, “I guess that’s that.”

He hung up.

Della Street raised her eyebrows.

“Holcomb says she’s been released,” Mason reported.

Paul Drake gave his code knock at the door.

Della Street opened the door.

“You guys,” Paul Drake said, “fresh as daisies, aren’t
you? Had a nice sleep, I suppose. Look at me. I'm groggy.
Filled with equal parts of coffee and information.”

“That’s fine,” Mason told him. “Sit down. Keep the
coffee, give us the information.”

Paul Drake, a tall, cadaverous, solemn-looking individ-
ual, whose eyes had been trained by years of poker-faced
observation to show no flicker of expression, assumed his
favorite position in the big, overstuffed, leather chair, his
long legs hanging over one rounded chair arm, the other
arm supporting his back.

He yawned prodigiously, pulled a notebook from his
pocket and said, “I suppose you want me to begin at the
beginning.”

“That’s right.”

“Benjamin Addicks,” Paul Drake said in a drawl, “said
to be fifty-two years old. He’s supposed to have a younger
brother Herman Addicks, forty-six. The two were insep-
arable. They didn’t have any great amount of formal
education, came from a poor family.

“Herman dropped out of sight. Benjamin claimed he
didn’t have any idea where Herman was. That may have
been true. Rumor is that Herman got in a fight and killed
someone, and . . .”

“Snap out of it, Paul,” Mason interrputed sharply.
“You’re a detective. What do you care about all the rumor
stuff? I want facts. What do you know?”

Drake said, “Actually, Perry, not a damned thing. Ad-
dicks is a millionaire. He goes for mining deals in a big
way. He’s been here for sixteen years. Before that no one
knows a damn thing about him, where he came from,
when or how he got his money.”

Mason said incredulously, “You mean his banks don’t
know?”

“I mean no one knows. He always refused to answer
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any question. He’d say, ‘I am asking for no credit at any
time. I buy and I sell in hard cash.’ ”

“But, good heavens, Paul, how about the income tax
people?”

“He told them he had amnesia. The first thing he re-
membered was being here, waking up in a hofél with about
two thousand dollars on him.”

“Did they believe any such yarn as that, Paul?”

-“Certainly not. They managed to get his fingerprints.
Up to that time he’d never been printed. The FBI has no
record on him.”

“Can you make an estimate of how much he’s worth?”

“Probably two or three million dollars net. He has an
enormous income and he has stuff spread around so that
it’s pretty hard to get an accurate estimate. Anyway, he
was sufficiently well fixed so that he could do anything he
wanted.” %

“And what did he want to do?” Mason asked.

“There’s the rub,” Drake said. “You know, Perry, if it
came right down to a showdown, there’s a two or three
million dollar estate there, and he undoubtedly left a will.
That will could probably be attacked on the grounds that
Benjamin Addicks was of unsound mind.”

“Because of the experiments with -apes and gorillas?”
Mason asked.

“I think it goes deeper than that,” Drake said. “I think
that Benjamin Addicks was afraid of himself. Personally,
I think he wanted to kill somebody, or I think he had
killed somebody.”

“What makes you think so?”

“Because he was trying desperately to prove that homi-
cidal impulses are an inherent part of man’s instinctive
equipment. He claimed that civilization might cause those
impulses to lie dormant, particularly in the case of a child
reared in an atomosphere of security. In a keenly competi-
tive existence he claimed that the urge to kill was an in-
herent part of the natural instincts of man. He also claimed
a man could be hypnotized, could commit murder while
he was unaware of what he was doing, and, on awaken-
ing from the hypnotic trance, have no knowledge of what
he had done—perhaps no memory.”
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“In other words, he could have been laying an elabo-
rate plan for defending himself against an old murder
charge,” Mason said.

“Or a new one,” Drake commented.

“But surely, Paul, such a prominent personality must
have had people trying to check—why, with a history like
that, a blackmailer would work for years trying to find the
man’s secret.”

“Sure,” Drake said. “The government spent some time
on it—even a question of citizenship. Everyone got no-
where. It’s surprising what a man can get away with when
he says ‘I can’t remember anything about my past life
so I have dismissed it from my mind. After all, the pres-
sent is the thing, and therefore that’s all I'm interested
m.’ ”»

“So he spent a fortune trying to demonstrate his theo-
ries,” Mason said.

“That’s right—trying to build up his defense.”

“Naturally,” Mason went on, “he could hardly start ex-
perimenting with men in order to bring out his ideas.”

“That’s it. He acquired apes and gorillas, trying to
teach them to kill, trying to get them hypnotized so they’d
obey suggestions.”

“How did he go about it?”

“Lots of ways. He had a couple of trainers out there
and a psychologist who was willing to ride along with him.
I’'ve talked with the psychologist, a man by the name of
Blevins. Alan Blevins.”

“Where was Blevins last night?” Mason asked.

“Sitting at home.”

“He wasn’t out at Stonehenge?”

“Everyone connected with the monkey and ape experi-
ments was fired about a week ago,” Drake said. “Addicks
just cleaned out the whole outfit.”

“Why?” g
ful“,}-le said that his experiments had been proven success-

“What was he doing particularly?”

“Well, that’s what I'm getting at. This Blevins can give
you quite a picture, Perry. Of course, Blevins wasn’t very
co-operative. I had to get in touch with him about three
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o’clock this morning and tell him it was an emergency
and all of that stuff.”

“Well,” Mason said, “if a gorilla didn’t murder Ad-
dicks, the district attorney is going to have a devil of a
time proving who did—but you must have been able to get
something on Addicks, Paul.”

“Sure. I have a fistful of stuff here. I’ve merely been
telling you the stuff I didn’t have.

“His lawyer, Sidney Hardwick, knows something about
Addicks’ background, how much I can’t tell, and he won’t
tell. ’

“Addicks made a stake in gold mining, turned to oil.
He has accounts in a dozen banks, and he does a lot of
business on a strictly cash basis.

“The income tax department doesn’t like it. They are
after him all the time. His business manager, Mortimer
Hershey, can make figures run up the hill or jump over
hurdles.

“Nathan Fallon, a lesser light, has been having trouble
with Addicks. Evidently Fallon isn’t above a little cut and
kickback once in a while.”

“Better check on Fallon’s whereabouts last night Paul,”
Mason said.

Paul Drake looked at the lawyer scornfully. “What the
hell do you think 7 was doing all night?”” he asked. “I’ve
been trying to find out all the police know, which wasn’t
much at first. Nathan Fallon was in Las Vegas, Nevada—
and I mean he was there, every minute. Hershey was in
Santa Barbara. I'm checking him, and so are the police.”

“Anything else that’s important, Paul?”

“Lots of it. Now here’s something I can’t figure. Ad—
dicks didn’t trust anyone in the business deals. He had se-
crets from Fallon and Hershey.”

“Can you blame him?” Mason asked.

“No.”

“What sort of secrets, Paul?”

“Well, for instance, Addicks would disappear. One of
the members of the yacht crew told me that. He was sore
at Addicks because Addicks fired him.

“He said lots of times when Addicks was supposed to
be cruising, he’d actually get aboard, then get off at the
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last minute and have the yacht cruise around when he
wasn’t aboard.

“The yacht had a ship to shore phone, and Addicks
would telephone the yacht’s captain and give him instruc-
tions as to where to sail and all that. Then they’d anchor
at Catalina, and first thing anyone would know there
would be Addicks, pretending he’d been aboard all the
time, shut up in his stateroom, working.”

Mason pursed his lips. “Who was in on it, Paul?”

“Just the captain, and the captain’s as close-mouthed as
a clam.”

Mason thought that over, then said suddenly, “All right,
Paul, he was calling long distance. He must have placed
his calls collect.

“Here’s what you do. By hook or crook get hold of the
telephone bills on that ship’s telephone, start tracing the
numbers that he called from. Let’s find out where he was
when he was hiding from both Fallon and Hershey—do
you suppose it was a woman, Paul?”

“Apparently he didn’t have any,” Drake said, “but he
certainly was a great boy for cash transactions, and my
own idea is he was slipping something over on the income
tax department.”

“You’ve got some photos of him?”

“Oh, sure.”

“Well, check on those phone bills and see what you
can find out.”

“All right,” Drake said. “Now here’s another thing.
He- /"

4 Drake was interrupted by a low, insistent knock at the
oor.

Della Street opened the door a crack, looked out, then
pulled the door back and said, “Good morning. You folks
are a little early.”

Etna and Josephine Kempton walked through the door-
way.

Mason mtroduced them to Paul Drake, said to Etna,
“How’s everything coming?”

“Coming fine,” Etna said triumphantly. “We’re sitting
pretty, Mason.”
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Mrs. Kempton nodded and beamed. “They couldn’t
have been nicer to me.”

Mason’s eyes narrowed. “What sort of a story did you
tell them?” he asked suspiciously.

“I didn’t tell them anything. I did just as you instructed
me'”

Mason studied her face for a few moments, then abrupt-
ly said to Paul Drake, “I'm sorry, Paul, but we’re going
to have to ask you to leave. It’s not that we don’t trust
your discretion, but it has been held that a client who has
a discussion with her attorney in the presence of a third
person waives the benefit of the statutory provisions mak-
ing such conversation absolutely confidential—Della, of
course, as my secretary, is included within the scope of the
statute, but you aren’t.” '

“That’s fine,” Drake said. “Maybe I can get myself a
little breakfast. ’'m so damned tired of coffee and ham
sandwiches bolted in between telephone calls. I'll go
down and have a real meal off a table.”

Drake left the room.

Mason turned to Etna and Mrs. Kempton. “Sit down,”
he said. “Now, Mrs. Kempton, I want the truth, the whole
truth, and nothing but the truth.”

“I told you the truth.”

Mason shook his head.

“Mr. Mason,” she said indignantly, “do you think I
would lie?”

Mason said, “I know the police. I know how they work.
You were alone in that house with a murdered man. You
refuse to tell anyone what you know, and yet you claim
that the police turned you loose.”

“That’s right. They did. They even sent up to my room
and got clothes for me.”

“How’s that?” Mason said.

“Well, they told me that it was necessary to have my
clothes gone over carefully by a laboratory man, that they
always did that in cases where a witness had been present,
at a murder, that it was a matter of routine. They said it
would be tomorrow sometime before I could have my
clothes back, and that there was no need of waiting there
if I didn’t want to, that they’d send the matron up to my
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room and she could get the clothes for me if I'd tell her
what I wanted to wear.”

“They did that?”

“Yes.”

“You gave them a key to your room?”

“It was in my envelope—they take everything away
from you and put it in an envelope.”

“And you signed something saying it would be all right
for her to go in the room?”

“That’s right.”

“Then what happened?”

“Then they brought me my clothes. Everyone was just
as nice as pie. They told me they were sorry they had had
to hold me, that they had now found out all about who
murdered Mr. Addicks and that I was absolutely in the
clear.”

“Who told you that?”

“The matron.”

“Then what did you do?”

“Well,” she said, “they asked me what I wanted to do,
and I told them I wanted to call you.”

“When was that?”

“That was early this morning.”

“Go ahead.”

“It seems that no one knew how to reach you before
you came to the office, but Mr. Etna had a phone in his
residence. I knew that he’d be up so I told them it would
be all right to call him.”

“And he came and got you?” Mason asked.

“That’s right.”

Mason looked at Etna. Etna nodded.

“From the detention cells?” Mason asked.

“Well, not exactly,” Etna said. “I picked her up in the
garage downstairs.”

“The garage?”

“Yes.”

“What garage?”

“The police garage, where they . ..”

“That’s where they drove us in last night,” Mrs. Kemp-
ton interrupted. “You’ll remember there was a storage
garage back of the place where they let us out. Well, I
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didn’t want to bother anyone, so I told the police that I'd
just go on down to the garage and wait there, that they
could tell Mr. Etna to come there and get me.”

“So you were waiting there?”

“Yes, right where they took us last night, where we got
out of the car.”

Mason turned to Etna. “You couldn’t drive in there?”
he asked.

“No, but I left my car outside, and went to the door
and motioned to Mrs. Kempton, and she came running
out. Why? Does it make any difference?”

“That’s what I want to know,” Mason said.

“I don’t get it,” Etna said.

Mason said, “Mrs. Kempton, you’re leaving out some-
thing.”

“What do you mean?”

“You're leaving out something significant, some fact
that ...”

She interrupted him to shake her head in positive nega-
tion. “I’m telling you everything, Mr. Mason.”

“And Mr, Etna drove you directly here?” Mason
asked.

“He took me to my apartment first. I stopped there for
five or ten minutes, then we drove here.”

~“She has a couple of questions she wants to ask you,”
Etna said.

Mrs. Kempton nodded. “Mr. Mason, when a man dies
what happens to his bank account—I mean any checks
that are outstanding?”

Mason said, “Checks are no good after a man dies. His
bank account is frozen. As soon as the bank is notified of
his death it stops payment on all checks.”

“But suppose a man had a cashier’s check?”

“A cashier’s check,” Mason said, “is a check given by
a bank. Banks don’t die.”

“And if it—well, 'm just wondering . . .”

“Why are you wondering?” Mason asked.

“Oh, on account of thé way Mr. Addicks did business.
You know, Mr. Mason, he worked on a cash basis a lot.
He juggled things around, and I know he used to do busi-
ness with cash and with cashier’s checks. He’d buy cash-
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ier’s checks from different banks and then endorse them.”

“And you’re wondering if his endorsement on a cash-
ier’s check would invalidate the cashier’s check in case he
died before the check was cashed?”

“That’s right.”

“Why?,,

“Just so I can get the picture straight in my own
mind.”

Mason said, “The cashier’s check would be paid—but
right now I want to know what happened out there at that
house.”

“Well,” she said, “I'm going to tell you the truth, and
I'm going to tell you the whole truth, and then you can
tell me what to do. I hardly dare to say a word to any-
one because what I have to say sounds so . . .”

“What have you told the newspapermen?” Mason inter-
rupted.

“Nothing.”

“Did they talk with you?”

“No. The police told me they’d turn me loose early this
morning so that the newspapers wouldn’t know anything
about it. That would give me a chance to get myself ad-
justed.”

Mason said in an aside to Etna, “This thing gets more
and more cockeyed every minute.”

“Oh, the police can be considerate,” Etna said.

“Sure they can,” Mason said, “but they’re not going to
antagonize every newspaper reporter in order to do it.”

“They did it this time.”

“Damned if they didn’t,” Mason said in an undertone.
“Go ahead, Mrs. Kempton. Tell us what happened. How
did you happen to go out to Stonehenge in the first place?”

“Mr. Addicks telephoned me.”

“Where did his call reach you?”

“At my room.”

“How did he get your number?”

“That I don’t know.”

“What did he say?”

“He said that he wanted to see me.”

“Did he tell you what about?”

“He said he wanted to apologize in person for the great
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wrong that he had done me. He said he had something
important to tell me.”

“Did you tell Mr. Etna about the conversation?”

“No. Mr. Addicks told me to say nothing to anyone, but
to come out to his house at six o’clock.”

“At six?”

“Yes. He said he had some important appointments that
would keep him busy until six, and then he had some ap-
pointments at six-forty-five. So I was to be there exactly
at the stroke of six.”

“Were you?”

‘SYeS.”

“How did you get in?”

“I went around to the door at 546 Rose Street.”

“It was open?”

“No, it was locked.”

“How did you get in?”

“I had my key.”

“You mean you’ve been keeping a key all this
time...?”

“Well, I had a key and I was never asked to turn it in.”

“Did Addicks know that?”

“He asked me if I had my key, and I told him yes. He
said that was fine, to come right in the back way, and go
up to his offices on the second floor—why, what’s wrong
with that, Mr. Mason? I’'ve done that hundreds of times
when I was working there.”

“That was when you were working there,” Mason said.
“This is different.”

“Well, good heavens, I couldn’t expect a busy man like
Mr. Addicks to come all the way down the stairs and
across that corridor just to let me in, when I had a key
and knew the way.”

“There was no one else to let you in?”

“No. He was alone in the house.”

“Did he tell you that when he telephoned?”

‘(Yes »

Mason said, “You recognized his voice?”

“Oh yes. Of course, he laughed about the way he had
to mumble with that bandage on.”

“What time was it he called you?”
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“About two-thirty in the afternoon.”

“You went out there?”

“Yes. I took the bus that got me to the Olive Street in-
tersection at exactly five-fifty. You see, I know the bus
schedules from having been out there so much.”

Mason said, “Hang it, 'm jumpy about this thing. Let
me hit tlie high spots. Was he alive when you got there?”

“Yes./

“What did he say to you?”

“That’s just the point. He didn’t have a chance to say
anything. He was killed just as I entered the . . .”

“Who killed him?”

“A gorilla.”

Mason said, “Come, come, Mrs. Kempton. Let’s be
practical.”

“Mr. Mason, please don’t doubt what I'm telling you.
I'm telling you the absolute truth. I saw it with my own
eyes. Mr. Addicks was lying on the bed and this gorilla
plunged a knife into him several times.”

“Which gorilla was it?”

“Mr. Mason, I can’t swear which gorilla it was. It was
one of the three large ones, but I don’t know which. You
see it wasn’t normal—the gorilla killed him While it was
in a hypnotic trance.”

Mason regarded her with thoughtful eyes.

“You don’t believe me, do you, Mr. Mason?”

Mason said, “Even if I did, a jury wouldn’t.”

“Well, I don’t know why not,” she flared. “After all,
that’s what Mr. Addicks had been trying to do for years
and years. He was trying to get a gorilla that he could
hynotize, and . . .”

“All right,” Mason said. “It’s your story. Let’s not
waste time arguing. I want to know what happened.”

“Well, I entered the room. At first I couldn’t see Mr.
Addicks. I called out his name, and then I saw him lying
there on the bed. He looked as though he might be asleep,
and this gorilla came from around the corner by the bath-
room. It was hypnotized, Mr. Mason.”

“You’ve said that twice. How do you know?”

“The expression of the eyes. The gorilla grinned at me
and moved over to the bed with that peculiar shambling

117



walk, and—it was grinning all the time, as if it enjoyed
turning the tables on the man who had tortured it.”

“What did you do?”

“I screamed, and I fainted.”

“Did you know there were gorillas loose in the house?”
Mason asked. “Were any of the animals loose when you
went along that walk past the cages?”

“No, everything was shipshape. Two big gorillas were
in one of the cages that were opened later, and the friend-
ly gorilla in the other.”

Mason said, “Then somebody turned those gorillas loose
between the time you...”

“The gorilla did that.”

“Which one?”

“The gorilla that killed Mr. Addicks.”

“How do you know?”

“Why, I know, Mr. Mason. You can’t be around them
very long without knowing how they work. Those cages
had bar locks that could be worked from the outside, and
the minute one gorilla got loose, why, he’d open the other
cages. That’s one of the first things he’d do.”

“Go on,” Mason said.

She said, “Well, I fainted. I came to and one of the
friendly little gorillas, who has always liked me, was sit-
ting down beside me. He was making little whimpering
noises of sympathy, and he licked my face with his tongue.
I think that’s what wakened me out of my faint.”

“Were you frightened?”” Mason asked.

“Not particularly. I recognized this gorilla as soon as
I opened my eyes.”

“Then what?”

“Then,” she said, “I spoke to him, and he was tickled
to death to see that I was all right. He patted my cheek
and ran his hands over my hair, and was just as pleased
as he could be.”

“Then what?”

“Then I got up and looked around, and I could see that
Mr. Addicks was dead. I could see the knife sticking out
of his back. So I went to the telephone and tried to get Mr.
Etna, and I couldn’t get him. I tried and tried to get you
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and couldn’t get you, and I was just desperate when Miss
Street finally answered the telephone.”

“Why didn’t you call for the police?”

“Because I didn’t know what to do, Mr. Mason. I didn’t
know but what you’d tell me to get out of the house and
not let anyone know I'd been there. But—well, I just didn’t
know what to do.”

“And where was this big gorilla all this time?”

She said, “One of the first things I did was to lock every
door leading into Mr. Addicks’ suite of rooms upstairs.”

“How about your friendly gorilla?”

“Oh, I left him in there. He was perfectly safe. He was
just like a child. He was to glad to see me I couldn’t get
him away. He’d clap his hands and . . .”

“Go on,” Mason said.

“Well,” she said, “I told you that I’d meet you down
at the door at 546 Rose Street. I didn’t hardly dare to go
out in the corridor, but after a while I decided it would
be all right—that was about the time that I was expecting
you. So I gently unlocked the door to the corridor and
looked out. Everything was quiet, so I sneaked out into the
hallway and—well, I guess something hit me. I remember
seeing all kinds of shooting stars, and the next thing I
knew, I was lying there on the floor with consciousness
coming back to me, and then I saw you standing there fac-
ing the gorilla, and as soon as I saw that gorilla I knew
you were going to have trouble.”

(‘Why?,’

“Because that gorilla was one of the really bad ones.
He was really dangerous. You couldn’t tell what he’d do.
I guess he must have smashed the door down or some-
thing, because I remember seeing the broken door, and I
think it was the sound of some terrific crash that helped
me to regain consciousness.”

“Go ahead,” Mason said.

“You know all the rest. I knew we were in temble dan-
ger, and I—well, I told you what to do.”

Mason said, “This is the screwiest, most cockeyed story
I have ever heard in my life.”

“I’'m sorry, Mr. Mason. It’s the truth.”

“The whole truth?”
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“The whole truth, so help me.”

Mason got up and began to pace the floor. After a mo-
ment he said, “I suppose there’s one chance in a hundred
that it could be the truth. But whoever knocked you out
would have then carried you back to the room. I look at
you while you’re talking and you sound almost convinc-
ing. Then I look away and I can’t believe my ears.”

“Mr. Mason, are you doubting my word?”

“Yes,” Mason said.

She became angry. “I've told you exactly what hap-
pened.”

“Well,” Mason said, “when you stop to figure the en-
vironment out there, I suppose that you could say perhaps
there was one chance in eight or ten the story might be the
truth, but who’s going to believe it? A jury won’t, a judge
won’t, the newspapers won’t.”

“I don’t see why anyone should disbelieve it. After all,
Mr. Addicks had been deliberately training those gorillas
to do just that thing. he’d been trying to hypnotize them
and give them homicidal impulses and . . .”

“It’s completely crazy,” Mason said.

“There’s nothing crazy about it!” she flared at him. “If
you ask me, Mr. Addicks had something terrible in his
past. He was always afraid that he was going to be
charged with a murder. I think that it was a murder that
had been committed in some foreign country, and I think
Mr. Addicks was going to claim that he had been hypno-
tized by someone, and that gradually the hypnotic influ-
ence had worn off, but that he had never regained his
memory.”

Mason walked over to stand by the window. “Yes,” he
said slowly, “when you look at the case in the light of
the undisputed facts you can see that—but, good Lord,
fancy trying to put up a defense like that in a courtroom
and in front of a jury.”

“Don’t worry. You won’t have to,” she said. “The po-
lice have found out about that gorilla because they turned
me loose and apologized for holding me. I don’t see what
you're worrying about a jury for, Mr. Mason. I’'m not go-
ing to be charged with anything.”

“And there’s the craziest thing of the whole business,”
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Mason said. “You’re alone in a house where a man is
murdered. If you’d told this story and signed a written
statement they might have turned you loose while they
made an investigation—you didn’t tell them this story, did
ou?”

# “I didn’t tell them anything.”

“Well, don’t,” Mason warned. “Keep your lips closed
until I can find some way of checking this thing. Hang it
all, when you stop to figure the thing in the light of the
facts it probably is all right, but it’s such a crazy story to
try to make anyone believe.”

“But it had to be that way, Mr. Mason. There was no
one in the house except Mr. Addicks, myself and the
gorillas.”

“Exactly,” Mason said, “and there’s no reason why a
shrewd person, who knew the way Mr. Addicks had been
training his animals, couldn’t have plunged a knife into
him while he was asleep, and then claimed that he’d been
killed by a gorilla.”

“But what possible motive would I have for doing
that?”

“That,” Mason said, “is what gets me. I can’t under-
stand what possible motive you had for going out there
without talking with James Etna or calling me.”

“I suppose I should have done so, but Mr. Addicks
asked me to say nothing to anyone.”

Mason was on the point of saying something else when
knuckles banged on the door with booming authority.

