










































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































ELLERY QUEEN

The Little Spy

w he letter was written in a secretive hand on paper as thick
as a pharaoh’s papyrus. Instead of a name or a crest, its

engraved monogram consisted of one large, gold, tickle-
some question mark.

“My dear Mr. Queen,” Ellery read. “It is the pleasure of The
Puzzle Club to invite you to our next regular meeting, which
takes place at 7:30 p.m. Wednesday at the address below. Pur-
pose: to offer you our membership test, which we believe
without modesty will challenge your logical powers.

“Ours is a very small, congenial group. There are no dues or
other obligations. You will be the only outsider present. Infor-
mal dress.

“We hope you will respond affirmatively.”

None of Ellery’s reference books, including the telephone
directory, listed a Puzzle Club. On the other hand, the signa-
ture and address made it unlikely that this was the gambit to a
mugging party or badger game. So Ellery dashed off an ac-
ceptance note; and Wednesday evening found him, at 7:30 to
the tick, pushing the bell of a penthouse foyer in the nobbiest
reaches of Park Avenue.

The lordly Englishman who opened the door turned out to
be a butler, who took his hat and vanished; and the rumpled-

looking Texan giant who greeted him was unmistakably El-
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lery’s correspondent and host. The big man’s name was Syres,
and he was one of the ten wealthiest men in the United
States.

“On the dot,” Syres boomed. “Welcome, Mr. Queen!” He
was all but grinding his muscular hands; and he rushed Ellery
into a museum of massive Western furniture, studded leather,
burnished woods, antique carpets, old masters, and twinkling
crystal and copper. “I see youre admiring my traditionalism. I
loathe contemporary anything.” Except, Ellery thought, con-
temporary oil wells and the profits therefrom; but he meekly
followed his host into a living room vast enough for a hidalgo’s
rancho.

In a moment Ellery was shaking hands with the other mem-
bers of The Puzzle Club. Three were present besides Syres,
and not altogether to his surprise Ellery recognized each of
them. The dark, tall, mustache-eyebrowed man was the cele-
brated criminal lawyer, Darnell, who was being mentioned
frequently these days for the next opening on the Supreme
Court. The trim, short, peach-cheeked one was the noted psy-
chiatrist, Dr. Vreeland. The third was Emmy Wandermere, the
poet, a wisp of a woman with shocking blue eyes and the
handclasp of a man.

Ellery gathered that The Puzzle Club was of recent origin.
It had no more purpose than any other association in games-
manship, perhaps less; and while its members were all promi-
nently implicated in the world as it was, the Club’s bylaws, he
was promptly told, forbade discussion at its monthly meetings
of any subject not connected with puzzles. As the psychiatric
Dr. Vreeland put it, “Other people meet regularly to play
bridge. We meet to mystify each other—as man has done with
riddles since prehistory—in a sort of ritual adoration of the
question mark.”

They sat him down in a roomy armchair near the man-high
fireplace, and the English butler brought him a Scotch, a nap-
kin, and a little tray of sizzling canapés.

“And that’s all you get, Mr. Queen, until the test is over,” the
oilman explained. “We don't eat dinner until afterward.”
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“The Arabs have a proverb,” said Dr. Vreeland. “When the

stomach speaks, wisdom is silent.”

“Or as Stevenson put it,” murmured Miss Wandermere, “the
sort who eat unduly must never hope for glory.”

“You see, Queen, we want you to be at your best,” said Dar-
nell the lawyer, staring piercingly at their victim. “Our mem-
bership rules are quite harsh. For example, application is by
unanimous invitation only. Our fifth member, Dr. Arkavy, the
Nobel Prize-winning biochemist, who’s away at a science con-
ference, voted by cable all the way from Moscow to invite
you.

“You should understand, too,” said tycoon Syres, “that if you
fail to solve the puzzle were going to throw at you tonight,
youll never be invited to try again.”

“Harsh, indeed,” said Ellery, nodding. “You titillate me.
How exactly is the puzzle propounded?”

“In story form,” said the lady poet. “How else?”

“Have I the option of asking questions?”

“As many as you like,” said the little psychiatrist.

“In that case,” Ellery said, “you-all may fire when ready.”

