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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, 