“Open up, Mason,” Sergeant Holcomb’s voice ordered.
“This is the police.”

Mason nodded to Della Street. She opened the door.

Sergeant Holcomb, smiling triumphantly, said, “Well,
well, Mason, this is the case we’ve been waiting for. This
is the one we really want. Come on, Mrs. Kempton. You’re
going with us.”

“Going with you?” she said. “Why, you’ve just turned
me loose.”
 “We sure did,” Holcomb agreed. “And now you’re go-
ing back with us, and this time the charge is first-degree
murder.”

Holcomb and two other officers pushed their way into
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the office, took Mrs. Kempton by the arms, and, before
she could protest, snapped handcuffs on her.

“See you in church, Mason,” Holcomb said.

“Just a moment,” Mason said, getting between the offi-
cers and the door. “Have you got a warrant for the arrest
of this woman?”

“Right here,” Holcomb said, pulling a folded paper
from his pocket.

Mason stepped forward.

The two officers gave him the shoulder, pushing him
away from the door. Sergeant Holcomb rushed Mrs.
Kempton into the corridor.

Mason gained the door.

An officer pushed him back. “Go get a writ if you
want,” he said, “but don’t try to interfere with officers in
the performance of their duties.”

The other officer and Sergeant Holcomb hurried Mrs.
Kempton down the corridor.

“You’re damn right I’ll get a writ,” Mason said angrily.

“That’s the spirit,” the officer grinned. “Get a couple
of ’em.”

Mason said to Etna: “Go check the records, slap a writ
on them if they aren’t in order, Jim.”

Etna nodded, and started toward the elevators.

“Take the stairs,” Mason said as he turned back to the
office. “Quick, Della, help me search this place for a
microphone. If they’ve been listening in on a confidential

‘communication made to an attorney by a client, we’ll show
them something they’ve never even thought of.”

Mason and Della Street frantically searched the office.

At the end of an hour they admitted themselves baffled.
They had looked in every nook and corner, behind every
picture. They had moved furniture, raised the rug, in-
spected every inch of the walls.

“Well?” Della Street asked.

Mason said, “I don’t get it. They’ve got something that
we don’t know about.”

“What could it be?”

“I’'m hanged if I know.”

“Do you suppose she’ll tell the police the same story
she told us?”
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“I hope not,” Mason said.

The lawyer walked over to the window, stood moodily
looking down at the traffic of the busy street.

Suddenly he turned. “Della,” he said, “there’s such a
thing as becoming too skeptical.”

“What do you mean?”

“Mrs. Kempton tells us a story that sounds weird and
bizarre and therefore we immediately reject it.”

“You mean she might have told the truth?”

“There’s one other possibility.”

“What?”

Mason said, “Let’s look at it this way, Della. Suppose
you wanted to kill Benjamin Addicks and suppose you
wanted to have it appear that someone else had done it
and that you weren’t guilty.”

“Well?” she asked.

“So,” Mason said, “you would get Josephine Kempton
into the house. You would get her to tell a story that ab-
solutely no jury on earth would believe. Then you’d go
ahead and kill Benjamin Addicks and be pretty certain
that Josephine Kempton would be convicted.”

“But how on earth would you get her to tell any such
story?” Della Street asked.

“Look at the whole thing,” Mason said. “Look at it
from a cold-blooded, analytical standpoint. What about
Mrs. Kempton’s story?”

“It sounds crazy,” Della Street said promptly. “It
sounds like—Ilike a nightmare.”

“And that,” Mason said, “is probably exactly what it
is'i,

“What do you mean by that, Chief?”

“Look at the facts in the case,” Mason said. “Addicks
has employed people around him who have been trying to
use hypnotism on animals, particularly gorillas.”

‘lweu?’9

“Mrs. Kempton has two periods of blackout. The first
time she thought she had fainted. The second time she
thinks someone hit her on the head.”

“Go on,” Della Street said.

Mason said, “Suppose someone put Mrs. Kempton in a
hypnotic trance, and while she was in that hypnotic trance
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he told her this story that she was to believe when she
regained consciousness.”

Della Street’s eyes widened. “Chief,” she said, “I bet
that’s it! That would account for the whole thing, and . . .”
Suddenly the eager enthusiasm left her manner, her voice
trailed away into silence.

“Go ahead,” Mason said.

“But,” Della Street said dubiously, “you couldn’t get
any jury to believe that hypnotism story any more than
you could get them to believe the gorilla story.”

“Not with the evidence presently available,” Mason
said, “but this is just the beginning of the case.”

“Could a woman be hypnotized and have a synthetic
nightmare of that sort implanted on her consciousness so
that it would be remembered as an actual experience
when she awakened?” -

“I think so,” Mason said. “I'm going to check. After
all, hypnotism is a subject I know very little about. But
all of that still doesn’t explain how it happened the police
were so triumphantly certain of themselves when they
came and arrested Mrs. Kempton. They must have un-
covered something. We’ll know a lot more within the next
day or two. There are a lot of angles to this case we still
don’t know about.” :

“Perhaps even a few curves,” Della Street said de-
murely.

12

SHORTLY BEFORE NOON DELLA STREET’S TELEPHONE
rang. She answered it, said, “Yes . . . oh yes . . . just a
moment, I'll see.”

She turned to Perry Mason and said, “Sidney Hard-
wick of Hardwick, Carson and Redding.”

Mason nodded.

“Yes, Mr. Mason is here. He’ll talk with Mr. Hardwick.
Put your party on, please.”

Mason picked up the telephone, said, “Hello, Mason
speaking. . . . Hello, Mr. Hardwick.”

Hardwick said, “Mr. Mason, I'm in rather a peculiar
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position. I’d like to have a conference with you and Mr.
James Etna.”

“When?” Mason asked.

“At your earliest convenience.”

“Where?”

“At any place you want. At your office if you wish.”

“What about?”

“It’s about a matter that puzzles me, and, very frankly,
Mr. Mason, it may be of some possible advantage or some
possible dxsadvantage to your client, Josephine Kempton.
I am assuming that you’re anxious to get information con-
cerning her connection with the case, and I'm anxious
to get some information from you gentlemen.”

“How soon?” Mason asked.

“Just as soon as you conveniently can arrange it.”

Mason said, “Be over here in fifteen minutes. I'll have
Etna here.”

He hung up the phone, said to Della Street, “Get James
Etna on the phone, Della, and tell him that we have an
important conference with Hardwick. Tell him to come
right over.”

Della Street nodded.

Mason said, “I’ll be back by the time Etna gets here,”
and walked down the corridor to Paul Drake’s office.

“Drake in?” Mason asked the switchboard operator.

She nodded and said, “Go right on in, Mr. Mason. He’s
alone. Il tell him you’re coming.”

“Thanks,” Mason said, opened the gate in the low
partition which walled off the small reception room, and
walked down the long corridor to Drake’s office.

Drake was hanging up the phone just as Mason entered.

“Hello,” Mason said. “Anything new?”

“I'm digging away,” Drake said, “getting a lot of ma-
terial but I haven’t correlated it yet. It’s a lot of miscel-
laneous odds and ends.”

Mason said, “Sidney Hardwick, who was Benjamin Ad-
dicks’ attorney in his lifetime, and who presumably is
representing the estate, is coming over right away to see
me. I can tell from the way he’s acting that there’s some-
thing on his mind, something that is bothering him to beat
the devil. Any idea what it is?”
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Drake shook his head. “Not yet I haven’t. Give me an-
other two or three hours and I’ll probably find out.”
.“ine me fifteen minutes and 7’ll find out,” Mason said,

grinning.

Drake said, “A preliminary test shows that Addicks had
.32 percent of alcohol in his blood when he was killed.
That was enough to put him into a deep sleep. There is
evidence indicating he had previously had an even greater
concentration of blood alcohol.

“I don’t need to educate you on the mathematics of al-
coholism, Perry, but generally the confused state of in-
toxication starts with around .15 percent of alcohol in the
blood. At .30 percent to .40 percent the subject is really
and truly drunk, that is, stuporous, staggering drunk.

“Now Benjamin Addicks had .32 percent of alcohol in
his blood. The police know exactly when Mrs. Kempton
arrived at the house. They’ve been able to check with the
driver of the bus. She was actually on the bus she claimed
to have taken.

“It’s a cinch that Addicks at that point was too intoxi-
cated to think clearly. Apparently he’d been drinking right
up to the time that he lay down on the bed and passed out.
Blood alcohol decreases at the rate of .02 to .04 percent
per hour after absorption.”

“What caused him to start a drinking spree like that,
Paul?”’

“Damned if I know. It must have been something im-
portant.”

“Find out anything about those telephone bills?”” Mason
asked.

“Not yet, but I'll have that information within an hour.
I'm arranging to get copies of all the telephone bills.”

“How are you doing that, Paul?”

“I’d rather not tell you. 'm sticking my neck out a lit-
tle. The point is that I'm getting them.”

“As soon as you get some information, let me know.
Now tell me about this Alan Blevins. Is he a hypnotist?”

“P’ll say he is, a darn good one. Incidentally, he doubts
if a gorilla can be hypnotized by ordinary methods. That
is, he claimed he had induced the equivalent of a hypnotic
state in a gorilla, but when he had done that there was no
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way to make suggestions direct to the subconscious mind.
With a human being you do it by speech. With a gorilla
you have no bridge from your mind to his. The animal
merely sleeps. There’s hardly any way of telling whether
it’s a hypnotically induced sleep or a natural sleep.”

“Blevins had been discharged?”

C‘Yes‘”

“Some words?”

“I gathered there was no ill feeling. Nathan Fallon
brought him the bad news. Addicks even refused to dis-
cuss the matter. The whole crew was fired at once.”

“So Blevins hated Addicks?”

“Could have.”

“Find out where he was last night,” Mason said.

“I already have,” Drake said. “He is a bachelor. His
wife divorced him two years ago. He said he was home,
that he watched television and then went to bed.”

“No corroboration?”

“Just his word, so far. Want me to check it further?”

“I sure do. Why did his wife divorce him, Paul?”

“Mental cruelty. She alleged he was always hypnotizing
her, trying to use her as a subject, making her ridiculous
and all of that.”

“Find out more about it,” Mason said. “Locate her,
Paul. I want to talk with her.”

Drake made a note.

“Anything else?”

“Guess that’s all. I'll get on back and see what Hard-
wick wants. He should be about due.”

“One other thing,” Drake said. “Blevins tells me he
taught Addicks how to hypnotize.”

“Why?,!

“Addicks wanted him to.”

5 Mason said, “Paul, I want all this stuff verified. 'm go-
Ing to put on a defense in this case that will make history,
but first I have to know what really happened out there.”

:ﬁan”t Josephine Kempton tell you?” Drake asked.

0.

“Why not?”

“Confidentially, I don’t think she knows.”

Drake said disgustedly, “Oh, for Pete’s sake, Perry!
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Don’t put on one of those defenses where the dame says,
‘We were sitting there with the carving knife, and then, all
of a sudden, everything went black to me, and when I re-
gained my senses he was lying there on the bed, perfectly
still, and I cried, “Speak to me, Benny! Speak to me!”*”

Mason grinned. “It’s not like that at all, Paul, and yet
it is. Get all the dope on Blevins—find his ex-wife. I'm
going over to talk with Hardwick—see you later, Paul.”

Mason walked back to his office. Della Street said,
“James Etna is on his way over. He seems terribly worked
up.,’

The telephone rang. Della Street picked up the receiver,
said, “Hello,” and then to Mason, “That’s Mr. Etna now.”

“Tell him to come on in,” Mason said, “and tell Gertie
to bring Mr. Hardwick in just as soon as Hardwick ar-
rives at the office.”

Della Street hung up the telephone, went out and es-
corted Etna into the office.

Etna, showing considerable emotion, said, “Mr. Mason,
can you tell me what in the world has got into the po-
lice??

Mason shook his head. “They certainly seem to feel
they’ve slipped over a fast one.”

Etna said, “It was almost as though they had some
means of knowing what had been said . . .”

Mason grinned. “You’re not telling me anything,” he
said. “Della Street and I took this office to pieces, trying
to find a microphone. We thought perhaps they’d man-
aged to listen in on our client’s story. How about the writ?
Did you get it?”

“No. I found it wouldn’t do any good.”

“You mean she’s charged?”

“That’s right. First-degree murder. They’d already filed
and that was a regular warrant of arrest.”

“Something happened to make them feel mighty con-
fident all of a sudden,” Mason said.

“Of course, it’s an unusual story,” Etna ventured.

“You can say that all over again.”

“What do you make of it?”” Etna asked.

“Her story?”

“Yes"’
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“I'm not thinking yet.”

“What will happen when she tells that to a jury?”

“You mean if she tells it to a jury.”

“She’ll have to get on the stand sooner or later.”

Mason grinned. “Let’s make it later then, Etna.”

“You don’t think a jury will believe the story?”

“Do you?”

“Well,” Etna said, “hang it, Mason, I do and I don’t.”

Mason continued to smile.

“Of course, when you take into consideration the entire
background out there, the thing sounds reasonable. Here
was a millionaire who had been experimenting with hyp-
notism. He’d been trying to hypnotize gorillas, and ap-
parently trying to instill them with homicidal impulses. It
was only natural that sooner or later he should have some
measure of success, and then it’s only logical to suppose
that he might be the first victim.”

Mason said, “Go ahead, Jim. You’re trying to sell your-
self on her story. You’re making an argument to yourself
as though you were a jury.”

“Well, why not?”

Mason said, “When a lawyer has to argue with himself
to try to talk himself into believing a client’s story, it’s a
damn sight better to keep anyone else from ever hearing
that story.”

“I suppose you’re right,” Etna said with a weak smile.
“I hadn’t realized exactly what was happening in my own
mind, but now that you mention it I guess I have been
trying very hard, and not too successfully, to make myself
believe a story that—well, hang it, I still don’t know just
where I stand on it. The story sounds crazy until I con-
sider all the background, and then it’s almost logical.”
o Mason said, “We’ll know a lot more in a few days,

lm.”

Etna said, “I can’t help but think that I've let you in
for something.”

Mason shook his head. “It’s okay. I've been in worse
spots than this.”

“That brings us back to a question of why the police
acted as they did. Wasn’t it rather unusual?”

“Unusual!l” Mason exclaimed. “It was unique.”
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The phone rang. Della Street picked up the receiver,
nodded to Mason and said, “It’s Hardwick.”

“We’ll postpone this discussion a while,” Mason said
to Etna. “Let’s put up a bold front as far as Hardwick is
concerned. We’ll be all smiles and optimism—all right,
Della, show him in.”

Della Street held the door open and said, “Mr. Hard-
wick.”

Sidney Hardwick, apparently very much concerned
about something, said, “Good morning, gentlemen, good
morning. I hope I haven’t disrupted your entire day, Mr.
Mason—and you too, Mr. Etna.”

“Not at all,” Mason said. “Sit down. What can we do
for you?”

Hardwick sat down, adjusted the glasses on his nose,
pulled the black ribbon back over his ear, adjusted his
hearing aid, and said, “Let’s please understand each other
at the outset. I know that you two people are in many
ways in an adverse position to me. You are, I believe,
representing Josephine Kempton?”

“I believe so,” Mason said. “That is, I think we will be
representing her.”

“Both of you?” Hardick asked.

James Etna shifted his position slightly, then said, “Yes,
I guess so.”

“Now then,” Hardwick went on, “I represented Ben-
jamin Addicks during his lifetime. I know more about him
than any living man. I drew a will for him some months
ago. That will was in accordance with Mr. Addicks’ wishes
at that time.”

“You have reason to believe his wishes changed?”

Hardwick cleared his throat. “Both his wishes and his
will.”

Mason said, “You have something to tell us and some-
thing you want to ask us. Why not put it on the line?”

Hardwick smiled. “I’m afraid that I’'m not a very good
poker player.”

“You’re not playing poker,” Mason told him. “You’re
engaged in a consultation where we’re all of us putting
certain cards on the table. Now suppose you start putting
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down as many cards as you want to disclose, and then
we’ll see what we can do.”

“Very well. There is a situation here that is most un-
usual, a situation that is in some ways very much in favor
of your client. I felt that you should know it, Mr. Mason,
before you—well, perhaps before you decide you wouldn’t
represent her.”

“Go ahead,” Mason said. “We’re listening.”

Hardwick said, “You called on Benjamin Addicks Tues-
day night. Your call upset him. When you found the ring
and the watch—well, it was a jolt to Addicks’ self-respect
and to his self-assurance. He completely changed his mind
about what he wanted to do in his will.

“That night, before he went to bed, somewhere around
eleven-thirty, he called in Nathan Fallon and Mortimer
Hershey for a conference. He said, ‘Gentlemen, I have
been a fool. I have been self-righteous. I have been arbi-
trary in my judgments of my fellow men. I am sorry. I
am going to try to make what atonement I can. I have
here a will which I have drawn up eatirely in my own
handwriting. I am putting this will in an envelope. I am
giving it to you. I want you gentlemen to seal the envelope
and sign your names on the back of it, and place that en-
velope in a safe place. If anything should happen to me
within the next few days I want you to see that Mr. Sid-
ney Hardwick has this will.” ”

“Within the next few days?” Mason asked. “Was he
then anticipating something . . . ?”

“No, no, nothing like that. It seems that what he had
in mind was to make another appointment with me and
have his will, this holographic will, reduced to a more con-
ventional form and duly signed in the presence of wit-
nesses. He was making this holographic will as something
in the nature of a stopgap so that in case anything did
happen to him he wouldn’t be bound by the old will that
he had made.”

Mason nodded, said, “You went out there that night to
have him make a new will?”

“That’s right. He was, however, too upset to see me. I
couldn’t understand it at the time. In the light of subse-
quent developments I can put the whole picture together.

131



“You had jarred the man’s self-assurance, Mr. Mason.
And T can assure you he was a hard man to jar, a very
hard man.

“Now then,” Hardwick went on, “I probably have no
right to do this, but I am going to read you a portion of
the holographic will that Mr. Addicks made, a will that
I am going to offer for probate. I think there are some
things in here which are of the greatest importance to
you gentlemen, and particularly to your client.”

“Go ahead,” Mason said, glancing significantly at Del-
la Street so that she would be certain to include the quo-
tation from the will in her shorthand notes.

Hardwick unfolded a paper and read:

I, Benjamin Addicks, make this my last will and
testament entirely in my own handwriting, in a spirit
of abject humility. I have been arbitrary. I have
been self-righteous. I have been too prone to judge
my fellow men. I particularly regret the circum-
stances that alienated me from my brother, Herman, -

I have had a very great emotional shock tonight.
Mrs. Josephine Kempton, a former employee, whom
I had more or less directly accused of theft, is abso-
lutely innocent. The valuable objects which I had
thought she had stolen have been discovered under
such circumstances that it is quite apparent that they
were stolen by a mischievous monkey, and that I
alone am responsible for the actions of this monkey.

I therefore make my last will and testament as fol-
lows: To Josephine Kempton, my former house-
keeper, I leave my heartfelt apologies and the sum of
fifty thousand dollars. To Mortimer Hershey, my
business manager, who has, incidentally, been well
paid for his services, I leave the sum of ten thou-
sand dollars. To Nathan Fallon, who, I think, has
been grossly overpaid, and who at times has been
completely disloyal to my interests, I leave the sum
of one dollar and my admonition to him that the
prime requisite of an employee is absolute, unswerv-
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ing loyalty. I trust that this admonition will stand him
in good stead in whatever position he may next oc-
cupy in his new employment.

I appoint my bank, the Seaboard Mechanics Na-
tional Trust Company, as executor of this my last
will, and direct that all legal matters in connection
with the probate of the estate shall be in the hands of
Sidney Hardwick of the firm of Hardwick, Carson
and Redding.

Hardwick glanced up from the paper and said, “There
you are, gentlemen, The will was dated Tuesday evening,
and it is entirely in the handwriting of Benjamin Addicks,
and is signed by him.”

Mason said, “That undoubtedly throws a new light on
the situation. I notice that you said you were going to read
a portion of the will.”

Hardwick smiled. “That’s right. There are several other
bequests to former employees and a residuary clause leav-
ing all the balance of the estate to his brother.”

“His brother’s last name is Addicks?” Mason asked.

“It is not.”

“May I ask what it is?”

“It will be disclosed later.”

“How did his former will dispose of his property?”

Hardwick merely smiled.

“I’ll put it this way,” Mason said, “was Mrs. Kempton
mentioned in that will?”

“No. She definitely was not.”

“So that Addicks apparently tried to make atonement ?
Mason said musingly.

“I felt you should know that,” Hardwick said. “It
strengthens the position of your client, and it might be
valuable information for you gentlemen to have in fixing
your compensation. In other words, I felt you might be
embarrassed if you fixed a definite fee for your services
and then found your client had fifty thousand dollars you
knew nothing about.”

“Thanks,” Mason said. “Now what do you want?”

Hardwick said, “I want to talk with your client, Jose-
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phine Kempton. I want to talk with her alone. I want to
talk with her on a matter which is absolutely confidential.”

“I take it,” Mason said, “that you are indicating that
you don’t wish us to be present?”

“I want to talk with her in absolute confidence.”

Mason glanced at James Etna.

“It’s all right by me,” Etna said. “I certainly feel very
grateful and . ..”

“I don’t,” Mason said.

“What?” Hardwick exclaimed.

Mason grinned. “I don’t feel that grateful.”

“I certainly have given you information . . .”

“Sure,” Mason said, “you’ve given us information that
helps in fixing fees. We’re grateful. I’'d do anything for
you I could, personally. But our client is in a different po-
sition. I’'m not going to start writing any blank checks on
my client’s account until I know what it is you’re after.”

“I can assure you, Mr. Mason, that it’s a matter which
has absolutely nothing to do with the case in which you
client is now involved. It is a matter that must remain
highly confidential. In fact, Mrs. Kempton herself will not
know what it is I am trying to clear up.”

Mason shook his head. “I want to know what you’re
gunning for before I let any client of mine move onto the
target range.”

“She’s not going to get hurt.”

“That,” Mason said, “is something on which she’s en-~
titled to the benefit of legal advice, legal advice that is
completely and solely to her best interests.”

“I'm afraid, Mr. Mason, that you’re putting too high a
price on your offer.”

Mason smiled and said, “You put a high enough price
on reading us the provision of the will.”

Hardwick said, “All right, suppose you would have
learned the provisions anyway after the will had been
filed for probate. Having them in advance may make sev-
eral thousand dollars difference to you gentlemen per-
sonally.”

“We're grateful,” Mason said, “But we advise our
clients for their best interests, not ours.”
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“I don’t think my request is unreasonable,” Hardwick
said.

“What do you want to talk with Mrs. Kempton about?”

“I am not at liberty to tell you.”

“All right, then,” Mason said, “I’ll tell you, and we’ll
see how close I come to it.”

“You’ll tell me?” Hardwick asked in surprise.

“That’s right,” Mason said. “You want to ask Josephine
Kempton about the murder of Helen Cadmus.”

“The murder of Helen Cadmus?” Hardwick echoed.

“That’s right, the murder. You have reason to believe
that someone tossed Helen Cadmus overboard from that
yacht. You have some information that we don’t have.
You also have some problem that bothers you in connec-
tion with the estate. When I know more about why you're
interested I'll give you a better answer.”

Hardwick cleared his throat with a loud harrumph, took
off his glasses, polished them vigorously, adjusted them
back on his nose.

“How right am I?”” Mason asked.

“You’re simply guessing,” Hardwick said.

“Sure I’'m guessing, but I'm guessing pretty close to the
truth, am I not?”

“Let us suppose for the sake of the argument that you
are. Where does that leave us?”

“That’s what I'm trying to find out.”

“Frankly, I am concerned over a disquieting possibility
which may have some serious effect on the fortunes of
your client.”

“You surely aren’t going to toy around with a theory
that Josephine Kempton murdered Helen Cadmus?”

“I didn’t make any such accusation.”

“You didn’t put it in words,” Mason said, “but that’s
the thought you’re trying to scare us with—the way some-
one pulls out a jumping jack and shakes it in front of a
kid’s nose.”

“I merely want you to realize the necessity of having
your client co-operate with me.”

Mason said, “We certainly don’t intend to stand by
and have you saddle a murder on our client.”