“It happened during World War II,” the multimillionaire
host began the story. “You'll remember how hectic everything
was—government departments mushrooming overnight, new
bureaus scrambling to get organized, all sorts of people pulled
out of the woodwork to help with the war effort, and security
officers going crazy with the work load suddenly dumped on

their shoulders.”

“In a certain very important government war-bureau newly
set up,” psychiatrist Vreeland said as he lit a cigar, “one of the
working force taken on was a little man named Tarleton, .
Aubrey Tarleton, who came out of retirement to do his bit for
Uncle Sam. J. Aubrey was an ex-civil servant with a good if
undistinguished record in government service. The bureau was
an essential and very sensitive one. There was no time to do
more than a conventional security check, but Tarleton’s long

record seemed to speak for itself.”
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“If you had seen old Mr. Tarleton,” Miss Wandermere, the
poet, took up the tale, “he would have struck you as a throw-
back—say, someone out of the British civil service in Rudyard
Kipling’s day. He had a Colonel Blimp mustache, he invariably
dressed in ultraconservative clothes of Edwardian cut, he ac-
tually wore a piped vest and spats, carried a silver-headed
cane, and he was never without a boutonniére pinned to his
lapel, usually a white gardenia. A spic-and-span, courtly little
old gentleman out of a long-dead age.

“His tastes were as elegantly old-fashioned,” the lady poet
went on, “as his manners. For instance, Mr. Tarleton was
something of a gourmet and a connoisseur of vintages. Also, he
would talk endlessly about his hobby, which was painting tiny
landscapes on little ovals of ivory and ceramic—even worse,
going on and on about his collection of eighteenth century
miniatures by Richard Cosway and Ozias Humphry and other
artists practically no one had ever heard of. In short, he was a
good deal of a bore, and the younger people in the bureau es-
pecially vied with one another inventing new ways of avoiding
him.”

“Then something happened,” Lawyer Darnell chimed in,
“that threw the spotlight on little Mr. Tarleton. It was shortly
before D-Day, and the dapper old gent suddenly wangled a
priority airline passage to London. And just then Intelligence
received an anonymous tip that Tarleton was in the pay of the
Nazis—that he was a German spy. There were thousands of
such tips during the war, most of them checking out as base-
less, the result of malice, or spy fever, or what-have-you. But in
view of Tarleton’s access to top-secret material, and rather
than take a chance at such a critical time, they yanked old
Tarleton off the plane just as it was about to take off, and they
gave him a going over.”

“This,” asserted oilman Syres gravely, “was the most thor-
ough search in the long and honorable history of spy-catching.
It took a very long time, because at first it was entirely unsuc-
cesstul. In the end, of course, they found it.”

“The plans for the Allied invasion of Europe, no doubt,” El-
lery said, smiling.
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“Exactly,” said Miss Wandermere, looking faintly disapprov-
ing. “The date cycle for D-Day, the location of the landings,
the strength of the Allied forces—everything the German high
command needed to smash the invasion in its tracks. There it
was, to the last detail, all written down in plain uncoded Eng-
lish.

“The question you've got to answer, Mr. Queen, is a simple
one. But watch out! Where did the Intelligence people find the
spy messager”

“Or to put it the other way,” Darnell, the criminal lawyer,
said, “where did Tarleton conceal the spy message?”

“May I rule out the plane?” Ellery asked promptly. “That is,
he didnt conceal it somewhere on board just before he was

grabbed? Or in his luggage, or someone else’s luggage?”
“He did not.”

“He didn’t pass it to a confederate?”
“NO‘,’

“The message was found on his person?”

"It was.”

“Well, let’s see.” Ellery frowned. “I assume the obvious
places of possible concealment yielded nothing—hat, coats,
vest, trousers, shirt, tie, shoes, socks, spats, underclothing,
galoshes or rubbers, that sort of thing?” There was a general
nod. “The flower in his buttonhole? It was a real flower?”

“Nature’s own,” said Dr. Vreeland.

“The contents of his pockets?”

“Every object he carried in his pockets was minutely gone
over, without result.”

“The pockets themselves?”

“Concealed nothing.”

“A secret pocket? Anywhere in his clothing?r”

“No.”
“Was he carrying a book?”

“No.”

“A newspaper? Magazine? Directory? Any printed material
whatever?”

“None.”
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“There must have been some printed matter in his wallet
—credit cards, driver's license—"

“All carefully examined,” Syres chuckled, “including, I might
add, the material of the wallet itself—for secret writing. And
no dice.”