“I’'m not going to saddle a murder on her if she co-oper-
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ates. I promise you gentlemen I will never breathe a
word of anything I learn to the police. After all, gentle-
men,” Hardwick went on, “there is no reason for us to as-
sume a posmon of antagonism. There are two thmgs I
want, and . .

“Two thmgs?” Mason interrupted.

“Exactly.”

“I thought you only wanted one.”

“You didn’t wait for me to finish. T want to have a pri-

vate talk with your client, and I want those Helen Cadmus
diaries.”

Mason shook his head.

“In return for which,” Hardwick went on, “you could
count on my entire co-operation at every stage of the
case.”

Mason said, “To hell with all this mealymouthed diplo-
macy. To get down to brass tacks, you’re here to black-
mail us. You want the Cadmus diaries and you want to get
Mrs. Kempton to pull a chestnut out of the fire for you.
If she doesn’t do it, you’re going to try to pin the Cadmus
murder on her.”

“Mr. Mason!”

“And,” Mason went on, “you’re trying to shake down
the wrong people.”

“Mr. Mason, I am only telling you the two things you
can do which will be of the greatest advantage to your
client. After all, you know I can get what I want by going
to the police—and then the whole thing would be in the
public press.”

“That’s right,” Mason said. “The police can inquire
about anything they damn please, and the press can pub-
lish anything they damn please, and we can advise our
client not to answer any questions.”

Hardwick got to his feet. “I'll now tell you gentlemen
something else,” he said, “I have received a cablegram
from Benjamin Addicks’ brother in Australia.”

“That’s nice.”

“I cabled the only address that I had as soon as I was
advised of Benjamin’s death and a cablegram of condol-
ence was received. Then, as soon as I knew about the will,
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I cabled him giving him a general terse summary of the
terms.”

“And you’re received a reply from him,” Mason said,
“suggesting that you are to contest the payment of any
money to Josephine Kempton because she is guilty of the
murder, and therefore under the law cannot take anything
from the estate regardless of what provisions are in the
will.,,

“I haven’t as yet received any such cablegram. I have
received a cablegram instructing me to file the will for
probate, and to use my best judgment in representing his
interests.”

“Well, you will receive such a cablegram,” Mason said,
“and in the event you don’t receive it, as a lawyer who is
interested in protecting the interests of his client, you’ll
call his attention to that provision of the law and sug-
gest that if Josephine Kempton should be convicted of
murder, he’ll profit to the tune of fifty thousand dollars.”

“For certain considerations my client might be willing
to forego raising the point.”

“You’ll tell him he has the right to take that fact into
consideration?”

“What would you do if you were an attorney in my po-
sition?” Hardwick asked.

“T’'d tell him, of course,” Mason said. “Now then, I'll
ask you one. What would you do if you were an attorney
representing Josephine Kempton, and some attorney who
manifestly wanted to see her convicted of the murder of
Benjamin Addicks, wanted to question her in private to
see if he couldn’t find some grounds for pinning another
murder on her?”

Hardwick said, “If I were certain of my premise, which
you aren’t, I'd decide what was for the client’s best in-
terests and advise her accordingly.”

Mason said, “You can either put all your cards on the
table or go to hell.”

“You've gotten tough with the wrong man,” Hardwick
said, coldly. “I'm not going to hell—but your client is—
now.”

He stalked out of the office.
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“Good heavens,” Etna said, “you certainly told him off,
Mr. Mason.” ) %

Mason’s eyes narrowed. “He told us something that was
to our advantage—and he’s suspecting something we don’t
even know about yet.”

“Of course,” Etna said, “he has a lot of background in-
formation we don’t have, and that gives him a terrific ad-
vantage.”

“All right,” Mason said, “let him try and keep it. It’s a
race now. We're off to a bad start, but we move fast.”

He turned to Della Street. “Get me Paul Drake on the
line, Della.”

When Della Street nodded, Mason took the telephone,
said, “Paul, I'm in a rat race. I want some fast action.
Helen Cadmus knew more about Benjamin Addicks than
any other person except Addicks’ own lawyer.

“She knew something that’s worrying this lawyer. I
want to know what it was. Benjamin Addicks apparently
was a bachelor. He was along in middle age, but he was
stocky, vigorous, virile. I want to find the woman. . . .
How the hell do I know what woman? The woman. And
when you get the numbers on those phone calls that went
through to the yacht, check the numbers and if any are
the numbers of hotels or auto courts, rush operatives out
there with photographs and see if Addicks was shacked up
with some babe.”

Mason slammed up the phone.

James Etna said, “Aren’t you rather jumping at con-
clusions, Mason? Everyone says Addicks had no women
in his life.”

Mason grinned. “Just because some people are liars,
Jim, is no reason why we should be fools.”

13

GERTIE CLOSED AND LOCKED THE DOOR TO THE EN-
trance room promptly at 5:00. By 5:30 Della had the
outgoing mail arranged in a pile, and Gertie helped her
with stamping the envelopes. Then Gertie went home.
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Della Street walked into Mason’s private office.

“Tired, Della?”

“Not particularly. How about you?”

Mason smiled. “I’ve been reading diaries until I’'m dizzy.
Can you take some more?”

“Yes. What is it?”

“We’ve got to find out what’s in those Cadmus diaries.”

“But we’ve done that.”

“No, we haven’t. We’ve read the lines. Now we have
to see what’s written between and behind the lines.”

A knock sounded on the door of the outer office, a long
peremptory knock.

“Shall I see who it is?” she asked.

Mason shook his head. “Let it go, Della. We’ve had
enough emergency stuff and enough after-hours work.”

She sat down at her secretarial desk. Mason came over
to place his hip on a corner of the desk. He put his hand
over hers. “Nice to have you around,” he said.

“Nice to be around,” she told him, smiling up at him.

The knock on the outer door became a steady tattoo.

Mason said, “Whoever’s trying to get in that outer office
seems to be pretty certain someone’s here, Della. That’s a
continued, persistent knocking. Better see who it is.”

Della Street hurried through to the outer office, opened
the door. Mason heard her exchange a few words, then
she came back with a late edition of the afternoon paper.
On the paper had been written, “Mr. Mason. Compliments
of Sidney Hardwick. I want you to see that I am a fast
worker.”

Della Street once more sat down at her secretarial desk.
Mason leaned over her shoulder as she spread the after-
noon paper out on the desk.

Headlines across three columns at the top of the paper
screamed;

POLICE HINT POSSIBILITY SECOND MURDER

AUTHORITIES INTERROGATE SUSPECT IN
ADDICKS’ MURDER ON DISAPPEARANCE OF
ATTRACTIVE SECRETARY
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“Why, the nerve of him,” Della Street said, “the . . .”

“That’s all right,” Mason said, “let’s take a look and
see how far he’s gone, Della.”

Together they read the article, an article which stated
that police were now making inquiries of Mrs. Josephine
Kempton concerning the mysterious death of Helen Cad-
mus, the attractive secretary who was supposed to have
jumped overboard from Benjamin Addicks’ palatial pri-
vate yacht in a storm-tossed sea some months earlier.

That death, the newspaper pointed out, had been
treated by the authorities either as a suicide or as an acci-
dent, but with the murder of Benjamin Addicks authori-
ties had reopened the entire files surrounding the death
of Helen Cadmus.

The article went on to say:

The district attorney pointed out that Josephine
Kempton, who is at present under arrest as a suspect
in the murder of Benjamin Addicks, shared connect-
ing staterooms on the Addicks’ yacht with the attrac-
tive secretary. Helen Cadmus mysteriously disap-
peared during the night of a wild storm off the coast
of Catalina Island. Mrs. Kempton swore that she had
taken a seasick remedy which had made her drowsy
and had gone to bed and gone to sleep.

While the statement was taken at its face value at the
time, the district attorney declared that, in the light
of more recent developments, investigation into the
death of Helen Cadmus is being reopened. “We are,”
he said, “making no accusations or insinuations at
the present time because we are not in a position to
make any. We simply feel that in the interests of jus-
tice the death of Helen Cadmus which, at the time,
was taken as a tragic accident in a storm, may have
had more sinister implications.

“All I can say is that we are making an investigation,
and that we have interrogated Mrs. Kempton as to
her knowledge of what transpired on the night Helen
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Cadmus disappeared, and that Mrs. Kempton has re-
fused to give us anything more than the time of day.

“J care to make no other statement.”

Mason’s jaw clamped, his eyes were cold and angry.

“Well,” Della Street said, “Hardwick was as good as
his word.”

“No better certainly,” Mason said. “All right, Della.
Wait here for a minute. I'll go see Paul Drake. We're in
a shooting war, and I hope he has some ammunition for

“You want me to give him a ring?” Della Street asked.

“No,” Mason said. “I'll go on down to his office and
see what’s cooking. In the meantime, Della, ring up the
newspapers and tell them that if they’ll send representa-
tives over here I'll make a statement about the Addicks
murder case.”

“Do you want me to wait until you’ve seen Paul be-
fore: .. 7

Mason shook his head.

“You mean if Paul doesn’t have anything you’ll make
a straight denial and . . . ?”

Mason said, “A straight denial, Della, won’t buy us
anything in this situation. We’re going to have to put
Hardwick and his side of the case on the defensive. Il
need something spectacular. If Paul Drake has the am-
munition I’ll shoot it. If he doesn’t, Ill shoot blanks, but
those blanks will make so much noise the other side will
start running for cover. You put through the calls, Della,
and hold the fort. I'll be back as soon as I can get in
touch with Paul.”

Mason went out through the exit door from his office
into the corridor, walked down to the offices of the Drake
Detective Agency, jerked open the door, caught the eye
of the receptionist at the switchboard, and said, “Is Paul
in?”

She smiled. “He insists he’s all in.”

“That’s fine,” Mason told her, glancing vaguely at a
blonde who was waiting. “Tell him I’'m on my way.”

Mason opened the gate in the long corridor leading to
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Paul Drake’s office, and found Drake holding his ear to
a telephone, sorting out papers while carrying on a con-
versation with one of his men.

Drake motioned for Mason to sit down, and after a
moment the detective said into the telephone, “All right.
Get her to write her name on the back of the photographs
so that it will make an absolute identification. She prob-
ably won’t care to make an affidavit as yet, but tie her up
so she can’t back out. Be sure she identifies the photo-
graphs.”

Drake hung up, gave Mason a tired smile, and said,
“Your hunch paid off, Perry.”

“What?”

“Getting the telephone numbers from which Addicks
placed his collect calls to the yacht, and . ..”

“You mean you’ve tied him up with a woman?”

“That’s right.”

“Woman or women?”

“Apparently it’s the same woman in both instances—
Helen Cadmus.”

Mason whistled.

“That’s about all there is to it. On a couple of occa-
sions when the yacht got into port along about nine or ten
o’clock in the evening, Addicks started back from the
beach and yet didn’t get in until the next morning. When
Addicks hadn’t taken Nathan Fallon, Mortimer Hershey,
or Josephine Kempton along, there was nobody to make a
check between the house and the yacht, and find out when
the yacht did get in. I checked on the yacht’s log.

“A couple of times when Addicks started out on the
yacht and then got off in Catalina, and sent the yacht
cruising, he called the captain to give instructions. Those
telephone calls were from these same two motels.

“I haven’t checked on the dates as yet, but there’s no
question but what that’s where the calls came from, and
in one of the motels the woman who runs the place is
very definite in her identification. She identifies the photo-
graphs of Benjamin Addicks and that of Helen Cadmus.”

“How did he register?”” Mason asked.

“He used a fictitious name, naturally.”
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“They want license numbers of cars,” Mason said. “Did
Ber o’

“Yes, he gave the license number of his Cadillac.”

Mason thought that over. His eyes narrowed.

“Did you notice a blonde out in the office when you
came in?” Drake asked.

“Yes, what about her?”

“I was going to call you. I asked her to wait a few min-
utes. She’s Mrs. Blevins, the wife of the animal psycholo-
gist. I got her to come to my office because . . .”

“Let’s get her in,” Mason said. “I want to talk with her.
Now listen, Paul, very definitely I don’t want any slip-up
on this thing. I want your men to get this angle tied up
tight. What alias did Addicks use?”

“In both instances it was Barnwell. He was registered
under the name of B. F. Barnwell.”

“What was Benjamin Addicks’s middle name, Paul?”

“I don’t know.”

Mason snapped his fingers and said, “I bet you a dime
it was Franklin. Benjamin Franklin Addicks.”

“Well?” Drake asked.

“B. F. Barnwell would naturally be the way he’d regis-
ter. He’d keep his first two initials B. F. Now look, Paul,
Addicks had a lot of mining interests. He was in Nevada
a lot. I want you to get your men started checking every-
thing they can find in Nevada. I want you to find if there
are any registrations in motor courts for B. F. Barnwell.
And, while you’re about it, just for the fun of the thing,
check the vital statistics. But find out everything you can
about Barnwell.”

Drake said, “You’re going to have one hell of a bill on
this, Perry. I've got men . . .”

“That’s all right,” Mason interrupted. “I'm in the mid-
dle of a fight, and something big is involved. I don’t know
what it is. Apparently there’s nothing in those Helen Cad-
mus diaries, and yet everyone who has any connection
with Addicks wants to get those diaries by one means or
another. The only thing that I can think of is that I find
nothing in the diaries because I've read them. The other
people haven’t read them and are therefore assuming
there’s something important in them because there’s some-
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thing important that should be in them—all right, Paul,
let’s get Mrs. Blevins in here.”

Drake said into the telephone, “Send Mrs. Blevins in,”
then stretched back, rubbed his eyes with his knuckles,
yawned prodigiously, said, “Gosh, Perry, I'm all in. I've
geen sitting here at the end of this telephone night and

aY oo i

Mason said reassuringly, “We’re getting toward the end
of it now Paul. We’re striking pay dirt.”

“I don’t know what good that stuff’s going to do,” Drake
told him. “The guy plays house with his secretary—an idea
not exactly original with him. It kas been done, you know.
You have to admit she was a mighty darned good looking
gitl .2

“I know, I know,” Mason interrupted, “but we’re get-
ting a lead on something.”

“Well, pretty quick,” Drake said, “I'm going to fall
right forward on my face and . . .”

The door opened and Mrs. Blevins, a blonde about
twenty-seven years old, with big blue eyes, stood in the
doorway.

Her clothes made no effort to minimize her figure. She
not only had a good one but seemed quite conscious of
the fact.

“Hello,” she said to Perry Mason. “You’re Mr. Mason.
1 saw you come in. I smiled but I guess you didn’t notice
me. ’'m Fern Blevins, Alan Blevins’ ex-wife. And you’re
Mr. Drake.”

Mason bowed, smiled, and Mrs. Blevins came toward
him to extend her hand.

Drake said to Mason, “You talk, or do 1?”

“I will,” Mason said. “Please sit down, Mrs. Blevins.
We’re going to be frightfully inquisitive.”

She shifted her blue eyes momentarily, said, “What if
1 don’t choose to answer?”

“You don’t have to,” Mason told her. “We’re inter-
ested in your divorce.”

“Oh that!” she said, with relief apparent in her voice
“T was afraid you were really going to get personal.”

“What we’re primarily after,” Mason said, smiling, “is
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in finding out everything that went on in the house where
Addicks lived.”

“Stonehenge you mean?”

“Yes.”

“I guess a lot went on there.”

“Did you ever stay there with your husband?”

“Good heavens, no. He never stayed there. He worked
there, that’s all—although sometimes he didn’t get home
until pretty late at night.”

“I notice that you alleged mental cruelty in your com-
plaint,” Mason said.

“That was as good as anything.”

“Can you tell us some of the details, some of the things
that didn’t appear in the complaint?”

She said, “Alan was quite a bit older than L.”

“You were his second wife?”

SGYCS.”

“Go ahead.”

She said, “He—well, I guess we got tired of each other,
and—I got tired of being a human guinea pig.”

Mason glanced significantly at Paul Drake, and said,
“Do you mean he hypnotized you, Mrs. Blevins?”’

“I'll say he hypnotized me. I think he must have had
me under some sort of hypnotic influence when I married
him.”

“Lots of people feel that way,” Mason said. “Can you
tell us any details?”

She said, “I was working as a secretary and I did some
work for him on a paper that he was writing. Well, of
course, you know hypnotism is something that fascinates
people. I became very much interested and asked him
about hypnotism, and he—well, he seemed very nice.
Those were the days of courtship. Everything he did was
nice.”

“Go on,” Mason said.

“I don’t know how to describe it. You get starry-eyed
and every minute that you’re with a man is just like heav-
en. Then you marry him, and in place of being happy
you find that you’re terribly fed up with the whole thing,
The glamour vanishes, and you see the man as a very
ordinary individual. Moreover, he’s a jealous, possessive
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individual who keeps prying into your secrets and he starts
making all sorts of accusations.”

“You kept on working after you were married?” Ma-
son asked.

G‘Yes.’,

“For your husband?”

“No. I had a regular job. I stayed with it.”

“Can you tell us a little more about being a guinea
plg?”

“Well, then he told me about hypnotism, he asked me
if I’d like to be hypnotized. He was looking right at me,
and I had the most delicious feeling of submission. I felt
that I'd do anything for him. I wanted to show my con-
fidence in him, and I told him that I'd be perfectly willing,”

“And then what?”

She said, “I don’t remember.”

“What do you mean by that?”

She said, “It’s one of those things that a hypnotist can
do to you. He can hypnotize you and tell you that you
won’t remember anything about what you did while you
were under a hypnotic influence. I've seen Alan do it
dozens of times to people. He’ll make them do the craziest
things and say the craziest things, and then he’ll tell them
to wake up without remembering anything that they had
done, and not to remember even about being hypnotized.”

“And it was like that with you?”

She nodded. “I was looking at him and saying, “Well,
go ahead, Alan, hypnotize me—" and then he told me that
he’d already hypnotized me, and I thought it was just a
joke until I happened to notice my wrist watch and realized
that either someone had set my watch ahead forty-five
minutes, or there were about forty-five minutes that I
couldn’t account for.”

“Then what?” Mason asked.

“Then he kept looking at me in a peculiar way, and
after about five minutes I had the most absolutely insane
impulse to—to do something.”

“What?” Mason asked.

She shook her head and said, “It was a crazy thing, but
anyhow I did it, and—well, I know now what had hap-
pened.”
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“What?”

«“Jt was a post-hypnotic suggestion,” she said. “That’s
the way hypnotists work. They get you under their domi-
pation and they cannot only make you do things but they’ll
give you something to do as a post-hypnotic suggestion—
that is, they’ll tell you to wake up and not remember
you've been hypnotized, and then five or ten minutes after
you wake up, you’ll do some crazy thing. That’s the way
it was with me.”

“Go on,” Mason said.

“After a while we got married.”

“The hypnotism kept up?”

“It kept up, Mr. Mason, a lot more often than I real-
ized.”

“What do you mean by that?” .

“I’d find myself doing things that were the result of post-
hypnotic suggestions. There’s some of that I don’t want
to go into.”

Mason, watching her said, “We’d like very much to
have your co-operation, Mrs. Blevins. We’d be willing to
pay you for any inconvenience that . . .”

“That’s what Mr. Drake told me, but there are some
things that money can’t buy.”

“Could you give us a hint?” Mason asked.

She hesitated.

Mason smiled and said, “You were already married to
the man and . ..”

“Oh, all right,” she blurted. “I was a fool. I kept letting
Alan hypnotize me. I'd have a headache and he would
put me to sleep and I'd wake up in a minute or two and
the headache would be all gone, and I'd feel just wonder-
ful, completely relaxed. Sometimes when I was nervous
and couldn’t sleep, he’d give me a brief hypnotic treat-
ment with a post-hypnotic suggestion. Then I'd become
so sleepy that I simply couldn’t hold my head up and—
well, that’s the way it would happen.

“Then, as I told you, things got to the point where the
glamour wore off and—well, I was working and—I don’t
know how to tell you this.”

Mason said, “There was another man?”

“Alan thinks there was.”
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“Was there?”

“Alan thinks there was,” she repeated tonelessly.

“Go on,” Mason said, “what happened?”

“Well, one night Alan was working, and I had a sud-
den crazy desire to put down in writing a lot of things
about my private life, things that ordinarily I wouldn’t
ever tell anyone about. I wanted to put those things in
writing and hide the paper in the back of a drawer under
a collection of photographs—I just couldn’t keep from it,
I wrote out a lot of things about my private life and about
what had happened and put it there under the photographs
in the drawer.”

“And then?” Mason asked.

“The next morning I suddenly realized what a crazy
thing I’'d done and I wanted to get that paper and burn
it up. I went to the drawer and—well, you know the an-
swer, the paper was gone.”

“You mean it had been a post-hypnotic suggestion?”

“That’s right. I didn’t even know that he’d hypnotized
me. I still don’t know when he had hypnotized me, but he
had left that post-hypnotic suggestion in my mind. So then
I knew that he had the paper, and the stuff in there was
evidence that he could have used against me.”

“In a divorce case?”

Her face flushed. “Yes.”

“What did you do?”

“I was so darned mad I believe I could have killed him,
but I was smart by that time. There are some games two
people can play. I didn’t let on that I knew a thing in the
world about the paper being gone. I waited about two
days and then I started searching the house. I took one
day to stay home from work and, believe me, I went
through that house from top to bottom. I finally found the
paper.”

“Where?”

She laughed. “He was smart. He’d taken up one corner
of the carpet, pulled it back and slid the paper in under
the corner.”

“So what did you do with the paper?”

“I destroyed it, and then I walked right out of that house
and went to a lawyer and filed suit for a divorce. I never
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went back and let Alan get in a position where he could
clap those steel-gray eyes on me again.”

“He could hypnotize you quickly?”

“Apparently all he had to do was to snap his fingers
and I’d be under the influence.”

“Go on,” Mason said.

“Well, Alan thought that he had me. He thought that
I couldn’t do a thing, but then when he went to look for
his evidence it was gone and—well, I'd sued him for men-
tal cruelty and there were a lot of things that he didn’t
want to have come out, so—well, I got my decree.”

“And remarried?” Mason asked.

She colored a bit and said, “Not yet. My decree isn’t
final.”

“When will it be final?”

“In another week.”

“And then you’re going to remarry?”

(lYes.”

“To a man you’ve known for some time?”

‘GYes.”

“He’s not a hypnotist, I take it,” Mason said, smiling,

“You can bet money on that, Mr. Mason.”

Mason opened his wallet, took out four fifty-dollar bills,
and said, “Here’s two hundred dollars, Mrs. Blevins, that
will pay for your time and compensate you for any incon-
venience. Those might help on your trousseau.”

She accepted the money, folded it, placed it in her
purse, looked up at Mason with eyes that were filled with
gratitude.

“Mr. Mason, that’s—well, that’s just fine of you.”

“We certainly appreciate your frankness,” Mason said.
“Now could you tell us whether Alan ever hypnotized you
and made you think something had happened that didn’t.”

“Oh, yes. That was one of his pet stunts. He’d hypno-
tize a person and give him a long song and dance about
what had happened, and tell the person to wake up and
not to think about the thing for an hour or two hours, but
gradually to absorb the narrative into his memory as an
actual experience, and then after two hours, as a post-
hypnotic suggestion, to start telling about it.”

“And people would do that?”

149



“Some of them would. Of course, you can’t hypnotize
everyone, Mr. Mason, and . . .”

“I understand. Now do you know whether he ever hyp.
notized Josephine Kempton, Mr. Addicks’ housekeeper?”

“I think he did. I once heard him mention something
he had done with her by way of demonstrating a point to
Mr. Addicks.”

“Do you know anything else that might help us?” Ma-
son asked.

“No"l

“Well, thanks a lot. I don’t think we need to detain you
any longer right now, Mrs. Blevins, but we may want to
talk with you again later.”

“Any time,” she said, “any time after four o’clock. You
can call me and I'll come in any time. Mr. Drake has
my number.”

“Thank you,” Mason said.

She rose from the chair, started for the door, then sud-
denly detoured to take Perry Mason’s hand in both of
hers. “You’re sweet,” she said. “Here’s something that
may be of help. Addicks wasn’t his real name. I know that
Alan managed to hypnotize him once and learned that
his real name was Barnwell. If there’s anything else, you
just let me know.”

Her eyes were grateful as she gave Mason a very cor-
dial smile. Then she opened the door and went out, swing-
ing into the corridor with a saucy flip of her skirts.

“Do you any good?” Drake asked.

Mason grinned at him and said, “Paul, the last few min-
utes have really done things for me. Start your boys work-
ing in Nevada, then go on home, take a good hot bath,
crawl into bed and get some sleep.”

“You mean that?”” Drake asked in surprise.

“Sure I mean it,” Mason said and hurried out of Drake’s
office.

Mason opened the door of his private office.

Della Street, who had been standing by his desk, ar-
ranging some papers, looked up as he entered.

Mason reached her in two swift strides, put his arms
around her, picked her off the floor, whirled her around,
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and then held her to him. “Baby,” he said, “we’ve struck
a dil't-”

P )S,he looked up at him somewhat wistfully. “All of

which, I presume, accounts for this sudden display of en-

thusiasm.”

“Jt isn’t enthusiasm,” Mason said, hugging her to him,
«t’s affection.”

“Well,” she said, *“it must have been important infor-
mation.”

“Get the newspapers?” Mason asked.

“Yes. Reporters are on their way up here. I told them
it was hot, and they’re coming up fast.”

“Good girl,” Mason said, and looked down into her
eyes.
yShe put her hands on his shoulders, her face tilted up.
Mason bent forward tenderly.

Her lips clung to his for a long moment, then she sud-
denly was pushing him away, grabbing a Kleenex from her
purse and wiping the lipstick off his lips.

“Chief,” she exclaimed, “have you forgotten that a
bunch of observant, keen-eyed newspaper reporters are
due to burst in here at any minute?”

Mason smiled, patted her shoulder and said, “It’s okay,
Della. We’re going to give them something that will jolt
Mr. Sidney Hardwick right back on the heels of his shoes.”

“Good. I hope you do it. How’s my mouth? Am I
smeared? Oh, you wouldn’t know anyway!”

“I can see anything a keen-eyed reporter can,” Mason
said.

She laughed, went to the mirror, adjusted her lips for a
moment, and then said, “There’s someone at the door to
the outer office now.”

“T’ll see the reporters out there,” Mason said.

He followed her to the outer office, greeted two re-
porters who had arrived simultaneously. While he was
passing cigarettes a third arrived, and then a fourth.

“What’s the big news?” one of the reporters asked. “I
hope it’s good. We certainly broke our necks getting over
here. Your secretary intimated it was red hot.”

“It is red hot,” Mason said.

“What is it?”
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“You have the information about the holographic will
that Benjamin Addicks left?”

“Hell, yes. I hope you didn’t think that was news,
Hardwick, Carson and Redding released information
about that two hours ago. It’s in the late edition.”

“That’s fine,” Mason said. “The will’s no good.”

“What do you mean, it’s no good?”

“Just what I said,” Mason told him. “He didn’t make
provisions for his wife.”

“His wife? Benjamin Addicks was a bachelor.”

“That’s what some people would like to have you
think.”

“You mean he wasn’t?”

Mason shook his head.

“What the devil?—Don’t kid us, Mason. Good Lord,
Benjamin Addicks was an important figure. He was nutty
as a fruit cake and he was all goofy over this idea of the
gorilla experimentation, but, after all, the guy was prom-
inent. If he had married anyone the newspapers would
have played it up. Not too big, but at least they would
have played it up. Everything the guy did was news on
account of his money and on account of his private zoo
of gorillas.”

“You're forgetting that there’s a big gap in his biograph-
ical data,” Mason said. “The man was married.”

“Where did he get married?”

“Here and there.”

“Come on, come on, give us the low-down.”

“Benjamin Addicks,” Mason said, “lived with a wom-
an as his wife.”

“Where did he live with her?”

“In the house with him a part of the time.”

“Are you going to claim that Josephine Kempton . . . ?”

“Not so fast,” Mason said. “The wife was Helen Cad-
mus. I'll give you fellows the addresses of some motels
where they registered as man and wife, and I can tell you
there’s been an absolute photographic identification. You
can take a picture of Helen Cadmus and check on it if
you want to.” .

“Aw, forget it,” one of the men said. “He was playing
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around with his secretary. That doesn’t mean he was
married to her or that it makes the will invalid.”

Mason grinned. “You fellows are good investigators.
Go look up these things. Look up the fact that the regis-
trations at auto courts show that the parties were regis-
tered as Mr. and Mrs. B. F. Barnwell.”

“Barnwell?”

“That’s right.”

“Well,” one of the reporters said, “That’s your answer
right there. In order to have a common-law marriage it’s
necessary to show . ..”

“Who talking about a common-law marriage?” Ma-
son asked.

“You are, aren’t you? And I understand there isn’t any
such thing in this state anyway. Even if there were, a man
would have to use his right name, and . . .”

“What was Addicks’ right name?” Mason asked.

“Why, Addicks, of course.”

“Was it?”

“Why, of course. He—say, wait a minute, where did you
get that name of Barnwell?”

Mason merely smiled.

“What about common-law marriage?” one of the men
asked.

“In some states it’s recognized,” Mason said, “and in
others it isn’t. But where a man travels with a woman as

"his wife he may well find himself in a state that recognizes
common-law marriage.

“But what you fellows may be overlooking is that right
here in this state when two people live together as husband
and wife there’s a disputable presumption of marriage.
That’s a rule of evidence, a legal presumption.”

The reporters exchanged glances.

Mason opened a book, placed it on the desk. “There it
is, Subdivision 30 of Section 1963 of the Code of Civil
Procedure.”

“But how about the will?” one of the reporters asked.
“He didn’t mention Helen Cadmus. If they lived together
as husband and wife there is an evidentiary prima facie
presumption of marriage. He doesn’t mention her in his
will. Therefore the will is open to attack.”
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“But he didn’t have to mention Helen Cadmus. She wag
dead.”

“Who told you s0?”

“I suppose you think she just walked on the water.
Come on, give us some facts if you want us to publish
anything.”

“I don’t give a damn whether you publish anything or
not,” Mason said, “but Helen Cadmus didn’t committ sui-
cide.”

“You mean she was murdered?”

“She wasn’t murdered.”

“What the devil do you mean?”

Mason said, “I mean that for reasons that suited Ben-
jamin Addicks and Helen Cadmus, she decided to disap-
pear. You can draw your own conclusions.”

There was a stunned silence for a moment.

“You mean she took time out to have a baby?” one of
the men asked.

Mason shrugged his shoulders and said, “After all, I've
only been in this case for a few hours, but I'm constantly
receiving new information which I am correlating and
checking. I thought that you fellows would like to start
from scratch on this and . . .”

“Start from scratch is right. If you’ve got anything to
hang this theory on, it’s going to make headlines. Gosh,
what a sob story, what a sensation!”

“All right,” Mason said, “use your own judgment. Who
saw Helen Cadmus aboard the yacht the night of the
storm? Who saw Helen Cadmus after the boat pulled
out?”

“Crew members, didn’t they?”

“Name one,” Mason said. “The only person who actual-
ly saw her was Benjamin Addicks.”

“And Josephine Kempton.”

“Not Mrs. Kempton,” Mason said. “She heard the
clack of a typewriter in the other stateroom. The type-
writer kept clacking away. Anyone could have pounded
a typewriter—Addicks, for instance. Mrs. Kempton had
taken a dose of sleeping medicine and she went to sleep.
When she wakened in the morning there was this story
about Helen Cadmus having disappeared.”
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“You got anything to pin that on?” one of the reporters
asked.

“Sure,” Mason said. “I have the diaries of Helen Cad-
mus, remember.”

“And what does she say about having a baby?”

“T’ll show you a passage,” Mason said.

He picked up the diary, opened it to a page which Della
Street had located and which he had marked with a book-
mark. “Here it is. In the handwriting of Helen Cadmus.”

I told B. the news today. At first he was very much
upset, and then as he began to think it over I realized
everything was going to be all right. He’s going to be
very proud of him.

The newspapermen studied the page very carefully.

“Say,” one of the men said, “let’s have these diaries.
We can go over them in your law library and perhaps we
can find things that . . .”

Mason shook his head. “That’s it boys. That’s the lead
for your story.”

“That isn’t a story. That’s just a theory with a little stuff
to go on. We can’t publish that.”

“The hell you can’t!” Mason said. “How much proof
did you have as a basis for an accusation that Josephine
Kempton had murdered Helen Cadmus?”

“We didn’t say she’d murdered Helen Cadmus. We said
the authorities were making inquiries.”

“That’s right,” Mason said. “Now you can assure your
readers that on the strength of this entry in the diary, the
Drake Detective Agency has dozens of operatives out
combing this section of the country trying to establish my
theory that the passage in the diary means something def-
inite. And if you go back and reopen the Helen Cadmus
case you'll find that there wasn’t a single member of the
crew that saw Helen Cadmus after the boat left port.

“Furthermore, and this is the important thing, no one
knows the nature of the confidential work that she was
supposed to be doing for Benjamin Addicks. Addicks said
that he left her typing the pages in her stateroom. Later on
he was asked if he had received the typewritten docu-
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ments, and he said, of course not, that the last time he had
seen her was when she was transcribing the notes—now,
get that straight. If she had been committing suicide she
wouldn’t have taken the typewritten notes with her when
she jumped overboard. If she had been intending to com-
mit suicide she wouldn’t have typed out her notes. She’d
simply have jumped and left the notes without being tran-
scribed in her shorthand book. From the minute I started
investigating this case I became very much interested in
finding out just what had happened to the dictation Ad-
dicks had given her on the night she disappeared.

“There were photographs of the stateroom which she
was supposed to have occupied on that last night out of
port. Now you fellows study the photographs of that state-
room and you’ll notice two or three peculiar things.

“A typewriter has been set up on a table all right, and
some paper has been spread around, but I’ve yet to hear
that anyone found a shorthand notebook with any notes in
it that hand’t been transcribed, and I've yet to find any-
one who would admit that there was any typewritten docu-
ment found in the stateroom.

“But the thing that interests me is what you can see in
this picture. It’s a photograph taken after the yacht ar-
rived in Catalina, and shows the stateroom occupied by
Helen Cadmus. The door of the connecting bathroom is
open, and you can see a portion of the interior of the state-
room occupied by Josephine Kempton on the other side.
Now do you fellows notice anything peculiar?”

The newspaper reporters studied the photograph care-
fully.

Mason said, “The towels on one rack have been used.
Those are the towels nearest the door of the stateroom
occupied by Josephine Kempton. The towels by the door
of the stateroom occupied by Helen Cadmus haven’t been
used. Do you think she’d have boarded the yacht, have
taken dictation, have done a lot of typing, and never so
much as washed her hands, never so much as unfolded a
towel?”

One of the men gave a low whistle, then said to Perry
Mason, “Say, you’re a pretty good detective yourself.”

Mason grinned. “All right, you fellows have a head
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start on the police. It would be nice if you boys could find
Helen Cadmus yourselves. And if you find that what I
think is true, well—you’ll have something that’s a damn
sight more valuable than the empty accusation of an inter-
ested party.

“I don’t know just how badly your city editors would
like to have an exclusive interview with Helen Cadmus,
and the true story of her supposed suicide, but I presume
the fellow who turned it in could write his own ticket for
a while, particularly if he signed her up for an exclusive.

“That’s why I'm giving all of you an even break. Here
are the names of two motels where they registered as
Mr. and Mrs. B. F. Barnwell, and here are some photo-
graphs so you won’t waste time digging into your
morgues.”

“Barnwell,” one of the men said meditatively. “Say, the
fellow Hardwick had a cablegram from Herman Barn-
well. He . .

The reporter abruptly ceased talking. For a moment
the reporters stood there, then one of them lunged for the
door.

That started a four-man stampede, everyone making a
dash down the corridor.

Mason grinned at Della Street. “Tomorrow morning we
can send Mr. Sidney Hardwick copies of the papers, and
tell him we’re fast workers ourselves.”

14

“WELL,” DELLA STREET SAID WHEN THE LAST SOUNDS
of running feet had died down. “You certainly took a but-
ton and sewed a vest on it!”

Mason grinned.

“Chief, are you safe in doing that?”

“What do you mean, safe?”

“My gosh, you've got the girl having a baby and being
the common-law wife of Benjamin Addicks. Good heav-
ens, suppose she should be alive?”
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“Weu?”

“Couldn’t she take action against you?”

“In that event,” Mason said, “the heat would be off of
Josephine Kempton. We’re never going to get anywhere
by denials and evasions, and being on the defensive. This
is a case where we’re going to have to carry the fight to
the other man.”

“But you do have an obligation to be limited by the real
facts in the case.”

“That’s right,” Mason said. “Now let’s look at the facts
for a minute. Quite evidently they were living together. I
think they were in love.

“From the time I first began to check through the Helen
Cadmus diaries I have been impressed by two things. One
of them is that no member of the crew specifically men-
tioned seeing Helen Cadmus aboard the yacht after they
got down to the outer harbor. The other one is that you
can’t explain what became of the papers she had been typ-
ing. Either she took them to Benjamin Addicks, in which
event Benjamin Addicks’ story to the police was false; or
else they were left in the stateroom, in which event some~
one surreptitiously removed them.

“A professional stenographer doesn’t like to type well
enough to type an important document, then clutch it in
her hand and jump overboard.”

“Suppose she was accidentally washed overboard?”

“Waves weren’t coming over the ship that bad, Della. It
was a rough, choppy night, and there was water being
shipped now and then, and quite a bit of spray, but it
wasn’t one of those all-out storms where solid water comes
crashing over the desk every so often and might sweep a
girl off her feet.”

“Well, you certainly started something,”

“T aimed to,” Mason said.

“Now what do we do?”

Mason said, “You go home and I settle down for an-
other spell of good, hard work.”

“What kind of work?”

“I’'m going to study those diaries particularly with refer-
ence to the two known dates when she was staying in the
motels. I'm certain there must be between-the-line refer-
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ences that will enable me to get some sort of a clue, and
when I get that clue I'm going to study the rest of the
dates.”

Della Street said, “Move over. I'm with you all the
way.”

“No, you go on home and get some rest.”

“Fiddlesticks! I'm going to see this thing through.”

“Well, if you insist, go get something to eat.”

“What are you going to do about food?”

“Oh, I'll have some coffee and a cheeseburger sent up
from the lunch counter downstairs.”

“Make it two,” she said. “Let’s start.”

Mason happily surrendered. “All right. Della, do you
suppose a girl could write diaries the way Helen Cadmus
did, be in love with her boss and not have something that
would show that love creep into the diary?”

“A lot depends on the nature of the romance. I think
a woman who was really in love would naturally be cau-
tious about putting anything in writing that her lover
didn’t want. On the other hand, there is always a tendency
for a woman in love to confide in her diary.”

Mason said, “What I want to do is look for a code. She
had some sort of a code word or expression that she would
use to show that she had been with the man she loved.”

“Provided she really loved him,” Della Street said.

“I like Helen Cadmus from what I've learned to know
about her from her diaries,” Mason said. “She was a
frank, wholesome, square shooting sort of a girl, and a very
loyal one, I believe. We have a couple of dates, Della.
Let’s look up those and study the entries carefully.”

Della Street said, “If he really loved her why didn’t he
marry her?”

“That, of course,” Mason said, “is part of the mystery
in the case. You wouldn’t want a case that didn’t have a
mystery, would you?”

She smiled and shook her head.

“Well,” Mason said, “let’s start exploring.”

Mason carefully read and reread the entry under the
date of the first registration in the motel.

Della Street came to look over his shoulder and for a
moment they read in silence.
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Suddenly she laughed.

“What’s the matter?” Mason asked.

“You’re looking under the date at which they regis-
tered at the motel.”

“Well?” Mason asked.

“It’s the wrong date,” she said. “She wouldn’t have had
anything to confide in her diary until she got back the
next day. The diary shows that they had just returned
from a yacht trip on that day. Now probably it was when
they were driving home that Addicks suggested . . .”

“A good point well taken,” Mason said. “I guess my
sense of romance is snowed under with business considera-
tions. To the legal mind a date is a date. All right, let’s
look at the next day.”

They read the next day’s entry and Della Street’s right
forefinger immediately dropped down to a sentence on the
page in the diary.

“There it is, Chief. Just as plain as can be.”

Mason read the sentence. “ ‘They say happiness is
where you find it, which is okay by me. I'm willing to ride
along and certainly won’t try to force the issue as long as
there isn’t any.’

“Good Lord,” Mason said. “I read this myself. This was
the volume that I checked over, Della, and at the time I
didn’t appreciate the significance of it.”

“Well, there it is all right,” Della Street said. “It relates
to what happened the night before. Evidently that wasn’t
the first time. She was perfectly willing to ride along and
be happy, as long as there wasn’t any issue.”

“All right,” Mason said, “let’s turn over to that other
volume, Della. Let’s see if we can find something of im-
portance before the entry announcing its great event to
Addicks.”

Della Street brought the book over and placed it on the
table.

“Draw up a chair and sit down,” Mason invited.

“No thanks. I'm doing fine this way. I want to be where
I can look right down on the page.”

She held her cheek close to Mason’s, and, -after a mo-
ment, Mason reached out and circled her waist with his
right arm, drawing her closer.
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“Well, there it is,” the lawyer said, indicating a passage
in the book. “Now that we have the code, it’s easy. Listen
to this. ‘I still don’t want to force the issue but now it has
to be faced.” ”

“That was her code,” Della Street said.

Mason pushed back his chair, rose, turned Della so
that she was facing him, said, “We’ve got work to do.”

“What?”

“We’ve got to find her.”

“You don’t think she jumped overboard?”

Mason shook his head.

“She could have.”

“] know she could have,” Mason said, “but I don’t
think she did.”

“Suppose that Addicks had told her that he’d marry
her if—well, if it became necessary, and she went to him
and told him that—good Lord, Chief, people murder
women under circumstances like that.”

“I know,” Mason said, “that’s a chance we’ve got to
take, but somehow—I don’t know. I don’t know what
Benjamin Addicks’ reason was for not marrying the girl
in the first place.”

“Perhaps he didn’t want to.”

“That could be,” Mason said.

“And he had the perfect opportunity for a crime,” Del-
la Street said. “It was a wild night out in the channel.
There was a high wind blowing, screaming through the rig-
ging of the ship, waves were crashing against the bow, a
scream would hardly have been noticed. Benjamin Ad-
dicks enticed her out to the deck in the rear of the yacht.
He perhaps pointed out something to her. Perhaps he said,
‘Is that a light over there, Helen? She braced herself
against the rail to look. He suddenly stooped down,
grabbed her feet and gave a big heave.”

“That’s swell,” Mason said. “You sound as though
you’d planned it all yourself, Della.”

“Well, I don’t know what’s so absurd about it,” she
said. “It seems the logical development as far as I'm con-
cerned.”

“It would be a logical development if it weren’t for one
fact.”

161



“What’s that?”

“Your premise is wrong.”

“I don’t get it.”

He said, “You surmised that Addicks was playing
around.”

“Well, what’s to indicate that he wasn’t?”

“The fact that he’s a millionaire,” Mason said, “the fact
that he went to those motels and registered under his own
name, and registered the girl as his wife.

“You can see what that did. It put him absolutely in her
power. She could have cracked the whip over him at any
time she wanted to.”

“Perhaps she did, and that’s why he grabbed her ankles
and hoisted her overboard.”

Mason shook his head and said, “Come on, Della,
we’ve found one of the answers we want. We’re going to
have a real meal. Then we’re going to get in touch with
Drake’s office, comb through the diaries and try to find
some clue.

“Don’t forget one significant fact. Whenever Benjamin
Addicks wanted to have some free time he’d pretend to
be on the yacht when he wasn’t. What more natural than
for him to plan a disappearance for Helen Cadmus the
same way?”

“But why, Chief? Why go to all that trouble? She
could simply have announced she was quitting her job,
gone away and had her baby and that’s all there’d have
been to it.”

“I know,” Mason said. “There was a reason. There had
to be a reason. There’s a reason for everything. I think
Addicks was afraid.”

“Afraid?”

“Yes, afraid something might happen to a woman he
loved, and a child he wanted to love. Let’s go eat.”
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15
a

PERRY MASON AND DELLA. STREET FINISHED THE
last of their Chinese dinner.

“Want an almond cake?” Mason asked.

She shook her head and said, “I like the more delicate
flavor of those rice flour cookies, those fortune cakes.”

“That’s fine,” Mason told her. “We’ll finish up with
tea and fortune cakes. Bring us a bowl of them,” he in-
structed the waiter.

The Chinese shuffled off, letting the green curtain fall
back in the doorway of the booth. !

“You know,” Della Street said, “I’'m getting the most
peculiar hunch. I have a feeling that we’re running on a
hot scent. I feel tingly.”

Mason nodded. “We’re going to have to work fast,” he
said. “There isn’t a lot of time.”

The Chinese waiter brought back a big pot of tea. “Best
kind,” he said. “Ooh loong cha.”

He gave them fresh teacups and a bowl of rice cakes.

Mason extended the bowl to Della Street. She took one,
broke it open, read the fortune, smiled, folded the little
printed slip of paper and started to put it in her purse.

“Hey, wait a minute,” Mason said.

She shook her head.

“Why, Della,” Perry Mason said, “you don’t ordinarily
keep things from me.”

“This one I have to.”

“Why?”

“I'm sorry, Chief.” She colored furiously. “It wouldn’t
have been so bad it I’d passed it over to you right at the
time, but now it would be—out of the question.”

She opened her purse, took out a coin purse and placed
the folded slip of paper with its printed message inside.

Mason broke open a cake while Della Street poured
tea.

“What’s yours?” Della asked.
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Mason abruptly folded the fortune and started to put
it into his side pocket.

Della street laughed. “I caught you that time,” she
said. “You haven’t even read it yet.”

Mason grinned, unfolded the slip of rice paper, read
the printed message, then passed it across to Della Street.

The message read:

To reach your goal, remember that courage
is the only antidote for danger.

“Well,” Mason said, “I guess we’d better telephone
Drake’s office and see if they’ve uncovered anything.”

“Chief, somehow I—do you feel that there’s anything
to these fortunes?”

Mason laughed. “Of course not, Della. They have them
printed by the hundred. They’re inserted in the cakes and
the cakes are baked so that when you break the cake the
fortune is inside of it. I don’t know how many different
fortunes there are. Probably not over a hundred or so.”

“Have you ever received a duplicate in any of the
cakes you’ve eaten?”

“Come to think of it,” Mason said, “I don’t know that
I have. I haven’t given it a great deal of thought.”

“Do you believe in Fate?”

Mason said, “The Chinese do to this extent. They’ll put
a hundred different messages in a hundred different for-
tune cakes. They feel that the one you pick out was real-
ly intended for you. That’s the way most of their fortune-
telling works. Sometimes you shake fortune sticks in a
bowl until one drops out.”

She said, “I have a feeling that your fortune has a real-
ly personal message for you.”

Mason laughed. “What you’re really trying to say, Del-
la, is that you hope the fortune you picked out has a per-
sonal message to you.” -

Her face became a fiery red.

“Oh, I'm sorry,” Mason said, quickly and impulsively
reaching out to place his hand over hers. “I was only kid-
ding, Della. I didn’t want you to take me seriously—al-
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though,” he added, “I thought your psychology was a bit
obvious.”

“Well, I didn’t,” she said. “Do you want me to call
Paul Drake’s office?”

“Sit there and drink your tea,” Mason said, “and get
over being angry, Della. I’ll go call Paul Drake.”

“I’m not angry. I—I'm...”

“Well, your face flushed up,” Mason said.

Abruptly she averted her eyes, said, “All right, go
ahead. Call Paul Drake. You have his number.”

Mason went to the public phone, dropped a coin and
dialed the number of Drake’s office.

When Drake’s switchboard operator answered, Mason
said, “This is Perry Mason. I'm wondering if Paul
Drake...”

“Just a moment,” the voice at the other end of the line
interrupted with crisp efficiency.

Mason heard the click of a connection, heard the oper-
ator’s voice saying, “Mr. Mason for you, Mr. Drake,” and
Drake exclaimed, “Good for you! Where did you get
himf.)”

“I didn’t. He called in. He . . .”

“Hello, hello, Perry, Perry!” Drake said excitedly.