“Was his bare skin examined for secret writing?r”

“It was, including his scalp, ears, and finger- and toenails,”
the oilman grinned, “and there wasn’t any. They looked under
infra-red and ultra-violet and every other kind of light known
to science. They peered at every square inch through a micro-
scope. They used every chemical known to bring out secret
writing. They even parboiled him—applied heat.”

“Thorough,” said Ellery dryly. “Well.” He reflected. “Was he
tattooed with some design that looked innocuous but actually
concealed a hidden message?”

“In the naked state,” Miss Wandermere assured him, “old
Mr. Tarleton was as pinkly unmarred as a six-month foetus.”

“And I take it the usual fluoroscope and X-ray examinations
were made without turning the message up in the old spy’s in-
terior?”

“You take it correctly, Mr. Queen.”

“His mustache!” Ellery said. “Under it.”

“Ingenious mind, this fellow,” Lawyer Darnell said admir-
ingly. “You mean Tarleton wrote the message on his upper lip
and then grew a mustache over it? Well, Intelligence thought
of that. They shaved off his mustache and found nothing un-
derneath but lip.”

“Interesting.” Ellery was pulling on his nose, a sure sign of
deep cerebration. “Let’s tackle objects that might conceal the
message. If I hit one that’s relevant, stop me. . . . Watch,
wrist or pocket type? Ring? Hearing aid? Hairpiece? Glass
eye? Contact lenses? The shafts of eyeglasses? False teeth?
False finger or toe? Any prosthetic device at all?”

“Heavens, you'll have the old traitor made up of bits and
pieces, Mr. Queen,” laughed the lady poet. “No to all your sug-
gestions.”

“Key ring? Card case? Cuff links? Tie clasp? Belt? Suspend-
ers? Pipe? Tobacco pouch? Cigarettes? Cigarette case? Snuff-
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box? Pillbox?” Ellery went on and on, until he ran out of ideas.
To each suggestion they shook their heads.

There was silence. The members of The Puzzle Club
glanced at one another significantly.

“Buttons,” Ellery said, of a sudden. “Hollowed-out buttons!
No? . . . Ah, I've forgotten something!”

“What's that?” asked Darnell curiously.

“His silver-headed cane!”

But they all shook their heads, smiling. And there was si-
lence again.

“Well, I've eliminated everything you've told me about the
old boy, and lots more. Or have I?”

“To that question, Mr. Queen,” said Syres, smiling even
more broadly, “you’ll have to provide your own answer. Fasci-
nating problem, isn’t it?”

“And damned smart Intelligence people,” Ellery mourned.
“Final question: What if there’s more than one answer, and I
hit one you haven’t thought of?”

There was incredulous hilarity.

“In that case,” the lady poet said, “we’d probably elect you
president of the Club.”

“Now, Mr. Queen,” said Syres, “you may retire to my study
to think, or take a walk down Park Avenue, or spend your time
any way you please while chewing on the puzzle. Unfortu-
nately, we can’t let you have more than an hour. My chef
Charlot’s dinner won’t be edible after nine o’clock. Which is
your pleasurer”

“Inasmuch as all this ratiocination has made me hungry,” El-
lery said, grinning back, “I think I'll answer your puzzle right
now.”

CHALLENGE TO THE READER

Can you qualify for membership
in The Puzzle Club?

“The clue,” Ellery chuckled in the attentive silence, “stemmed
from old Tarleton’s hobby—his painting of miniatures. It
naturally suggested that he had written the spy message in
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miniature—in lettering so small it could be read only through
a strong magnifying glass. That much was obvious.

“The question, of course, was: On which object Tarleton
carried on his person was the miniaturized spy message in-
scribed?

“I just questioned whether I had covered everything about
the old spy that you people had mentioned in your description
of him. Of course I had not. I eliminated every possible object
on Tarleton’s person but one. The message must therefore have
been written in miniature on that one object.

“Old Tarleton was in the tradition of the very select few who
have been able to inscribe the Gettysburg Address or the
Lord’s Prayer on an object no bigger than an oversized pe-
riod.

“He wrote the spy message on the head of the pin that se-
cured his flower to his lapel.”

“Miss Wandermere and gentlemen,” said the tycoon heartily,
“I give you the newest member of The Puzzle Club!”
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