“Okay Paul, what is it? I thought you were asleep.
Have you struck pay dirt?”

“Struck pay dirt by the ton,” Drake said. “Jeepers,
what a hunch you had. You’d better play the races tomor-
row and mortgage the family fortune.”

“Go on, Paul, what is it?”

“B. F. Barnwell and Helen Cadmus were married in a
little Nevada town that no one would ordinarily check up
on. A little place where a person would hardly think to
look, a place north and east of Las Vegas on the road
to Ely.”

“QOkay,” Mason said. “Give me the dope, Paul.”

“Got a pencil there?”

“Just a minute. I'll get Della. Hang on.”

Mason left the receiver off the hook, hurried back to
the booth, beckoned to Della Street. “Get your pencil and
notebook, Della.”

Della pushed back the carved teakwood chair, ran to
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the telephone, opened her purse, hurriedly pulled out a
shorthand notebook, hooked one strap of the purse over
her left wrist, held the receiver to her ear and said, “Go
ahead, Paul.” it

Her pencil, flying over the page of the shorthand note-
book, made a series of pothooks, then a figure and a
name.

“That all?” she asked. “All right, the boss wants to
speak with you.”

She turned away from the telephone. Mason grabbed
the receiver, said, “Yes, Paul?”

“I’ve given the dope to Della, Perry. I've got the thing
sewed up. The main thing is that after the marriage was
performed, the Justice of the Peace wanted to know where
he should send the documents after all the red tape had
been complied with, and there was a moment’s silence,
then the woman said, ‘Send them to Mrs. B. F. Barnwell.’
She gave an address, a little California town up on the edge
of the desert.”

“That’s all?”

“That’s all.”

“Della has the dope?”

“Della has it. Now, for the love of Mike, Perry, don’t
expect me to go tearing up there and ...”

“I don’t,” Mason said. “Here’s what I want you to do,
Paul.”

“What?” Drake asked in a weary voice.

“Go take a good hot bath,” Mason said. “Finish up
with a cool shower, crawl into bed and sleep just as long
as you can, because when I wake you up you’re going to
have to go to work.”

Drake said wearily, “Is that music to my ears? I'd just
started to go home when that message from Nevada came
in. The elevator operator said you folks had just gone
out for chow. I've been calling all the restaurants where
you usually eat.”

“I'm sorry,” Mason said. “I intended to call your of-
fice but I didn’t think you’d get anything this soon. I
thought you were asleep. Be seeing you, Paul.”

Mason hung up the telephone, grabbed Della Street’s
arm, said, “Come on, Della, we’re on our way.”
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He ran toward the cashier’s booth at the head of the
stairs, pulled a ten dollar bill from his wallet, threw it on
the counter and said to the Chinese cashier, “We haven’t
time to wait for a statement. There’s ten dollars. Leave the
waiter a dollar tip . . .”

“Must have waiter’s check,” the calm, unperturbed
Oriental said.

Exasperated, Mason threw one of his professional cards
on the desk, picked up the ten dollar bill, pulled a fifty
dollar bill from his pocket, and slammed it down on the
desk. “All right, you don’t trust me. I trust you. You give
the waiter a dollar tip, and I'll come in sometime tomorrow
or the next day and pick up the change. Until then—good-
by.”

He reached for Della’s wrist, and then went pell-mell
down the flight of stairs to the street.

Mason ran to where his car was parked.

“All right, Della,” he said. “Hang on.”

He unlocked the car. Della Street jerked the car door
open, jumped in, slammed the door shut behind her,
reached across the seat back of the steering wheel to un-
lock the door on the driver’s side.

Mason slid in behind the steering wheel, stepped on the
starter, then, easing the car away from the curb, began to
open the throttle.

At the second intersection Della Street said, “and you
object to my driving!”

“This time,” Mason told her, “we’re really in a hurry.”

“So I gathered,” Della Street said.

They picked their way through the more congested traf-
fic of the city, hit a freeway and were soon spinning along
with the needle of the speedometer indicating seventy
miles an hour.

Twice Della Street glanced at Perry Mason, but seeing
the fierce concentration of his face knew that his busy
mind was working ahead, planning moves even as he
crowded the car along.

Twenty minutes later they were out in the open and
Mason sent the speedometer up into the eighties.

“What will happen if you get caught?” Della Street
said.
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“Darned if I know,” Mason said. “We’ll have to find
out. Keep an eye on the road behind, Della.”

“At this rate of speed you’ll overtake some traffic officer
who’s cruising along about sixty-five,” she said.

“That’s a chance we have to take. m watching the
license numbers of the cars ahead. You help me keep an
eye on the road behind.”

Three hours later Mason slowed the car to read a sign
at a crossroad and then turned to the right.

Della Street said, “From the looks of this place they roll
up the sidewalks at seven o’clock. You’re not going to
find anyone up this time of night.”

“We’ll get them up,” Mason said.

Della Street said, “There’s the place. It’s a motel, Chief,
and there’s no one up.”

“We’ll get someone up.”

Mason rang the bell at the office, and after a few min-
utes later a man, rubbing sleep from his eyes, shuffled to
the door. “Sorry,” he said, “we’re full up. Can’t you see
that sign No Vacancies? You're . . .”

Mason said, “Here’s five dollars.”

“I tell you we’re full up. I couldn’t let you have a place
i
“I don’t want a place,” Mason said. “I simply want to
know what cabin is occupied by Mrs. Barnwell.”

“Mrs. B? She’s in number eleven, but she’s gone to
bed.”

“Thanks,” Mason said. “Buy yourself a bottle of hooch,
and I'm sorry we woke you up.”

Mason and Della Street walked rapidly down a little
cement walk which bordered the patio parking place sur-
rounded by stucco cottages.

“Here’s our cottage,” Mason said.

He looked for a bell. There was none. He tried to open
the screen door. It was latched on the inside.

Mason tapped his knuckles on the door.

A woman’s voice, sharp with alarm, said, “Who is it,
please?”

“A message,” Mason said, “a very important mes-
sage.”

g“I’m sorry. I’ll have to know who you are. I...”
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“Turn on the light,” Mason said. “It’s a message. It has
to do with the validity of a marriage ceremony performed
in Nevada. Now are you interested?”

A light clicked on inside.

“Just a minute,” the feminine voice said.

A moment later the outer door was opened. A vague,
shadowy figure of a young woman bundled in a loose
wrapper stood in the doorway. The screen remained
latched.

“All right. What is it please?” she said.

Mason, holding a fountain pen flashlight in his right
hand, pressed the button. The beam shone through the
screen in the door, full in the woman’s face.

She jerked back and said sharply, “Don’t do that!”

Mason said, “I’ve found out what I wanted to know,
Miss Cadmus.”

“Mrs. Barnwell, please.”

“I want to talk with you about that.”

“Well, I don’t want to talk with you about anything,”
she said sharply, and started to close the door.

“I think you do,” Mason told her. “If you don’t talk
with me now, you’ll have to talk with the newspaper re-
porters two hours from now.”

“The newspaper reporters?”

‘(Yes.”
“How did they—how could they locate me?”
“Through me,” Mason said.

A masculine voice edged with irritation came from the
adjoining cottage. “Oh, pipe down! Hire a hall or go get
a woman that feels sociable. Don’t stand out there and
argue. I want to sleep!”

Mason stood quietly at the screen door, waiting.

The figure in the doorway remained motionless for a
matter of seconds, then a hand reached out and snapped
off the hook.

“Won’t you come in?” she invited. “And please try
not to wake the baby.”

Mason held the door open for Della Street and fol-
lowed her into the cabin.

Mason carefully closed the door behind them.

“Who are you?” the woman asked.
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The cottage was a spacious, comfortable affair. The
small sitting room was comfortably furnished, with good
rugs on the floor, and they could see through the door to
a bedroom containing a double bed and a crib.

Mason said, “I’'m Perry Mason, the lawyer. This is Del-
la Street, my secretary. I'm going to put the cards on
the table with you. I'm one of the attorneys representing
Josephine Kempton. She’s charged with the murder of
Benjamin Addicks—your husband.”

The woman sat with tight-lipped hostility. “Keep talk-
mg.”

Mason said, “My connection with the case is purely
fortuitous. I bought your diaries and . . .”

“I read about it in the papers. What did you want with
them? Were you trying some kind of legalized blackmail?
Did you think I'd be foolish enough to put anything in
them that...?”

“You put things in them that you didn’t know you’d
put in them,” Mason said. “That is, you put things in that
you don’t think other people would find out.”

“Such as what?”

“Why do you think I'm here?”

“I don’t know. I want to find out.”

“And how do you think I got here?”

“That I can’t understand. I took elaborate precautions.”

“I know you did,” Mason said. “The point I’'m making
is that there was more in those diaries than you had real-
ized. Now then, I want your story.”

“Well, you won’t get it.”

“T think I will,” Mason said confidently.

“What makes you think s0?”

“Because,” Mason said, “I have all the damaging parts
of the story. I know the motels where you stayed with
Benjamin Addicks. I know the entries in your diary to
the effect that you were going to take happiness where you
found it, and that you wouldn’t force the issue as long as
there wasn’t any. And then, when you found out there was
going to be an issue, you had to face the situation and you
put that in your diary.

“I know what happened aboard the yacht. I know that
you and Addicks fixed it up so you would pull the wool
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over the eyes of everyone and make it appear you had
committed suicide. I dorn’t know why he took all those
elaborate precautions. That’s what I’d like to find out.”

“If you’re so smart, go ahead and find out.”

“I know,” Mason said, “that you were married in Ne-
vada. I know that you directed that the documents sol-
emnizing the marriage should be mailed to you at this ad-
dress. I know that Addicks’ real name was Barnwell.

“Now then, I can make some guesses. They aren’t the
type of guesses that you might like to have me make. I
can communicate my guesses to the newspapers. They’ve
been after me for an interview.”

“Go ahead and give them one.”

“I have already given them an interview in which I have
pointed out that because of certain entries in your diary
1 felt that you had communicated to Mr. Addicks that he
was about to become a father. I have already told them
about the motels where you stayed with Mr. Addicks,
registered as husband and wife, and I have witnesses who
have identified your picture. The newspapers have the
story. They’re going to break out with it tomorrow morn-
3 ”

“Why did you have to do that to me?” she asked.

“I didn’t do it to you,” Mason said. “I’'m a lawyer. I'm
engaged in a case where I had to get at the facts. I didn’t
make the facts. I didn’t cut the pattern. I only discovered
the facts.”

“And then you had to blab them to the press.”

“T did it because it was the thing to do. There was a
reason why Mr. Addicks couldn’t marry you. What was
it?”

“I don’t know why I should tell you.”

“I don’t know why you shouldn’t.”

She hesitated for a moment, then said, “Just what is
your interest in this?”

“I’m trying to find out the truth.”

“And you’re representing Josephine Kempton?”

l(Yes.’!

“All right,” she said bitterly. “If you want the truth
about Aer, I'll give you all the truth about her. She killed
him!”
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“You mean she killed Benjamin Addicks?”

“Of course she killed him. She wanted to kill me more
than she wanted to kill him. That’s one of the reasons that
Benny decided we’d make it appear that—well, that I
was already dead.”

“It seems to me,” Mason said, “that’s an unduly com-~
plicated way of trying to find a solution to a simple prob-
lem.” :

“The problem wasn’t simple.”

“Why didn’t he clear up that marriage problem with
his first wife?”” Mason asked, his casual manner masking
the fact that he was taking a shot in the dark.

“Because he couldn’t.”

“why?”

She shrugged her shoulders said, “Suppose you do the
talking for a while?”

Mason said, “All right. ’'m a lawyer. The only pos-
sible solution that I can think of why Mr. Addicks
wouldn’t have acknowledged you publicly as his wife is
that he didn’t have the legal right to do so, and the only
reason I can think of why he didn’t have the legal right to
make you his wife is that he had another wife living, a
wife who had perhaps thrown the hooks into him for ali-
mony, and who had refused to give him a divorce.”

She shook her head.

“Not right?” Mason asked.

She said bitterly, “The newspapers have given him a lot
of publicity from time to time. They’ve published his pic-
ture plenty of times. You haven’t heard anyone come for-
ward and say that she was his wife. You haven’t learned of
any prior marriage.”

“That’s one of the things that puzzles me,” Mason ad-
mitted reluctantly.

She said, “It puzzled me, but I cared enough about him
to ride along and take things the way they came.”

“You cared that much for him?” Della Street asked.

She regarded Della Street speculatively and said, “He
was good to me. I was willing to let it ride along on any
kind of a basis that he wanted as long as—as long as it
only affected the two of us.”

“I still don’t get the story,” Mason said.
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“You’re not going to get it.”

Mason glanced at Della Street, said, “For some reason
the man didn’t feel he was at liberty to marry, and yet
when it became necessary for him to marry in order to
give his child a name, and to give you some measure of
protection he went ahead and married. But before he did
that he went through an elaborate rigmarole to make
everyone think that you were dead. That must have meant
that he—oh-oh, I believe I have it.”

“What is it, Chief?” Della Street asked.

“He felt that any woman whom he married would be
in the greatest danger.”

“But why?” Della Street asked.

Mason held up his hand. “First,” he said, elevating his
forefinger, “he didn’t feel that he was legally free to mar-
ry. Second, he felt that any woman in whom he took a
serious interest would be in great danger. That spells a
certain pattern to me, Della—as a lawyer.”

“I don’t get it, Chief.”

Mason looked at the woman in the wrapper. “Perhaps
Helen can tell us.”

“And perhaps Helen won’t.”

“All right,” Mason said, “let’s make a stab at it, Della.
At some stage in his life Addicks had married. That mar-
riage had never been dissolved by death or by any decree
of divorce. Now why not?”

Della Street shook her head. “There isn’t any reason. If
he’d married he’d have been divorced. No matter what it
cost him he’d have bought his way out of that and got into
the clear. He might have been very cautious about taking
a second adventure in the field of matrimony, but he cer-
tainly would have secured his legal freedom.”

“If he could have,” Mason said.

“What do you mean, if he could have?”

“There’s one legal situation, one very interesting legal
situation under which he might not have been able to ac-
complish what he wanted.”

“What?” Della Street asked.

Mason said, “In many states it is impossible to divorce
a woman who has been adjudged insane.

“Now then, suppose that Benjamin Addicks had mar-
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ried. Suppose that woman had been adjudged insane. Ad-
dicks’ hands were tied. And furthermore, suppose that
woman developed a form of insanity that would make her
dangerous, that would—I think we’re getting somewhere,
Della.”

Mason inclined his head slightly toward the woman in
the wrapper.

She was having trouble with her face. A spasm of grief
contorted it, then she suddenly said angrily, “Damn you!
What are you? A mind reader? Do you have to go prying
into peoples’ lives and . . . 2

“I think,” Mason said, “you’d better tell me about it,
Helen.”

She said, “I went through ten thousand hells. You have
no idea what it meant.”

“Who is this woman?” Mason asked. “Where is she
confined?”

“That’s just the point,” Helen said. “She isn’t confined.
She escaped. She’s at large. She’s a homicidal maniac. Do
you see what that means?”

Mason narrowed his eyes in thoughtful concentration.

“She’s absolutely, utterly insane. She’s jealous. She
traced Benny and blackmailed him. She told him that if
he ever married or tried to marry she’d kill the woman.
And she meant it. My marriage to Benny isn’t any good
legally.”

“Then why go through the marriage ceremony?”

“For what it might be worth to give the child a name.”

“Where’s the first wife?”

“No one knows.”

“Why wasn’t she kept confined somewhere?”

“You can’t keep her confined anywhere. She escaped
every time she was locked up. That’s why Ben had to keep
his affairs in such shape that he could give her cash quick-
ly. The woman is utterly, ferociously mad. She’d kill him
and she’d love to kill me.”

“She didn’t kill him?”

“No, Josephine Kempton did that—but if you’ve told
the newspapers about my marriage, or even if she thinks
I am the mother of Benny’s child, she’ll hunt me out and
kill me. She’s diabolically ingenious and utterly vindictive.
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“You see, she’s still insane as far as the law’s concerned.
There wasn’t a thing Benjamin Addicks could do. An ac-
tion for divorce wouldn’t lie, and he couldn’t even clarify
their property matters. And if he tried to do anything, it
would necessarily have disclosed his true name and his
true past.”

“What about his past?”

“He killed a man.”

“I thought that was his brother.”

“No. There was some garbled gossip to that effect. Ben-
ny kept track of Herman, but Herman thought Benny was
dead.”

“Did your husband actually kill a man?”

* “He claimed he didn’t really know. He never told me
the details. When I learned how he felt I never asked for
them.”

“But his wife kept in touch with him?” Mason asked.

“Certainly.”

“How?”

“The phone would ring. It would be a call from a pay
station. It would be her voice. She’d direct him to put a
certain amount of money in the form of cash in a package
and leave the package at a certain place. It was all done
as mysteriously as though she had been getting ransom
for kidnaping.”

“And Addicks had some messenger he could trust who
delivered the money?”

G‘Yes.”

“Certainly he didn’t dare to put you in that situation.”

“No. It was Mortimer Hershey who did that. Sometimes
it was Nathan Fallon.”

“Did they know what they were doing?”

“I don’t know, Mr. Mason. I don’t think they did. Ben-
ny was so afraid of being blackmailed. Heavens, I'm tell-
ing you this whole story and I had no intention of doing
it, but I've been so lonely, and then—now Benny’s gone.
HesallIhad atietoand...”

“Now wait a minute,” Mason said, “let’s control the
emotions for a little while, Mrs. Barnwell. Let’s get down
to brass tacks on this thing. What about Josephine Kemp-
ton? Did she know about you and Mr. Addicks?”
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“She suspected.”

“You read about the supposedly stolen property being
discovered?”

“Yes, I did. I certainly should have guessed the cor-
rect solution myself. Good Lord, I had all the facts avail-
able. It just never occurred to me to suspect a monkey.
That little mischievous devil! And I’'m so fond of him, too
—but he’s a devil.” :

“Where’s the monkey now?” Mason asked.

“He’s—he’s being taken care of. Don’t worry, he’ll have
a home.”

“Do you think Josephine Kempton is telling the truth
about... 7

“She never told the truth about anything in her life.
She’s a congenital liar. She’s a plotter, a sneak, a vicious,
backbiting, nasty-minded woman, and she killed Benja-
min Addicks. I know it just as well as I know I'm sitting
here.”

Mason said, “How do you know it?”

“I don’t know it by any evidence, but I'm absolutely
certain that’s the case.”

Mason said, “You don’t want to be interviewed by the
newspaper reporters, do you?”

“NO.”

“All right,” Mason told her, “start packing.”

“What do you mean?”

Mason said, “I'm going to put you in a place where
you’re safe for the time being. You were crazy to think
that you couldn’t be found in a place of this sort. You left
a broad enough trail to . ..”

“I guess I did at that,” she said, “but I was—well, I was
emotionally upset and—and, frankly, it never occurred to
me that in a show-down Benny really would marry me. I
thought he’d support the child—I don’t know, I thought
he might be proud of him.”

“Of him?”

“Yes. He’s a fine strapping boy,” she said. “He’s going
to have all of Benny’s intelligence, and if I have anything
to do with it, and I think I’ll have a lot to do with it, he’s
not going to have any of Benny’s phobias—you see, Mr.
Mason, Benny made a big mistake. He ran away. When
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a man starts running away from things in life he builds up
a whole chain of complexes and fear.

“My son isn’t going to be like that. He’s going to face
things squarely!”

“All right,” Mason told her. “Ill do what I can to
help.”

“Just what are you going to do? What can you do?”

Mason said, “You’re going to pack up. Della Street is
going to take you and your child to another motel. Della
Street is going to register in that motel. You’re going to be
her sister. Youre not going to use the name Addicks.
You’re not going to use the name Barnwell.”

Mason looked at his watch. “You probably have fifteen
or twenty minutes. I wouldn’t push my luck any more than
that. Della will help you pack.”

“When you come right down to it, Mr. Mason, why
shouldn’t I come out in the open right now? I have sud-
denly realized that I'm starting to do the same thing Ben-
ny did. I'd be running away . . .”

Mason interrupted sharply, “There’s a difference be-
tween retreating until you can fight at the right time and
at the right place and just running away.

“There’s a crazy woman who wants to kill your child.
It’s all right to be courageous, but let’s find out more about
this woman before we take chances on that young life it’s
your duty to protect.”

She hesitated for a moment, then took some clothes,
went to the bathroom, said, “Let me dress,” and closed
the door.

“Chief,” Della Street said, “do you dare to hide her?”

“I have to hide her, Della.”

‘Gwhy?’Q

“Because if the newspapers get hold of that story of
hers that Mrs. Kempton killed Benjamin Addicks, it will
set off a chain reaction of adverse public statement. I don’t
dare take that chance.”

“But isn’t it a crime to conceal a witness?”

“What is she a witness to?”

“Well, all of the things that she’s told you.”

“She’s told me a lot about the disappearance of Helen
Cadmus,” Mason said, “and she’s told me a lot of stuff
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that she heard from Benjamin Addicks about Addicks’
past life, but that doesn’t mean she’s a witness to those
things. She could talk to a newspaper reporter but she
couldn’t talk to a jury. She isn’t a witness,unless she can
testify to something The thing we’re investigating at the
present time is the murder of Benjamin Addicks. She can’t
testify to a damn thing in that.”

“Just the same, if the police find out. . .

Mason grinned. “Remember what the fortune cake said,
Della—‘courage is the only antidote for danger.” ”

16

PERRY MASON’S INTERVIEW WITH THE NEWSPAPER
reporters brought instant response.

Sidney Hardwick, as the attorney who had represented
Benjamin Addicks during his lifetime, and as attorney for
the executor of the estate, promptly denounced Mason’s
interview as “sheer wishful thinking, an attempt to cloud
the issues, a fevered imagination desperately seeking some
way of escape for a desperate client.”

District Attorney Hamilton Burger characterized it more
sharply. “An attempt to squirm out from under by black-
ening the reputation of a dead girl who is no longer able
to defend herself. A dastardly, despicable, last-minute at-
tempt conceived in deceit, born in desperation, and ul-
timately destined to crucify his client.”

Mason, with the newspapers tucked under his arm,
walked into court to attend the preliminary hearing in the
case of People versus Josephine Kempton.

James Etna, moving up alongside, said in a low voice,
“I think we won’t have any trouble getting a continuance,
Mr. Mason.”

“Who wants a continuance?” Mason asked.

“Good heavens, we don’t want to go to trial the way
things are now, do we?”

“We may not want to go to trial,” Mason said, “but I'm
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perfectly willing to hear what they have to say by way of
evidence in a preliminary hearing.”

“Well, you're the boss,” Etna told him. “I know that
the district attorney really wants a continuance, but, of
course, he wants the defendant to ask for it.”

Judge Mundy took his place on the bench. The court
was called to order.

“People versus Kempton,” Judge Mundy called.

“The defense is ready,” Mason said.

District Attorney Burger’s face showed surprised irrita-
tion. “I had understood that the defendant wanted a con-
tinuance, and the prosecution was prepared to stipulate
that a continuance would be granted.”

“I don’t know what gave you that understanding,” Ma-
son said.

“I received that understanding from a conversation with
someone who had been talking with James Etna, your as-
sociate counsel.”

“Did you indeed?”” Mason told him. “Just who was this
person and what did he say?”

“I prefer not to divulge the source of my information.”

Mason said, “I have made no request for a continuance
and I'm quite certain Mr. Etna didn’t.”

“I didn’t say that he made a request for a continuance.”

“The defense is entitled to proceed if it wishes,” Judge
Mundy ruled.

“We’re prepared to go ahead,” Hamilton Burger said
sullenly.

“Very well, proceed.”

Burger called one of the radio officers who had an-
swered the call to Stonehenge as his first witness. The offi-
cer described conditions as he had found them, told about
the night watchman running around with a gun, the dogs
having a gorilla up a tree, two more gorillas roaming loose
in the house, about the cages, the discovery of the body
in the upstairs room, the resulting trouble that ensued
in trying to corral the huge gorillas.

Finally, with the aid of two experts from the zoo, some
drugged fruit, and by utilizing the combined services of
the police and fire departments, the apes were returned
to their cages shortly before daylight.
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“Cross-examine,” the district attorney said.

Mason smiled.

“No questions.”

Burger called one of the radio officers who had seen
Mason and Mrs. Kempton, as he expressed it, “fleeing
down Rose Street.” Later on they were joined by Della
Street. He had, he stated, advised them that they would
have to go to headquarters for questioning.

“Cross-examine,” Burger said.

Mason said, “I believe I understood you to state that
the defendant and I were fleeing down Rose Street.”

“Yes, sir, that’s what I said.”

“And you put us in an automobile?”

“Yes, sir.”

“How did you know we were fleeing?”

“I could tell it by your manner, the high speed at which
you were walking, the way you were looking back.”

“I see,” Mason said. “Now then, shortly after you
placed us in the automobile you fled to police headquar-
ters, didn’t you?”

“I did what?”

“You fled to police headquarters.”

“I ook you to police headquarters.”

“You left behind you the scene of pandemonium, the
elements of danger. You left behind you the house with the
gorillas running loose, the dogs barking, the sirens sound-
ing.” [

“I did that because I was under orders.”

“But you fled, didn’t you?”

“I did not.”

“You were leaving the scene of all this commotion?”

“I had to leave it to get you to police headquarters.”

“And yet, despite the fact that you weren’t fleeing, you
did look back over your shoulder several times, didn’t
you?”

“Well, I glanced in the rear view mirror two or three
times and . . .”

“And did look back over your shoulder?”

“I believe I may have done so—very briefly.”

“Certainly,” Mason said. “It would necessarily have
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been quite briefly because you were driving a car, but you
did look back over your shoulder several times.”

“Oh, perhaps I did. I'll say I did.”

“You don’t remember?”

“I don’t remember definitely.”

“Yet you’ll state that, to quote your exact words, ‘T'll
say Idid.””

“That’s right. I'll concede you the point.”

“You’re now ready to swear that you did? You’re testi-
fying that you did?”

“Yes!” the witness shouted.

“Your Honor,” Hamilton Burger protested to Judge
Mundy, “I think this has been asked and answered a doz-
en times.”

“I’m inclined to think so,” the judge said.

“I just wanted to get it straight,” Mason said. “I
wanted Your Honor to understand the attitude of this
witness. He has no recollection of having turned around
and looked back over his shoulder, but he is willing to
say that he did do so simply because he might have done
so. He is now swearing positively that he did something
of which he has no real recollection. It shows the attitude
of the witness.”

“I told you I'd say that I did turn and look over my
shoulder.”

“But you don’t have any recollection of having done
so.”

“All right,” the officer said belligerently, “I now have
a recollection of having done so.”

“When did that definite recollection come to you?”

“Just now.”

“Then when you testified under oath that you had no
definite recollection of having looked back, you hadn’t
thought of it?”

“That’s right.”

“So you answered that question without thinking?”

“Yes.”

“In other words, you talk faster than you think?”

“I don’t" know.”

“And why did you look back if you weren’t fleeing?”
Mason asked.
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“Simply a matter of curiosity. When you hear a com-
motion like that and know that apes are running around,
it’s only natural to tum back and see what’s happening as
you leave the scene.’

“Then as I now understand your tesnmony ” Mason
said, “there was nothing that would indicate that the de-
fendant and I were fleeing from the place.”

“I’ve said there was.”

“What?”

“You were turning back and looking over your shoul-
der—now, wait a minute. You were doing it different from
the way I was doing it.”

“How do you know?”

“Well, I could tell from the way you acted that some-
thing was wrong.”

“You could tell something was wrong as soon as you
got close enough to hear the sirens, couldn’t you?”

“Yes.,’

“So,” Mason said, “you want the court to understand
that while it is only perfectly natural for you to look back
and see what is happening when you are leaving a scene of
that sort, when the defendant and I do it, it is evidence of
flight.”

“There was something in your attitude.”

“What?”

“I’ve already described it.”

Mason held up his left hand, extended one forefinger.
“First,” he said, “you said we were walking rapidly. Two,
you said that we kept looking back over our shoulders.
Now what else did we do?”

“That’s all. That’s enough.”

“All right, when you left the place,” Mason said, “you
were driving rapidly, weren’t you?”

“That’s different.”

“Were you or weren’t you?”

(‘Yes.’!

“And,” Mason said, “you looked back over your shoul-
der repeatedly, did you not?”

(‘Yes.,’

“You know that you did?”

“Yes.”
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“You now have an independent recollection of having
done it?”

“Yes.”

“But you didn’t have that recollection when you first
testified?”

“Of course I did.”

“Then,” Mason sa1d “you were trying to keep from
adm1ttmg it.”

“I saw the trap you were laying for me. I’'m not as dumb
as all that.”

“Thank you,” Mason said. “I merely wanted the court
to see your attitude. That’s all.”

Hamilton Burger conferred briefly with his trial deputy,
a bright young lawyer named Ginsberg, who, during the
past few months, had won a series of spectacular court-
room victories, and as a result had been placed in charge
of the trial deputies who handled preliminary examina-
tions.

Hamilton Burger’s presence as consultant to his trial
deputy was a tribute to Mason’s skill as a dangerous an-
tagonist.

Following the whispered conference, Ginsberg called
the matron of the jail.

The matron testified that she had received the defend-
ant, Josephine Kempton, in the female wing of the institu-
tion, that she had taken Mrs. Kempton’s clothes from her,
had given her a temporary uniform, and had delivered
the clothes to Philip Groton, the police toxicologist and
technician.

“Now then,” Ginsberg asked, “did you make any ex-
amination of the defendant’s body?”

“I did. Yes, sir.”

“In what way?”

“She stripped to the skin and took a shower. I inspected
every inch of her body.”

“What were you looking for?”

“Scratches, cuts, any bruises or marks of violence,”

“Did you find any?”

“Mr. Ginsberg, there was absolutely no place on her
body where the skin had been broken.”
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“May I ask the reason for this examination?” James
Etna inquired.

“You just listen and you’ll find the reason for it,” Gins-
berg said belligerently.

“Gentlemen, gentlemen,” Judge Mundy said, “let’s con-~
form to the proprieties. Does Counsel wish to interpose an
objection?”

“I was trying to save the time,” Etna said angrily, “but
in view of the circumstances I will object on the ground
that this is incompetent, irrelevant and immaterial.”

“We propose to connect it up, Your Honor,” Ginsberg
said, “with our next witness.”

“Very well, proceed.”

“That is all. Cross-examine.”

Mason said to Etna, “You cross-examine her, Jim.”

Etna said, “Why did you take her clothes away?”

“I was instructed to do so.”

“You knew that until she had been formally charged
you could only hold her as ... ?”

“I followed instructions,” the matron said. “That’s what
I'm there for. If you want to argue the law, argue it with
the district attorney.”

“You mean you received instructions from the district
attorney?”

“From his office, yes.”

“And what became of these clothes that you took away
from her and which were turned over to Philip Groton?”

“If youw’ll wait until our next witness is called, that ques-
tion will be answered,” Ginsberg said. «

“Very well,” Etna said. “That’s all.”

“Call Philip Groton,” Ginsberg said.

Philip Groton, a tall, thin, studious-looking individual,
with high cheekbones, and thick-lensed glasses which
seemed to reflect the light so that at times one saw only
a blank face with two reflecting ovals where the eyes
should be, took the stand and qualified himself as an ex-
pert toxicologist, chemist and technical investigator.

“You received certain garments from the matron who
has just testified?”” Hamilton Burger asked.

“I did. Yes, sir.”

“Did you make an examination of those garments?”
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“Yes, sir.”

“Did you find anything unusual on those garments?”

((I dii” -

“What did you find?” ;

“Human blood.” : {

“You have those garments with you?”

“I do. Yes, sir.”

“I ask that they be introduced in evidence.”

“No objection,” Mason said.

The garments were introduced in evidence.

“Cross-examine,” Hamilton Burger said.

“You state this was human blood on the garments?”
Mason asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“How do you know?”

“I performed a precipitin test.”

“Now when you perform that test you don’t ordinarily
test the blood for the purpose of finding whether the blood
comes from any particular animal, do you? As I under-
stand it, you have a test solution which will give a reac-
tion to human blood, and will give no reaction to animal
blood. Therefore you simply test a bloodstain for the pur-
pose of determining whether it is human blood or animal
blood. If it is animal blood you ordinarily don’t bother
to classify it. If you get a positive reaction you then know
it is human blood. Is that right?”

“Yes, sir.”?

“Is that test infallible?”

“That test is infallible.”

Mason said, “I should like to cross-examine Mr. Groton
a little more on his qualifications as an expert witness, but
I’ll confess to the Court that I am not at the moment pre-
pared to pursue the line of questioning that I want. I in-
tend to check on a certain bit of information before com~
pleting the cross-examination.”

“Is there any objection on the part of Counsel to hav-
ing this phase of the cross-examination postponed?”
Judge Mundy asked the prosecutor.

“None whatever,” Hamilton Burger said, waving his
hand with a gesture of complete assurance. “We will be
glad to have Mr. Perry Mason or anyone else cross-ex-
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amine Mr. Groton as to his qualifications for an entire day
if he so desires, and at any time he so desires.”

“Very well, Mr. Groton, you may step down, and will
be recalled later for that phase of your cross-examination.
Who's your next witness?”

Burger, a sudden note of triumph in his voice, called
the other officer who had been in the car that had taken
Mason, the defendant, Josephine Kempton, and Della
Street to police headquarters. He described how the three
had been seated in the back seat, the fact that he had
turned and kept his eye on them most of the time.

“After you arrived at police headquarters, what was
done with the car?” Burger asked.

“It was put back into service.”

“Who occupied that car?”

“My partner and 1.”

“And what time did you go off duty?”

“At four o’clock in the morning.”

“What was done then?”

“I—well, I realized that I hadn’t checked the cushions
on the back seat, something that we ordinarily do when
we have suspects in the car who are not handcuffed. So
my partner and I raised the back seat, and as we did so we
found a document underneath the cushions of the back
seat.”

“Generally, what was that document?”

“It was a cashier’s check for twenty-five thousand dol-
lars that was payable to Benjamin Addicks, and it had
on the back of the check an endorsement ‘Pay to the order
of Josephine Kempton,” and beneath that was a signature
purporting to be that of Benjamin Addicks.”

“Did you make some identifying mark upon that
check?”

“I did. Yes, sir.”

“What did you do?”

“I put my initials in pencil on the upper left-hand cor-
ner on the back of the check.”

“Would you know that cashier’s check if you saw it
again?”

“I would. Yes, sir.”

“I show you a check and ask you if this is it.”
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“That is it.”

“I ask that. it be introduced in ev1dence Burger said.

“No objections,” Mason said promptly, forestalling any
attempt on Etna’s part to interpose a technical objection.

Burger then called a handwriting expert who stated that
the signature of Benjamin Addicks on the back of the
check was a palpable forgery, that an attempt had been
made to follow the general characteristics of Addicks’ sig-
nature, but it was quite apparent that the signature was
a forgery.

“Cross-examine,” Burger said.

Mason said, “That cashier’s check was given you by
the district attorney?”

“Yes, Sir.?’

“And the district attorney also gave you certain sam-
ples of Addicks’ handwriting, certain exemplars that were
concededly in his handwriting?”

“Yes, sir.”

“What else did the district attorney give you?”

“What do you mean?”

“He gave you some samples of the defendant’s hand-
writing, didn’t he?”

“Well, yes.”

“And he told you that he wanted you to see if you could
detect characteristics in the signature, which you have
pronounced a forgery, which would show that it had been
made by the defendant?”

“Well, not in exactly those words, but he did give me
some samples of the defendant’s handwriting.”

“And did he tell you for what purpose those were
given to you?”

“I believe he did generally.”

“And what was that purpose?”

“About what you have stated, Mr. Mason.”

“Now then,” Mason said, “you had to report to the
district attorney that the defendant did not make that
forgery, that she was not the one who had forged the sig-
nature of Benjamin Addicks, didn’t you?”

“Well, no, sir. I told the district attorney that there
wasn’t enough evidence to tell; that I could be positive that
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it was not a signature of Benjamin Addicks, but that I felt
certain it was a tracery.”

“What do you mean by a tracery?”

“Someone had held a genuine signature of Benjamin
Addicks against a source of strong light, perhaps a ground
glass illuminated with a powerful electric bulb, or perhaps
just a common, ordinary window, then the cashier’s check
had been placed over that signature so that the signature
of Benjamin Addicks came through from the other side,
and the forger had traced that signature.”

“How could you tell it was a tracery?”

“It’s a very easy distinction to make, Mr. Mason. A
person signing his name uses firm, fast strokes. The lines
are quick, so that any small tremor is spread over quite
a length of line.

“In tracing a signature the hand moves slowly. The
microscope shows the spacing of the tremors. That is true
in this case.”

“But you couldn’t tell who had done this tracery?”

“No, sir.”

“You had no way of connecting the forgery with the
defendant?”

“I think the next witness will do that,” and the hand-
writing expert smiled dryly.

Hamilton Burger threw back his head and laughed.
Evidently he had left this trap for Mason to walk into, and
now he was in rare good humor.

“No further questions,” Mason said.

Hamilton Burger, knowing now that he was springing
a surprise on the defense, exuded self-assurance.

“Mr. Howard Denny, will you take the stand, please,”
he purred.

Howard Denny came forward and was sworn.

“What’s your occupation?”

“I am a fingerprint expert, and a deputy sheriff.”

“A full-time deputy sheriff?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Now then, I am going to call your attention to this
cashier’s check which has been introduced as a People’s
exhibit, and ask you if you ever saw this particular check
before.”
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“Yes, sir.”

“Where and when?”

“A representative of the police force called my atten-
tion to this about four-thirty in the morning.”

“What morning?”

“Last Thursday, the night that Mr. Addicks was mur-
dered—now wait a minute, actually he was murdered on
Wednesday night. This was early Thursday morning.”

“And when the police officer called your attention to
this cashier’s check, did he ask you to do something in
connection with it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“What?”

“To test a latent fingerprint that was on the check.”

“Can you show us where that latent fingerprint is?”’

“Yes, sir. It is very faintly outlined, but it is a finger-
print. I ascertained that it was the print of the middle
finger of the right hand of the defendant, Josephine Kemp=
ton.”

“That is not an ordinary latent print such as you cus-
tomarily develop by powders?”

“No, sir. That print is outlined on the check in a sub-
stance that I would say is blood.”

“Now then, what did you do with reference to this
check?” :

“After I had tested the check and identified the finger-
print, the check was put back behind the cushions of the
car approximately where I understood it had been found.”

“And then what happened?”

“Then the defendant was released from custody.”

“When?”

“That was around eight o’clock, I would say, on Thurs-
day morning.”

“And where were you?”

“With five other witnesses, I was concealed on a bal-
cony where we could watch what happened.”

“And what did happen?”

“At the defendant’s request, she was . . .”

Etna said, “Oh, I object to the witness testifying about
all of this hearsay.”
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Mason gently tugged at Etna’s coattails as a signal for
him to sit down.

“We won’t be technical, Your Honor,” Mason inter~
posed. “I don’t think there’s any question on earth but
what the defendant did request to be released at the police
garage where Mr. Etna could pick her up. We certainly
don’t want to do anything that’s going to interfere with get-
ting the actual evidence before the court.”

Judge Mundy nodded approvingly.

Etna slowly sat down.

Mason whispered to him, “This is their bombshell. They
thought we’d be blown up. Don’t let the prosecutors think
it means a thing. If it doesn’t bother us, then they’ll begin
to worry, thinking we have some countermove, and will
be tempted to show all their hand. After all, that’s all we
can expect to do at a preliminary hearing of this kind—
get them to show everything they have so they don’t save
a surprise for us when they come to trial before a jury.”

“Go right ahead,” Hamilton Burger said to the witness.

“Well, as soon as she thought she was alone, she
checked over the police cars that were parked there in
order to find the car in which she had been taken to the
police station. Those cars all had numbers on them and—
well, she was looking for car seven.”

Judge Mundy interrupted and said, “I appreciate the
attitude of the defense in this case, but, after all, Mr. Den-
ny, you’re testifying to a lot of conclusions. Just testify to
what you saw.”

“Well,” Denny said, “by arrangement, two men were
left where she could see them. Then those two men were
called to other parts of the garage, so that as far as the
defendant could see there was no one watching her.”

“Then what happened?” Burger asked.

“She walked to two of the parked cars, looking at the
numbers. When she came to the third car, which hap-
pened to be number seven, the car in which she had been
taken to police headquarters, she opened the door, raised
the cushion and took out this cashier’s check.”

“How did you know it was this check she took out? Did
you see it?”

“It was folded. I could see it was a piece of paper.”
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“How did you know it was the cashier’s check?”

“I’d inspected the car ten minutes before she was re-
leased. At that time the cashier’s check was between the
seat cushions and the back of the car. As soon as the de-
fendant left the garage, in the company of five other wit-
nesses I returned and inspected the car. The check was
gone.”

“Had the car been out of your sight in the meantime?”

“No, sir. We had kept an eye on that car every min-
ute of the time.”

“You may cross-examine,” Burger said.

Mason yawned, glanced at the clock, said, “No ques-
tions.”

“What!” Burger exclaimed in surprise.

“No questions,” Mason said.

“That’s all,” Judge Mundy said. “Do you have any
more witnesses, Mr. Burger?”

Burger, apparently considerably nonplussed, glanced at
Mason.

Etna leaned forward to whisper to him, but Mason
warned him back with a gentle kick under the table.

Mason’s attitude showed that he apparently considered
the evidence of but minor importance.

Judge Mundy looked at the unperturbed defense coun-
sel, then at Hamilton Burger, who was now holding a
frantic whispered conference with Ginsberg.

“Your next witness, Mr. District Attorney,” Judge Mun-
dy said.

“Call Frank Cummings.”

Cummings testified that he was a deputy sheriff, and
was also a brother of the matron at the jail. On Thursday
morning he had accompanied the matron to the apartment
of Josephine Kempton. The matron let herself in with a
key that had been obtained from Mrs. Kempton, and the
matron then picked out certain clothes which she was to
take back to the defendant. The witness, Cummings, had
thereupon bored a small hole in the transom over the
door, had donned a pair of coveralls and placed a step-
ladder in the outer corridor. When the defendant arrived
at the apartment house on being released from jail, the
witness was working on the stepladder, apparently repair-
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ing some wiring in the corridor. As soon as the defendant
had entered the apartment and had closed and locked the
door from the inside, the witness had moved the stepladder
over to the door and mounted the steps so that he could
peer through the hole in the transom. He had then seen
the defendant raise her skirt, take a folded piece of paper
from the top of her stocking, go to a bookcase, open a
book and place the open book on the table. She had then
fastened the check to a page in the book by means of
Scotch tape, and then had replaced the book in the book-
case.

The witness stated he immediately got back down the
stepladder, moved the stepladder to the far end of the
corridor, and waited until the defendant had emerged from
her apartment. He had then re-entered the apartment,
opened the book to the page in question and taken out the
paper.

“What was that paper?”” Hamilton Burger asked.

The witness grinned. “It was the cashier’s check for
twenty-five thousand dollars, which has been introduced
in evidence.”

“Cross-examine,” Burger said.

Mason regarded the man with a tolerant smile.

“You had no authorization to enter the apartment
either the first time or the second time, did you?”

“No, sir.”

“Where did you get the key with which you entered the
apartment the second time?”’

“I had a duplicate key made.”

“You knew you had no right to search that apartment
without either a search warrant or permission from the
owner?”

The witness glanced at Hamilton Burger, said, “I hadn’t
thought of it at the time.”

“You can think of it now, can’t you?”

“Yes; sir.”

“Actually you had studied the law in regard to searches
before you became a deputy sheriff, hadn’t you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And you knew that what you were doing was illegal?”

“If you want to put it that way, yes.”
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“I want to put it that way,” Mason said. “That’s all. I
have no further questions of this witness.”

The next witness was an officer of the zoo, who stated
that he had been called to Stonehenge; that he had ar-
rived on the night of the murder and had found there go-
rillas at liberty; that he had previously visited the place on
several occasions to check with Benjamin Addicks on his
experiments with the gorillas; that he was familiar with
the number of gorillas and their general characteristics;
that under his supervision the gorillas had been returned
to their cages; that then he had checked those gorillas for
blood splatters; that he had found none.

“Cross-examine,” Burger said.

“What do you mean by blood splatters?”

“I mean that their coats were very carefully checked for
the purpose of seeing whether there were any drops of
blood.”

“Why was that done?”

“It was done at the request of the district attorney.”

“In order to save time,” Hamilton Burger said, “I
would state to the Court and Counsel that my next wit-
ness, a pathologist, will show that the nature of the
wounds which were inflicted upon Benjamin Addicks was
such that there would necessarily have been a consider-
able spurting of blood from the first wound in the neck,
which was also a fatal wound, and that whoever inflicted
that wound must have been splattered with human blood.”

“Oh, I see,” Mason said. “Go right ahead.”

“I'm finished,” Burger said. “You may cross-examine.”

“There was no evidence of blood upon any of these
gorillas?”

“None. Not on the coats—now just a moment, one of
the gorillas had certain blood splotches, not droplets but
splotches, which had come from a cut in the gorilla’s foot.
Evidently he had cut his foot upon a sharp piece of glass.”

“How do you know?”

“Because there was a piece of glass, a segment, in the
form of a sliver, embedded in the gorilla’s foot.” |

“What became of that piece of glass?”

“Oh, it was just an ordinary piece of glass. I don’t
know what was done with it.”
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“Who extracted it?”

“I did.” B

“You extracted it from the gorilla’s foot?”

“Yes‘$’

“Was it painful?”

“The gorilla was asleep at the time. In order to assist
in their capture they were given fruit containing a power-
ful sedative. I found the gorillas in a highly excited con~
dition. The very savage police dogs had been making quite
a commotion. The gorillas were all quite excited. The
sounds of the sirens, barking of the dogs, and the unusual
noises incident to the change in environment, and the fact
that they knew they were violating the discipline of the
placew..”

“How did they know that?” Mason asked.

“Because they had been liberated from their cages. A
gorilla has a very high order of intelligence. He knows
when he’s supposed to be in a cage, and he knows when he
gets out under circumstances that make his exit a contra-
vention of the disciplinary procedure.”

“That’s all,” Mason said.

Burger said, “We will now call Mortimer Hershey as
our witness.”

Hershey took the witness stand, was sworn, and testi-
fied that for some two weeks prior to the murder, Ben-
jamin Addicks had been planning a big business deal;
that the details of this deal were locked entirely within the
mind of his employer; that the witness knew some of the
details but nothing whatever about the consideration; that
Addicks customarily kept matters of consideration and
price entirely to himself.

Late on the Tuesday evening preceding the murder, Ad-

. dicks had called Nathan Fallon and Mortimer Hershey in-
to a conference. He had told them he wanted to make a
new will, that he intended to have it solemnized in proper
legal form, or, as he expressed it, “with all the legal trim-
mings,” at a later date, but in the meantime, since he
wanted to be certain that his house was in order, he had
made this new will.

“Did he tell you the terms of the will?”

“No, sir. He did not, other than to state that he felt he
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had been guilty of misjudging Josephine Kempton, and
that in view of the dramatic disclosures indicating her in-
nocence he wanted to make some atonement to her.”

“Was there any conversation between you as to the
nature of this atonement?”

“Just that he wanted to make it.”

“Aside from that did he tell you what was in the will?”

“No, sir. He did not. He simply told us that he wanted
us to notice that he had executed this will; that it was all
in his handwriting; that he wanted me to put it in a safe
place with his other papers.

“He placed the will in an envelope, sealed it, and asked
Mr. Fallon and me to write our names on the outside.”

“Which you did?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Both of Jou did that?”

“Yes, sit."

“Then what happened?”

“Wednesday we started out on a round of—well, it was
not out of the usual, it was a round of collection.”

“Just what do you mean by that?”

“Cashier’s checks had been issued to Mr. Addicks.
Other checks had been issued to me, and some to Nathan
Fallon. We took those checks to outlying communities
where we had banking connections and had the checks re-
duced to cash.”

“How much money did you have when you returned
Wednesday evening?”

“I didn’t return that evening. I was with friends in San-
ta Barbara. I was advised of Mr. Addicks’ death at about
seven o’clock Thursday morning. I drove immediately to
Stonehenge and got in touch with the authorities, and then
with Mr. Addicks’ attorneys, Hardwick, Carson and Red-
ding.”

“And you had collected some money on some of those
checks?”

“I had something over eighty-five thousand dollars.”

“In cash?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And you turned that money in to Mr. Hardwick?”

s¥es; sir:
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“I think you may cross-examine,” Hamilton Burger
said, and then, by way of explanation to the Court, “I am
calling these witnesses, Your Honor, simply so the Court
can have the complete background.”

“Very well,” Judge Mundy said.

Mason smiled at Hershey and said, “Am I to under-
stand, Mr. Hershey, that your trip for the purpose of rais-
ing funds was not at all unusual?” 3

“That’s correct.”

“Mr. Addicks, during his lifetime, frequently sent you
out on such trips?”

“He did. Yes, sir.”

“What became of the cash?”

“I think that in nearly every transaction Mr. Addicks
had, that is, every major transaction, the consideration
which was mentioned in the documents was probably in-
correct.” :

“In what way was it incorrect?”

“I think the consideration was larger.”

“And then what happened?”

“Well, I believe that there was a cash rebate made to
Mr. Addicks, but I am not certain.”

“We’re willing to stipulate,” Hamilton Burger said, “that
Mr. Addicks was carrying on a rather complicated busi=
ness which, as it turned out, was highly irregular.”

“Can you explain what you mean a little more clearly?”
Mason asked the witness.

“Well, if Mr. Addicks was buying some oil properties
for a hundred thousand dollars, he would recite in the
agreement that the consideration was fifty thousand dol-
lars to be paid at a later date, and two hundred and fifty
thousand dollass in cash, or a total price of three hundred
thousand dollars.”

“But the three hundred thousand dollars wouldn’t be
paid?”

“Well, now, of course, I’'m talking about a purely hypo-
thetical case.”

“I understand. Go ahead.”

“It would have been customary in such a deal to have
paid perhaps fifty thousand dollars in cash, and that, with
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the fifty thousand dollars to be paid at a later date, would
make the hundred thousand dollars.”

“But the agreement would show a three hundred thou-
sand dollar consideration? Is that right?”

“Yes, sir.”?

“What was the purpose of that?”

“I don’t know, sir, except that in making trades he was
able to produce agreements showing larger considerations
than had been paid.”

“But what about the income tax of the other party to
the contract?”

“I think, sir, that their books only showed one hundred
thousand, although the written agreements would show
a different figure. However, very infrequently was there
any trouble due to the discrepancy.”

“In other words, to put it in plain language, Benjamin
Addicks was trying to beat the income tax?”

Hershey hesitated, then said, “I think not, Mr. Mason.
I, myself, thought so at first. Later, I came to the con-
clusion that there was another explanation.”

“What was it?”

“I think Mr. Addicks had at one time been married. I
think that wife was living and not divorced. I think that
under the law of this state all of the tremendous property
interests Mr. Addicks was acquiring could have been de-
clared community property if this woman who was his
wife had been so minded.

“So Mr. Addicks fixed things so his books showed only
a relatively small profit. In that way he could have ques-
tioned the amount of community property as compared
with his separate property.”

“That’s all,” Mason said.

“My next witness is Nathan Fallon,” Burger said.

Nathan Fallon testified similarly to the testimony given
by Hershey, except that it was apparent Fallon had only
a feeling of deep resentment toward his deceased em-
ployer.

“Where were you on the night of the murder?”

“Las Vegas, Nevada.”

“And what were you doing there?”

“Arranging to juggle some bank funds around so that
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Mr. Addicks could confuse the issues and beat the income
tax.”

“Do you know of your own knowledge that he was do-
ing that to beat the income tax?”

The witness hesitated.

“Do you?”

“No, sir.”

“What you have stated is merely a surmise then?”

“Well, when a man starts juggling cash around the way
he did, there’s bound to be a reason for it.”

“Exactly,” Hamilton Burger said. “And so, since if
you were doing it, it would be for the purpose of confus-
ing the issues for income tax purposes, you have assumed
that was the reason Benjamin Addicks was doing it?”

“Are you,” Mason asked, “trying to cross-examine your
own witness?”

“Well,” Hamilton Burger said, “perhaps the comment
was extraneous, but after all Mr. Addicks is not here to
defend himself.”

“Well,” Nathan Fallon said conversationally to Hamil-
ton Burger, “perhaps you can give me a better reason.”

The crowd in the courtroom broke into laughter and
even Judge Mundy smiled.

“Mr. Addicks did not take you into his confidence?”

“Mr. Addicks-didn’t like me. I didn’t like Mr. Addicks.
I think that my employment would have been terminated
within a short time had it not been for Mr. Addicks’
death.”

“You left Stonehenge on Wednesday, the day of the
murder?”

“Yes, sir.”?

“At about what time?”

“I caught a plane for Las Vegas, Nevada, at two
o’clock in the afternoon.”

“You had instructions as to what you were to do in Las
Vegas, Nevada?”

“Yes, sir. I was to return with a hundred and fifty thou-
sand dollars in cash.”

“You did that?”

“No, sir. I did not.”

“Why?!’
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“Because I didn’t care to carry that much cash with
me unless I had a specific authorization. When I heard of
Mr. Addicks’ death I took my cash to the bank and made
another deposit to the account of Benjamin Addicks. I
notified Mr. Addicks’ attorney over the telephone what I
intended to do.”

“And Mr. Hershey left Stonehenge before you did?”

“No, sir. We left at the same time. Mr. Hershey drove
me to the airport, and then he drove to Santa Barbara.”

“Who was at Stonehenge when you left?”

“Benjamin Addicks.”

“Who else?”

“No one else.”

“Wasn’t that rather unusual?”

“Yes, sir. That was very unusual.”

“Cross-examine,” Hamilton Burger said to Perry Ma-
son.

“Why was it unusual, Mr. Fallon?”

“Because usually the animals required a caretaker, and
the house required a supervising housekeeper and several
servants who came in by the day.”

“But the house was unoccupied save for Mr. Addicks
when you left?”

“That is right. Several days earlier Mr. Addicks ‘had
become dissatisfied with the manner in which the part of
the place that we referred to as the zoo was being kept up.
He discharged all of the persons who had the animals in
charge.”

“Who was attending to feeding, cleaning the cages, and
things of that sort after the trainers were discharged?”

“We were,” Fallon said with obvious disgust. “That was
one of the things that brought about friction between my
employer and me. I wasn’t hired for that sort of work.”

“And was Mr. Hershey helping you?”

‘,‘Mr. Hershey and Benjamin Addicks. The three of
us.”

“And what about servants for the housekeeping?”

“There were no servants. There was no housekeeping.”

“Were there any accidents because of this program?”

“Yes;sir:

“What?”
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“Mr. Addicks was attacked by one of the gorillas, who
pushed an arm through the bars, grabbed Addicks by his
coat, and jerked him up to the cage. I shouted and beat
against the bars of the cage with a scraper which I was
using to clean out the cage, and Mr. Addicks flung himself
back and kicked his way loose.”

“Any injuries?”

“Yes, sir. He had a badly wrenched leg, and he had
some cuts and lacerations on his face.”

“When was this?”

“Monday morning.”

“That’s all,” Mason said. “No further questions.”

Hamilton Burger called a photographer to the stand
who introduced photographs of the body lying on the
bed, showing the manner in which blood had spurted from
the neck wound over the wall and the carpet. There were
also photographs of the face of Mr. Addicks, showing the
injuries which had been inflicted by the gorilla.

“Cross-examine,” Hamilton Burger said.

“I notice that there are two different photographs of
the face of the dead man,” Mason said. “One of them
shows a very appreciable growth of stubble, and in the
other the face is clean-shaven.”

“One of them was taken before the body was removed
to the mortuary, and the other a short time after the au-
topsy. The undertaker shaved the face of the body in pre-
paring the body for the funeral.”

“So you took pictures showing the features of the body,
and then were sent back to take more pictures? Is that
right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Why were you sent back?”

“I don’t know.”

“But you were instructed to go to the mortuary and get
some photographs which would show the features?”

“_Yes.l,

“Clean-shaven?”

“Yes »

“For purposes of identification?”

“I don’t know for what purpose. I was sent to get ’em
and I got ’em.”
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“Thank you,” Mason said, smiling. “That’s all.”

“That’s our case, Your Honor,” Hamilton Burger-said.

Mason said, “I call Your Honor’s attention to the fact
that I wanted to look up one point and ask some more
questions on cross-examination. I need a little more op-
portunity for research upon one technical point, and
would like to confer with my associate. It is approaching
the hour of the afternoon adjournment. Would it be pos-
sible for the Court to continue the case until tomorrow
morning at ten o’clock?”

Judge Mundy shook his head. “You’ve had ample op-
portunity to prepare your case, Mr. Mason. The district
attorney offered to stipulate to a continuance when the
case was called. You didn’t want it. You wanted to go
ahead with the case. The Court isn’t going to let you try
it piece-meal. I'll take a recess for fifteen minutes so you
may have opportunity to confer.

“The Court will now take a fifteen-minute recess.”

Judge Mundy walked to his chambers.

Mason turned to where Mrs. Kempton was seated, the
matron a few feet away.

“I'm sorry,” Mrs. Kempton whispered to him. “I tried
to be smart and it backfired. Put me on the stand and I'll
tell the real truth and clear everything up.”

“Clear it up here and now. Were you lying to me?”

“Only about the cashier’s check, and I didn’t really lie
about that. I merely held out on you.”

“All right, where did that check come from?”

“From the little table by Mr. Addicks’ bed. He was
asleep, and he’d been drinking. The check was there, all
made out to me. I knew at once he had been intending to
giveittome...”

“Wait a minute, you say it was made out to you?”

“On the back, yes.”

“You mean you didn’t forge his signature on the en-
dorsement?”

“Of course not. It was all signed when I first saw it, so
I took it. I knew that was why he’d wanted me to go out
there.”

“You don’t expect anyone to believe that?”

“Why not? It’s the truth.”
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“Well, we’ll not let anyone hear it until we can check
certain things.”

“Mr. Mason, I want you to call me to the stand. I want
to tell them exactly what happened.”

Mason shook his head. “Let us do the talking for a
while.”

“You think I'm lying, don’t you?”

“Not necessarily.”

“Yes you do.”

“Well, you told us one story which didn’t prepare us
for being slapped in the face with this cashier’s check.”

“I just left that out. I didn’t lie to you. There were
some things I didn’t tell you, that’s all.”

Mason said, “If I put you on that witness stand now
they’ll crucify you.”

He turned to Etna. “Our time’s getting short, Jim. We” ve
got to do something.”

“Let’s make another try to get a continuance until to-
morrow morning.”

“The judge won’t give it to us. He wants to get the case
cleaned up today. He feels that it’s only a preliminary
hearing, that there’s already enough evidence before the
Court to bind the defendant over.”

“Well, what are we going to do? We can’t put her on
the witness stand.”

Mason said, “A lawyer runs into situations like this
every once in a while, Jim. We’ve got to find some way of
keeping things going until the judge has to take the eve-
ning adjournment.”

“There isn’t any way,” Etna said. “They’ve tossed us
the ball and we have no place to run. This business about
the cashier’s check and that clumsy forgery—we can’t
explain it, Mason, and if we don’t explain it we'’re licked.
I wish I'd never seen her—despite the fact that I needed
the fee on that settlement. I....”

Mason shook his head. “You have to take them as they
come, Jim. You can’t skim the cream all the time. Every
once in a while Fate hands you something.”

“Josephine Kempton has had our loyal support. She has
no right to make monkeys of us,” Etna said.

Mason grinned. “Are you trying to be funny?”
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Etna’s smile was halfhearted. “I didn’t mean it in ex-
actly that way, but this story about the gorilla and—then
we get the absolutely crazy story about this check—and
she gets caught trying to conceal it!”

“Well,” Mason said, “we’ll try to stall until we can get
things clarified a little.”

“How are you going to stall?”

“I left myself an opening,” Mason said, “in the cross-
examination of the technical witnesses. There’s one point
that I don’t think they know about. Ever hear of Dr. Grad-
wohl of St. Louis?”

Etna shook his head.

“You should have,” Mason said. “He was largely instru-
mental in founding the American Academy of Forensic
Sciences, and he’s been doing some research work lately
that’s going to give these boys a headache. I didn’t intend
to spring the point until I'd had an opportunity to brush
up on the technical facts, but—here we go!”

Mason indicated the door to the judge’s chambers which
opened to let Judge Mundy re-enter the courtroom.

17

JUDGE MUNDY GLANCED AT HIS WATCH. “WILL YOU
please proceed as rapidly as possible with your case, gen-
telmen. I see no reason why we can’t conclude the matter
today.”

Mason said, “If the Court please, we had arranged for
a cross-examination of Philip Groton.”

“Wasn’t that simply as to a matter of his qualifications?”
Judge Mundy asked.

“It has to do with his qualifications.”

“Well, can’t we stipulate as to Mr. Groton’s qualifica-
tions? The Court has a full calendar tomorrow.”

“I think, if the Court please, that the interests of my
client require . . .’

“Very well, but the Court warns you, Mr. Mason, that
it is not going to be patient with any tactics utilized purely
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for the purpose of delay. This is a preliminary hearing. It
is not a trial in front of a jury. The Court is fully familiar
with Mr. Groton’s actual qualifications. The Court has
heard him. testify on dozens of occasions. Moreover, I
think that Counsel are quite familiar with Mr. Groton’s
qualifications. Take the stand, Mr. Groton.”

Groton returned to the witness stand.

Mason said, “In regard to this precipitin test for human
blood, you are familiar with the mechanics of the test?”

“Naturally.”

“Can you describe to the Court just what . . . 2

“The Court doesn’t need any description,” Judge Mun-
dy interrupted impatiently. “The Court is fully familiar
with the process. By repeated injections of human blood
an animal develops a defensive mechanism which im-
munizes him against that type of blood. If, therefore, a
serum from the blood of that animal is maintained in a
test tube and human blood is added to it, there is a reac-
tion which results in a precipitation. That’s all there is
to it.”

“Very well, Your Honor,” Mason said, still keeping his
smiling good humor. “I would like to have the witness tes-
tify to that rather than the Court.”

Judge Mundy frowned angrily, then said, “Very well,
ask the witness if you want to, but the Court knows it and
you know it, and every person who has had any experi-
ence with scientific crime detection knows it.”

“That is generally the case, is it?”” Mason asked Grot-
on.

“That is a general description, yes.”

“Now then,” Mason said, “when was this test first de-
veloped? Just answer the question briefly.”

“If you don’t mind,” Groton said, “and so it will clear
the matter in your own mind, Mr. Mason, I would like
to tell you something about the precipitin test.”

“Go right ahead.”

“About the turn of the century,” Groton said, “a gen-
tleman named Uhlenhuth, a leading German worker in
serology, first showed that if you inject a rabbit with the
blood serum of another animal species, say man, you will
isoimmunize him, that is, you will produce in his (rabbit)
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blood a substance that will react (or show up) only with*
the same animal species with which he has been injected,
man’s blood.

“Wassermann was one of the many who confirmed
Uhlenhuth’s dictum, and the test began to be used as a
method for identifying human blood.

“Professor Nuttall, an American serologist, who was
a professor at Cambridge University, England, took up the
immense task of making a complete determination of the
scope and field of the various tests, and in 1904 pub-
lished his work in book form.

“Professor Nuttall produced anti-sera from rabbits in-
jected in turn with blood from every known animal the
world over, and in no case did he find any exceptions to
the dictum that the test was specific, i.e., sera from rab-
bits injected with elephant blood reacted only with ele-
phant blood, etc.”

Groton glanced at the judge and smiled, and the judge
returned his smile as much as to say, “I guess that will put
this lawyer in his place.”

Mason said, “That’s very interesting, Mr. Groton. Did
you know that several of the German investigators had
stated that the blood of the primates sometimes gave re-
actions weakly simulating human blood reactions?”

“I believe that there is something to that effect in
some of these books.”

“And methods have been very much improved since
the period of Uhlenhuth and Professor Nuttall?”

“Oh yes.”

“Now then, are you acquainted with Dr. R. B. H. Grad-
wohl?”

“I have heard of him. I am not acquainted with him.”

“He is the director of the St. Louis Police Laboratory in
St. Louis, Missouri?”

“I believe that is right.”

“Are you familiar with his experiments conducted dur-
ing 1951 and 1952 with the improved techmque now
available?”

“No, sir. I am not.

“Are you familiar Wlth a paper which was pubhshed
first in the Laboratory Digest, Volume 15, February
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1952, pages 4, 5 and 6, in which Dr. Gradwohl followed
up this early suggestion and made precipitin tests with
the blood of apes?”

“Why—now that you mention it, I believe that I did
have the matter called to my attention at one time.”

“I submit that if you are going to testify in this matter
you had better keep up with the latest scientific advances
in it,” Mason said. “You will find that Dr. Gradwohl, with
the new improved equipment, made a series of tests with
the blood of chimpanzees, and found that he obtained ex-
actly the same reaction in the precipitin test with chim-
panzee blood that he got with human blood.

“To complete the chain of evidence he then injected
rabbits with chimpanzee blood, producing an anti-chim-
panzee testing serum, and found that this gave identical re-
sults with both chimpanzee and human blood samples.”

“Well, I didn’t know that!” Groton exclaimed.

“But you do have access to the scientific data by con-
sulting a reference library?”

“I do. Yes, sir.”

“And will you consult that library in case the Court
takes an adjournment until tomorrow morning?”

“Oh, now come,” Hamilton Burger exclaimed. “This is
going far afield if the Court please.”

“I don’t think it is proper for Counsel to suggest to a
witness that Court should adjourn in order to enable him
to answer a specific question,” Judge Mundy said. “Either
the witness can answer a question or he can’t, and that’s
all there is to it.”

“Very well,” Mason said, “I will now put my question
directly to the witness. Are you prepared to swear on your
oath, Mr. Groton, that the bloodstains which you found
on the clothing of the defendant, and which you tested in
the so-called precipitin test, were not stains made by
the blood of a gorilla?”

The witness hesitated and fidgeted.

“Yes or no?” Mason said. “You’re a professional expert
witness. You’re one who has qualified as an expert in doz-
ens of cases. You’re supposed to keep up with what’s go-
ing on in the field. You’re supposed to know what’s true
and what isn’t true, so go ahead and state now on your
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oath—absolutely fairly, can you state that the bloodstains
were not the bloodstains of a gorilla?”

Groton ran his hand through his hair, glanced uncom-
fortably at the district attorney.

“Oh,” Hamilton Burger said, “I object, if the Court
please. I think this has already been asked and answered.
It’s entirely extraneous. Not proper cross-examination.”

“Objection overruled!” Judge Mundy snapped, his eyes
on the witness.

Groton glanced again at the district attorney, then at
the judge.

“No, I can’t swear to it,” he said.

“And for all you know the bloodstains may have been
those made by a gorilla?”

“For all I know.”

“You do know that one of those gorillas that had been
liberated had cut his foot on a piece of glass?”

“Yes.’,

“And had done some bleeding?”

“I understand so. Yes.”

“Then, as I understand your testimony, you are not now
prepared to swear that the bloodstains made on the gar-
ment which you inspected were human blood?”

“Well, of course, if they could have been gorilla blood,
they wouldn’t have been human blood, that is, they might
not have been human blood. And, of course, Mr. Mason,
I'm assuming you’re correctly reporting Dr. Gradwohl’s
experimental researches. Personally, well, I doubt if—I
don’t know.”

“You’re an expert?”

“Yes.”

“You know you must testify on the strength of your
own knowledge and research, not on what I tell you or
what someone else tells you?”

“Well, yes.”

“All right then, answer the question. Are you prepared
to swear absolutely that the bloodstains which you ana-
lyzed were the stains of human blood?”

“I’d like to have a little more time in order to answer
that question.”

“Time for what purpose?”
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“Time so that I can familiarize myself with the experi-
ments of Dr. Gradwohl. You understand, Mr. Mason, that
I am not a research scientist. I am a laboratory technician
and a toxicologist. I follow the tests other persons have
made, tests which have been published in authoritative
books on the subject, and when I get certain results I eval-
uate those results in accordance with experiments and
research work that has been made by others.

“If there is something new in this field of serology, and,
now that you mention it, it does seem to me that I have
heard the matter discussed recently—well, I feel that I
owe it to myself and to the Court to make an investiga-
tion.”

“If the Court please,” Hamilton Burger said, “I don’t
think it makes a dime’s worth of difference whether that
was human blood or whether it wasn’t.”

“It depends on what value you put on a dime,” Judge
Mundy snapped. “The Court is very much interested in
this phase of the examination, and the Court wishes to
beg Mr. Mason’s pardon for a somewhat natural assump-
tion under the circumstances that this cross-examination
was to be used as a means of securing a delay. Quite ap-
parently Counsel has information of the greatest interest
to this Court, information which certainly should be clari-
fied. The Court is going to take a recess until ten o’clock
tomorrow morning, and the Court is going to ask Mr.,
Groton to make every effort to ascertain the true facts
in regard to these Gradwohl tests. Will you do so, Mr.
Groton?”

“I certainly will. I’ll telephone Dr. Gradwohl personal-
ly, get the evaluation of his tests, and go to reference
libraries and read his paper on the subject.”

“Under those circumstances,” Judge Mundy said, “court
is adjourned until ten o’clock tomorrow morning.”
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18

IN THE AUTOMOBILE, DRIVING BACK FROM THE COURT=
house, Della Street said to Perry Mason, “Chief, you cer=
tainly gave that expert something to think about.”

“Of course,” Mason said, “we are still up against the
problem of accounting for the endorsement on the cashier’s
check. You’ll note, Della, that that is a particularly damn-
ing piece of evidence because it is apparent, first, that the
signature of Benjamin Addicks is a forgery; second, that
Josephine Kempton is apparently the only person on earth
who could profit by that forgery.”

“Why do you say apparently?” Della Street asked.
“She is the only person who could profit by the forgery.”

Mason shook his head. “There is one other person who
could profit by it.”

“I'm afraid I don’t understand—and how about her
fingerprint outlined in blood on the paper?”

Mason said, “If she’s lying she could very well have
blood on her hands from killing Addicks. If she’s telling
the truth someone could have pressed her finger against
the check while she was unconscious.”

“But the blood?”

“A drop could have been put on her finger or the
blood could have come from the gorilla with the cut foot,
the one that was friendly to her.”

“Is there any way of proving what did happen?”

Mason said, “We’re going to do something about in-
vestigating that phase of the case, Della. I'm going to stop
at this service station. You call up Stonehenge and see if
the brother is there. I understand he arrived by airplane
from Australia and is taking charge of the business mat-
ters which Benjamin left unfinished.”

“And if he answers?” she asked.

“Tell him I'd like to see him on a matter of some im-
portance,” Mason said.
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“But, Chief, shouldn’t you take any matter up with him
through his attorney? Isn’t he ... ?”

“The attorneys aren’t representing him,” Mason said.
“The attorneys are representing the bank which is the
executor of the will. I don’t have any matter which is ad-
verse to the estate to discuss with him. I want to discuss
something that has to do with an entirely different matter,
I want his help in finding certain clues.”

“Aren’t the police going to take a dim view of that?”

“Probably.”

Mason swung the car into a service station and said to
the aitendant, “You might fill up the tank while we'’re put-
ting a call through.”

Della Street entered the phone booth in the service sta-
tion, put through the call, and a moment later came run-
ning out to the car. “He says he’ll see you any time,
Chief; that he’d like very much to talk with you. It seems
his name is Herman Barnwell. When shall I say it will be
convenient?”

“Right now,” Mason said. “Tell him we’re on our way
out there.”

Della Street returned to the phone booth, and emerged
after a moment or two, saying, “He certainly seems anx-
ious to meet you, Chief. He said he’d read a lot about you
in Austialia.”

“Thads fine,” Mason told her. “We’ll have a talk with
him and then we may learn a little more.”

The attendant had finished filling the tank and was put-
ting a final polishing touch on the windshield.

Mason paid for the gas, swung the car out from the
service station and started threading his way in and out
of the congested late afternoon traffic.

Della Street, long accustomed to Mason’s driving, set-
tled back in the seat, turned the rear view mirror on the
righ. side of the automobile so she could keep an eye out
for patrol cars.

Mason took advantage of every opening he could find
in the traffic. Then, as he got out onto the less congested
boulevard, gave the car more speed.

“This is the time that they wait to pick up speeders,”
Della Street warned.
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“I know,” Mason said tersely, “but I'm on a hot trail.
I don’t want it to cool off.”

“What’s the trail,” she asked, “or are you keeping
secrets from me?” ;

Mason said, “When I went out to call on Benjamin Ad-
dicks the day after he had his encounter with the gorilla,
he was pretty badly upset and nervous. One side of his
face was concealed with a bandage.”

“That was the right side?”

“The right side. That’s where the i m]unes were inflicted
—most of them.”

“Well?” she asked.

Mason said, “Aside from that bandage which covered
the right side of his face and a small portion of the left
side, he looked quite presentable.”

“Well, why not?”

Della Street saw that Mason didn’t want to answer any
more questions, that he was giving his full attention to
driving the car, and at the speed he was driving he needed
all of his faculties.

“If I am successful in getting permission to start looking
around the house,” Mason told her abruptly, “I want you
to keep away from me.”

“To do what?”

“To keep away from me.”

“How far away?”

“Some distance away. Under no circumstances are you
to try to cope with any unexpected situation which may
arise.”

“What in the world are you talking about?”

“If we should find another gorilla,” Mason said, “I don’t
want you to try to help me. No matter what the circum-
stances are, I want you to get out of there. Jump in the
car, get to the nearest available telephone, and call the
police.”

“But, Chief, I don’t understand. Do you think there’s
a gorilla hidden in the house? There can’t be.”

Mason said, “Hypnotism is something we know com=
paratively little about. Suppose you were able to hypnotize
a gorilla. Then comes the problem of how to reach his
mind. He’d do unpredictable things.”
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“Chief, you’re spoofing me, trying to keep from fright-
ening me. You don’t, you can’t believe all that stuff Mrs.
Kempton said about a hypnotized gorilla killing Benja-
min Addicks.”

Mason grinned.

“You don’t, do you?” A

Mason said, “Della, I think there’s a key clue which
has been overlooked. I think that if you are with me, and
are in a position to escape, we may learn what that clue
is. On the other hand, if you are too close to me, we may
find that we’re both trapped. So please remain near a
door and at the first sign of trouble start for the police.”

“Trouble with whom?”

“A hypnotized gorilla.”

“But what will happen to you?”

Mason grinned. “Courage is the best antidote for dan-
ger, Della, remember? I think I'm going to be all right.”

She frowned. “I don’t like this at all.”

Mason turned into Olive Street. “Well, here we are, Del-
la. Some change.”

“I’ll say there’s some change,” Della Street said. “The
new tenant certainly seems to be far more sociable than hlS
dead brother.”

The iron gates were now standing wide open. The grav-
eled driveway curved invitingly through the green of the
grounds. There was no watchman.

Mason gave Della a last warning. “If Herman Barnwell
should offer to show me through the house in order to
help me look for clues, Della—and I'm almost certain he’s
going to prove very co-operative—I want to be sure you
aren’t with us. Stay near an exit and pretend that you are
interested in paintings, interior decoration, anything except
murders.”

“I’'ve been cudgeling my brains trying to find out why
you want me to do that, but I still don’t . ..”

“Here we are,” Mason said.

He parked the car in front of the house. The door
opened and a chunky, powerfully built man came out to
greet them. His teeth flashed in a quick smile. He spoke
with a very noticeable Australian accent.

“Ah, Mr. Mason, I believe. I am so pleased to meet
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you. When you telephoned I could hardly believe my good
fortune. I have read accounts of many of your cases. And
this is Miss Della Street, your secretary?

“It is indeed an honor to have you come here. Of
course, you will understand I only arrived a short time
ago. I haven’t had an opportunity to go over the place well.
It needs a thorough cleaning. I haven’t been able to en-
gage any servants as yet. In fact, my preliminary conver-
sations with employment agencies indicate that it’s going
to be very difficult to do so.”

“What are you doing with the gorillas?” Mason asked.

Herman Barnwell made an inclusive sweep with his
arm. “They’re gone. I sold the whole. outfit, lock, stock
and barrel, to a zoo. When that sale is reported in the
press, I may have some success with servants—but do
come in, and tell me what, if anything, I can do for you.
1t is indeed a pleasure to have you here.”

He held the door open and said, “Right across that en-
trance hallway and into the main living room, if you will.
TI’ll have to fix the drinks myself, I'm afraid—a little Scotch
and soda? Or would you prefer a cocktail?”

“Scotch and soda will be fine,” Mason said, “but we’re
in rather a hurry. I assume you’re quite busy and . . .”

“No, no, not at all, Mr. Mason. I have had a prelimi-
nary conference with Mr. Hardwick, the attorney for the
executor, and I have been over some of the accounts with
Mr. Hershey, trying to get some idea of my brother’s
rather complicated business affairs. Of course, those are
for the most part in the hands of the bank, but the bank
wants to follow my wishes in the matter.

“It may interest you to know, Mr. Mason, that I have
instructed the bank that under no circumstances are they
to contest in any way the provisions in the will giving
Mrs. Josephine Kempton a share of the estate.”

“Of course,” Mason pointed out, “she’s being tried for
murder and if she . . .”

“She didn’t murder him,” Herman Barnwell said calmly.
“I know she didn’t.”

“You do?”

“Yes.”

“May I ask how you know that?”
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Herman Barnwell said, “I am satisfied, Mr. Mason, that
Mrs. Kempton did not kill my brother. My brother was
trying to hide from his past. There is no use for me to
beat about the bush, Mr. Mason. You are far too wise to
be trapped by superficial subterfuge. There was no meas-
ure of affection between my brother and me. I am not
even going to try to pretend—perhaps to the public, yes;
but to you, no.

“Benjamin was intensely self-centered. We spent some
time in Australia. We had a mining partnership. There
were legal difficulties. One of the persons who had conflict-
ing interests in our claim was killed. He was murdered. I
won’t say Benjamin murdered this man. There were cir-
cumstances which pointed to it.

“But the police bungled the case. They thought 7 had
committed the murder. I was tried and convicted. How=
ever, after conviction new evidence was disclosed which
resulted in my obtaining a pardon.

“Benjamin, however, had completely disappeared. For-
tunately for him he had never been fingerprinted and so he
was able to elude everyone.”

“And you didn’t know where he was?”” Mason asked.

“I thought he was dead. Benjamin had been very cun-
ning. He had a small yacht. He put out to sea in that
yacht when a bad storm was coming up. Two days later
the capsized yacht was found floating. There was no trace
of Benjamin. Naturally it was assumed that he was dead.”

Mason frowned. “So he ran away and left you to face
the murder charge?”

“Not exactly. The police misconstrued the evidence. My
brother ran away.”

Mason said, “I have reason to believe your brother may
have had a gorilla which wasn’t kept in the cages.”

“What?”

“That’s right—a gorilla only two or three people ever
knew about.”

“But—good heavens, Mr. Mason, where on earth could
such a gorilla have been kept?”

“That’s what I’d like to have you help me find out.”

Herman Barnwell’s eyes were pinpoints of concentra-
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tion. “I’'m afraid I don’t follow you, Mr. Mason. The very
idea seems preposterous.”

“I'm not certain that I follow myself,” Mason said, “but
I wanted to look around a bit if I could. Naturally I'd
want you to be with me. I doubt if the police ever did
search the entire premlses

“By all means,” Herman Barnwell said. “Just sit down,
please, while I get the drinks—you know, Mr. Mason, I
too have had an uneasy feeling that the police may have
let their attention be diverted by the obvious. I have had
the feeling that—however, I don’t want to say things I am
not prepared to prove, and I don’t want to. alarm your
secretary. You want Scotch and soda? And you, Miss
Street, I believe the same.”

“The same,” she said, “and if you don’t mind, Il look
around here in the entrance hall. I'm very much interested
in the Grecian urn where the articles were recovered.”

“Make yourself at home,” Herman Barnwell invited
cordially. “Just help yourself.”

He left the room, and a few moments later Mortimer
Hershey entered. “Good afternoon, Mr. Mason. I just re-
turned from court. I hardly expected to find you here.”

He came forward and shook hands, then turned to Del-
la. “How do you do, Miss Street?”

Mason motioned with his hand. “Della wanted to take
a look in the stone urn in the reception room.”

“Well, that’s perfectly natural,” Hershey said, laughing.
“I can well understand that. You certainly did a remark-
able job of deductive reasoning, Mr. Mason. And, inci-
dentially, started a rather interesting chain of events.”

Mason said, “I’'m hoping I can do something along those
same lines this afternoon. I was telling Mr. Barnwell I
wanted to ascertain if a gorilla is here which wasn’t kept
confined in the cages.”

Hershey laughed. “I think that’s entirely out of the
question, Mr. Mason. All of the animals here, with the
sole exception of that one monkey . . .”

Della Street’s high-pitched scream of fear knifed
through the room.

“Chief! Behind you!”

Mason whirled.
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Della Street came running into the room.

“What was it?” Mason asked.

“Behind you,” she said, “I just had a glimpse of him
through the door—a terrible, grinning gorilla . . .”

The roar of a shot sounded through the house. It was
followed by a second and a third shot, and then silence.

Somewhere a chair overturned.

Della Street ran toward Mason.

“Get back!” Mason shouted. “Get back! Do as I told
you! Follow instructions.”

For a moment Della Street looked at him in dazed in-
comprehension.

Suddenly a huge gorilla appeared in the doorway lead-
ing to the kitchen, a gorilla with staring eyes, a fixed sar-
donic grin on his features.

“Good Lord!” Hershey exclaimed, then turned to rum,
paused to look back.

The grinning gorilla came shambling toward Mason.
The knuckles of one huge, hairy hand rested on the floor.
The other one held a glittering carving knife.

“Help! Help!” Hershey shouted, and started for the
door, stumbling over a chair as he did so, falling flat. He
grabbed Mason’s coattails in order to pull himself up,
shouting, “Run! Help! Get me out of this!”

The huge body of the gorilla came directly for Perry
Mason.

Hershey produced a revolver. Trying to scramble to his
feet, he fired three shots from a kneeling position.

The gorilla, its eyes fastened on Perry Mason, moved
deliberately forward.

Babbling incoherently in fear, Hershey got to his feet.
As he did so, he stumbled against Mason, throwing the
lawyer off balance.

The gorilla lashed out savagely with the knife.

Mason side-stepped, suddenly grabbed the hairy arm
which held the knife, and twisted it sharply.

For a moment it seemed that sheer surprise froze the
muscles of the gorilla in awkward immobility.

Mason made the most of that moment. His right fist
crashed into the hairy midriff. His right knee came up
in a savage knee lift.
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The revolver roared again and a bullet whipped past
Mason’s head, crashed into the wall.

The big gorilla collapsed slowly, doubhng forward, then
toppling to the floor with a crashing impact which made
the room tremble.

Mason turned toward Hershey.

The business manager raised the revolver, pointed it
directly at Mason, pulled the trigger.

The hammer clicked.

Mason lunged, stumbled over the paw of the gorilla.

Hershey backed toward the hallway, hurriedly thrusting
fresh cartridges into the open cylinder of the revolver.

Della Street appeared in the doorway, a stone image in
her hands.

Hershey took another backward step.

Della brought the stone image down, hard.

Hershey’s knees buckled. He dropped the gun, fell for-
ward.

“Della,” Mason said sharply. “I told you to start for
help at the first . . .”

“Did you think I'd leave you? Hurry, Chief. Get going.
We’ve knocked him out and .

Mason scooped up Hershey S revolvet, then stepping up
to the big gorilla, rolled him over, fumbled with the back
for a moment, and suddenly jerked a long zipper.

“Chief!” Della Street screamed.

Mason lifted the grinning head to one side, pulled back
the skin of the gorilla and disclosed the limp body of
Herman Barnwell.

“Well,” Mason said, “perhaps now you’ll consent to
leave me in charge here, and go get the police.”

19

MasoN, DELLA STREET AND PAUL DRAKE SAT IN Ma-
son’s private office.

Paul Drake, his eyes red from lack of sleep, but never-
theless alert with interest, said, “Good Lord, Perry, it’s a
wonder that you weren’t killed.”
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Mason said, “If I’d been absolutely certain, if I'd known
what I know now, I’d have gone to Lieutenant Tragg and
told him the whole story. I think he’d have searched the
place and found the gorilla skin.”

“Of course, they must have been planning it for a long
time,” Drake said.

“Sure they had. As it turns out now, Benjamin Addicks
had caught both Hershey and Nathan Fallon in embezzle-
ments—when you come right down to it, he had given
these men an enormous amount of leeway. They had
every opportunity in the world. Addicks was trying to
cheat on his income tax by manipulating a lot of his trans-
actions on a cash basis, and Hershey and Fallon had
been taking a pretty generous cut.

“Of course, the disadvantage of trying to carry on a
business the way Benjamin Addicks was doing it, is that
you don’t have any really accurate books. You yourself
can’t tell where your business stands. You scramble it all
up so there are no written records, and you fool yourself
as well as the government.”

“How much do you suppose they got away with?”

“Hershey’s confession says something over three hun-
dred thousand dollars. That, of course, was small stuff to
what they were preparing to do. Apparently they had been
in touch with Herman for some time. Herman offered
them a fortune if they could manipulate it so that Benja-
min was put out of the way under such circumstances that
Herman would inherit the fortune.

“When you look at it carefully they did a pretty smooth
job. They overpowered Benjamin Addicks. They twisted
the ligaments in his leg. They inflicted cuts and bruises on
his face, and then they bound him and gagged him.

“That was when Herman Barnwell took over, masquer=
ading as Benjamin Addicks. That was rather easy to do
because they were very similar in build, complexion and
general appearance. There was quite a remarkable broth-
erly resemblance.

“The idea was that they would ca]l in some disinterested
witness who didn’t know Benjamin Addicks personally.
Because of the bandaged face and the fact that Hershey
and Nathan Fallon would both identify Herman Barnwell
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as being Benjamin Addicks, they would then be in a posi-
tion to go ahead with their scheme.

“Apparently they intended to bring James Etna into the
picture as their disinterested witness, but it happened that
I bought those diaries of Helen Cadmus, secured news-
paper notoriety from it, and therefore walked right into
the middle of things. They decided it would be better to
use me than James Etna.

“So they built up a background that Benjamin Addicks
distrusted Nathan Fallon but had complete confidence in
Mortimer Hershey. They had, of course, been practicing
forging Benjamin Addicks’ writing for a long time.

“Then it was all fixed that while Hershey and Fallon
would prepare ironclad alibis for themselves so that they
couldn’t possibly be implicated in murder, Herman Barn-
well, masquerading as Benjamin, would get Josephine
Kempton out to the house. On some pretext or other,
he’d leave her a minute and go unlock the cages of a
couple of harmless gorillas. In the meantime, liquor had
been forced down Benjamin Addicks until he was suffi-
ciently drunk so that he had passed out. Herman got into
this carefully prepared gorilla-skin suit—the only bad
thing about it was that the head necessarily had a natural
fixity of expression which was what made Josephine
Kempton think she was looking at a hypnotized gorilla.

“They lured Mrs. Kempton up into the room. She saw
this huge gorilla, saw him stab the unconscious body of
Benjamin Addicks. They counted on Mrs. Kempton not
being able to resist the temptation of appropriating the
check, which had already been carefully forged, with an
endorsement that showed it was a forgery.

“Of course, the endorsement being forged, the check
couldn’t be cashed. The money would return to the estate,
and whoever inherited that estate would inherit the money
on that check.

“The fact that I was able to show that Benjamin Ad-
dicks had been mistaken about the theft of the ring and
the watch was a break for them. They decided to capitalize
on that by incorporating that matter in the will which
would give the whole thing an air of authenticity.

“They didn’t get all the breaks. A few things went
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against them. One was that while I was there Sidney Hard-
wick came out to see his client, and the masquerader, who
was supposed to be Benjamin Addicks, said that he felt too
upset to see him—to see his own attorney, mind you, al-
though he had previously given me an audience, and I
was not only a stranger, but a man whose interests were
completely hostile.”

lt)hra,ke said, “Then Josephine Kempton was telling the
truth.’

“The truth about everything except that cashier’s check.
She tried to hide that. Of course, Hershey, Fallon and
Herman Barnwell knew that they had her the minute she
took that check. It could either be found in her possession
or she would try to cash it. As far as they were concerned
they were perfectly willing for her to cash it. She could
have taken the money and then Herman Barnwell, in
checking into the business affairs, could have detected a
forgery. The bank records would show the twenty-five
thousand dollars had been paid to Josephine Kempton
and there they had her. )

“In other words, if the story of the gorilla murdering
Benjamin Addicks went across all right, that was fine,
that was the way they wanted it; but in the event any-
thing went wrong, Josephine Kempton could be cast in
the role of murderess. And in the event she wasn’t accused
herself, once she had cashed that cashier’s check they had
her absolutely in their power.”

“Well,” Drake said, “it was a bizarre scheme, but
nevertheless when you realize the weird circumstances un-
der which Benjamin Addicks lived, his attempts at ex-
perimentation with animal psychology, and—how do you
explain that, Perry?”

“He’d killed a man in Australia,” Mason said. “We
have a lot to check, but apparently Herman’s story to me
was, in the main, true. Benjamin Addicks, or Barnwell,
was rationalizing with his conscience. He probably felt
he had been hypnotized. He may have been off the beam
on that one subject.”

“How did you get the lead on all this?”” Drake asked.

Mason said, “Actually, Paul, I should have smelled a
rat a lot sooner than I did.”
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“How come?”

Mason said, “I went out to see Benjamin Addicks. I
saw a man who was introduced as Benjamin Addicks. I
did not get a good look at his face. He was wearing dark
glasses so I couldn’t see his eyes. He had a bandage which
concealed nearly all of his face. Actually, of course, I was
talking with Herman instead of Benjamin. Herman had
been here for some time, leaving an accomplice in Aus-
tralia to answer cablegrams from Hardwick. That was all
part of the carefully laid trap. Herman was a good
enough actor to change his voice, and since I had never
met Benjamin, they stood very little chance of detec-
tion—not one chance in a million. But they fell down on
one thing.”

“What?”

Mason said, “It was then Tuesday evening. The gorilla
was supposed to have attacked Benjamin the day before.
I had a glimpse of the cheek of the man with whom I was
talking. That cheek was smoothly shaven. In court they
introduced a photograph of Benjamin’s face. I examined
the photograph rather closely and saw that the lacerations
were deep and painful.

“I felt vaguely uneasy about that photograph. I knew
there was something wrong, but I couldn’t tell what. It
was, of course, the incongruity of the shaven cheek I had
seen at the edge of the bandage.

“That the lacerations were too painful for the victim to
have shaven, was shown by indisputable evidence—the
fact that he hadn’t shaved. Yet the man whom I saw had
a cleanly shaven cheek more than thirty-four hours after
the injuries were supposed to have been sustained.

“You can’t be mistaken on that. A bandage, of course,
will cover up skin, but as a person talks the bandage moves
slightly, and if the skin under the bandage is unshaven,
whiskers will be working out.”

“Now what happens?” Della Street asked.

“Fortunately,” Mason said, “we can prove that holo-
graphic will is a forgery. Hershey is simply dying to turn
state’s evidence. The other will then becomes effective, the
one that Hardwick prepared. Of course, there’s a clause
in that will that Hardwick didn’t want to tell us about, a
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clause leaving the bulk of the fortune to Helen Cadmus.
Hardwick kept insisting that Benjamin Addicks make a
new will because he thought Helen Cadmus was dead.
Benajmin, however, had no real intention of changing his
will because he knew Helen Cadmus was very much
alive, and he knew that he wantéd to have her provided
for in the event anything happened to him.

“So there you have a peculiar situation. A lawyer in-
sisting that a client’s will needed to be changed because
the principal beneficiary was dead, and the client, know-
ing that she wasn’t dead, stalling the lawyer along. After
all, when Hardwick mentioned that he had been insisting
that Benjamin make a new will because of certain com-
plications which had arisen, I should have begun to guess
what the situation was right then.”

“But the marriage to Helen Cadmus is actually biga-
mous?” Drake asked.

“It is if his first wife is still alive, but somehow I have
as idea she isn’t. Hershey says that it’s been eighteen
months since anyone has heard from her. Before that she
used to put the bee on Addicks about once every four or
five months.”

“Why did they pull this attack on you?” Drake asked.

“For the very good reason that they knew I was sus-
picious. They knew that Josephine Kempton had told me
her story of the murder. They had an idea that I had be-
gun to smell a rat.

“By the time court adjourned this afternoon I had be-
gun to realize the significance of the shaven cheek that I
had seen on the person whom I had interviewed. Then
I began to get a glimpse of the truth. On the way out to
Stonehenge I thought the thing through to a conclusion.

“I knew they would like to dispose of me. I knew that
if they could kill me under such circumstances that Della
Street could actually see a strange grinning gorilla, and
run for the police, her story of the murderous gorilla
would be believed because it would conform to Josephine
Kempton’s story.

“I knew, therefore, that they would let Della Street get
a glimpse of the gorilla. If she should then start to run
for the police, they’d let her go. That would leave me to
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cope with whoever was in the house. If there had been
three men I might not have taken the chance, but there
were only two—Herman and Hershey. Herman, of course,
looked terribly formidable in the big gorilla skin. He was
actually a pushover. He couldn’t move fast carrying the
weight of the gorilla skin, the awkward head, and all the
padding. He could just about walk, manipulate the knife
and that was all.

“So I gave them a chance. Herman set the stage, then
went out to the private bar to prepare drinks. He slipped
into the gorilla suit and appeared at the door long enough
to let Della Street get a glimpse of him. Then he disap-
peared and fired several shots. Then, dressed in the go-
rilla skin, he appeared in the doorway with a knife.

“Under ordinary circumstances a man would have been
completely paralyzed at such a formidable apparition. I
should have turned to run, and there was good old Her-
shey to pretend that he was assisting me, falling all over
things so that the gorilla would have a chance to close the
distance.

“By the time Della Street arrived with the police, she
would find two badly shaken men, both of whom would
have sworn that they had seen a gorilla who had escaped
through the grounds, and that the gorilla had killed me.
They had both shot at him and they thought perhaps had
wounded him—or, if they had needed to do it, Hershey
could have shot me, claiming he had killed me acciden-
tally while aiming at the gorilla.”

“You were taking chances,” Drake said.

“Some chances,” Mason admitted. “I made up my mind
that if it came to a showdown I would tell them that the
jig was up, that Della was in on the secret and had gone
to get the police.”

Drake said, “Just the same, it took nerve.”

“Perhaps,” Mason said, “but it was the only way I
could think of to get them to show their hand so I could
have absolute proof.

“I think I'd better go get in touch with Helen Cadmus
and let her know what the situation is—by the way, Della,
you remember that I left a bill at the Chinese restaurant
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where we ate, and told the cashier I’'d be back for the
change?”

She nodded.

“I dropped in there to pick up the change and the man
gave me your coin purse. It seems that you dropped it
when you pulled your notebook from your purse.”

Della Street’s face suddenly colored.

“What is it?”” Mason asked.

“The fortune paper that was in it.”

Mason shook his head. “Apparently you must have put
that paper some place else, Della. There wasn’t any paper
in it.”

“Oh,” Della said, relief in her voice.

“Well,” Mason said, “you entertain Paul Drake, Della.
Get out that bottle of whisky, and we’ll have a drink on
it. I'll go out to the switchboard and put through a call
to Helen Cadmus. We can at least take a load off her
mind.”

Mason went out to the outer office, plugged in the tele-
phone line, and, as he did so, took from his pocket the
folded piece of rice paper from the fortune cake which
had been delivered to him by the Chinese together with
Della Street’s coin purse.

On the paper appeared in fine print:

“If you marry him you will be very happy and pre-
sent him with a man child who will be very like his
father.”

Mason hesitated for a moment, then, opening his wallet,
pushed the folded piece of rice paper far down into a cor-
ner. Pocketing the wallet, he put through the call to Hel-
en Cadmus. )
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